THE HEARTHSTONE.

ENGLAND AND AMERICA.

Ono people in our early prime,
One in ourstormy youth :

Drinking uno stronm of human thought,
One spriog of houvonly truth ;

Ono tangunge ut our mother’s knce,
One in our Seaviour’s pruyoer,—
One garious heritago is ours ;'
Ouw future Jet us sharo.

Tho heroes of sur days of old
JAre yours, not ours alone;

Your Christiun hervoes of to-duy,
Wolove than as our owu,

There nre tuo many homeless lauds
Farin the wild free West,

To bo subdued for God nud man,
Replenishod and 1 ced

Thero nro too many fallen men,
Farin the ancient Enst.

To bo wen baek to truth snd Qod,
From cramping bouds released j—

Thero is too much good work to do,
Awmd wrome to be undone 3

Too many strongholds from the foo
That tust bo furced nad wou—

That we whoni siad hath #et to bo
The vangnard of the fight,

To hear the stvndard of his truth,
And to detfenn wiv right,

Should leave the mission of wur race,
So haigh and wide and great,

On worldly peints of poiicy
To wrangte aml debate,

Nuy. fide by gide. inenrt and west,
Iu wild or heathen lands. .
One prayer upon our hvarts and lips,
Que Lible in vur haads,
One in our earlicst home on carth,
One in our heavenly hote.
We'll fight the buttles of vur Lord
Until his kingduu come.
—Nuwldny ut Home.

Reaistenkn in  accordance with the Copyricht Aot
‘ of 1563.]

TO THE BITTER END.

By Iliss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,’ ETC.

)
CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)

Mr. Walgrave had been gone three wecks—
ah, what an age of sadness and regret l—when
the pareel containing the locket came to Grace.
A purcel directed in his hand—it was only too
familiar to her from pencil-notes in some of the
books he had lent her, and fromn the papers sho
had socn scattered anbout Lis table. Kortune
favoured her in the receipt of the packet. Sho
had gone out to takoe tho letters from the post-
man that morning, ¢xpecting nothing, hoping
for nothing. Frow kim or of Aim she never
thought to receive sign or token. Had he not
told her many times, in the plainest words, that
the story of their love must come to an end,
like a book that is shut, on the day ho left
Bricrwood ? She was too simple-minded to
imagine him capable of wavering. He had said
that his honour compelled him to forsake her,
and he would be faithful to that necessity.

Her heart gave s greatleap when she saw the
address on the little packet, She fled round
the house like a lapwing, and did not stop to
breathe till sho was safe undor the shadow of
the cedar, in the spot where she had known
such perilous happiness with him. Then she
sank down on the rustic bench, and with tre-
mulous fingers tore open the little parcel,

A daioty cuse of durk-blue velvet, in itself a
treasure to u girl so unsophisticated as Grace ;
a cagket that opened with & spring, revealing
s lJurge yellow gold Jocket set with pearls, re-
posing on u bed of white satin—a gem so beau-
tiful that the sight of it took her breath away,
and she set gazing upon it, trunsfixed with a
womunly rupture.

She opened the Jocket, and looked at the
little enamelled picture of forget-me-nots.
Bweet, very sweet: but O, how much she would
have preferred his portraity, or even one little
ring of his durk wavy hair!  She laid the trea-
sure on the beneh beside her, and opened his
Jetter, devouring it with wide-open luminous
eyus.

The scrap of paper attracted her attention
first : « There is a secret spring ; touch it, and
you,will find my photograph.”  She gave a lit-
tle cry of joy, and Legan to scarch for the
spring, found it, and gave a louder cry of utter
delight when she bebeld the face of her Jovor.
The skilful colourist had finttered Mr, Walgrave
not a little : the pale dark complexion was
Italianised jthe gray oyes were painted in ul-
tramarine ;  the face in the mininture looked
from five to ten years younger than the ori-
ginal, But to Grace the picture was simply

perfect.  She percuived no fluttery; the face
which waus to her the noblest upon earth, was
only idealised as she had idealised it in her
own mind from the hour in which she begun
to love its owner. And yet, when Hubert Wal-~
grave first came to Bricrwood, she had scen no-
thing wonderful in his appearance, and had
vonsidered him decidedly middle-aged.

