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CHAPTER IX.—CoNTNUED,

« T myself shonldn't hesitate about it, if I
only got- the ohance. And.indeed where
oguld anyons get & more charming husband
than the dear’ vicaz ?" R

« Well, well, it was a' foolish. -match not-
withstandiag,” seya Mre. Redmond, with a
smile and a wan sort of blush; « though cer-
tainly a¢ that time I don't deny he was very
fascinating. Sach a voice, my dear! and
then his eyea ware vemarkably fine,”

4+ Were '—are, you mean,” says the crafty
€larigss, knowing that pralse of her huaband
j» sweet to the soul of the faded Penelope,
and thst the surest means of reducing her to

a pliant mood 18 to permit her to maunder on
uninterrupted about past glories, end dead
hours renderad bright by age. To have her
jn her kindest humor, before mentioning the
real object of her visit, must be managed at
all risks. v Yours was a love-match, wasn't

ND UNFAITH.

‘Ontaide on the'avenws, she‘enconnters, the

vicar, hurrying hombe. M L

‘.Ttirn with me,” she eays, puiting her band

through bis arm. . ¥1- bave something to say.

to you.n R . B o .
it Golng to be married 7" asks he, gayly.

u Noneenae!|"—blushing, in.that he has'so
closely hit the mark, < £t 15 not-of anything
80 paltry I would unburden my mind.”

+ Then you have nothing of importance to
tell me,” eays the vizar; fand I must go.
Your story will keep; my work will not.”I
am in a great hurry; old Betty Martin —

«Nugt wait, I inslst onit, Dylog! non.
sense| she has been dying every wuek for.
three yearg, and you believe her every time,
Come 88 fat a3 the gate with me.” .

« You commeard, I obey," says the vicar-
with o sigh of resignstion, walking on beside
his young parishioner. - #But if"you ecould
only underatand the trouble 1 am in with
tliose Bateson’s you wonld have some pity.for

me. .
« What! again 7’ says Clarisss, showing,
and feeling, deep compassion. *~ " °
«Even so.' Thistime about the bread.
You koow what unpleasant bread they bake,
and how Mre. Redmond objects to it; and

it ™ she eays, cosxingly. «Do tell me all
nbout it.” (She bas listened patiently to
every word of it about a hundred times be-
foré), =I do go likea real love-affair.”

1 There isn't much to tell,” says Mrs. Red-
mond, who i3 quite deligbted, and actually
foregoes the charm of darning, that she may
ihe more correctly remember each interesting
detall in her own « old story ;” «bat it was all
very sudden—very ; likea tornado, ora whirl:
wind, or those things is the desert that cover
one up in a moment. First we met at two
croquet parties—yes, two—and then at dipner

really it is bad for the children.”
«It is poicon,” says Clarigsa, who never

does anything by halves, and who is nothing
if uot sympatbetic.

« Well, g0 I sald ; and when I had expostu-

Inted with them, mildly but firmly, and eug-
gested that better flour might make better
doughb, and they had declined to take any no-
tice of my protest—why, I just ordered my
bread from the Burtons opposite, and——"

The vicar pauses.
it And you have been happy ever since ?”
u1Vel), yes, my dear. I suppose ina way

4§ ont any one to 1ove them!
.| indeed, a misfortune,. : .

ab. the Ramsays’, end it was

the Ramseys' that be first pressed my hand.
1 thought my dear, I should have dropped, it
was such a downright, not-to be-got over sort
of squeege. Denr me, I can almost feel {t

now,” enys Mrs, Redmond,

Like a girl.
“Yes. Do go on,” esys

reslity, is enjoying herself intensely.
# Well, then, two days afterward, to my sur-

at the dinner at

who is blushing

Clarlsss, who ino

prise, he called Wwith some tlckets for a con-
cert, te which my mamma, who suspected no-
thing, took me. There we met sgain, and it
was there right, as one might say, under
mamma's nose, he proposed to me. He was
very ecloquent, though be was obliged fo
speak rather disconnectedly, owing to the
music stopping now and then, and my mam-
ma being of a suspicious turn ; but he was |1

I have; that is, I have ceased to miss the in-
evitable breakfast lecture on the darkness nnd
coarseness of the bread; but I have hardly
geined on other points, and the Bateson's are
a perpetuoal scourge. They have decided on
never again ¢ darkening the charch door’
(their own worde, my dear Clarlasa), because
I bave taken the vicarage custom from them.
They prefer imperilling their souls to giving
up the chance of punishing me, And now
the question is, whether 1 should not covsent

to the alow polsoning of my children, rather
than drive my parishioners into the arma of
the Methodists, who keep open houses for all
comers below the hill.”

