THE HEARTHSTONE.

below, while detached parties watched our place
of refuge from the opposite bank of the river.

The chanee of Lreaking through the line of
our beslegers scemed, therefore, hopeless, and
it was with a sinking heart that I looked out on
the river flowing ko enlmly snd pencefully nt
my feet.  After the eapture and death of our
first emissary we hnd nllowed the dark nights to
pass by, during which it might have been pos-
sible for n mexsxenger 1o have passed the enemy
by swimming down the rlver, and now the
bright moonlight rendered sueh an attempleer-
tain of detection by our watehful besiegers, Had
it nat been for the helpless women and chilitren,
we might at least have sallled out and died like
men with arms in our hands, but hampered as
we were we had not even this rexotree, and could
only sutler doggediy o the Inst, and then, ns
others bind done before, reserve our st ear-
tridiges for the women amd die as inanfully as we
might.

As I stoekd sorrawfully watehing the tranquil
river and Iy noting the progress of an old
ghurree Nonting down the strenm, o sidden
thought flashed acvoss my mind!  Would it not
be possible fur n swinmer o eseipe undotected,
by coneenling his head with one of those ghurrees,
as 1 remembered 10 have rewd was the enstom
of somo of the ducoitx, or thivves, on the river,
and su tloat unsuspreetad past the rebel eneamp-
ment below ? T should explaln thut the ghurrees
are large enrthen pats used by the natives as
cooking utenslls, and when damaged or worn
out are usuanlly thrown gut into the river, where
they may be dodly seen dreifting along with the
enrrent.  IPull of the idea I hurried off to the
Majorand propounded to him my scheme, voluh-
teering to carry 1t into etlect, Iic seemed Lo
have NHitle hope of i1s suceess, but consented to it
on condition that one of the Stkhs should go in.
stend of mysell. 1 pointed out that in this ease
it would be necessary to send a written state-
ment of our condition, which, If it should fall
into the hands of the encmy, would Intllibty
destroy any fatnt chanee of the siege helngaban-
doned before we were completely exbausted by
famine., After some discussion the Mujor con-
sented thnt I should muke the attesnpt, aud 1
sct nbout my preparations,

It was agreed thint nuthing shoald be sald to
the rest of the gurrison; und about an hour
aftor the sun had set 1 started on my perilous
night journey. :

1 had taken the lnrgest ghurrec 1 could tind in
the house, which fitted loosely on my head and
neck like some cumbrous helnet.  In the sides
1 had drilled two or three small holes, and ha-
bited only in a dark flnnnel shivt and trousers,
with my revolver and o few spare eartridges
bound seourcty on my lhead, 1 slipped guletly
into the water behind the shade of the boats
which lay at the steps.

1 had constructed a small li(e-preserver of two
pleces of cork, which, tied round my neck, en-
abled me to flont without exertion, nnd lessened

the chances of detectlon from any commotionof | |

the waler,  Paddling gently, with my hands
well below the sarface, I gradually worked out
into the centre of the stream, where I felt the
full furee of the cnrrent, and was currted qudetly
and easily along.  Inabout half an hour from
the time 1 had quitted the house, the vaices of
the mutineers st the ghdat began tosound plainly
o my ears.  While drirting down my carthen
hetmet was turhed slowly round and round by
ihe current; so that half the time I had to de-
pend only on my seuse of hearing to warn mo
of the approsch of danger. 1 dared not lft my
covering lest the motion should attract some
watchful eye, and now, when I became aware
thal I was neuring the great point of perll, 1
waited with lnexpressible anxiety for the mo.
ment when the revolutions of the ghurree would
wive e a gllmpse of my positton.  'When the
longed for moment cumeo 1 fouud to my horror
that the current was drifting me directly on to
the ghat, from which 1 was then distunt less
than thirty yards, 1 used my hunds as vigorously
a1 eould, in the hope of getting to the edge of
the citrrent, but the stream was too powerful for
any exertion 1 cvuld venture to make, while, to
wld to my distress, at thls moment the holes in
the ghwrree pussed again beyond my llne of
slight, and I wus onee more drifting blindly into
dnnger! 1 how gave myself up for Jost, and it
was on'y by u great exortion of will that I could
reslst tie impuise o throw off mny covering, and
seizing my revolver, to sell my lite as dearly as
possible,  But the thonght of the helpless betngs
1 had left behind, whose last hape of escape
from o Mnte worse than death might be depend-
ent on my diseretion, nerved me to endarancee,
and } remained passive In an agony of inteuse
expectuney thil no words enn deserlbe !

The voices of my chemies now seemadl to bhe
within o few feet of me, and every moment 1
expected Lo iind my fruil covering dashed W
atoms, ad my=elf face to fuee with my relont.
lexs fous. Minutes, that seemed long, Jong hours,
thus pussed ere 1 once agutn got n fleeting
glmpse of my sifuntion. Then, with what a
fervent emotlon of gratitude to the Providence
which hnd preserveod me, did 1 see vhat 1 had
drifted undiscovered past the ghdt, nnd that the
current was now slowly setting me out aguin
into the middle of the strenmn ! For more than
an hour 1 drifted along ere I deemed it pradent
to take a more extended survey of my position
by lining cautiously the edge of my helmet. 1
then foumd that tho ghdt and station were bid-
doen from view by n bend of the river, and nel.
ther huts or nut.. were vistble on elther hank,

Divesting mysels of my friendly covoring 1
swam to shore, and clumbering with some dim-
oculty up the muddy bank, concealed myxelf in
w small pateh of junglo close by. Falnt with the
privations 1 bnd undergone, nnd chilled by wy
long immersion In the water, 1t seomed impos-
sible that 1 could ever gel ncross the iifteen
miles of rough country that separated me from
the Great Prunk Rowmd, which was the point 1
desired to rench, and along which I knew our
troops were moving, A sup from my spirit siesk,
which I hadgtaken the precauntion to plece on
my head, somewhnt revived me, and anhuated
by the thought of my comrides, whose resotie
seemed now mors hopoeful, 1 agnin started on
my tollsome journey.