At last, sfter gazing ot the miniuture till her
eyes grew dim, clouded with innocent tears—
alter kissing the glass that covered it with fond
foolish kisses—sho touched the springand shut
the cuse, und then read her letter,

This disappointed hier a little, 1t was cvi-
dently writlen to be read by her uncle and
aunt. Not onc word of that brief bright past ;
only a letter such as any grateful lodger might
have written to his landlady’s daughter. She
shed a few tears. ’

1t wus good of him tosend me his picture,”
she said to herself, ¢ But he is quitc gone ]
from me; 1 shall never, never see him again 1

The picture had kindled new hope in her
Lreast ; the letter destroyed it. There was
some comfort, however, in beiug able to show
this lotter to her aunt, and to wear her locket
in the light of day. She carried the little vel.
vet case and the letter indoors, and went in
quest of bier nunt, whom shu found in the
dairy, .

% O, aunty Hanngh, I have had a letter and
a prescot ;"

“ What, a pincushion or a bookmarker from
oue of your vld schoolfuliows, I'll lay, or some
such trumpery 7 You girls are always fiddle-
faddling about some such rubbish I

¢ Look, aunt 1" cricd Grace, displaying the
locket, imbedded in white setin,

“ Sure to goodnusy ) cried Mrs., James, stur-
ing at the triuket % where did you get thatt”

# From Mr. Walgruve, aunt, with such a kind
letter I

Mrs. James snatched the leiter from her
nicce's hand, and read it aloud, going over
every word, aud harking back every now and
then to rend o sentence o sccond time, in a
deliberatc way that nggravated Grace beyond
mensure. And then she turned from the letter
o the locket, and examined it miuutely, while
Grace stood by in an agony, lest her clumsy
fingers shonld hit upon the secret spring.

“ 1t's a pretly thing cnough,” she sald at Inst,
# and must have cost n sight of money—peurls
and all, for 1 suppose theyre real ; and 1 can't
see ns he had any cenll to send you such a thing.
Ife paid for what he had, and there was no
obligation on cither side. Forget—me—nots too,
a8 i it was for n young woman he waus keeping
company with, I don't half like such nomn-
sense, and I doubt your uncle will bo for send-
ing it buck

@ 0, nunt 1” said Graco ; and then began to
cry.
% Lord bless me, child, don't be such a cry-
Luby. If you can get round your uncle to let
you keep the locket, you may. A present's a
present, and I don't suppose Mr, Walgry meant
uny harm ; he's tao much agentleman for that,
leastways ns far as I could see.  All T hope is,
he never went talking uny nonsense to you be—
bind my Lack.”

# No, nunt, he never talked nonsease ; he
was always sensible, and he told me—some~
thing about himself,  He's engaged to bo mar-
ried—has heen enguged for ever so long.

#\Well, it was fuir and honouruble of him to
tell you that, anyhow. You can show the let~
ter to your uncle at dinner-time : and if he
likes you to keep the locket, I'm ngrecable.”

When dinner-time came, Mr. James, whose

opinion upon most subjects was a mere reflec—
tion of his wifu's, studied that worthy woman’s
countenuanco ; and recing her favournbly dis-
posed towards the gilts and the giver, opined
that his niece might accept Mr. Walgrave's pre-
sent without any  derogution to the fumily di-
gnity. She must write hima pretty little let-
ter of thanks, of course, showing off her bonrd-
ing-school c(fucntiou, which Mr. Wort would
no doubt forward to him, ns he had happencd to
omit any address in his letter,
80 Grace wore her locket in the face of man-
kind, on the first Sunday after the arrival of
the packet ; wore it on her muslin dress at
church, with a shy consciousness that all the
parish must be duzzled by its splendour—that
the old rector himsclf, if his cyus were good
cnough, might break down in the midst of his
sermon, overcome by o sudden glimpsa of its
gorgeousness. She wore it on a black ribbon
under her dress secretly upon those days which
her nunt called ¢ workadays;” and ut night she
put it under her pillow, Hers was the early,
passionate, girlish love, which is so near akin
to foolishness ; the Juliet love, which would
have her Romeo cut out in little stars,

« And he will make the face of heaven so fine,
That all the world will be in love with night,
And pay no worshlp to the garish duy.”