1 don's think I should polson the chij~

dren,” says Clariasa.

« But what i8 to becoms of my choir ? Char-
otte Bateson has the sweetest volce In it, and
{am at

young in those dayr, my dear, snd well-favor:
So we got married.”

«That is the proper ending toall pretty
stories. But it is trne,” says Clarices, with a
wiliness really horrible in one so young, ¢ that
jast at that time you refused a splendid offer,

ed, no doubt.

adl jor the vicars sake 7"

«Bplendid is a long word,” says Mrs. Red-
moaod, trying to speak carelessly, but unmis-

takably elated, “yet I must

some truth in the report to waich you allude.
Bir Hubert Fitz Hubert was a baronet of very
ancient lineage, came over with the Conquer-
eor, or King Alfred, I quitetorget which, batit
was whichever was the oldest ; that I know,
He was, in fact, a trifie old for me, perhaps,
and not so rich as others I bave known, but
He proposed to me, but I re:
jected bim upon the spot witk scorn, thongh

still a baronet.

he went on his knees to me,

angnished frerzy that be would cut big throat

with hig razor if I refused

suit! I did refuge, but I heard nothing more
I am willing to believe he

about the razor.
put some restraint upon his

ings, nnd refrained from inflicting any Injary

upon himself.”

« Poor fellow ! pays Clarises, in a suspi-

clous choky tone.

¢ Then L espoused the vicar,” says Mrs. Red.
mond, with a sentimental sigh.

foolish things sometimes.”

« That, now, was a wise one.
marry a king if I loved a beggar.
er, you brhaved beautifally, aad jost like a

novel.”

Feeling that the moment for action bas ar-
rived, as Mrs. Bedmond i8 now in a glow of
pride aud vanity well mixed, Clarissa goes on

sweetly.

« ] bavs some news for you.”

“ For me 7"
% Yes, for you.

you not 7"
% Indeed I have.”

« Well, I think I know one who will just
She was at school with me, and,
though poor now, baving lost both fatherand
mother, is ofa very good family, and well

suit you.

connected.,”
t But the salary 7 saya
with some h sitatien.

content with that ; che only

Py, and st rest, and she will beall that with
you and Cissy end Mr, Redmond. She is
young, and {t ig ber firet trial, but she is very
clever; ehe has a really lovely voice, and
painis excessively well. Ethel has rather a
taste for painting, has she not?”

A decided talent for it.

were remarkable for their artistic tendencies,
50 she, doubtless, inherits it; and—yes, of

coures, it would be a great

have some one one on the spot to develop this
Your iri2nd, you say, is

enlent, and train it.
well connected ?*

« Very highly connected, on her mother’s
gide. Her fasher was a lientenant in the
navy, and very respectable too, I belleve;
though I know nothing of him.”

« ‘That she should be a lady is, of course in-
dispensable,” says Mra. Redmond, with all the
pride that ooght to belong to soit.goods
«1 need hardly say that I think.
But why does she not appeal for help fo her

people.

mothor’s relations "

# Boeause she prefers honest work to beg:
ging from those who up to this have taken

no notice of her.”
« X admire her,”
warmly.

friend of mine than here.”
- #Thank you, my dear.
wiire to her, or shall I ?”

u Let roe write to her first, if you doxn't
mind ; Ithink I can settle everything.”

« Mind ?7—no indeed ; it 18 only too good of
You to take so much trouble about me.”

To which Clarissa says, prettily,—

« Do not put it In that light ; there is no

I know how delicate you
are, and how unable to mpnage those two
strong children yon have at home.
know, too, you have been looking ont 1or a
guitable governess for some time. but you
have found a dificulty in choosing one, have

# The salary is the
thipg. I bear of no one now who will come
for less than gixty or seventy poundsa yeas
at the lowest; and with Henry at school, und
Rupert’s college expenses, forty pounds is as
much 88 wo can sfford to glve.”

