:
!

/.
“

A
p

VOLUME III.

GEO. E. DESBARATS,} praox pratiths nror.

00 PER ANNTIM.
TERMS?? &GLK Curiks, 5 CENTS,

THE EDITOR'S WOOING.

L
‘Wo lovo theo, Ann Maria Smith,
And in thy condessonsion
Wa so00 a futuro full of joys
** Too numerous to mention.”

There’s Cupid’s arrow in thy glunce,
That b?' pure love’s coercion

Hus roached our very hoart of hoarts
And ** asked for an insertion.”

With joy we fecl the blisstul pain.
And cre our passion ranges

Wo freely place thy love upon
The * ist of our vxchanges.”

Thero's music in thy lowest tone,
And silver in thy lnughter,

And trith—but ** we will give tho full
Purticulurs heroafter.”

Oh! we would tell thee of onr plans
All obstaeles to shatter,

But we ure full just now. and hoye
** A press of other matter.”;

Then let us marry, Queen of Smiths,
Without more hesitation,

Tho vory thoughtaloth give our bluud
** A lurger cireulation.”

MONKSHOLM.

A Love Story.

BY N, BECKKTT,

CLHAPTER I,

Eve Winter would never get the holly.wreath
round the reading-desk finished, soie one de-
clared, if xhe did not stop talking to Grabam
Moore, and show a little interest tn what she
was about; wd young Mr, Chorlanke—the Squire,
as he was called—who had been looking exceed-
Ingly fidgetty while the conversution alluded to
bud been going on, seemed to agree with the
opinion thus expressed, and went over hastily
o the offending couple, with some trivial ques-
tion abont thelr work, «Very nearly tiolshed,”
the young 'ndy said iL was, holding up-a long
garland of glossy leaves and berries, and letting
1t trall over her graceful urms. Mlss Winter
appeared just a lttle relieved by the Squire’s
approach, Mr, Moore's fuce told nothing,

He went on quietly with the final disposal of
the holly.wreath round the dark oank desk——as
quictly as though he were ineensible to the
benuty of the fair hand that sometlmes touehed
his, In the fustening, and patting, and re-arrang-
ing that were found nccessury to produce the
trne artistic eflect; or of the frunk, lueid eyes,
auud round lps, that looked at him and spoke to
him smiliagly the while,

Any one who was not In love with Eve Win-
ter, would, at that moment, unhesitatingly have
pronounced her a dangerous young coquette;
but then It was such arch and pretty coquetry,
and it was such good fun to sce the disgusted
faces of the other young ladles of Monksbolm,
who had been working hard and pricking their
fingers all day, without arriving at any such
agreeable result ny Eve’s 1dleness had brought
about, {u the shape of 50 much assistance and
attention from Mr. Chorlake.

It was o shume for her to go on 50 with him,
they declded amongst themselves. What on
earth could he seo In her? What, indeed!
Only o charming, intelligent face, and & lithe
figure of infinite gracetulness—only u curly mass
of shining bair, and a pair of livtle, white, sensi-
tive bands, that were rarely quiect.

Idle hands they were, too, the ladles of Mlonks-
holm knew very well; cupable of playing n
« Song without Words,”” no doubt, or of making
tbe most of thoso glittering locks; but were
those the qualiflcations the young Squire would
need in a wife? Where were the dignity and
calm self-porsession which ought to distinguish
the lady of The Beechus?-—where the energy
aud active usefulness which a position like hers
would demand ? Contrast that fair-handed
Eve Winter with tho three Miss Massingberds,
for Instunco : amiable and excellently brought
up girls, with three Roman noses, gnd one idea
divided amongst them—that idea being pro-
priety, as connected with possible matrimonial
chances.

Or, if Mr. Chorluke wero absurd enough to
wish for mere beauty in a wife, look ast Laura
Beresford, the acknowledged belle of the town;
a girl educated at the most expensivo boarding-
schools, who would do him some eredit; but
that little flirting Eve Winter l=———1It was a pity
the poor young man had not some one to advise
bim !

And, meanwhile, the ¢ poor young man " was
looking, with serious anxlety, at one of Miss
Winter's little hands, on which n wound had
been inflicted, in spite of the responsible-look-
ing gloves she had worn—a sorateh at least an
elghth of an inch long--s0 that Mr. Chorlake
felt called upon to sympathize with the sufferer
in a few low words, which did not reach Graham
Moore’s ears,—though, ro doubt, his quietly
observant cyes wore not unconsclous of the an-
swering expression thay called up in the young
lady’s mobilo face.

