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BEAUTY'S DAUGHTERS.

<By thie Ailo/w,- of '' Pliy/bs," " II-o/ly Bau',:," "Aiiy Fiiy lia,,i," e/c).

CIIAPTER 111.
%Vere arc you going, mamma ?" asks Gretchen, elîtelng lier mîother'ý

chamber, with a delicious littie pink-rose flush upon ber cheeks, born of hel
swift run through the scented garden. Kitty by this time, having safely incar
cerated Elora in ber dressing-room, bas also joined hier inother.

"lTo see poor Kenneth Dugdale," returns Mrs. Trermaine. Il 1 actuiaih
neyer beard of his arrivai uintil this afternoon. And it appears hie bas been in
the country now a week. Sucb a very long tirne to be in ignorance ; but youi
father is always most careless. He must have known of it, and I suppose for
got as usua.>

"Perhars Jho didn't hear of it," says G.,retchien.
"WeIl, at A events the visit, cannot be put off any longer and of course

1 shall go myseif. His mother Ivas my dearest friend. Voii may as well corne
with me, Gretchen, as Kitty is so busy. Poor fellow !it is scb a sad case.Quite the saddest I know. It makes nie positively wretched even to tbink ol
it. Tbank you, dear j yes, you may ring the bell. I think I wi/Z take a glass
of sherry before I start."

IlYou mean Maudie Dugdale's brother ?" asks Gretchen,-"l tbe poor man
who broke bis back out hunting, or dislocated bis spine, or did sometbing
horrible? Vou and Kitty, I remember, used to tellinme of bimt last year.

"lThe doctors now say lie ivili be an invalid ail bis life. Can't stir off bis
sofa, I've been told."

1I think 1 can recollect hit years ago," says Gretchen, musingly. Il He
was do{vn bere, was lie not ?--a tai, fair boy of about fifteen. Old Mr. Dugdale,
bis uncle, wvas so fond and proud of im. Botb bie, and Maudie before she left
for India, neyer seemed to tire wben telling nie of bum."

IlThore was a sincere attacbment on botb sides, I believe. He neyer
would cornte here since bis uncle's deatb, aithougb that event made Laxton Hall
his own. It seems sad that hie should corne here now for the first time, as
master, only to die."

"lNe may îiot die for years," says Mrs. Trernaine, ivbo is vainly strugglingwitb a refractory bracelet. IlThat old man in town witb the one large tootb-
that wonderftil surgeon, you know, Sir-Sir-wbat ivas bis naine, Kitty ?-said
hie rnigbt live for a long time. (I wvoîder they can't make proper clasps now-
adays! Tbank you, dear.) But poor Kenneth was so, wilful, gave hiniseif up
at once, and, because one doctor spoke unfavorably of bis case, could bardly
be persuaded to see anotber. Old Sir-Sir-told me all about it. Wbat was
his naine, Kitty ?"

"Sir Henry Pilaster."
"0 f course; of course. Plaister tbey caîl him in town. ,-so rude of tbem.

Ne told me the poor boy was greatly cbanged."
Nl e mut be," says Kitty. I 1nict him wberever 1 went the season before

last, and thouight bimt the gayest fellow possible. Ne was a general favorite ail
round, it seemcd to mc ; and noiv, we hear, bie is silent, morbid, mnelancboly."

.IlVho can wonder at it ?" exclaims Gretchen, witb deep) compassion. 11To
go in onc morncnt from a state of perfect bcaltb to what must be only a livingdcath,-tbc worst in that it is liing,-tbe very tbouglit is depressîng: wvbat
must tbe reality bel! If sucbi a tbing were to bappen to nie 1 tbink I sbould
just turn my face to, tbe wall and cry and cry tintil 1 dicd."

IlOh, no, you ivouldn't," says Kitty, ivitb a little laughi, patting bier cbeek
softly ; "J know you better than that. At first you would sigli a littie and
repine in secret; and then one day you would take yourself to task, and say to
yourseif, ' After ail, are there flot others more unbappy than 1 amn?' And then
you would begin to tbink how you could lighten tbc cares of other people."

"lYou arc describing an ange]," says Gretchen, with a faint blusb, and a
suspicion of reproacb in bier tone.

