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A RACE FOR A WIFE!
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CHAFPTILR X,

GLEAMS OF LIGH™,

y o &
for tho presert. News! Ab, Gren, it you
liave any, unfuld thy short and, I trust, mov.
ing tale.’

‘Thanks—I'll take a bacoy; and now I

I'm hero,’ smd Rose, as ho lit his cigar.

' 1 say, confound it alll What the dovil
did you come to mo for? All bosh. I don't
understand your business—suppose I ought
to say ours—an atom ; better go on to Child.

Greuville Rose, to speak  metaphorically, | ers after you bavo had a smoke. Next stair-
Lias Leen paddl.og his okiff throngh troubled | case, you know.'
waturs ot late.  Maade s short, wuobegune. *Bhouldn't come to you on a point of law,
Little noto of dismiesal, and his aunt’s indig- | ‘Silky,’ but this happens to be & bit of rac-
nant letter, were far from pleasant reading |ing.'

to a man as much entangled as lie was in
the love god's moeshes. Ho sat and sulked—

‘Youracing! What do voumean?
‘Have you seen old Pearman's death in

Lo sat and smoked—he sat and thought—he | the paper ?’

sat and drank; but none ot the four proocesses
sevmed at all consolatory.

* Lurd, yes,’ rejoined Dallison once more,

| ended | relapsing into his usual manner. ¢ You'ro

in the same conclusion, that * thrico-begotten | thinking of Coriander—makes no difference
Least Posrman would marry his darling | you know—Lorse entered in the son'sname.’

Maude, nnd that he was and ever should be,

¢ Suppose, Silky, I counld show you that

uttorly miserable.' It is his language, if you | that Loree counldn't start without my consent,
please, and not mine; but they will speak | or something like it ?*

urationally, and with vehemence, when they

are in that state.

‘Come, old fellow, no gammon. I'mon
him for the Derby, and am only waiting to

Avathematizing, with an impartiality quite | hedge my money till he's won the Two

Leautifal to witness, everything and every-
budy, Mr. Rose once more enters his sitling-

Thousand.’
*Look here, Dallison; 1 know nothing

rouw in pursnit of breakfast, Witk a ¢ pish1*| about:the turf, and come to yov to manage
at s lotters—1 am atraid the actual expres- | & great game belween young Pearman and
wion was stronger, though that will do forjmyself. Will you do §0? Of course you
this narrative—he, as un the prsvious ocea- | can take care of yourself in the trausaction,

siun, unfuld the Times. Agaia, asa pre-

I can tell you nothing for certain as yet.

lunnary, does he ascertain the oxtrems | Will yon manage the turf part of- the busi-
firmness of Corianderinthe betting quatations | ness, whilo I woik the legal machinery 2 As

for the Two Thousand.

Not that Silky]wny idea of the case stands at precent, I tell

Dalhison’s feed a$ Greenwich is any object to | you fairly, I think Coriander's starting for
Lim now--ho is too miserable to enter into | the Guneas will be at the option of myself
euch things; but he might as well read about | and clients ; but 1 may be mistaken.’

that as avything else. Why does the sup-

¢ The devil! Do you advise me to hedge

plement, wiich he never dreams of looking | now then ?” said Silky vallison.

at, tumble so wersistently acrass Lis plate 2

*Certainly not. I know notlnng about

* Let's havo a look at the second colamn,’ | the tarf, but, il I.am right in my conjecture,
he mutters, and see whether ¢ X ¥ Z's’ fam- | the management of Coriander in the market
1ly are still mn tribulation about his absence; | will be, for the benefit of my clionts, in yonr

or whethor * Pollaky’ is offering his usual

Liundred for an absconded young lady, aged | say nothing till I see youagain, and give you,
mneteen. good-looking, and with a rose in | &s I hope, my reasons why 2’

her bonnet—lart seen, ete.
1 don ¢ see pruch good 1n them,

myself, 1 suppose.

advent to put in the papers.
d—n‘em! Supposs
fore many wecks ara over.

*Births ~—hum!
There onen | Madame Tussaud's Exhwition,’ quoth Dal.
Nico uniucky beggar's|lison. *But look here, old tellow, Racing
¢ Marriages I’ | i8 business with me; if you're not in for a
shall sce har's be- | regular mare's nest there's a heap of money
¢ DeathsI'—1 | to be made oul of this. Yon eay I am to be

Domb us tombestones, and relicent as

feel that's more in my line just now. Ihope| your agent if it is as you think it. I'llask

theros 8 good lot of ‘em.