The girl’s spirits revived a little with
the possession of this locket., She looked
brighter and better, and her aunt forgot her
fenrs. September came to an end, and the hop-
picking began ; herds of tramps from the wilds
of Hibarnin, from the henrt of the Seven-dials,
from the wretchedest alleys in Whitechapel
and Bermondsey, came¢ pouring in upon the
fuir Kentish country. Mrs. Redmayne was too
busy to think much of Grace’s health ; and
when the girl began to flag a little again, find-
ing that lifo was dreary even with that portrait
in her bosom, mno one observed the change.
She went off into rather a severe fainting-fit
onc afternoon ; but there was no one at hand
but Sally, the maid-of-all-work, who brought
her round as best she might, aud thought no-
thing of the business. She had fainted herself
on a midsummer Sunday, when Kingsbury
church was hotter than usual, and never went
to that place of worship without a big blue bot-
tle of smelling-salts.

Now in the dusky October cvenings fitful
patches of light glowed nerc and there on the
lundscape ; and riding along narrow lunes, the
traveller cmne ever und anon to a rustic en-
campment—a ragged family huddled round a
fire, sunburnt faces turned towards him inquir-
ingly us ho passed, n bevy of tatterdemulion
children dartingout at him to ask for alms, and
sharp cries of «Ditch us a copper, sir!”
in the purest Cockuey. The group, so pictur-
esque at a distance, was sordid enough on in-
spection, and the traveller could butwish these
nomauds had better shelter. A ragged blanket
perhaps, hung upon a couple of poles, made
rough tent hereand there 3 but those who pos-
sessed so much luxury were the aristocruts of
the community ; the vulgar herd slept in the
opexy, suve on some lucky occasion, when a li-
beral farmer gave them the use of an empty
barn,

James Redmuyne was tender-hearted, and at
Brierwood the wandering mce fured luxurious-
ly He lent them old rick-covers for tents, and
whatever burn he had cmpty was placed at their
disposal. Grace took an interest in the little
children, spent all her money in enkes, und rob.
bed the baskets in the apple-loft for their be-
nefit; carrled the women great fugs  of cold
tea in the evenings, and helped and comforted
them in many small ways, at the hazard of
catching a fever, as her nunt frequently re-
minded her.  In this purticular scason she was
more than usuully active in these small chari-
ties : that great sorrow in her heart was num-
bed a little by the sight of commoner sorrows,
This year she was more tender than ever, the
women thought — the old hanuds, who had
known her in former yents, She would sit for
hours in ushady corner of a field, with a sick
child in her arms, singing it to sleep with sweet
and songs. The women used to look at her
from a little distance, and talk together in
;vhinpers of her gentleness aud her pule grave

ace.

¢« I'n afrid there’s surimat wrong,” one stal-
wart juatron said to another, # She were’as gy
as o bird Inst hop-picking, She Jooks like my
sister Mary, that wont’ off into n consumption
and died in the hospitul-—that white-like, and
ber handa that wasted as you might a'most see
“through 'em. And she such a sweet young
thing, toe ! It do seem bard, that such as she
should be took, and my old father, wot's u trou-
ble to everybody, and no more use of his limbs
t.hnn'u new-born infant, left behind to wor~
Tit. *

One night, aftor o day spent almost entircly
in the hope-tields, Gruco discovered a grent ca-
lamity—her locket was gone, I'be ribbon worn
cvery day had been worn through at last by the
sharp cdge of the ring. It was round her neck

when she undrossed, with the two ends hanging

loosely. Late as it was, sho would have gone
outnnd hunted for her treasure by moonlight—
would have roused the hop-pickers, and bribed
them to hunt for her ; but the house was locked,
and the keys under Mrs, James's pillow, andit
was more than she dared to wake that vigilant
housewife. So she went to Led quictly, and
cricd all night, and came downstnirs next
morning ashy pale, and with red swollen cir-
cles round her uvyes, to tell of her loss.

Mrs, Jumes flew into a prssion on hearing
the news,

« Lost it} you ought to be ashamed for your-
self.  What entl had you to weur it on a work-
aday ?” she eried,

Grace blushed crimson.

& J know it was very foolish of me, aunt
Hannah ; but—but—1 was so fond of it I”

“ Was there ever sucha buby 7 Fond of it,
indecd! You're fond of the piano your father
gave you : I'm sure I womder you don't wear
that hanging round your neck—you're silly
enough.  And of course some of your blessed
hop-pickers  bave stolen ib; aud serve you
right. That comes of consorting with such
Iow rubble.