« Miss Brouzhton will, 1 think, be quite

says Mrs,
« It you think she will be satisfiad
with forty pounds, I should like to try what
she conld do with the children.”

«1 am very glad you bave so decidad. X
know no place in which I would rather seea

confuss there is

and swore, in an

to listen to his

maddened feel-

#“(One does

1 would not
Aitogeih

And1

Mrs. Redmond,

wants to be hap-

All my {amily

thing for her to

Redmond,

Then will you

nlensure 50 koen as-that of belng able to belp
one's friends.” . ‘

Then she rises, and, having left behind her
three socks that no earthly power can ever
again draw upon & cohild’s foot, so hopelessly
has she brought beel and sole together, she
says good-by to Mre. 1Redmond, and leaves the
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pow she will ot come to church.
my wits’ end when I think of it all.”
«) am going to supply Charlotte's piace for
you,” saye Olarissa, shyly.
«Thank you, my dear. But, yon see, You
would never be in time. And, nafortuna ely,
the services must slways begin ata regalar
hour. Punctuslity wasthe one thing I never
could teach you—that and the Catechism.”
% What & lib 11" says Clarissa. ©I shonld
not malign my own teaching if I were you.
I am perfectly cortain I could say it all now,
this very moment, from start to finish, ques-
tions and sll. without a mistake. ShallI?"
¢ No, no. YIl take your word for it,” says
the vicar, hastlly. # The fact is, I bave just
been listening to it at the morning school in
tho village, and when one has hesrd a thing

repeated fourteen times with variations, one

natarslly is not ambitlons of hearing it again,
no matter how profitable it may be.”

# Wnen T spoke of illing Charlotte’s place,”’
gays Clarissa, ¢ I did not allnde in auy way to
myself, but to——— And aow I am coming to
my news.”

«S0 glad!” sayse the vicar; ¢ I may over-
take old Betty yet.”

« I have secured a governess for Mre, lLled-

mond. Such a dear little governess! AndI
wabt you to premise me to be more than
usually kind to her, because she is young and
fricndless and it is her first effort at toach-
ing.”
§So that question is settled at iast, says the
vicar, with 8 deep—if carefally suppressed—
sigh of relief. « I am rejoiced, if only for my
wife's ssko, who has been worrying herself for
weeks past, trying to replace the inestimable
—if somewhst depressing—Misa Prood.”
«. Has she 7" says Clariaes, kindly. + Wor-
ry i3 a bad thing. Buat to~day Mrs. Red-
mond seems much better than she has been
for s long time, Indeed, she said so.”

« Didshe ?” says the vicar, with a ccmical,
transient smile, Mrs, Redmond’® mnladies pe-
ing of o purely imagipary order.

«What are you laughing st now ?" aske
Clarizss, who has marked this passing gleam
of amusement.

« At you, my dear, you are so quainily hu-
morous,” replies he, ¢ But go on; tell me of
this new acquisition to our houa<hold. Isshe
a friend of youra }’

«Yos, a great triend.”

«Then of course we ehall like her.”

«Thank you,” says Clarissa. ¢ dhe s very
pretty, and very charming. Perhaps, after all,
I am doing a foollsh thing for myself. How
shall I feel when she has cut me out at thu
vicarage 7’

t: Not much fear of that, were sho Aphrod-
it herseif. Yon are much too good a child
to bo liked 1lightly oc by halves. Well,
good-by ; you won't forget about the flanuel
for the Batley twins "'

« [ have alrendy—at loast, half of it. How
could I t:ll sbe was going to have twins,"says
Clarissa, apologeticaily .

oIt certainly wag very inconsiderate of
ber,” suys the vicar, with a sigh, &8 he thinke
of the poverty that clings to the Batley men-
ago from year’s end to year’s end.

«Well, never mind ; she shall bhave it all
next week,” promises Clarissa, soothiugly,
markiog his regretfol tone ; and then she bids’
him farewell; and goes up the road again in
the direction of her home,

She is glad to be alone at last, Her mis-
slon successlvely accomplished; she kas now
time to let her heart rest contentedly upon
her own happiness. All tho events of the
morning—the amallest word; the lightest in-
tonation; the most paseing smile; that claime.
ed Horace as thelr father—are remembered
by her. She dwells fondly on each eeparate
remembrance; and repeats to herself how he
looked and spoke at such and such moments.