How I should | no questions ; but as you know nothing about

like to add one or two to the column—mors | that great elaborate system of gambling

g?mcularly one. Hallo! what's is?

¢ At] yelept racing—if, as you think, you've con-

aunorsley, after a few day's i* .ess, in the | trol over Coriander, can't whisper it to your
soventy-second year of his u.c. Samuel | carpet bag till you've seen me again. 1 say
Pearman, Erq.' Wish to heaveus it had | this honestly, with & view to doing my best

been lus fon! mutiered Grenville, nd then | for you.

Bring me your case when you've

he sat dowx to think whether this c .ld, by | worked it ont, and I'll tell you whatto do.’

any possibility, induence his prospcets in

any way.

¢Many thanke, old fellow! I'm off to
Hampshire to-night. I shall be back the

You muct remember that *his prospects,’ day after to-morrow, though perhaps late.
in Roso's mind, at this time were cireom- | 1t Will be all decided then. I'm playing a
seribed to tho relation he and his cousin { §60d deal bigger steke thau you, Silky—the

stood 1

girl 1 love, and something to start housekeep-

Tt is hard to beleivo thero is no such thing | 28 on.’

as destiny. It almost ludicrous at times to

tAb,” returned Dallison, *1I liko tuet;

thing what a triviel 1ncident has torned the | ¢—n the second.part,.if you've zot tho_first

whole currest of our hwves.

There 13 & large | Stake on you'Te playing in earnest. I am

and well-known specalator on the turf at)still iu tho dark; -but, it you see your way to

this tune—a man, donbtless, worth mavny

winniog the first, I'll bet you two to one,

iguuts and much stock sud security—whose | knowing noihing about it, I' win enough for
muney-making carcer dates irom the pres- | YO2 to star! housckeeping on.

cuotation of o care of razors, according to

That very uight, just as they were medi-

pogaar tepurt. Who can say 2  Many such | tatin bed, a loud ning startled the denizens

au anstance might be quoted.

Grenville jot Glinn. The advent of Grenville Rose

Liuse’s ife turned on reaaing the supplement | secwed to the servants & matter.of-courso
of the Tuaues, 1t may be said by accident, | thing. They immediately commenced the

that particular morning.

prepacation of his usual room. His uncle

I tancy no human being ever saw that| wus also glad to see kim; but, to Mrs. Deni-
gunerally Light-hearted barrister thinking oo | ison and Mauds, the thing was past compre.
Lard sle was upon this occasion. Bo ' 1s)hension. As for Grenville, he seeraed per-
w.a wany a good cause since, but o n|fectly callons, shook bands with his aunt,
Yo o aud says, ‘that was the biggest e and audaciously kissed his cousin,accompany-
wat ver engaged in, and no solicitor to draw | ing it by & pressuye of the hand aud a whis-

ap e brief, wind.’

per, the combination of which sent the blood

*1y Jove, e aid at last, * I can almost ) to the very vools of Maude's hair. Then he
swear I eaw it. I rocollcet laughing over it | devoted bimself, in a wmorl prossioc manner,
ut tle time, and thinking what a quaint, | to some cold beef and pickles, pertinacionsly

qucer 1 deed 1t was.

Suppose I'm right— | sat the Iadies out, and, as ho handed them

I wender low it wonld arfect things? I{thewr candles, whispered to Maude, * Hope

wust go over and talk to Dallison a bit.
iuvd while Grenville Rose croascs the

for us yet, darling?’
* Now, unote,” he said, ‘I want you to

T‘..n'l:u Gnrdess, It me say a fow words, come with moe to your stady. Yo recollect
a' ~* Cetrge ’Dnllgson. Ho comes athwart | tLat old box of deods sud papers you let me
the Lres of Greoville end Maudo but for o | rammage through two years back, when 1

fe days Yot heis destined to be the mas.

went so deep into heraldry, and spent a good

t 1 cttio naation, the Deus ex mach.na of | bit of tim tracing the fauly genealogy '

that evonttul period. George Dullison is n
Voemst oy eomn twe ey thres veyye epgtay t- ,

* Yes, my boy, but yon don’t mean tosay

gAL

want to talk to you a bit on business—reason |

hands Lefore a few days are over. Will you 1 ID&D mcney requires no espionage to find

N LS
becauso she's abont.to narry somebody else.
I fancied that yon must have hiard'so.’

*You menn Pegrinan ? Yes, Thave heard
of that,! .