# They couldnt have stolen it, aunt ; X wore
it onder my dress; they couldn't have known
anything awbout it,”

“Stufl’ and nonsense ! they're cunning
enongh to know anything. 1f you'd swallowed
o sovercign, they'd know it was inside you. Be-
sides, 1 daresay you took und pulled it out of
your bosom to show to some of their rubbish-
ing brats. Youwll nurse yourself into the typhuas
fever or the small-pox one of these duys, with
nursing those ragamufling ; and u deal of use
yow!l be in the world without your guod looks,
counsidering as you can't 8o much as set the
spunge for a batch of bread.”

urece was Bilent with the silence of guilt.
Sitling under a hedge yestorday with one of
those waifs of humanity in her lup, while its
wmother and a brood of bantlings from three
years old upwards clustered round a hop-bin
a few yards off, she had drawn the locket from
heg bosom and dangled it before the eyes of the
little one, half to amuse tho child, half for the
pleasure of looking at the thing which was the
sole token left of her brief love-story.

Aunt Hannah, though unsympathetic in man-
ner, was by no means minded that the locket
should be lost.

¢ It'sn thankless task spending money upon
you,” she said ; # and so I shall tell Mr, Wal-
gray, if ever I set cyes on him again. Real
gold, set to real pearls, and go and fool it away
among a pack of hoppers.”

After baving given relief to her mind in this
manncr, she dispatched Jack and Charley and
a farm-labourer to scour the country, under
Gruce’s guidance. The girl was to point out
to them every path she had taken, and cvery
spot where she bad rested throughout the pre-
vious day.

& But it's about as likely you'll find the moon
Iying in the grass as that locket,” aunt Han-
nah remarked despairingly as they set out.

She proved only too truca prophet. The young
men scarched diligently, under Grace's direction
—scarched till dinner,and after dinner begun
again, and wont on untlinchingly till tea-time ;
but without result. Afier tca the wvarl
twilght shrouded the farm, and it was too dar!
to look any longer. Uncle James had the hop-
pers collected at hightfall, and told them what
had been lost, offering & reward of a couple of
sovercigns to the man, woman, or child who
would restore it ; but they all made the same
decinration, with every form of asservation
common to their class. No such thing had
they scen.,

¢ That's & lie I” snid James Redmayne stur-
dily. #Some of you has scon it, and some of
you has got it, or made away with it since last
night. The locket's almost as large as the
palm of my hand. You couldn’t fail to see
it lying anywheres ; and my sons have been
over cvery inch of ground my niece walked
upon yesterday, It's hard you should takeany-
thing as belongs to her, for she’s been u good
friend to you all,® .

¢ That sho Aave, sir i? the women cried with
tremendous energy, and a desperate emphasis
on the last word. And then came a confusion
of shrill voices, all protesting that the owners
thereof would not wrong Miss Redmayne to the
extent of a gixpence.

Grace went to her room quite worn out by that
weary dny—ithe pacing to and fro, with lesscn-
ing hopc as the hours worc on. It was gone-—
the onc solace that had cheered herlife,

& 1 shall nover see his fuce any moro,” she
snid to lersolf. « There is a fate aguinst
we. ?

CHAVTER XVI,
# BUT 1F TOOU MEAN'ST NOT WELL.”

Adter the loss of the locket Grace Redmayne
drouped visibly. Good hearted uucle James
did all in his power to recover the lost trinket ;
put the matter into the hands of the police ;
had inquiries made amongst London pawn-
brokers, and so on ; but without avail. Poor
Grace wandered about the bLurc ficlds where
the hop-vines had lutely flourished, with her
vyes fixed ou the ground, like soune meluncholy
spirit hunting the scene of an unhappy life. Aunt
Hannah reprimanded her sharply from day to
day for such foolishness.

«If tho locket's lost, it's lost,” she suid phi-
losophicully ; ¢ und there's no use in grizzling
ubout it. There’s more lockets in tho world
thun that ; and if the balance is on the right
side noxt quarter-duy, 1 darcsay your uncle
will buy you a new one, perhaps with both our
portergrafts, one on ench side ; and that'll be
worth taking care of as o faumily keepsake—
something to show your children by and by.”