IlMy dearest Gretchen," breaks in Mrs. Trernaine at this moment, "ldo
run away and put on your tbings. It is quite haif-past tbree, and you know
how your fatber bates to bave the borses kept 'vaiting,." As a rule, Mrs.
Trernaine alludes to bier busband as tbougb hce belonged to the girls alone, as
though be was their exclusive property and tbey alone were responsibie for bis
eccentricities. "lNow, don't be five minutes, darling, or I shall be really vexed,"
she says, mildly, ber tboughts intent upon bier card-case, which is nowherc to
be foundl.

Above in tbe beavens-
IlApollo, Delius, or of oldcï uwc
Ail-seeing llyperion-what you will-
las mounted."

Ail tbe air is bot and beavy witb the strength and fierceîiess of bis glory.
As the carniage rolîs along the dtusty road, bearing Gretchen and bier

niother to Laxton Hall, the borses fling up their heads irnpatientiy, as tbougb.
in eager search of the cool wind that cornes not, and tbrow upwards little
flecks of foarn, tbat, iigbting upon tbeir backs,"gleamn like snow-flakes against
their glossy skins.

The day is merry witb the voices of nîany birds that send tbeir sweet
hyrnns of praise from wood and tbicket. There is no less barmonious sound
to mar their rnelody. A sense of peace and warmth bias lulled the world mbt
a mid-day sleep.

Below in tbe bay the ocean, vast, illirnitable, bas also sunk to rest. Not a
breath, not a murmur, cornes to disturb bbe serenity of its repose. Only frorn
out tbe great gray rocks, that seemn ever 10 keep ebernal watcb, dasb tbe sea-
birds wildly frorn tbeir bidden nests in searcb of watery prey. Their snowywings expanded glint and glisten beneatb the sun's hot rays like silver ligbtning
as tbey hover above tbe great deep and then drop into its bosomn to disappear
only 10, rise again.

Far away upon the horizon the sea and the sky bave met and melted intoeacb. otber's enibrace. AUl is one soft ethereal mass of palest bine : in vain to
seek the termiruation of one, tbe beginning of the other. Th'le beaven itself is

a continued sea, wbere tiny cloudiets, yellow,-tinged, stand out as isies, and
placid lakes and quiet sbores are nurnerous.

By tbis time Gretcben and bier motber bave reacbed tbe gates of Laxton,
bave entered, and are driving swiftiy down tbe long dark avenue. Having
neyer seen it since the old man's deatb, Gretcheni now turns bier head admiringly
from side to side, as bbougb to recahl to mind tbe pretty spots once loved.

On one side can be scen a small but perfect lake, on wbiclb swans float
gracefully in and otit between the broad green leaves of the water-lilies tbat are
bardly so fair as tbeir own breasts. On the other side stretches a vast expanse
of park and upland, sweliing, waving,-onc grand mass of living foliage, tender

*greens and tawny browns and russet reds, wvbile througb thcmn bere and there,
like a faint streak of rnoonlight, cornes a suspicion of tbe distant ocean.

"Wbat a perfect place il is P' says Gretchen, dreamuly, yct with a certain
amouint of bonest entbusiasm.

IQuite s0," says Mrs. 'Iremaine, briskly, who never dreans, Il and just
fifteen bbousand pounds a year. Really, it is most unfortunate about tbat poor
young man. By tbe by, I quite forge wbo the next beir wvill be."

IIf bie was very nice I sbouldn't mind marrying him," says CGretcben,
idly, witb a littie lazy laugh. Il Oh, sec, motber, that exquisite touch of ligbt
upon tbe bill beyond-bow beautiful ! It sounds wicked, but do you know I
arn ratber glad this Mr. Dugdale cannot go about mucb ? Neiw people bave
sncb a bornid trick of aitering things, and cutting down trees, and generally
bebaving very badly. If bie is as apatbetic as you say, I dare Say bie will ]et
weil aione,"

I dare say," says Mrs. Tremaine. I should rather tbink George Dug-
dale's son would inhenit. A rnost unpieasant man, and a very distant cousin;
but no doubt the younger branches are better rnannered."

Then the carniage sweeps round a softened angle and draws up before the
baîl-door. It is opened, and a very gorgeons personage in irreproachabie gar-
ments cornes down the steps and tells Mr. Trernaine that Mr. Dugdale is pretty
well, and down-stairs, but that lie is not in the habit of receiving visitons.

As bie draws towards the close of this little speech, Mrs. Trernaine-wbo,
to judge by bier expression, must be utterly unaware tbat any one bas been
speaking-takes out a card, scribbies on it a word or two, and gives it to one
of bier men, wbo gives it to the other man, who giv'es il to sornebody cisc inside
the hall, wbo vanisbes.

