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i But'irm suOreOur honso a hardly fit for you t comle to, with t

î horrid noisi bOYy bofy."yaa r
Ithos t likgchoolchildren, even If they arc nisy.

me sometime, nay not I1,and keep you company for an hour kt

co . when yo nro dull 7h
or S times-Oî, yes, certainly, if you liku,. I shall alwuyr n

b 9la:d 1(1 to see you, antwered Sylvia, fondly hoping that Miss

hi0 ldale would not want to go to the school-hlouseo to-day. t
'hat grol o"e .st couIl bardly bo gono yet, however

riiv Mr. Carew might be. n

1.... won't ak yoiu to comle homo with me ithis norsing,"

he aid, trying to seei unconcernedIl, "for school is jiust begin-I h

H!in. fark, you can har the boys shîouitinig," ali shrill pealI n

1 rcel the stil air " but wlever you like to comen, [l'n sure

Shall be Weil Plesed." d

i Then I will com n('Onc a week whileEdind is away ;r
il 1 enn bring yoi a nw book now and then fron the book t,

ub. I daresay you are- fond of r eanîig," aicded the b'younIg h

yfin with an uncodu air of sulperiority. She cuîîild oly t

sider Sylvia a young persoil of lowiy station, who migit b
Sperha, littl in adanace Of otAher you ng wo me n of the I
ln dgreC.
eg answered Sylvin, " blooks are abouit the' only thing fr

%fortlh living for in such a plae as this. I lik. < ,erman books b

1 whlien I cain get therm. They set one thinking. b
,lieg lochdliile looked suirprigel.

ffu reaidl (ermnan ?"' she asked. a
i taugiit nyself French and Germnanbefore I wasId

Mîen. l'apa helpd me, of 'ourso, bit not n:ih " c
X'ou desvrvo reat praise," said Esther.

1 ilidnt do i t for praise," anmswered Sylvii carelessly. I
loly wanted to rend thie ooks I had rend about in other books c
-G'îthe-Schiller-Victor ogo-and so on. I did not want
to feel yself shutt out Of the world they have cetd"

Eftiler was; surprised. "he had been paraded at the slow
academnirl pace throuhi the graimars of the three chief con-
tinenta tongues-had read Sylvio Pellico in Italian, a ftew n
miM G;e-rman storins of the Mirchen clas, adapted to children b
,, six. She could speak French with the nicert adherence to
rule, and the lonkhamptot4n accent, imparted by a Swiss- I
French governeis ;but as for reading Glasthe or Schiller, save s
in iuch homn:opfathic doses8 am are filtered through the pages i

of atiSelec teader,' Miso Rochdiiae had never dre'aned of
such a thing. I

she gave a little -iglh that wal nmost en violi, if ;o insel- t
åsh a euli co-uld feel envy.

"Wihat a coinpantion tiis girl most le for Edmund," she
thought, ' fand how stu'pid I mit seern after lier."

-1 shail bring you moome of Edmund's books," she said, t
kindl'. " i sure he won't mind. And now good-Ibye. y
came here dtirectly afte-r b'r"akfaîst on pturpose to tell yon thec
god news of his safe arrival ;ibut another time I sall corn I
in the aternoon, when you're lt !li'ure."

She queeze SyIlvia hand and departel. The girl watched
her al e;shie walked IloII tite narrow path.

Ilow fresh and 1bright lier pretty peach.coloured muslin
dress loofked, and the neat little black sik jacket andar the
linen collar, and brodl cutis ii tIwithi masive gold stdis ;and the
dainty little brown straîw bat with its g;raceful feather. Sylvia
watk:hed her with a mizh.

