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« Well—rather than the belles of Minster-
combe should—ring their sweet changes in
vain, I suppose I must indulge you.”

¢ A thousand thanks,” he raid, lifted his
hat, and rode on.

My blood was in a cold boil—if the phmse
can convey an idea. Clara rode on home-
wards without looking round, and [ followed,
keeping a few yards behind her, hardly think-
ing at all, my very brain seeming cold inside
my skull.

There was small oceasion as yet, some of
my readers may think. I cannot help it—so
it was., When we had gone in silence acouple
of hundred yards or so, she glanced round at
me with a gaick sly half-look, and burst out
laughing. I was by her sideinan instant ; her
laugh had dissolved the spell that bound me.
But she spoke first.

0 Well, Mr. Cumbermede?” she said, with
a slow interrogation.

& Well, Miss Coningbam?” T rejoined, but
bitterly, I suppose.

“ What's the matter?” she retorted sharply,
looking up at me, full in the face, whether in
real or feigned anger T could not tell.”

s How could yvou 1alk ¢ that fellow as you
did, and then talk so (o0 him 7"

+ What right have yeu to put such ques-
tions to me? I am not aware of any intimacy
to jueatify it.”

“Then I beg your pardeon.
prise remains the same”

“ Why, you silly boy ! she returned, laugh-
ing aloud, -+ don't you know he is, or will be,
my feudal lord. I am bound to be polite to
him. What would become of poor grandpapa
it I were to give him offence?  Besides, [
have been in the house with him for a week.
He's not a Crichton : but he dances well, Are
you going to the ball ?*

“ I never heard ofit. T have not for weeks
thought of auything but—but—my writing,
till this morning. Now I fear I shall find it
dificult to return to it, It looks ages since 1
saddled the maret™

+ But if you're ever tabe an author, it won't
do to shut yourseli up.  You ought to see as
much of the world as you can. I should
strongly advise you to go to the balll"

¢ I would willingly obey yon—but—but—I
don’t know how to get a ticket”

“Oht if you would like to go, papa will
have much pleasure in managing that. 1 will
ask bim.”

“ I'm much obliged to you,” I returned. < 1
should enjoy sexing Mr. Brotherton dance.”

She laughed again, but it was an oddly con-
strained laugh,

s Ivs quite time [ was at home,” she waid,
and gave the mare the rein, increasing her
speed as she approached the house.  Before
reached the little gate, she had given her up
to the gardener, whao had been on the look out
for ns,

““Put on ber own saddle, and bring the
mare round at ence, please,” 1 called to the
man, as he led her and the horse away
together. }

“Won't you come in, Wilfrid?” said Clara,
kindly and zerionsly,

“No, thank youn,” I returned; for I was
full of rage and jealousy, To do myself
justice, however. mingled with these was pity
that such a girl should be so casy with such
a wan. But I could not tell her what { knew
of hitm  Even if I eondd have done go, T dared
not; for the man who shows himself jealous
must be realily believed capable of lying, or
at least misrepresenting.

‘¢ Then I must bid you good evening,” she
said, as quietly a8 if we had been together
only five minutes, T am s muchobliged to
vou for letting me ride your mare!™

She gave me a half-friendly, half-stately
little bow, and walked into” the house. Ina
few moments the gardener returned with the
mare, and 1 mounted and rode” home in any-
thing ‘but a plrasant mood. -Having stabled
her, T roamed about the fields till it was dark,
thinking for the first time in my. life T pre-
ferred woods to open grass,  When [ went in
at length 1 did my best to behave. ag  if
notbing had happened.” My uncle must, how-
vver, have seen that something was amiss, but
he took no notice, for he never forced or even
led up to confidences,” 1 retired. early to bed,
and passed an hour or two of wretchedness,
thinking over everything that had happened
—th¢ one moment calling her a coquette, and

But my sur-

the next ransacking:a fresh corner “of my -

brain to find fresh excuee for her, - At-length
I was able to arrive at the conclusion that I
did not understand her, and having given in
#o far, 1 soon fell asleep. : ) i

CHAPTER XXVII.
A DIBAPPOINTMENT.