She is kappy, quite happy. A sortofwon-
der, too, mixes with her delight. Only a fow
short hours ago she had left her home, free,
unbetrothed, with only hope to sustaln her,
and now she 13 retarning to it with her hopea

certainty—bound, beart and soul, to the dear-
est, the troest man on earth, as she believes.

How well he loves her! She had notlced
hix sndden paling when she had begged for
some deley before actually naming her ! bry-
dale day-" She had hardly belleved hia love
for her was go strong, 50 earnest; even she
(how could she | with tender self-reproach)
had misjudged him—had deemed him some-
what coid, indifferent; unknowing of the
deep stratum of feeling that lay beneath the
outward calm of his demeanor.

Dear, dearest Horace! She will never dis-
belleve in bim again ; he is her own now, her
very own, and she loves him with all her
heart, and he loves her just the same, and
——0h, if every woman in the world could
only be 8 happy ns she is to-day, what a glo-

rious place it would be!

Not that it is such a bat place by any
mpans, as gomy people would have one (o

-iuisg:!ie., - Sure
.ple; misanthropists, misogamists, and such

‘| ke heretics ; or else, poor souls ! they are in

. bad strait, withiont present hope and with-
This ]ast reems,
Yet, why abuse a lovély ~world? How
bright tbe day iz, how awoet and fresh the
air, though evening is nigh at band! . 8he
hardly ever remembers a September so fine,

80 free from damp ; the very birde——
- Had he thought her unloving or capricious

‘| when she'plesded for a longer engagement?

(Here the tears 1ise unbidden in her eyes.)
Ob, surely not; he understood ber thorough-
ly ; for had he not smiled upon her after-
ward ? :

So he will always smile, There shall never
be any cross words or angry frowns to chill
thelr perfect' love? Their lives will be a
‘ ;;n;mpr dream, a golden legend, a pure, fond

Thue begniling time with beliefs too sweet
for earthly powser to grant, she hastens home,
with each step building up another storey in
her airy house, until at length she carries a
castle, tall and etately. isto her father's
house. s '

o CHAPTER X,
*1 have no nther but a woman'’s reason ;
I-thiok him 89, because I think himego,”
% SHa ESPEARE,

“WaERE ig papa?”. sho asks, mesting one of
the servantsa ia the hall. Hearing le is out;,
and wiil not be back for some time, she, too,
turas ogain to the open door, and, as though
the house is too small to coutain .all the
thoughts that throng Xer bresst, she walks
out in the air agaln, and passes into the gar-
dep, where antnmn, thongh kindly and slow
in its advances, is touching everything with
the hand of death,

“ Heavily hangs the broad sunfiower
QOverthe grave I’ the earth so chilly;
Heavily hangs the hollyhock,
Heavily hacgs the tiger lily,”

With a sigh she quits her beloved garden
and wanders still further abroad into thedeep
woods that s have put their glory on,” and are
dresged in tender russets, and sad greens, and
fading tints, that meet and melt juto each
other.

The dry leaves are falling, and lie crack-
ling under foot. The daylight ia fading, soft-
ly, tmperceptibly, but surely. There is yot a
glow from the departing sunlight, that sink-
ing lazily beyond the distant hills, tinges with
gold the browning earth ¢hat in her shroud of
ieaves ig lying.

But death, or pain, or sorrow, has uoc part
with Clarisea to.day. She ig quité happy—
utterly content. She marks not the dying
of the year, but rather the beauty of the sun-
set. Shbe heeds not the sullen roaxr ot the ever
increasing streamlets, that winter will swell
into small but engry rivers; hearing ounly the
songs of the sleepy birds as they croon their
night-songs in the booghs above her.

When an hour has passod, and twilight has
come up and darkened all the land, she goes
back again to her home, and, reaching the
library, lcoks io, to fiad her father sltting
there, engrosged as u:inal with some book,
which he is carefnlly annotating as he reads.
#Are you very busy ?” asks she, coming
slowly up to him. 1 want to be with you
for a little while.”

“« That is right, I am never tgo busy to
talk to you. Why, itis quite ad age since
last 1 eaw you!—not eince breakfaet; where
have you been sll day 7

#“«You srea pet) says Miss Peyton,in s
loving whisper, rubbing her cheek tenderly
against bis, ag a reward for his pretty speecl.
# I have been at the vicarage, snd have plead-
ed Georgie's cause 89 guccosefully that I have
won it, and havs made them halfin love with
her glready.”