i Whei shall I ever h ablei to l dres as well as that ?" s;h
thought. " Simple as th-, thiiiis ar, the rmuîst hav'e cost
tVer ro much ronev
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While Sylvin was in the churchvarl. Mr anld Mrs Carford,
?¿: C'-revwerettt 'oin to a'n amŽiî ah!" .ttle'mn t in the

ho-huepariour.
Now, my godl I 'nid the s'hioolmasr, n hi wife

,at opposite him, with dw ast ree, " i think y milIisat sec
by thi5 lime "xactly low matter stan<l. ard that your tvit
gC'-fiTi5 'conhl'i ehardl v hav' infspirVd Vi with e rse iln thai
tbat ofermini lg to se)ek t'Ihelp from 'me. I t wou ilin have beii
inhuman to turtn y-u 'fout of dooirs last night, so I gaVe You
your daughiter's bdroom. But, as your ownz ood ensei ruut
show vot, it wold'td)for yoi tto occpy it a second ight.
Y 1d11n't want to on yoir r tlationship to Svivf. I
apprecia the dlicaev fi a rerve which is only natuiral under
the 'ircumtaInfc. r, lWhlen Vou i ft yoir child sten
years ago yu frfited the rigit to call hiridagihter. Useless
now to lay, 1 1 am yei r mothe.r.' Shlie wou fnan wer in t
awful worîs of the .opel ' 1 never kne v l "

"erue 'd thlie' waniderr,a with b onvulSives ob
Such being ith. ca! t tl r yi bav' this hoise and

this neighbourtîood the bctt'r. Ot o,lt'f myi) lovtrtv--m t' enI-
tire inconi",less than a pound w.:k.-I will give voi a
sorereier eînoiIgh to akei yotu hack and reiay ' vouîr landlady's
Ioan. Yo wisill, nt ainy' rate,, bo no woîrse off t niiii wnl' vot
iuiduertook thtis ffxolish jouf rner'v.'

I And no hetter. Oh, .Jamîe," eried Mrs. Carford, piteuiisly
"can you do nothing more for ne ' L.et me stop here, and
he yoir stervant, your drudtigo without w 1gs. I can sletp in
a scuillery, h shall cost voi so little, and no one shall ver
hear my lips tiray the ink betweei us."

"l "My good soil," said Mr. Carew, " b reasonablt! I couild
al weil afford to keep an elephant as a servant; and to set up
a housekeeper woild be to set ve'ry tongue in Iludinlghamtli
'"egging People know that i have just enough to fee'd myself
and my daighter. And ii, to boing my drudîge, and sleeping
in tnyI scullery, Surely there is omlebody in all the v-ast world
of London who would take youi as a drudge withot lwages,
You needn't have como ail the way t Iledinghainitl search o
Iich a stlitation as that."

"I ami not Rt rong, Jimes. I h'ave beeî out charin, but peopleo
coinplai nd that I didn't do work enough, andl that i setabout.
it awkwardly. They foîmnd out that I was a broken down lady,
and thiat we'nt. against mte."

Very sad," exclaimred Mr. Carew, with n sigh, hai pity
half impatience, "1 sec only onu rosource open to y 'i."

And what ils that?" nsked hi wife, eagerly.
"An appeal to Mr. Mowbray. Let him give ye someu ismail

Pension, enough to keep you from ttarving."No, James," she answered, with dignity. i sliall nover do
tht Lot the worst cono I can starve. it is only six or
seven days pain, and--a paragraph in the newvspapers."

She took up the sovereign which her husband had laid upon
the table.

M'ta sorry to rob youi of It, James. But you wouldn't like
il to bc seen wanderling about hero. Thi will take me back
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o London-the great gulph which 3wallows up so many sor. le
rows, ex
Sle had brought lier bonnet and shawl clown stairs with ber av

nowing that her departure was near. She put them on with h(
er feeble, faltering hands, and was ready to hegin ber jour- hiey. th
et ood-bye, James," she said, stretching out ber hand. [le re

ook it. relutct4intly, and there was no heartiness nb his grasp.
"Say that you forgivie me, James, We are both much fai

earer the grave than whîen I wronged you. tr
SIt's iasy te) say forgivu. Well, we were both sinners. i te

ave no right to be hard. What was it tempted you to leave wi
ne ?" 1
" flis lov," she answered. I lIe loved me as you had never

one. If you couîld know how he bore with me in those sor- w
owfulî years, till my remorse wore out even his patience Ist
hink he woill have been truc to the very end, even though
ehai grown wt'ary. But I thank God for giving mestrength w
o eave him-to tread the stny way of penitence. It bas th
een made very hard ti me; but I have never regretted that hi
choose it while! life still eemed to smile." ou
" A falte smile," said Mr. Carew. "9Well, youi were buît a w