I rtrest it will not be regarded as 4 wign of

xhallowneag of nature that T roas in the morn-

" in the oppusite direction,

ing comparatively calm.  Clara was to mo as

.yet only the type of general. womanhood,

around which the amorphous loves of my
maunhood - had begun to gather, not the ono
woman whom the individual man in me bad
chosen aund loved. ‘How could I love that
which I did not yet know ; she was but the
heroine of my objective life, as projected from
me by my imagination—not the love of my
being.  Therefore, when the wings of sleep
had fanned the motes from my brain, 1 was
cool enough, notwithstanding an occasional
tongue of indignant flame from the ashes of
last night's fire, to éit down to my books, and
read with tolernble attention mwy morning
portion of Plato. - But when I turned to my
novel, I found 1 was not master of the situa-
tion. My hero too was in love and in trouble ;
and after T had written a sentence and a half,
1 found myself experiencing the fate of Heine
when he roused the Sphinx of past love by
reading his own old verses :—

Lebendig ward das Marmnorbild,
Der Stein begann zu aechzen.

In a few moments 1 was pacing up and
down the room, eager to burn my moth-wings
yet again in the old fire,  And, by the way, I
capnot help thinking that the moths cnjoy
their fate, and die in ecstasies. 1 was, how-
ever, too shy to veuture on a call that: very
morning ; [ should both feel nud took foolish,
But there was no more work to be done then,
I hurried to the stable, saddled my mare, and
set out for a gallop across the furm, but to-
wards the high road leading to Minstercombe,
in the opposite direction, that iz, from the
Hall, which I flattered myself was to act ina
strong-minded manper. There were several
fences and hedges between, but Teleared them
all without dizcomfitare, The last jump was
into a lane.  We, that is my mare and 1, had
scarcely alighted. when my vars were invaded
by a shout,  The voice was the least welcome
1 could have heard, that of Brotherton, I
turned and saw him riding up the hill, with a
lady by his side,

s Hillo™ he cried, almost angrily, *f von
don't deserve ta have such a cob.  (He woudd
call her a cobl) “ You don't know how to use
her.  To jump her on to the hard like
that i

It was Clara with him '—on the steady stiff
old brown horse! My first impulse was to
jump my mare over the opposite fence, and
take no heed of ther, but clearly it was not
to be attempted, for the ground fell consider-
ably on the other side, My next thought was
to ride away and leave them. My third was
one which some of my readers will judge
Quixotie, but T have a profound reverence for
the Don—and that not merely becanse I'have
30 often acted as foolishly as he. Thix last [
proceeded to carry out, and lifting my hat,
rode to mect them.  Taking no noticé what-
ever of Brotherton, 1 addrassed Clara—in what
T fancied a distant and diznified manner, which
she might, if she pleased, attribute to the pre-
sence of her companion,

¥ Miss Coningham,” I said, » will you allow
me the honour of offering vou my mare ? - She
will carry you better.” o

“ You are very kind, Mr. Cumbermeade,” shy
returned, in a similar toue, but with a sparkle
in her eves. “ 1 am greatly oldiged to you, |
cannot pretend to prefer ald crossbones to the
beautiful creature which gave me so much
pleasure yesterday.” )

I was off and by her side in A moment,
helping her to dismonnt. 1 did not even look
at Brotherton, though | felt he was staring
like an cquestrian statue.. When 1 shifted
the saddles, Clara broke the silence which |
was in too greatan inward commaotion to heed
by asking—

“What is the name of your beanty, Mr,
Cumbermede 7" '

“Lilith,” T answered.

“ What a pretty name! I never heard it
before.. Is it afer any one—any public cha-
racter, T mean 7 :

¢ Quite a public character,” 1 retorned—
¢ Adam’s first wife”

“ I never heard he had two,” she rejoined,
langhing. :

¢ The Joews say he had, - She is & demon
now,and the pest of married women and their
babjes.” : .

¢ What a horrible name to give your
mare ! . :

¢ The nanie is pretty encugh,  And what
dovs it matter what the woman was, so long
as siie was beautitul,”

o4 T don't quite agree with you there,” she
returned, with what 1 chore Lo consider o
forced laugh, - : ) : S
"By this time her saddle was firm on Lilith,
and in an instant she was mounted.” Brothar-
ton moved to-ride on, and the mare. followed
him. . Clara looked back, o

“ You will catch usup in 0 moment,” she
said, possibly u little puzzled between us,

I was busy tightening my girths, aagd fum.
bled over the jub more than was necessary.
Brotherton was several yardg ahead, and <he
was walking the mure slowly after him, 1
made her no answer, but mounted, and rody
It was rude of
course, but I'did it. [ could not have gone
with them, and was afraid i 1 told hee 5o she
would dismount, and refuee the mare,

In a tumnlt of feeling T rode - on withont:

looking behind me, carelers whither—how
long 1 cannot tell, before 1 woke up to find that
L did not know where I was. I must ride till
T came 0 some place I know, or met some one
who could tell me. - Lane led into lane, buried
betwixt deep banks and. lofty hedges, or pas-
sing through small woods, until I ascended a
rising ground, whence 1 got a view of the
conntry, At once its features began to dawn
upon me ;1 was close to the village of Ald-
wick, where I had been at school,and ina
few minutes 1 rode into its wide straggling
street. Not a mark of change had passed
upon it. There were the same dogs nbout the
doorg, and the same cata in the windows. The
very ferns in the chinks of the old draw-well,
appeared the same; and the children had not
grown au inchgince 1 first drove into the place
marvelling at its’ wondrous activity.