Eve Winter was one of those very tantalizing
and fascinating women, whom fow men can
help potting on tho smallest provocation. She
even liked to bo spokon to, occasionally, as they
would.speak to a rather spolled ohild ; and was,
in consequence, declared sllly and aflected by
her lady friends.

But, under that laughing, pouting, wilful face,
lay something which redeemed her from that
charge,” with those that knew her; a latent
capaclty for deep and true emotion, which no
man, wbo bad himself any depth of character,
falled to discover, running through all the grace-

{ fal trifiing of her arch, coquettish manner, like
_a still stream, hidden by flower-blooms from
caroless eyes. -

Eve might be made a good, asshe was already

I\
\\\\‘\. AN

\\\\}

1)
WO

a loveable and utterly charming, little womsn,
In M{rong and tender hund«  but. the yoor chitd
wus. certalnly, very mucl) srolled,~—her auint,
who had given her a8 home when she was Jeft
alune $n the world, belng very proud of this
graceful girl, in her own placld way; so that
Eve, cncouraged in her little vanities, and her-
self of n decidedly plensure-loving nature, revel-
led in the consciousness of her frerh young
beauty, which she chore, ocearionully, tn set of)
with the most audacious tollettes, taking a
mischicvous delight in ¢ cutting out” the mor-
tisted beller of the ecountry 1own, stirnctng the
best men to her side, nnd keeping them there,
too—thus making herself an object of dislike
and envy to her fair friends, who had not even
the poor consolation of copying her dresses, us
they never looked the same on any one ¢lse.

And yet, the greatest joy of all, Eve was he-
ginning to think, would bo denjed to her smooth-
flowing life. For sometimes she would, con-
trary, as it may appear to the usual wont of
maidenhood, dream of love, and all sbhe had
read about it, wopdering if it would ever dawn
upon her careless heart, and flush all her days
with rosy light, such as coloured the pages of
Tennyson, and Owen Meredithb, and Coventry
Patmore, whose poetry she feasted on when-
over she could escape from her monotonous
little round of gaieties and triumpbs. And
once, during these dellclons musings, Eve had
wondered whether it was renlly true what peo-
ple sald about Mr. Moore, the master of the
Monksholm School of Art—that he bad been
engaged, and that the lady of his love had dled ;
and that he would never, never marry- ar long
as ho lived? And having wondered, Eve tlush-
ed ar rosily as her own dreamings,

I think most of us have read stories enough
to enable us to translate the pretty language of
that blush for ourselves; and we will agree that
if the young lady’s deepening cbeek and dis-
turbed heart told the truth, and Graham Moore's
voico or step had such wonderful power over
both, it wus time for Eve 1o cense all those
saucy little wiles that were, day by day, tang-
llog poor Hal Chorlake's honest heart in u golden
web, and to let one or other of these gentlemen
gO free.

But, all thls time, we have left the young
Squire inspecting that terrible seraich on Miss
‘Winter's band, and Graham Moore watching
quietly for tho plensure of reeing her snfe into
the littlo pony-corringe which wny walting at
the church.gate in the early December twi-
light,

At tho same moment, the three Miss Mass-
Ingberds made a simultaneous swoop on the
shining-haired coquette, who was awaking the
most intense anxiety in their correct bosoms,
and expressed their intontion of taking her
home with them.

Eve smiled her very prettiost smile, whothor
for the gratification of the ladiex or the gentle-
mon, [ ecannot determine, but—¢ Poor Aunt
Lucy was not very well; she must not be left
alone.”

Then there was & moment's pause—a stolon
glanco at the dark face near the reading-desk—
an arch peep into Mr. Chorinke's beaming, jm-
patient, urgent blue eyes, and n quickly smother-
ed sigh ns Miss Winter esanid good-bye to Mr.
Grabam Moore, and the three Roman-posed
sisters, and allowed My, Chorlake to takoe her to
the lttle carriage — giving bhim permission,
moreover, as he attended anxiously to the dis-
poeal of her many furs and wraps, to call that
evening, and ask after Aunt Lucy’s cold,

Mr. Graham Moore went home alone.

* Home, to him, meant an old-fashioned and
rather gloomy-looking house, in which he had
taken Jodgings, principally for the sake of an
sntiquated, stiraggling garden attached to it,
whioch brightened up the dull street, and re-
minded him of.the days when be had really
bad a home, and those who cared to watch for
bis return, | . . .

GRAHAM MOORE AND HIS PUPILS,

!