Grace gave a little involuatary shudder. A
portruit of aunt Haznnal, whom photography
madu unutterably grim, instead of that splen-
did face, thoso godlike eyes | -

¢ It's very kind of you to think of that,” the
girl said, half crying ; but 1 should never care
to have another locket, please,”

0, very well! 1 suppose you think we
couldn't give you anything ss handsome us
that ; but, for my part, I should have thought
you’J huve set more store by o keepsuke from
one of your owa fumily then o stranger’s pre-
gent.”

&« It isn't that aunt, I've got your photograph,
and uncle's, in my album, und I'm sure 1 value
them, But 1'll never wear another locket.
There’s somcthing unlucky about them.”

The ycar waned. Uctober cume to o end ;
und for various reasons that visit to the Lon-
don physician, which James Redmayne and his
wife had talked about, had not yot been made,

T'o thuse who zaw Urace cvery day, the gradual

change in her was not so obvious as to cnuse
immediate alnrm. Nor were hard-working peo-
ple liko the Redmaynces on the watch for such
slight symptoms us nwnken terror in those who
have sufficient leisure to be anxious, Thegirl
rose at hor usual time ; took her place among
her kindred at meals ; wont patiently through
the routine of the long dull day, and never ut-
tered o complaint.

She was completely unhappy, nevertheless.
Sho had no companions of her own age, who
might have toeaght her to shake off this foolish
sortow—no innocent gaietivs to distract her
mind. The slow level life of a farinhouse was
about the best possible existence in which to
foster o sorrow such us hers,

Sho had written that epistle which her uncle
Jumes had spoken of as ¥ o protty little letter?
—a very formal composition, supervised by
the whole fumily, James Redmayne would fain
have had her begin, ¢ This comes hoping,” o
formula which he had uscd all his life, and finm-
ly believed in as the essence of palite letter-
writing, She had written to thank Mr, Wal-
grave for his very kind prosent, which was in-
deed very, very beantiful,and which she should
value very much all her life. ‘There were a
great many & verys” in the letter ; and it was
written in her best bonrding-school hand—with
long loops to the g's and y's, aiter a spécialité of
Miss Toulmin’s—on the thickest and creamiest
note-paper to be procured at Tunbridge Wells,
Unele Janies would huvve hiul o view of thut po-
lite resort at the top of the first page; Lut this
his niece condemned as vulgar.,

# Mr. Walgrave knows Tunbridge Wells,
nnele,” shie said. « e cun't want a picture of it
on o peuny sheet of paper~such bad paper,
too, us they always print the views on.”

No answer had come to this letter, which in-
deed needed none; but for a month after she sent
it the girl had hoped, faintly for some acknow-
ledgement. With the dying out of this hope,
and the loss of her locket, all was over ; there
was nothing left her except the blank future,
in which that one beloved figure could have no
part,

And her father — her father, whose letters
had been more hopeful of late, telling of in-
creasing good fortuue, hinting even at the pos-
sibility of his return Dbefore another year was
ended, with all the objects of his expedition
fully vealised ; the father whose exile she had
lamented so bitterly only a year ago—was he
forgottun? No, not forgotten ; only deposed
to the second place in her heart. She thought
of him very often, with a guilty sunso of hav-
ing wronged him by her love for another. But
that first love of girlhood is an all-absorbing
passion. She had hardly room in her mind for
her father's image beside that other. I1f he
could have returned at this moment to cheer
and comfort her, she might perbaps havestrug-
gled bravely with her grief, and conquered it.
He had been all the world to her in years gone
by—father, mother, companion, fricnd; the
pride and delight of her life ; and in the map-
ture of reunion with him, that other imago
might bave grown pale and shadowy, until it
beeame only the memory of a girlish sorrow.
But he did not come, and she went on thinking
of Hubert Walgrave,

She had no hope—positively none—of ever
sceing his face again. Day after day, in the
misty November morningg, she awoke with the
samo void in her heart, ‘Che pain was almost
worse than tho pain of her awakening in the
days that followed her father’s departure. That
grief had at the worst been brightened by hope:
this was quite hopuless.

Her aunt seat her to Kingsbury onc fine af-
ternoon in November, on some small errand to
the single shop of the village—an errand which
was designed rather to rouse the girl from her
listlossness, and give her the benefit of o brisk
walk, than to supply any positive nced of the
bouschold.