¢0b, you have? May I ask what par-
tioular inducemonts yon have to offer that
you think it probable Maude will break off
the progpect of a good match i your behalt ?
You way bave achieved some unvxampted
sucvsss in your professicn; I can only regret
that I am a8 yet in ignorance of it.

¢ You only sneer at me, and I am talking
in onrnest,’ said Gronville, biting his lips.

¢] can't seo that that in the least improves
your position. You don't mean to tell me
that you've had the audacity to come down
bere to upset an cxisting arrangement be-
cause you've beenegregious ass envughto fall
in love with your cousin ? By-the-way, do
you suppose Maude approves ofthis? Have
you any reason to suppose that she would
vrefer half of your garret in the temple to

eing mistress of Mannersly P

Grenville Rose's face flushed, but he
answered steadily: ¢ All that must be an
after consideration. Uncle, answer me two
questions——fairly, honestly, and as shortly as
Eou please—and tken wait to hear what I

ave to say to-mcrrow morning.’

¢If T a1 to listen, thep, you'll be good
enough to talk rather more rationally than
you are doing to-night. YWhat are your ques-
tions 9’

¢ Believe me, unele, I am speaking in your
interests Do you owe Pearman money ?—
Pshaw | T know you do. I.waut. to know
how much ?’

¢ Really I had no idea you were keeping
s0 watoliful an eyo over my interests. Pry-
ing into the affairs of one's relations was
hardly deemed good taste in my day. I
think I mnay eately leave that answer to your
own natural acuteness. ¥t seems to bave
stood you in good stead so fax.'

* Good God !’ cried Grenville, passionately,
‘ you can't think 80 meanly of me? ¥You
won't let mo help von 2 That you owe Pear-

out. I do know it—never mind how !’

¢ Probably your philanthropy and increas.
ing practice, thexn, led you to run down with
a view fu rescuing your uncle from his diffi-
culties 2’ said Denison. piticrly.

¢ Yes and no,’ said Rose, starting to his
feet. *I have come for two reasons: fixstly,

to win Maude for my wnfe, if I can ; second-
ly, to release you from all obligation to Pear-
man, if possible, If I knew what the amount
was it would make it casier for me. You
don't choose to tell me. I can only let you
know to-morrow, then, wkat sum you can
raise to meet such claims. Will you answer
my other question'? Do you honestly wish
to see your daughter, 2 Denison of Glinn,
married to Pearman ?'

It was & home-thrust this. The blood
rushed to Harold Denison’s temples. and
his eyes had an angry light in themas here-
joined :

¢ This, I presume, six, is a specimen of the
casy manner of the young man of the pre-
sert day. A piece of more internal imper-
tinence I don’t remember ever encountering.
May I trouble you to hand me that bedroom
candle ? I wounld'suggest that the earlier
you can make it corvenient to depart to-
morrtw morning the lessrisk T1an of being
insalted, and for the present will wish you
good-night.’

¢ Stop, you must hear me,” cried Gren-
ville. *Ifto-morrow morping I can show
you a way to clear ali Pearmun’s claims
agawst you, will you listen to me then, and
acquit me of any 1atzntion of meulting you ?
Wil you still persevers, uncle, in muatin
yoar daughter to the son of a bill-disconat-
1ng solicitor ? No, you won't, I know yen
better than yon think, You are foo far in
Pearman's hands, or yoa think so, to give
yourself fair play in the matter. There
breathes no proudér man than you are.
Trost me. Recollect the mouse once saved
tho lon. As yon hope for peace in intuve,
trust me now.’

Harold Denwson paused. He had never
secn Ins nephew Uread through his conven-
tioral, cool, easy manner in this wiso be.
fore, Ho felt that ho had been sermbly in
earnest all throngh their interview. Hadhe
really somo clue that mmght save him ? And
—yes—he did at the core of his heart bitter-
ly regret that Maude shonld make what he
desmed-such & mesalliancs as she wus on
the verge of. Then, perhaps, as far as it was