% A special pleader indeed, Diplomacy iz
vour forte ; youshould keep to it."

#I mesn to, Ishoulda’t plead in vain with
you, shonld 1 ?” She has grown someawhat
earnest,

#Qh! with me?” says her father, with
moch self-contowpt; I have given up all
that sort of thing, long ago. I know how
much too much you are for me, and I am too
wise to swim against the tide. Only I would
ontreat you to be merciful as you are strong.”
“ Wbat a lot of nonsense you do talk, yoa
ailly boy !” eays Clarisis, who is still leaning
over his chair in such a pocition that he can-
pot seo ber face, Perhaps, could he have
seen it, he might have poticed bow pale it is
beyond its womt. « Well, the Redmonds
seemed quite pleased, anda I shall write to
Georgie to-morrow. 1t will bo nice for her to
be here, nearme. [t may keep het {rom be-
ing lonely and unhappy.”

“Well, it ought,” says George Peyton.
# What did the vicar say 7"

#The vicar always says jnst what I say,”
replies she, a trifle eaucily, und with a quick
smile,

#“Poor man! his is the common {ct,” says
her father; and then, belleving she hus tald
all she wants to say, and being filled with a
desiro to return to his book and his notes, he
goes on; #So that was the woighty matter
you wanted to discuss, eh? Is that all your
news

“ Not quite,” returns she, in a low tone,

“No? You arerich in conversation this
evening, What Is it we are now to criti-
cize "

#"The person you Iove best—1 hope.”

i Why, ibat will be you,” seys George ['ey-
ton.

#You are gure?’ says Clarissn, a little
tremulously ; and then her father turns in hig
chalrand tries to r.ad her face.

_# No; satay just as you are ; 1can tell you
better if you do not look at me,” she whis-
pors, entreatingly, moving him with her hands
back to his former position.

# What is it Clariesa?’ Lo asks, haatily,
though be is far from suspecting the truth,
Some faint thought of James Scrope(why he
knowa not) comss to him at this moment,
and not unpleasingly. © Tell me, darling.
Anything that concerns you must, of necces-
sity, concern me also0.” .

# Yep, I am glad I khow that” she says,
speaking with some difficulty, but very ear~
nestly. ¢“To.day I met Horace Braos.
combe,” N

# Yes?” Bis iace changes a little, from vague
expectancy fo distinct disapointment; but
then she cannot see his face.

# And he asked me to be his wife——and—1I
said, Yes—if~If it pleases you, papa.”

It 1s over. The dreaded announcement is
made. The words that have cost her 8o much
to utter have gone out into the air; and yet
there is no answer !

¢ 1 wiah it had been Dorian,” he gays, im-
pulsively. .

Then she takes her hand from his shoul-
der, as thoeugh it can no longer rest there in
comfort, and her eyes fill with disappointed
tears.

#Why do you say that?’ she asks, with
some vehemence. It sounds as 1f—as if
you undervained Horace! Yet what reason
have you for doing s0o? What do you know
against him ?”

« Nothing, literally nothing,”
Peyton, soothingly, yet with a plaintive ring
in his voice that might suggest the idea of
his bsing sorry that such answer must be
made. ¢I awm sure Horacde is very much to

answers Mr,

be liked,”
“«How you gay thnat !"—reproscafally, «It

“Surely thiese:ars disagreeable peo:

any one say-sgainst Hordce 7’ .
.« My dear, T said nothing.”
- #No, but you inelnuated 1t. You gaid Dor-
ian was khis superior.
.. W'Well, I think'he is the better man of tha
two,” says Mr, Peyton, desperstely, bardly
‘Enowing Wwhat to say, and feeling sorely ag-
grisved. in that beis compelled to say what
must hurt her. ‘ ki
#I cannot understand you ;:you ssy:
Enow nothing prejudlcial to Horace: (it is
possible you ghould,) and yet youthink D
fan the better man. -
why should any ono be a better man2-~Why
draw the comparison at all? For the firat
time in all your life, you are unjost.”
4 No, Olarissa, I am not. At least, Ithink
not. Injustice i a vile thing. But, some.
how, Sartoris and 1 had ‘both made up ouor

minds -that you would marry Dorisn, and
[0 D - .