oolish child when I married you ; and I might have been a
e'tter guardian. We have marred our lives, both of us. Good- t1
ye." SI
Tubis they parted, husband and wife, who hart met again e

fter seventeei years of severance. Like the meinory of a w
rv:min s"cniee l the past to both. So dim, so strange, so irre- d
overable. b
At the gard'n-gate Mrs. Carford met Sylvia. w
" Are yoni going away ?' asked the girl, looking at ier c

uiriouîslv. y
Yes' v
For good." t

The woman smi!ed at the mockery le the words. I
" For ever," she answered. " he'bre is no hole or corner for a

me in your fathter's house. I only asked for food' and shelter, I
ut he caniiot give me even those." a
" We lre s oor," said Svlvin." You'd hardly beleve how r

oor ; for we try to put a decent face uîpon thinga, and not fi
ceou such beggars as we are. I am sorry papa cannot do v
anything to help you." 9

If 1 an sorry too, my dear," replied the womain with a t'n-f
der look. "I shoufld like to live near you, even if it were in t
the nearest workhouse."

That touch of tenIîerness embarraqsedI Sylvia.
" I am very sorry for you," she repe'ated. ' Aid if evetr i aM

Weill off, which I don't suppose I ever shail be, I might be able(
to help you. Cai you give me any' adlren, where i could 1
w it to if cver I had a hittIe money to send vou.'

" How good you iare," cried Mrs. Carford. " Yes, there is my 1
andlady, she is a kind soul, and wonli k-.'p a letter for me,
even if I were not with her, for heaven knows how long she
may be able to give me the she'iter of a roomn which I can sel-
dlom pay for two weeks running. See, d:ar young lady, here
is the address."

Sh'e gave Sylvia an old eive!ope. on w-hich was written
" Mrs Carford, care of Mrs. Wood, Bell-allety. Fetterane."

1 It i.a't so much tho chance of vour helping me that I
thlnk of," she salit, d"epl' movei, Ias the kindness that put
such a thing into your head. God-bye, my dear. I an going
out into a worlId which is very cruel to the poor andi weak.
it's lardilv likely that you and1 will ev-er meet again. Let me
kiss yon refor" I go!'

Sylvia submitted to that kiss, returned it even ; and with a
blesing, spoken amidst subs, lier mother left bier.

CRAPTER XVIIi.

rEltIAM PLACK.
Perriam Place had been buîilt by a certain Godifrey Perriaum

in the days of Queen Anne, on the site w-ht're a previous Por-
riain Place had stool for centuries before--the Perrians being
oli in the land. Whenv this new Pt'rrian wais built, Monk-
hampton returnied its miember- and the free and independent
electors, to the number of -even-and-twentv, were as serfs and
vassals toSir Gedfrey Perriam. He paid thein for their al-
legiance-hu', or thei nember he made them viote for-but none
ever dreameti of voting against Sir Godfr"v's iomine'.

For a great mani ecars the present red' brick building had
been caled the New Place ; but now age hadl mellowed its
ruildy tones. The nagiolias iaainst the southern front
stretched high and wide; the mansion had ripened like the
fruit on the gardtn walls with the' passage of vears.

Perrianm Place consisited of a handsone pedinented centre,
and two massive wings. Sculptured garlands adornedd hie
ston frie'ze-the samne garlantls ev',re repeated, in little. over
doou'rs And windows. hefore the house strettchel a noble lawn,
shadtld on one side by a clump of tedars, on the other by a
groiup of giant imaples. On the l-ft of the house ly îYthe flower
garden, a model cfol-fashioned horticulture, ulinprovcd by
the- capability Broiwns of Inter yeairs. On the riliht were the
kiteheu gardens, rich in commonplace vegetables, nid boast-
ing no dazzling range of orchard bouses, pin'ries, and vine-
ries-only an old iot.-bed or two where the peiasait gardeners
grew cucuImbers in the iecnmber season. [Bit the wanvt of
rchîard-houses need be felt but little in a climuate vhere green

peas could be grown uutil Nov-ember, and where monstcr'
plumis and ruddy peaches riperned uncared for on the buttress-
ed walls.