« Anything’s better for her than Iolloping
over a book,” remarked Mrs. Redmayne, who
regarded rcadiug in every shape and form, ox-
cept the ponderous Henry’s Bible on a Sunday
afternoon, as more or less a vice,

The walk was through those lanes and by
those ficlds which she had walked so often with
him ; the way by which they had come toge-
ther on that first Sunday afturnoon, when he
joined her in her return from church. How
well she remembered it all | The landscape had
changed since then, but was hardly less beauti-
ful to the eye of a painter. The shifting shadows
on tho broad fullow, the tawny gold and crim-
son, brown and dun colour of the still linger-
ing foliuge ; the very weeds in the hedge, and
the dock-lcaves in the ditch, fringed by dew-
drops left from the morning mists, which a
November sun had not been strong enough to
disperse—all were beautiful,

A robbin was singing with all its might on
one of the bars ofa gate Grace had to pass. She
lingered for a few minutes to listen to him,
wutching the joyous bird with sad dreamy eyos,

% 1 wonder if birds have any sorrows ;” she
thought ; and then opened the goto gently,and
weut through into the lane.

1t was o uarrow gulley between two tall ne-
glected bedges, whore tho blackberry-bushoes
grew Ligh and rank, mixed with bazel and
bawtliorn, upon stoep grassy banks which wore
bright with primroses in April, At the very
entrance of the lane Grace stopped suddenly,
with a little cry — stopped and clasped her
hands upon her heart, which had a trick of beat~
ing furivusly when she wus agitated,

Thore was a figure advaucing towards her—
the tall figure of & man—=the image that haunt-
¢d all her thoughts—Hubert Walgrave. Heo
saw her, evidently and came on with swifter
footsteps to mcet her,

She would have behaved with the utmost
propricty, no doubt, had he come to the gato
at Brierwood, and sho been prepured for his
appearunce ever so little ; but at his coming
upon hoer suddenly like this, all Ler fortitude
left hor ; she fell upon his breast, sobbing hys-
terically,

« My darling ! my durling "

¥or a few miuvutcs he could hardly say any
more than this, trying all the while to soothe
and comfort her, as if she had been a frightened
child—waiting very patiently until that violent
emotion hind worn itsell out, Then ho lifted
her fuco tenderly, and looked at hor.,

“ Why, Grace,” he suid with a shocked look,
“ how muily you are nltered I

« Am 17 she asked, smiling fuintly, 1 bave
not been very happy latoly—"

« Has auything troubled you, my sweet one ?
hes anything been goiug wrong at Brier-
wood 77

# 0 no, no, it is not that, They are all well,
and we have hopeful letters from my dear fa-
ther. Only—"

“ Only what, Grace 2

“Iam so foolish, so wicked. I could not
help being miscrable, I thought I should never
se¢ you again,”

‘ Aud was that thought enough to muke you
unhappy denrest 77

" ch."

“ Aud to sce me agnin, and to be with me,
and to be my own for cver,—would thut be hap-
pincss 7

The soft cyes looked up at him—O0, so ton-
derly t

# You know that it would.”

Hu bent down nnd kissed her.

. % Then it shall bo so, Grace,” he said soft-
Y.
“ But, O, you know it can never, never bo }
Th't,.'l'(: iy the other——the lady you are to mar-
ry.

# That lndy shall not come Letween mo and
this fuithful henrt,” he answered, holding her
in his urms, and looking down at her with a
proud happy smile, #\Were she ten thousand
times the woman sho is, she should not part
us, Grace, secing that you are truc to me, and
that I love you with all my strength”

“True to you!” she murmured sadly, 1
Lave lived for nothing except to think of you
since you went away.”

% And I have made it the businesss of my
life to forget you, Grace, and have fudled dis-
mally. I nade & vow never to lvok upon your
fuce ugnin ; but the sweot face has never left
me. 1t has followed me by day and night;
und at lust, after so many wasted struggles, I
come back, just to see you once more—hoping
o find you false, Girnce ; nsked in charch with
some stalwart furmer ; so that I might be di-
senchanted, and go away cured of my folly,
Are you fulse, Grace ? Ls thero uny red-check-
ed young farmer in the case 77

@ A farmer ¥ the girl cried contemptuously.
# If Sir Francis Clevedon asked mo to be Lis
wife. 1 should refuse him, for your sake.”