He pauses.

u Then your only objection to poor Horace
is that he 13 not Dorlan?" asks she, apxicus-
1y, letting her hand once more rést upon his
shoulder,

# Well, no doubt there i8 a great deal in
that,” returns he, -evasively, hard put to it to
answer his inquistior with dlscretion.’

- wAnd if Dorian bad never been, Horace
wonld be the one person in all the world you
‘woilld desire, for me ?” pursues she earnestly.

George Peyton ‘maekes no reply to tnis—
perhaps becauae he has not one ready. Clar-
iss3, stepping back, draws her breath, s little
quickly, and a dark fire kindles in ber eyes.
In ber eyes, too, large tears rise angd shine.

«Itis because he is poor,” she says in alow
tone, that has some contempt in it, and some
passionate disappointment. :

#«Do pot mistake me,” says her {ather,
spenking hastily, but with digrity. Rising,
he pushes back his chair, and tarning, faces
her in the gathering twilight. ¢ Were hethe
poorest man alive, and you loved him, and he
wag worthy of you, I would give you to him
without a murmur. Not that —hurriedly—
« I consider Horace unworthy of you, but the
ides is new, strange, aud—-—the other day,
Clarissa, you were a child.”

«] am your child still—always.” She is
sitting on his knee pow, with her arms
round his neck, and her cheek agalnst his;
and he is holding her svelte lissome figure
very closely to him. Sheis the onlyone he
bas to love on earth ; and juet now she seems
unspeakably—almost painfully—dear to him,

# Alwaye, my dear,” he reiterates, some-
what unsteadily.

« You have seen 50 little of Horace lately,”
she goes on, presently, trying to find some
comfortable reason for what seems to her her
father’s extraordipary blindpess to her lover's
virtues.  When you see a great desl of him,
you will love him. As it is, darling, do—do
fay you love him very much, or you will break
my heart!”

“Jlove him very much,” replies Le, obe-
diently, repeating his lesson methodically
while feeling all the time that be is being
compelled to say scmething against his will,
without exactly knowing why be should fecl
80

“ And you are qulite pleased that I am going
to marry him ?” reading his jace with her
clear eyes ; sho is very pale, and strangely
nervons. :

« My darling, my one thought is for your
bappiness.” There i3 evasion mixzed with the
affection in this speech; and Clarissa notices
it.

“No; say you are glad [ am going to mar-
ry him,” she says, remorselessly.

« How can you expect me to say that’ ex-
claims he, mournfully, « when ycu know your
wedding-day must part ug?"

tIndeed it never shall 1Y cries she, vele.
mently ; and then, overcome by the emotion
of the past hour, end indeed, of the whole
day, she gives way, end bursts into tears.
# Papn, how can you say that? To be parted
from you! We muast be the same to each
other always; my wedding-day would be a
miserable ono jodeed if it separated me from
}'OU‘"

Then he comforts her, fondly caressing the
pretty brown head that lies upon his heart, a8
it had Iiin In past years, when the slender
girl of to-day was a llttle lisping motherlass
child. He calls her by all the enderring
names ho had used to call her then, until ber
sobs cease, and onlya sigh, now and then,
tells of the storm just past.

« When is it ?” he asks her, after a littla
while. ¢ XNot too soon, my pet, I hope

«Not for a whole year. He saild some-
thing about November, but I could not leave
you in such a hurry. We must have one
mors Chiisimas to ourselves.”

« You thought of that,” he says tenderly,
% QOh, Clariess, I hope this is for your good.
Thiuk of it seriously, earnestly, while you
have time, Do not rush blindly into a com-
pact that must be binding on you all your
life.”

t 1 hope it will be for all my life,” returns
she, gravely, «To be parted from Horaco
would be the worst thing that could befall me.
Always remember that, papa. Iem bound
to bim with nll my heart and soul.”

« So be it,” says George Peytou, eolemnly.
A sigh escapes him.

For some tima neither epeaks. The twi-
light Is giving place to deeper gloom, the
night is fast spproaching, yet they do not stir.
What the girl’s thoughts may be at thid mo-
ment, who can say? As for her futher. ho is
motionless, excopt that his lips move, thoughb
no round cowes from thom. Hois secretly
praying, perbaps, for the welfare of his oniy
child, to her mother in hesven, who at this
time must surely be locking dewn upon her
with tenderest solicitnde. Clarissa puts her
lips softly to his cheek.