The sun was. hot, and my  horse scemed
rather tired. 1 wasin no mood to see any one,
and besides had no pleasant recollections of
my last visit to Mr, Elder, so 1 drew up at the
door of the little inn,and having sent my horse
to the stable for an hour's rest and a feed of
oats, went into the sanded parlour, ordered a
glass of ale, and aat staring at the chinashep-
heordesses on the chimney-piece. 1 see them
now, the ugly things, as plainly as if that had
been an. hour of the happivst retlections, I
thought [ was miserable, but [ know now that
although I was much disappointed, and
everything looked dreary and uninteresting
about me, I was a long way off misery. In-
deed the pussing vision of a nest unbonneted
village-girl on her way to the well, was attrac-
tive voough still to make me rise and go to
the window.  While watching, as she wound
up the long ehain, for the appearance of the
familiar mossy bucket, deipping diamonds, as
it gleamed out of the dark well into the sud-
den sunlight, T heard the sound of horses'
hoofs, and turned to see what Kiud of appari-
tion would come. Presently it appeared, and
mude straight for the inn. The rider was Mr,
Coningham ! T drew back to eseape his notice,
but his quick eye had caught sight of me, for
he c¢ame into the room with outstretehed
band,

# Weare fated to meet, Mr, Combermede,”
he said. 41 only stopped to give my horse
some meal and water, and had no iotention of
dismounting. Ale? Tl have n glass of sie,
too,” he added, ringing the bell. #¢1think
TH let him have a feed, and have a mouthful
of bread and cheese mygelf.”

He went out, and bad I ruppose gone to see
that his horse had hiz proper allowance of oats,
for when he returned, he said, merrily ;

# What have you done with my daughter,
Mr. Cumbermoede 2%

“ Why should you think me responsibile for
her, Mr. Coningham ?° I asked, attempting a
smile, o T

No doubt he detected the attempt in the
emile, for he looked at me: with a sharpened
expression of the eyes, us he answered—etill
in A merty tohe—

4 When § raw her last, she was mountwd oo
vour horse, and you were on my father's; |
find you still on my father's horse, and your
own—with the lady—nowhere. Have I made
out a caze of suspicion 7

# It ix I'who have cause of complaint,” |
retorned—: who have neither lady nor mare—
except indecd yoa imagioe T have in the case
of the latter made a good vxchange.”

“ Hardly that, T imagine, if yours is half so
good as she looks,  But, seriously, have yon
seen Clara to-day 7

1 told him the facts as lightly ag I could,
When T had finished, be stared at me with an
expression which for the moment T avoided
attempting to interpret.

* On horseback with Mr, Brotherton 7 he
&aid, uttering the words as if every eyliable
had been separately italicised,

“Yon wiil find it as I say " T replied, foel-
ing offended. . .

« My dear boy-—excuse my freedom,” he re-
turned—¢ [ am nearly three times your uge—
you do not imagine T doubta hair's breadth of
your_ statement! But—the  giddy goose '—
How could you be so silly 2. Pardon me again,
Your nnsclfishness is positively amusing! - To
hand over your horse to her, aud then ride

-away all: by, yourself on that—respectable

stager ! :

“ Don't abuse the old horse,” 1 returned.
# He ix respectable, and has been more in his
day."™" : .

“Yes, yes. But for the ‘life of me I
cannot - understand - it. © Mr  Cumbermede,
I am sorry for you. .1 should net advise you
to choose the law for a profession.. The man
who does not regard ‘his own rights, will
hardly do for an adviser in “the affairs of
others” o

* You were not: going to consult me, Mr,
Coningham, were you?" § said, now able at
length to laugh without effort. R

¢ Not quite "that,” he returned, algo laugh.
ing. % But a right, you know, is one of the
most serions things in the world,” .