Hubert Walgrave gave a little start,

& Sir Francis Clevedon ! he suid.  « What
fancy puts that pame into your head 27

s It wus the name I used to think of oftcnest
before I suw you,” she answered with a smile,
« I suppose every woman has her hero, and Sir
Francis was mine. I bave never scen him in
my life, you know.”

Mr. Walgruce's face, so bright before with a
lover's triwmph, had clouded over at the sound
of the Cluvedon nnme.

¢ You have never seen him? I have no
ground for jealousy, then, I suppose ? I dare-
say he is a very good-looking fellow ; for For-
tune rarely measures her gifts when she is in
the giving mood, Nothing is too much for her
favourites. But we won't waste our talk on
him, Gracey ; we havesweeter things to think
of. My own, my dearest, is it rcally true that
you love me, that this pule changed face has
grown wan from gorrow for no 2

t Thero has been no other reason,” she said
shyly. .

# And you arc my own, Grace, all mny own ¥

# You know that I am” she answered, look-
ing up ut bim with clear cundid eycs, that
smote him to the heart with their innocence,
4 jf—if you are willing to sacrifice those pros-
pects you spoke of, und to give up the rich
lady.?

« 3y beloved, there is hardly anything in
the world I would not surrender fur your
suke”

it And you will marry me ?” she asked fal-
teringly, the pale face covercd with a burning
blush. Liven in her little world she had learned
enough to know that all love-making, such as
this, does not tend towards marringe.  Every
village has its storics of broken faith, and man’s
dishonour ; und there had boun such stories to
be told of Kingsbury, cven within Grace Red-
mayne'’s brief expericnce.

« ¥ will do ull that a man of honour should
do, dearest. I will do overything that o man
can do to make you happy, if you will only
trust me.”

# You know that Icannot help trusting you,”
she suid ; ¢ I love you so much.”

& Then it cannot be too soon, darling.”

« What 7 she asked, with a_puzzled look.

« Qur union.”

% 0 no, no ; it must not be soon. It is too
great o sacrifice for you to make.  Your might
regret afterwards ; and it would break my
heurt to know that I had come between you
aud the things you value, And then there is
my father—dceurly as L love you, I could do
nothing without his knowledge "

“ What, Grace! is this your boundless love ?
Am I o bu sccondary toa father 7 Ihink how
very little old Capulet stood for, when onco
Julict was in love with Romeo.”

Grace smiled a littloat thisappeal, They had
read Romeo and Juliet together one long sum-
mer afternoon in the orchard ; and her love had
taught her to appreciuste tho beauties of the toxs
with a fuller coinprehonsion than she bad ever
brought to it before,

« But I think Signor Capulet was rather a
disngrecable kind of father,” she said. 4 Mine
is s0 good.”

# My pet, I have no doubt he is as good a fel-
fow ns ever breathed ; but he is at the antipo-
dus, and I have a borror of long engugements,
Life is not long enough. for that kind of delay.
Ruly upou it, Romeo's and Julict's was the true
philusophy—wooed and won to-night, and wed
to-morrow.”

« Remember how fatal their marriage was

©# dbsit omen. We will try to resemble them
in nothing but the fervour of our love, our ut-
ter trustfulness in cach other. And now let
us talk seriously. ‘Take my arm, dear, and let
us walk on alittle way. Mildas the afternoon
is, you are shivering.”

Hodrew hershawl closer round hor, pressed
the littlo bund under his arm, and walked
gontly on, looking down at her. .

« Whata lucky fellow I wasto meet you here
Jjust now—promiscuous, as my servant says! I
took a fly from Tunbridge to Kingsbury, and
walked on, meaning to invent some excuse for
presenting myself at the farm as I camo along.
But 1 need not do thet now ; it will bu wiseron
the whole thut I should not appear at Brier-
wood. Wo can arrungo everything, you and I,
darling, in balf an hour, and carry out our plans
ufterwards, without arvusing any onu’s suspi-
cion.” -

The girl looked at him wonderingly ; and
then littie by little, vvercoming her objections
vue by one us they urose, he unfolded his
schieme of their future.

He wus preparcd to make great sucrifices for
her love—hoe did not define them ; but to de-
clarv his marriage with her would be to blast
his prosfiocts, Sl would hardly dusire thut,
he was gare,