« Qur engagement will be such a long ons,
that we think—-"

“ Yen?”

« We shontd like it kept quita sectet. You
wlll say nothing about it to any one ?”
« Not until you give me leave. You have

acted wisely, I think, in puttidg off your mar-
riage for & while,” Almostunconsciously he
is telllng himself how time ochanges all
things, and how many plans snd affsctions
can be altered in twelve monpths,

« But surely you'will tell James Scrope,” he
goea on, after a while; « that will not be
making it public.. He has knowu you and
been fond of yon ever since you were a baby ;
and it seems unolvil and unfriendly to kesp
him In the dark.”

#Then tell him; but no one eise mnow,
papa. I quite arranged for Jamesg, he is such
aun old friend, and 80 nicein every way.

" Here she smiles involuntarily, and, aftera
little bit, laughs outright, in spite of herazelf,
aa though at some ridiculous recollection.

4 Do you know," she says, * When I told
Horace I thought I should 1llke Sir James to
know of our engagement, I really think he
folt a little jealous! At least, he didn’t half
like it. How abeurdl—wa n't it? Fanoy
being jealous of dear old Jim " o

#0ld !—old! Heis a long way off that,
Why, all you silly little girls thinka man‘past
twenty-nine to be lowering on the brink of
the grave. He cannot be more than thirty-
three, or s0.”

«Heg is very dreadfully old, forall thatf,”
says Miss Peyton, wilfally. #1le is positive.
Iy ancient ; I nover knew any ouc so old,

§otnds unténe, ). Yetit can’tbe, What could-

| 1ife. TYou have be iy,
‘and I"have bestiivery devoted to it, haven't|.":
. I‘?’l. o— . Ll

1 “Yom-
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you should gall:him bll thege terrible names ?”
gays Mr. ‘Peyton;laughing.f ' " -

.4 He.8colds me, " says Clarlgss, " he lectures
me, and’ tells me T should have an aim in
gen my aim, my darling,

ave, indéed; But

ishing one's affection upon a pretty child and
centering one's every thougbt and hepe upon
her.” e

4 No, you are wrong there; it must be
something to gain love that will iast forever.”
8She tightens her arm around his neck.

« What"a borrld little speech ! I could al-|"

most fancy James diotated it to you. Heisa

.| skeptic; an unbeliever, and yon have im-

bibed bis-notions. CUynical people are a bore.
You wounldn't, for example, haye me fall in.
love with James, would you?” :

# Indeed I would,” says George Payton,
boldly, ¢ He i just the ‘one man I would
chooze for you—~* not Launcelot, nor anotler.’
He is 80 genuine, so thorough in every way.
And then the estates join,and that. I really
‘wish you hed fallen in love with Scrope.”

u I Jove you dearly——dearly,” says Miss Pey-
tou; «but you are a dreadful goose! James
18 the very last man to grow gentimental
about any one—least of all, me. He thinks
me of no accouunt at all, and tells me so in
very polite language occasicnally. * So you
sed what & fatal thivg it would have been if I
had given my heart to him. -He would bave
broken it, and 1 should have died, and you
would bave put up a touching and elaborate
tablet to my memorv, and somebody would

#What on-eirth has he done té;i&ﬁ that |

n'o'ﬁ 1 shall ba S
J-out in the oold;-of conrse.” His tone is some-
-what wistful, That isall one gains by lav- |- -

RHEEV

have planted snowdrops on my grave. Phere
would have been a tragedy in Pullingham,
with a Jim for its hero.”

* Yon take a different view of the case from
mine. I believe there would have been no
broken heart, and no early grave, and you
would have been happy ever after.”

“'That is a more comiortable theory, cer-
tainly, for me. But think whata miserable
life he wounld have had with me forever by his
side,”

u A very perfect life, I think,” says Mr. Poy-
ton, looking with pardonable pride upon the
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half-earn-st, half-laughing, and wholly love-
ly face 8o mear bim. «I don’t know what
mors any fellow could expect.”

« You see I was right. I said you were a
gooss,” says Miss Peyton, irreverently. But
she pats his hand, in the very swestest man-
ner possible, ag she ssys it. Then she goes
on:

« Horace said he would come up to-morrow
to speak to you.”