I don’t think there hnd beon uny sudhb love-
pasEage Jn 0w e ae hod o aMeLieted o Sty
the fair gossips of MopRrizoh: J8C odairt bud
once been his amusement; and wWafle he was
still triling with it, and dreumning of what he
would one dey achieve, cnine the reverse of for-
tune which left him without a home, and with
only one means of gainjug a livellhood—the art
with which he had filled up bls jdle time, and
which, henceforth, was to earn for him his
bread-und-butter. 8o, in course of lime, he
cume to be master of the Monksbolm School of
Art, and tolive in the old-tashioned house afore-
suid, where he was waited on snd trken cure of
Ly a kind.heurted woman, who was a martyr
to low spirits—melancholy having marked her
Jor its own, .

Mr. Moore found a cheerful fire awaltipg him
on this particular evening; the table, With the
tea-things, had been brought close™yy it, and his
arm-chair and slippers had been put In their
proper pliaces by the Martyr’s own land, The
curtaing were drawn; an appetlzing odour of
hot cakes was wafted baimily from the kitchen;
the kettle was singing industriously; but the
master was ungrateful enough to consider the
comfortable room lonely and cheerless, and
wanting in something which he did not dare to
detine,

But he went and looked up at a smiling face,
wreatbed about with jvy, that hung above the
mantelplece, In tho flaming firelight; und as he
looked, hie sighed.

1t was a little erayon head of a girl, with shin-
ing hair and tormenting eyes: o portralt, In
tact, of that young beauty, Miss Wiuter, In a
slonched riding-hat, with dark, talling plumes,
as the artist had seen her once at a pic-nic in
the autumn gone by, and when, in a graclous
mood, she had let him draw her picture. And
the lonely man stood and looked .till the tanta.
lizing faco seemed to grow into life, till he al-
most lelt the breath from those bright lips on
his cheek—those lipa! Ie wsank back into his
chair, and covered hix enger eyes'with trembling
hands. ¢« Abh, child, child I” he thought, Ifit
ix to make me love you more madly, more en-
tirely, no need for ull this doubt—this daily tor-
ture and suspense ! Eve ! with your swaet, wny-
ward temper, your intense nature, dare I nsk
You to give up vase and wealth forlove, 10 come
und bless my poor home, and take my body
und soul for yours In return? Evo! little Evo!
little darling of my heart!”

And in the meantime, Eve was sitting with
Aunt Luecy and Mr. Chorlake in the pretty
drawing.room of Lea, stoging ballads in the sub-
dued light, with her radiant violotdress display-
ing ber milk white shoulders, and her golden
hair knotted up in a curly mass, and all her in-
finite grice and beauty deepening under the ex-
citement of the Squire’s whispered compli-
ments; while Grabam Moore dreamed of her,
and longed for her, by his solitary fire in the old-
fashioned lodgings.

———
[ ' FHAPTER. 11,

Monksholm was n very sleepy littlo town,
Beyond few dinner parties, somewhat ponderous
in style and a bazaar once a-year, in aid of the
church schools, the inhabitants were not given
to much excitement.

The young ladies, however, did not complain
of the samencss of thoir oxlstence. All who
could sing were members of the cholr of 8t.
Mark’s; those wha could not, devoted thoir ener-
gles 1o the schools I have spoken of; and in
both cases Mr. Augustus Maunsell, the pale
curate, was the centre of attraoction.

For eligible men were painfully scarce in
Monksholm ; and, in consequence, this alightly
consumptive young divine bad a very pleasant
time of it, having amassed more black currant
Jelly and embroidered slippers than he could
woar out in a lifetime. .

One or two of the more aspiring female minds

]

———

had, 1L s trie, refleeted that The Beeches was .
Very predty plaece, and that Mr. Chorlnke musi,
sooner or lutet, destre to selde s Lt tho young
Hquire wane so often away—tinding the house
dull, nodonubt, sinee the denth of his mother, who
had been hix last surviving relative—that the
idea had hitherto been o very vagtio one, until
the nppearnnce of a possible rival in the quiet
Httle town foreesd the young ndyhood of Monks.
holm to look to its Inurels; foresceing, as it did,
wotn) eelipse of all ik lnborfous little faseinn.
tions at the enreless hunds of this girl with the
arch, blonde nee, who was 5o diflerent 10 any-
thing i1 hnd keen before.