Tben ensues a pause that rnight bc a sulent une but for the faint little
laugb that breaks frorn Gretchen.

Wbat is il ?" asks bier mother, rousing berseif fnorn an apparent revery.
"Very littie, dear, alrnost notbing. I was rnereiy wondering bow you

wouid look if this very difficuit yonng gentleman sends you wvord bie will not
see you."1

"lTbat is impossible," replies Mrs. Trenaine, caimly. "lNo young gentle-
man ever sent me sncb a message. Ne ivili, of course, be very pleased bo se
me."?

Slie is rigbt. He will be very pleased to, see bier. The gorgeous personage
retuirns presenbly with a few words to that effect; wvbereupon Mrs. Tremaine
descends from bier carniage, and Gretchen follows lier, and tbey rustle tbrougb
halls and corridors, across a library, and past a heavy portière, into, a srnall
rooni beyond, wbere lies the bero of the houn.

It is a cbarrning rooni, not large, but comfort itself. Everytbing is pale,
or faintly tinted ; tbere is scarceiy a pronounced colour anywhere, unless,
perbaps, in the buge bowls of sweebly-srnchling flowers that lie about in gracefuil
disorder on ail tbe tables. Against the walls and on the brackets quaint pieces
of china ftown, and simper, and curbsey, and make bideous grimaces. Upon
the cabinets,' and in tbem, old Englisb puncb-bowis pusb tbemselves officiously
before tbc notice of dainby Chelsea maidens, and ciips innocent of bandeles
stand in rows.

Wedgwood jugs, and Worcester plates, and littie bits of rarest Sèvres
shine conspicuously everywbere. There are eigbt or nine fine pictures,--sone
by modern artists,-and a good deal of bandsome carving.

The wvbole place seenis full of sunsbine as tbrougb tbe open windows tbe
soft breezes creep shyly in and out. It was Maud Dugdale's roomt in tbe old
mnan's hUfe, before sbe married and wvent to India, and even yet the cbarrn of
ber presence seems 10 bauint it.

The windows, made in casernent fashion, are tbrowvn ivide, s0 that tbc ivy
and the stru ging roses that coven the wails outside are peeping iii, forrning a
bowen picturesque and perfumed.

The fond littUe sunibeamns, too, lest tbey sbouid bc forgotten, have stolen
in, and are flecking ail they toucb with gold. Across bbc grass comncs a tender
murmuring as of doves frorn the wood beyond. It is one of those calm, sleepy
days wben "lail the air a solemn stillness boids " and a sense of peace makes
itseif felt. The "ltender grace " of the bour, thie careless artistie beauty of tbc
roorn and ail ils surrounidings, touch Gretchen, tbougb vagucly, and then bier
cyes wander 10 tlie coucb close to the windowv, upon wbicb a yourng man lies
fiull lengtb.

As bier glance mecîs bis, a great and sudden pity fuls bier lieart. He is a
ver>' taîl youing man, and, tbougb sornewbat sligbt, is finel>' formied. Ne is
fair, witb that ricb nut-brown bair tbrougb wbicb soft threads of gold mun
gcnerousiy ; bis face is flot so rnucb bandsorne as ver>' beautifuil. lis eyes are
large and of an intense blue,-eyes tbat before rnisfortune ciouded thern wvere
frîcnds to-laughter, but are now sad witb unutterable melanchol>'.

Nis rnouth beneath bis ligbt moustache 's tender and mobile, but firm.
Oniginal>' tbere mnust bave been a certain arnount of bappy reckiessness about
the wbolc face tbat fascinated and contrasted pleasant>' witb ils great gen île-
ness. But bbe bappiness and gayet>' and laugbter bave ail disappcared, leaving
oni>' regret and passionate protest in their place, and sornctbing that is alrnost
despair in tbe bine eyes.

Ne flusbes painfuil>' as Mrs. Tremaine enters the room, and,' closing bis
lcft band witb sorne nervous force upon the armi of bbc coucb, rnakes the cus-
tornar>' effort 10 risc. It is on]>' a mornentany effort. Almost on bhc instant be
rernembers and sinks back again passive. But tbc remembrance and bbc futile
attempt are indcscribabiy bitter.

"lDear Kennetb, 1 knew you would sec nme," says Mrs. Tremaine, quickly,