# Vary well, dear, Thatis the usnal delay,
I suppoge. I hope he won’t bo long-winded,
or lachrymose, or anything that way. When
a thiog I8 done itis done, and discussion s so
unnecesgary.” . .

« Promise me to be very kind to him.”

u [ ghan't eat him, if you mean that” says
Mr. Peyion, hslf irritably. ¢ What do you
think I am going to say to him? ¢Isthy fa-
ther an ogre, that he should do this thing ?’
But bave you quite made up your mird to
this step? Remember, there will be no undo-
‘ng it.”

« I know that, buat I feel no fear.,” She has
grown pale again. I love him. How
shonld I know regret when with him? I be-
lieve in bim, and trust him; and I know he
s worthy of all my trust.”

:‘-{f
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Mr. Poyton pighs. Home words come to hir
memoty, and he repeats them to bhimself—
slowly, beneath his breath,—

“There ara no iricksin plainand simple faith !”

Truly, her faith {s pure and simple, and free
from thought of guile.

t T wonder what James Bcrope will eay to it
all?’ he says, presentiy.

“ He never says very much on any subject,
does he? If you are going over to the Hall,
will vou tell him all about it?”

i No; tell him yourself,” aays her father, ic
a curious tone,

« There is the dressing-bell,’ says Clarlssa,
gotling up lazily. I don’t feel a bit like eat-
ing my dinuer, do you know ?"

- Nonsense! The love-sick role won't suit
sou, And peoplo who don't eat digner get
pale, and lose all their pretty looks. Run
away, n.w, and don't be long. I foeel it would
be injudicious to put cook into a tantrum
again to-night, after last night's explosion,
So go and make yourself lovely.”

1’11 do my best,” says Clarisse, modastly.

COdAPTER XL

#T cannot but remember suoh things were;
That were mos! preclous to me. ¢
oh I could plu.i' the woman withmine eyes."
MACBETH,

« To tell him hersel!’ bas some strabge at-
traction for Clarissa. To hear, face to face,
what this her oldest friend will say to her en-
gagement with Horaco is a matter of great

i T
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R esininmanal 1

L& . T 0

S Ry

anxiety to her. She will know at eace by his
cyes and smilo whether he approves or disap-
proves her choice.

Driving silong the road to Scrops, bebind
her pretty ponies, * Cakes™ and« Ale™ with
her little rough Irish terrier, ¢ Secratary Bili”
sitting bolt upright beside her, as solemn as
balf & dozen judges, :he wonders snxiously
how she shall begin to tell James about it.

She hopes to goodness he won't be in his
ultra grave mood, that as a rule, leads up to
his finding fault with everything, and picking
things to pieces, and generally condemning
the seund juodgment of others. (Asa rule,
Ctarissa i8 a little uufair in her secret com-
ments on James Scrope's character.) It will
be 80 much better if she can only come upon
him out of doors, in his homeliest mood, with
a cigar between bis lips, or his pipe. Yes, his
pipe will be even better, Men are even more
genia}l with a pipe than with the goodliest
havana, ‘

‘Well, of course, if he is the great friend he
professes to be—heavy emphasis on the verb,
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and a littte filck of the whip on “(Oake's'”
quacters, which the spirited. but docile crea-
ture resents bitterly—he must be ulad at the |:
thought that she fs not golng to leave the
conntry—1s, in fuct, very likely to spend most
of her time still in Pallingbham. .

- Nosall of it, of course. Horace hag:duties, |
and though.in her aecret soul she detests
town: life, stil} there is a joy in the thought
that she will be with him, helping him, en-
couraging him in his work, rejolcing in Lis
sucocesses, sympathizing with his {al——, but
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stupld of her to think of that, when he 1s so
clever, 8o learned, 80—— - :
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Yet it would be sweet, too, to have him fail
once or twice (just a little, insignificant, net
worth spesking about sort of a defeat), if only
to let him see how she could love him even
tke more for it. . '

_ She blushes, and smiles to hereelf, and turp«
irg suddenly, bestows a most unexpected car«
e:8 upon # Becretary Bill,” who wags his short:
tail in return—that is, what they léft him of)|.
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it—lovingly, it comewhat anxiously, and|
glances at her sideways out of his wonderful
eyes, as though deslrons of assurlng himself
of her sanpity.

Oh, yes, ot course James will be delighted.
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