Perriam Place of to-day was exactly like the Perriam Place
of a hundred years ago. Entering that cool, stone-paved hall,
and surroundted by that old-fashioned furniture, vou might
have fancied that 'imo hnd grown no older than the date of
yonder eight day clock, which bore its age uipon its face, in
quaint Rtoman numerals, liko the title-page ofan old book. It
was a fundamental principle with th Perriams not to spend
any money which they could honourably avoid spending.
They were iot miserly--or inhospitable-they livred as genthe-
men should live-dispensed the orthiodox benevolence of
country gentlemnen-kept a good table in dining parloiur and
servant's hall-rode good iorses-but they never frittered
away' money. Art they ignored altogether. No canvas-savo
that of n family portrait, ever graced the walls of Perriain. A
few mezzotint engravi ngs-Oxford, Bolingbroke, PopeGarrick,
the great Lord Chatham, and Dr. Johnson-graced the oak
pannelling in tho breakfast parlour; and these pritti were
the newest in the bouse. Perriams succeeded their fathers,
and followed one another along the trodden way to Lethe, but
no Perriam ever added to or lmproved the mansion, The
things which had satisñfed thoir forefathers satisfied them.

They were eminently conservatives-objected to iew-fang-
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d ways, took their after-dinner wine at a table whose broad
:panse of mahogany reflected the ruby of the vintage, and
'oided ail superfluotus expenditure of money. If the Perriam
ousekeeper, intent upon the glory of the bouse, ventured to
nt at any change in the( details of a banquet, to suggest that

or that was the fashion up in London, freezing was the
ply of ber lord.
"Fashion !" exclaimed Sir Aubrey. "What do I care about
shion. Do youî suppose it matters to me what new-fangled
rumpery is invented for parvenu stockbrokers and Manches-
r cotton lords. They can have no distinction except in
asting money. Let my table he laid as it was when Lord
olinbroke visited my great granlfather."
Lord Bolingbroke always silenced the hoisekeeper. le

as almost a living prosence at Perriam. ''ho best of the
pare bedcbambers was still called the Bolingbroke roon.
Brilliant St. John had slept in it when new Perrian Place

as only a year old, Heaven knows what schemes had filled
.e buîsy head that pressed yonder pillows. Years after ho
ua retiirned to Perriam for a little white, a disappointed man,
n whosef once marvellous life now shone no light save that of
oman' afaithful love.
The furniture at Perriam was old, sombre, but handsome;

he more modern portion was of the famous Chippendale
chool-perhape the only original and artistic which England
ver produced. The rich glow of the prevailing mahogany
wa relieved and set off by satinwood stringings. There were
ainty Pembroke tables with reeded lege, sideboards with
rass handles and claw and bail feet, capacious arm-chairs
with Iyre-shaped backs, carved by a chisel as correct and deli-
late in its lines as nature herself, whatnots o lightest build,
et firm a; the Erdystone lighthouse-furniture which in its
ery siinplicity had a grace unknown to the florid ornamenta-
ion and gilded pichpine of thre sham Louis-Quatorze school.
The draperies were of the same date as the chairs and tables,
nd huiad not been iniproved by time like the mellowing wood ;
ndian brocaded curtains, whose damask had once been vi vid
m the niunage of tropical birds, still adorned the Irawing-
oom, and, although fadcd, looked handsomer than any modern
abric. Of ornament there was very little in that vast saloon
with its sefven long windows and deep bay overlooking the
:arden. Two monster v'ases of Worchester china, rich in pur-
île and gold, surmounted a Florentine marble table between
he windows in the bay, a table that had stood there in the
days of Lord Bolingbroke. A second pair of jars, huge and
oriental, graced the other end of the room, on either side the
wiehe hearth. The tall marble chimney-piece, Athenian in
deFign, bore no ornament save a clock and a pair of candela-
bra of bronze, mointed on pedestats of black marble, which
coldly contrasted the veinless white of the slab that sustained
them.