Eve, by na means unconselous of her victo y,
used to lnugh aver the discomfiture of her falr
enemics ina muost charming manner, and (o
amuse Mrs, Erroll with some cupital Imltations
of their harmless little peculinrivies as soon as
her vietims were tuirly out of hearing. *

4 Poor Mr, Chorlake !’ she would say, with a
shrug of her white shoulders. «No wonder ho
shuns these dreadful bores, and finds a long sty
at The Beeches—or hak, 111l nuw, tound it, as no
sayx, quite insupportable.”

From which it would appear that Miss Winter
had alrendy met the young Squire, which was,
indeed, the cake. And a very pleasant, kind-
henrted fellow he was, she askured her sunt, on
being questioned ; uwmlly fond of dancing, and
not a bit ke that a * Sqguire” Is populurly sup-
poked to be, hig greantest delipht consisting in
the production of innumemble hurlesgues, want-
ing In ne essentinl except fan amnd grammar,

“fat he s very good-natured I Miss Wintoer
wauld add, relenting; ¢and we have always
been very goud friends”

The Judicious reader will not be surprisced-—
though the young ladles of Monksholm were,
and uneasy too—ta henr that Mr. Chorlake
made his appearance in the town two days after
Miss Winter's arrival, taking up his quarters ut
the lonely Manor Houke, with an evident inten-
tion of muking himself as comfortabie as possi-
ble during a long stay,

And being, in truth, what Miss Winter had
represanted him—a cheery young fellow, withn
large, warm heart—he et ahout trying tomake
every one elge as pleased with the world and
everything In it ns he was himself, Hao organlzed
pie-niex nnd grand bulls at The Beeches, at which
Mrs. Erroll did the honours, and her golden.
haired nicce duzzled the eyes of tho little town
with her brilliant beanty, and her white tulle
ball-dress, fresh from 1'aris,

In fuet, never had Monksholin been s0 guy,
and never before had Mr. Chorlake made so
long a stay.

It was he, goud-natured fellow, who told Mins
‘Winter that the Master of the School of Art,
who had once taught his, Mr. Chorlake's, cousins

in London, was n «cupital sort,” and ought to

be tnken some notice of.

# People down here are too snobblsh to look
at him, you know,” the young Nquire usserted,
¢ just because he's down on his luck, and all
that sort of thing; bul he's a gentleman, and
he's painting o picture, by Jove, that would
astonish you, Miss Winter, T mean to buy it
¢Savourncen Deelish’ he's called it. You enn
count every blade of grass on the girl’s grave,
and you feel obliged to guess how much o yard
the fringe cost that the Itish lover’s coat is made
of! Wonderful, give you my word

«I daresay; but you nre 50 casily astonished,
Mr. Chorlake,” Miss Winter had answered, la-
zily taking her cup of ten from the Squire.
s« However, Aunt Lucy wlill think about fit;
won't you, Auntie 7

Mre, Erroll smiled, and sald she would.

8o, from that timo forth, Mr. Graham Moore
enjoyed the incstimable privilage of belng ad-
mitted into the select society of the llttle town
—a privilege which I am afraid he did not sum-
ciontly value, except in 80 far as thoge happy
five o'clock cups of tea, drank in the pretty

ther too ofton, for wasting a fow hours ut Evo
Wluter's side.

Evo had brought this fughlon of ton-drisking
from London with her, and, of cotrse, it was
cagerly followed by her fulre friemds, wlio nt once
deteeted Its peeutiar aduptability tothe intorests
of that watrimonlal straggte which mado uap
thelr fife.

But, a3 o rule, they deank their tea by them-
selves, unless they woere so jurtimntse as to makae
one of the party at tea by chunee; tor the
young men foumnd the deawing-room there »o
pleasant, and so cool, in those hot, dreamy Jualy
days, and Mrs, Frroll and her pretty ontece sueh
charining company, thatb it beeanwo o regulnr
thhige with thew to dropinduring the afternoon,
Erpeeindly with Mre. Chorluke, whom you might
have beer sure of seelng any dny hetween five
sl six, lonngine in Mres, Freoll's easiest ehadr—
atud they were all easy wlenjuy by Miss Win-
ter'sgraeerul i pertinenes, which shealisplnyot
in tuller foree tor his beopetit, e deelaved, than
Jor any other fellow's, and whiech he fook ae-
cardiungly fn the soothdng Halit of woeanptiment,
thidiegg 1t o aprecable contrist ta the lostpdd
andabllity  whicls snost ladies thowght 1t pru-
dent o ovineo towards  the muaster of The
Devehes,