2 | all, it wasn't there. Yet I'll sweat it-was

‘those_papers than,’

he is 50 quien
paper must b
Gren as only 4

3 A
bacome of that all-ensefial Parchment. It {boon so migerabl _
looke bad; bat I  Won'f gmive in. I must harp nov;a &hgfxr-ul:tﬁnss
séarch farther. I'll hive my head in every {found ; but she believes jn
box, escritolre, cabinet, or cupbosrd in all Iy;onng uirl ean in a'lover, It is tho first fjo ]
Glinn to-mortow night.’ In tho meantime | he hasbeen with her in that chara trs img
he recollected that Maude was an enrly riser, | so sweet to Lo told y ter, It

so finished his toilet and betook himself|when that confesaionoizﬁ?nli?id  shleen

quietly to the gurden, erson. No wonder the girl' Yy the nghd .
It was not long before ne caugbt sight of Erigbt. ¢ Now, Maude,e ﬁfgks-‘mhlm ‘

the flutter of a light dress ; & fow seconds, |drawer ? This, eh 2’ Hurri

and he was by Mande's side. Her face |is aragged out ;'but alas!thogglg::ﬁag;;:z
flashed as sho inet him, and her greeting|0dds and ends, & book or two on bherald
was evidently forced and constrained. ‘Telomaque,’ * Pamela, n French diction.

*I thought, Maude dearest,’ he said, *that | 8rY» ete., are discovered, no eygn of lay
I might havo the Juck to meet you before | PBPErs teets the ey,
breakfast. It is the only chance I have of | *Mistaken the drawer, pet, I supposa !
seewng yon alone. Can you tell me still that | €x0laimed Grenville, with & look of disa
you don't repent what you wrote in an-|Poiniment he struggled hard to conneal; ap)
swer to my letier of some fortnight or so | then continned his seurch. But, no; evéry,
back 2* drawer and cupboard of the schovl-room §
*Oh, Gren, whatam I to say to you 2 |faunsackedin vain. Manya relic of they
What raust yoa think of me? I nevermerry old days there comes to bght, by
thought you cared abont mein that way, |Rothing inthe shape of deed or parehmeny
you know. And then to writato you as I Maqde stood aloot toward the ¢c.
did! But Gren,dear, I did mean it. I |clusion _of the sgearch, bhalf ls:ir,,
fought hard to be true to you. \What oan I balf sitling on the tabte. Ser f.f8
do ? They say it rests with me to keep | W88 Eerious enough now, and the weL . yi: §
Glinn as a home to my father, and that, if 1 | ¢d eyebrows rather koit. She felt 12z, 1
don' marry Mz, Pearman, we shall bs wan- | promised smeoth water of the mormp; ws§
derers aboutthe word. That would kill |°¥ 00 means realized. Since Grenwue sy
them, I am very miserable. You don't |Kissed Ler, and personally told her b+ or, }
lnow what L had to go through, 1 _didn't {820 felt endued with infimto powers ctcpy..
give it till.I conld bear it no longer. Bekind |5ition to the Pearman alliance.
to me, Gren, please.” And the aray eyes,| ‘It'snouse, Maude; the paper Ity
swimming with tears, looked up inte Rose’s inot here,’ said Grenville, at length, *Imts
facsé wilh a piteons, pléading expression that |search elsewhere.
balf maddened him. ‘So you siall, Gren. Ring the kit I
* Don’t know what you had to go throngh, | l&¥e an idea.’
mypet? Hum! IthinkI can make a| Xer cousm did ashewas bid, snd, vics
pretty good yuess.’ And, even as he passed |§tray bousemaid in considerable bewmdis-
bis arm round his cousin’s waist and kissed | 20ent eventaally made her way to i«
ber, Grenville Rose's testh were set hard. |3sed room, Miss Denigon said, sharply, i1 Sl
*It makes me mad, Maude, to think that | Mrs. Upcroft she's wanted here directi~di
that beast Penrman should ever dare to |¥ectly, mind—and don't let ber be atiay
dream of you. No, child, 1 know pretty well | abont getting here ac you have been.'
the ballving yun have had to go through. | ¢Now Jook here, Gren,” continuel Msud.
You wouldn’t have proved false to, our word, | those papers were there. Nobodybut2r: :
exospt under unfair pressare.’ Uporoft would have dared move them. Lut
*Titen yon don't think so very badly of | you see, she has known me as a child, 11
me ?° asked:the girl shyly. am always bard pnt to i to hold my o
‘I don't know,' smiled her cousin, as he | With her. If she don't happen quitst; s
bent his his head down to her. ¢ I'll hear|collect what she's done with them, £
what you got to say. Do you love me #' give me any answer, and won't evenit, {3 §
“Oh, Gren ! And Sizude dropped her take the tromblo to remember. IfI:
flushed, tear-stained face on his shoulder, |Inake nothing of her, then you must it Jt
and submitted to the abstraction of unlimit- |in and frighten ber. Of course she’::: M
ed kisses with the greatest meskness. want {0 conceal them; but she will i
The tears were kissed away, and & smileshe ought not to have meddled withi.2,
was on Ler lips as she said, * You whirpered}and don't like what she terms being 3t
Inst night, “Thers is hops for us yet ;”” what | out.’
did you mean ?' Thers was a tap at the door as Haﬁg
¢ 1 dide’t say that ; when you quote what |finished her speech, and her consin baf j¥
I say, be good enough to be correct.’ time to give a nod of intelligence &
¢ But you did say s0,’ said Maude, opening (housekecper entered. o
the gray eyes wide, as usnal when a thing | ¢ Sorry to disturb you Mrs. Uperoity.£a2
pased her comprebension. Miss Denison blandly, ¢but I wanttokuw
¢ No, Miss Denison ; Isaid * hope for us | what yon -have done with the paperyess
yef, (]gr]ing.“ * uted fo inhabit that drawer ?’
‘Ob, Gren, dom't tease me; that’s| ¢I'msure I don't know nothing abostns
solike your old ageravating ways. Tell [papers. You wight have been sure of i
me.' 1 t?nnk' , Miss Mande, before yon sent fe.
¢ Well, dearest, I hoped last night to find |and the bntcher jest here for orders, an';
a paper that would have, at all events, |and the houseleeper looked assulkysstas
broken off your engagement with Pearman, |rightly daved. Ske nad for years dond.:
and left you freo to choose againy’ sholiked with-Mrs. Denison, and was bt
. “;A_ ﬁxg‘et pressure of his arm, 2nd & soft |lyjealonsof any interference of Miss M
e CB . 3 oft, if vou
‘I didn’t find it, Maude, and went to bed know“ﬁ,‘};ih?;f.; a!:)[:g: g%“ﬁeu;oval'og Y §
a8 misersblo as 2 man can _well do. Your 'papers, you should do so. Thingsougtt-t
father promised me that Pearman should | to be moved frum one room to another i
receive his conge if I could do what I'|out the knowledge and licenss of yom<t.
dreamed I cou'd. Imade sure of finding Will.you be kind en~noh to recollect w2t
that paper in the big oak-chest in the study; | became of those pavers® They happen.j=h Slkns
but, though I went steadily through them |ngq 4o be of great importance” I