It seemed irrelevant to the trifiing charnc-
ter of the cake. 1 conld not nnderstand why
he ‘shounld: regard. the affalr ae of such im-
portance. :

“1 have heen In the way of thinking” 1
said, ‘‘1hat one of the advantages of baving
righte was, that you conld part with them whan

for mo in a eloret he did not want.

for the magazines.

you pleased. You'ro not bound to insist op
your rights, are'you 7" :

t Qertainly you would not subject yourself
to:a criminal action by forgetting them b{u
you might suggest to your friends com'mis.
sion of Junacy, T see how it is. That iy your
uncle all over! Jfle was never a man of the
world.” )

“ You are vight there, Mr. Coningham:

. > 1t
is the last epithet any one would give my
unele,” } :

1 And the first any one would give e, you

imply, Mr, Cumbermede.”

“1 had no _such intention,” ‘T answereq.
«That would have been rude.”

4 Not in the least. T should hiave takey it
ag a compliment.  The man who does poy
care abont his rights, depend upon i, will b
made a tool of Ly those that do. I he iy noy
a spoon  already, he will become one, |
shouldu't have ifed it at all if T hadn't knowy,
you” -

“And you don't waut to be rude to me”

“ 1 dou't, A little experience will et o
atl right; amt that you are in n fair chanco of
getting if you push your fortune as a literary
man. Bat I must be off. T hope we ny
have another chat before long, ’

He finished hig ale, rose, bade me good.
bye, and went to the stable,  As soon as b
was ont of sight, 1 also mounted and rad.
homewards.

By the time I reached the gate of the park,
my depression had nearly vanished,  The
comforting powers of sun and shadow, of k.
and field, of wind and motion, had restoro]
me to myself.  With a side glance at the
windows of the cottage as [ passed, and the
glimpse of o bright fignr: seated in the draw.
ing-roomn window, I made for the stable, and
found my Lilith waiting me, Once more 1
shifted my saddle, and rode home, withi
even another glance at the window a. )
passed,

A day or two after, 1 oreceived from My
Coningham a ticket for the county ball, ac.
companied by a kKind note. 1 returned it o
once with the excuse that T fearsd incapaci.
tating myself for work by dissipation,

Henceforward I avoided the park, anl did
not again see Clira before leaving for Loudon,
1 had a note from her, thanking me for Lilit),
and reproaching me for having left her to the
company of Mr. Brotherton, whieh [ thougth
cool enovugh, secing they had set gut togetiivg
without the slightest expecotation of tneetin
me. I retarned a civil answer, and there was
an end of it.

T must again say for wmyself, that it wis not
mere jealousy of Brothertou that led me te
act ag [ did. 1 could not and would not gt
over thy contradiction between the way in
which she had spoken of hiim, and the way in
which she apoke o him, foliowed by her a-
companying biw in the long ride to which
the state of my mare liore witness, 1 cous
cluded that, although she might mwean e
harm, she was not trathiul. . To talk of & mau
with such contempt, and then behave to him
with such frankness, appearcd to mealtogether
unjustifinble. At the same tinge thelr wntual
familiarity pointed to fome fore-gone jnti-
macy, in which, hal T been so inelined, |
might have fonnd some excuse for her, avcing
she might bave altered her opinion of b,
and might vet find it very difficult to altr
the tone of their intercourse,

CHAPTER XXVIIIL
IN LOXDON.

My real object being my personal bisten
in relation to certain facts nod events, 1 must,
in order to restruin myself from that disenr
siveness the impulse to which s snoanging
the historical as well as the artistic Satan,
vven run the risk of appending to have bon
blind to many things going on areund me
which must have claimed o large place Lad |
been writing an autobiography instead of
distinct portion of one.

I ket out with my manuseript in my porl-
mantean, and a few pounds in my pocket,
duetermined - to cost my unele as little as 1
could;

I well remembier the dreariness of London,
a8 1 entered it on the top of a coach,in the
closing darkness of # late nutumn afterneon
The shops were not all yet lighted, and
drizzly tain was falling.  DBut these onter in-
fliences hardly got beyond. my mental shin.
for T had written to Charley, and hoped to
find him waiting for me at the coacheuttioes.
Nor wag [ disappointed, amlin a moment all
discomfort wag forgotten,  He took me to bis
chaumbers in the New Tan, )

I found him lonking better, nnd apparently,
for him, in good spirits. Tt was soon arranged,
at his entreaty, that for the present J should
ghare his sitting-room, and have a bed put up
| The next
day I ealled npon cettain publishers aud loft
with them my manuseript, Its fate is of no
consequence  here, and 1 did not then wait to
know it, but at-once. began to fiy my feather
at Jower game, writing short papers and tales
1 had a litthe guceews from
the first; and although the surroundings of
my new abode were dreary enough, although,
now and then, especially when tho winter sun
shone bright into the conrt, I longed for one
peep intn space acrors tha field that now itseld
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