As often as he eould spare time, nnd oftener,
1 wia afradd, Mr, Moore, toon, jolned Fvae's Hitle
court, remcmbertng to the day of bis death the
Heeting numy-cotoured hours he spent I that
sludy  voum,  whose windows opetned ane the
lawn, where the roses were reddening o the
July sun, mnl the evenlng Hght shone greenly
througle s Gupgle trellls of leaves, on Eve in
her white misty dress—jrresistildy pretty aml
bewltebing, no matter what her mood might e
—aml she bhad many; singing to them some-
tHanes, somethmes teasing then, chirming them
nlhways.  And about this tlime it was Miss Win.
fer's purtlculnr caprics to resolve on nttending
the morping-cliss nt tho Sehool of Art, of which
Mr. Moure was master, as wo know,  Miss Wine
ter's enprices were invarlably indulged, aod the
young ldy persevered as enrnestly as if sho had
had o real tulent for driawing, which she cer-
tudaly had not.

OF wll Mre, Moure’s puplils, she was {tho lenst
sutlsfaciory, the most troublesome, thoe fdtest
und, perhaos, 1t was for this reason that the
soung puster lingered lomgest at her skde,—
finding, dbubtless, a great dend to correct in the
work which got on ro slowly.

So the rases reddened nnd withered, and the
trees ab Jase began o chnnge colour, wud the
teaves 10 il on the Inwn, and In the garden
wanlks; wmd, al last, Chrismas drow near, and
the snow was on the groumd.

Aund sl Miss Winter was impertinent to the
Sguire, who was more flatterced than ever; still
Grishnm Moore was wasting his thae; and the
young ulies of Mobksholin cultivated the pirle
curite with renewed  cnergy—the  desjmiring
encrgy of a torlorn hape,

MAPTER LILL

Un the morning after Mr. Moore had drewm-
ed suchi sweet dreams anbout o certunin wilful
young lndy, hoe awoke early.

Soherced by the lenden grayness of o snowy
sky—by the chill whiteness upon whioh he
looked out—his vislons of the past night, beling
recalied, filled him with anger nt himself—with
a hopeless senso of his own fally,

When did such drenims as his ever bear tho
stronyg glare of daylight, and not shrink back,
frightened at their own shndows ?

s She will not come Lo me to-day, through il
this snow,” he thought ; and hetried to fee) dis-
dninful ak e remembered her dninty little feet,
her dellente ways; but, instend, n strango yearn-
ing filled his henrt, e pletired her face shin-
ing on hlm, ko #gomo radinnt flower that had
outlived the frost. and Involuntarily ha stretcli-
e¢d his strong hands towards the rond by which
she would come, drawing them back the next
moment, with an impatient shrug of tho
shoulders. [ am easily befooled ! ho snid to
himself bitterly, as he went down stadrs,

The dingy parlour was filled with the blazing
of a cheery fire, that shone 8o good-humouredly

‘| on the shabby room and the simple appoint-

menis of his breakfast-table, that it would have
been ungracious not to have brightened up in
his company; and o truth compels mo tostuto
that Gruhain rang tho bell, and ordered broak-
fast, nmd seemed, in spite of tho litle senti-
mental disturbance he was suflering, to enjoy
the clenr brown smoking-hot eoffeec which the
Martyr presently brought In, and, worso ktill, o
vory black-looking pipe with which he supple-
meonted the ropust, sitting luxuariously with hie
slippers basking In the warmth, and Indulging
in an occnsjonal comfortable shudder at the
dreary prospect out of doors.

If there had not ehanced to be in the garden
a sturdy holly-tree that grew close to the win-
dows, and was all nfinmne with rod berries, he
might have enjoyed this morning pips the
more; for, somehow, when his oyes fell on it,
the scene of last night canme back with painfal
distinctness; and the Squire’s hnndsomo young
head, bending over two little busy hands witha
green prickly wreath, cnmeo bolweon him and
the blazing fire, 0 that all tho room seemed
chill and dark, .

I don't see why he should have suddonly
started up at that moment, and begun to fiing
somo drawilng matorials on the table, with
angry energy ; but, for tho next two hours, pipe
tn raouth, he worked with them, until the alock
snid ton minutes to ten, and then it was time to
think of the class which awaited him at the
8chool of Art.

There was & smile, and not altogethor an
amiable one, on Mr. Moore's dark face, as he
walked quickly along the snowy streets; and
in the portfollo, which ho carried, was the
sketch in water-colours on which he had spent
his morning hours of leisure,

It was such & severe day, that ho was not
surprised to find only a very fow of his pupils at
work in the cheerless room, looking particularly

drawing-room of T.ea, gnvo him an exouse, ra.

bare and cold that morning, with its White cast