< oy - > : ude. b7
oLee? , “That’s 60 like you, Miss Maude. X
A : : , ivero juet the same.as & child. Whess 3
: When did you see it, Gren ? 3: 6u"v:'afxited had to.be done right ¢.- &<
Don't you remember when I tentmad f forget about those old papers nOW, &
upon heraldry, and was «ll for putting yoar nsf run awav.to the butcher; but It &
genealogical wree to righis 2  { went through E‘i; s think wh a.yi becams of thém in a¥rie,
] ] ApSs bainc Wi  to ligh ™~ -
¢ Stop & moment,’ said the girl; *let me I'm 9_‘&““3' thongh they went, L
think. ~ Yes,"sae continued, after a sherd, mgl’:?grxghzg gxzxahcious smile thok. "
pause ; * and yon used to-bring ther. up toi}® Mp:ude Denison's eges fashed, st -
;vor.: atto ;hg schoolroom—don't you ,recol- lips quivered. She laced her closely t:
ect.? And I'm almost sare, but didn't yon érs ot all sho said was the monosy. ..
throw o few of them iuto & drawer up thers, ‘('z}’renn’ 8 Sz:m?l‘ n;eroy was Mrs. U?,:f:?:
saying they ware no ‘use, but vou might likelw to mest with at his hands; her+d
mako up & msguzine story.or.two ontof them | £ 55 o alresdy made Roses’ toeth gl
wfng d?’y ? LA ) s .3 | ¢ Unfortunate, Mrs, Tpcroft,” o obetss:
y Jove; Maude, youv'e bitit! I did, with il entile: ‘but I am afraid 3¢
and that would-be safe tobe. one of them. |’ ‘ h“; ‘hu P Y wait for somo fimo b
Como stong, sweectheart mne, and sece, | DUtCher will Lave wailt :

. ¥ o,
No chance of their belng disturbed, is Ise next epjoys the plessure of your s

in h::z §elﬁsh natare to caro for any one, he
0 Bl 1 1o Jpp Lo 1 1ig

, You soe, yon have unluckily admitted,be
there 2 sl aid Miss Donitﬂny—hvn witge-:"