No modern frivolities crowded the vast saloon. Na daven-
port, or dos-à.dos, or central ottoman marred its stern simpli.
eity. No fernery or aquarium beýpoke the tast'-sof some femi-
nine occupant. No photographic album or stereoscope offered
diverion to the idle visitor. The cell ofa model prison could
hardly have been less fruitful in diversion for the unthinking
mind. The amateur of architecture might find something to
admire in the three-foot deep cornice, with its varietyof mould-
ing and egg-and-dart border, but, save in its architectural beau-
ties, the room was barren of int'rest.

Yet to the thinker there vas some charm in its very repose.
The old-world look which told of days gone by, when the
wornd was a century and a half yonnger. The present lord of
Perriam was very proud of his drawing-room, or saloon, as tie
chamaber was religiously entitled. Sot for kingdoms would
he have changed an object in that soberly furnished apa't-
ment. And by this wise conservatism he at once testified bis
reverence for bis ancestors, and saved bis own money.

4 Photographic album!" he exclaimed, uuwhen some frivolons

persaon sugested that ho should adorn one of the Chippen-
dal(: tables with that refuge of the nvuindless guest. 1l There
werc o photograph albums in the time of Bolingbroke, and
society% was a great dent more brilliant then than it is nowv. If
people want to amuse themselves les them read Pope. There's
a fine ,elition in yonder bookease."

And the baronet pointei the finger of triumph at a dwarf
bookease defended by brass lattices which extended along one
side of his saloon. ilere neatly ranged were ail those authors
whose enpuitation increases daily among a generation by
which they are for the most part unread-Pope, Prior. Gay,
swift, St. John, Addison, and Steele. Sir Auibrev forgot that
the key of tihat treasury had been mislaid ifteen ucars ago,
and that the books we're dusted with a feather brush that
went betveen those criss-crssed uvires.

Inî he uvwest front were Sir Aubre"s apartments-hedroom
vast, gloony , dressing,-roonî larger than mt'st it modern bed-
rîoomtus, study a mUere closet ; and at the southern end of th,-
h ons, comrnivicitinug, by a narrow passage, vitf the barouets
rooms, and overloo'kiig the kitchen garden, uv-re the apart-
ments whiic hliiad been occupied withol change for tht' last
thirty years by Sir Atbrey's brother, MNortred Perriam. iThe
ancift Saxon naie was almost Mr. Perrinm's sole heritage
froium his ancient race, for the Perriani estaîtes awere strictlv en-
tailei, and, but for a stray two-hundred a year that cane to

him fron tie maternal side of the louse, MIordred Perriain
would have been dependent upon bis brother for support. As
it was, Mr. I'erriam lived with his brother, and lived free of
ail expenuse. lie spent the greater part ofbis own incomle upon
his library, a heterogenous collection of second-hand books,
bougrhit hap-hazard of those provincial booksellers with whon
Mr. Perrian kept tup a never-ending correspondence. They
were such volunes as Martin Seriblerus or Dominie Sampson
imight have rejoiced in, but which would hardly have provoked

the en\ y of n modern collector. Brown leather biniiigs ;
ancient editions in which the least voluminous author gener-

ally ram into ftorty volumes; queeir old ribbed pape.,, queer old
type-Io sinlgle set perfect. Authors whose tuneLsC are only
preserved in the Dunciad ; authors whose brief span of popu-
larity has left no record whatever. Englishlî Obscurites,
French obscurities, Roman obscurities, German obscurities,
cuimbered the book-worm's shelves, tilt t-o htint for a genuine
classic anidst that unîcatalogued chaos was half-a-diay' lbour.

Mr. Perriam liad begun many cataloguve.struggling ntu
with infinite toit, trottiug to and fro betveon his desk and thi
shelves with meekest patience ; but the catalogues ai v

ended in muddle. He was always buying. and the -uipplu-
mentary catalogue which bis latest purchases renderüd wees-

sary, bothered bis somewhat feeble brains. a heflv'4'u'e aant

addenda grew tfhicker than the original volume, anil he aban-
doned his task in wild despair. After ail ho ke, bis bocks.
and culd have recited ali their titles, though pi r!u-qi iiioiv