Reeling with wonknoss and futiguo : now wad-
ing knee deep through the swampy rico tields,
anon forcing my way with nnked and bleeding
feet through thorny jungles, I pressed on through
that long weary night. At lengih, just as the
sun rose redly ubove the horlzon, 1 found myself
on the well-known road, and there In the dis-
tance, oh joyful sight! rose a cloud of dust,
through which glittered, In the rays of the morn-
ingsun, the bayonets or n British regiment.

Despite my utter exhuaustion, I ran along the
rond kv a mudman w meet them, but had
searcely told the utle to Lthe cummanding oticer
erel fainted away,

1 remembered nothing more untit 1 waos
yoused from my stupor by thue roar of our tield-
ploces il thoe ratile of muskotry; and looking
from tho curtains of the hospital dvoly in which
1 found mysell, I snw our brave fellows driving
the fiying scoundrols Uke frightenced shoep,
ucross Lthiu country.

I was Invalided und sent home, where I soon
rocovered my health, but 1 do not think my
nerves have ever been the sume sinco that Jne-
morable Niglut Journey.

No ramiy should bo without Joknson’s Anodime
Liniwent. Xt in incstimuble in cimergenoios.

ARBUTI CARMEN,

BY W. C. RICHARDS.

L know the wild-wood hnunts where thou nbidest,
And, thero, the tussy nooks where most thou hi-

[11:1 %
Arbutus, sweet and shy.

And thix fuir day. while April’s sun was climbing,
And bird and braok in sweet accord were chiming
Spring's vpening melody :

By the ald snw-mill with its wheel swift goiug,
1all mad, halt merry at the Hushed streams flow-

ing,
We took 2 winding roud :

Rough yot nnd ratty from the winter travel
Of elumsy wheels, that scooped the sudden gravel,
And ereaked with timbered load :

A mountain-ronid nune Lut the woodman uses,
tiry baply, sumelight-hearted group that chuoses
Briefinlet to the ulls—

Like me ol mine—to fiml thee, sweet Arhutus,
Orchesnuts in the fall, where none disputo us,
Vith hindering bars or bills,

Like me and mine ! 1 thivk that king or kaiser
Had burrowed pride to he the happy prasor
Of girls and boye like mine.

1 think. O pale Arbutus ! thy pink flushes
Leas Jovely than my maidens’ swdden blushes—
Half hunsan, badt divine ¢

That Light, and Luve, and Joy — each heavenly
. paunter— .
Lays on their cheeks, in hues than chine searee
fuinter,
Yel fuding not with May.

And thy coy blossoms, hy the muosses stifled,
Ol sweets, by lither arms were never ritled,
Than of wy Luys te-day.

\With shonuty of glee that sct thy petals quaking,
From every moss-plnned bank light cenves waking,
They urged the frolic raid.

O shy Arbutus ! vain tho curtring mossy,
And vain thy shicld-liko leaves so green and glossy,
T'o give thy beauties nid§

They suy, sweet flowor, that pride is not thy fail-

g
Bat is there not, 1 prithee, in thy * trailing”
A touch of floral pride?

Didst thou not inly laugh while hiding under
Mosses and leaves—to taney my glad wonder—
Ay L thy charms espied ?

And while thou Last—nnud mayst deserve—tho credit
Of being shy—just as the bards have said it—
1 cannot help the doubt :

That if thou didst not understand thy boauty—
Thou wouldst nut hide from just o sense of qfuly,
Glad not to be found out !

I must confesa thou dost not love the garden,
And shunnost puths the common fuotsteps hurden,
But muy not this bo tact—

‘Tomake us woo theo in thy native wildwood—
To fuscinate nlike, age. youth and childhood—
Morecoquetry in fact 2

Brt, no! Igea thee Llush from vase and basket—

Thy vory white turns sousy ns 1 ask it
d sots my doubt at rest.

I think thou nrt of all swect flowers thoe shyest,
And so ghull seck thee wore, as more thou tliest—
Toweur upon iy breust,
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TO TIE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.
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CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)

He had nlmost decided the point to his own
satisfuction, and was going into the shop, when
he-stopped suddenly, turned on his heel, and
walked a few paces fartber, still meditating,

* How about nunt Hannah 2" he ssked him.
sclf. ¢ ‘There’s the rub. If I were to send
Grace my likeness, she must surely sce it.
What is there which those piercing eyes of hers
do not sce? And yet I must be the clumsiest
of Lotharios if 1 can’t cheat aunt Hanaah,
What were such sharp-eyed all-secing people
created for, except to be duped egregiously,
souner or Inter ? Yes; I thiuk 1 ama o match
for aunt Hannah.”

He turned back agnin, and this time went
straight to the jeweller's counter. e selected
a locket—the handsomest, or the one that
pleased him best, in the shop : o massive dend-
gold locket, oval, with an anchor in large rich-
looking penrls un the back ; such a jewel as a
man would scarcely choose for o farmer's
daughter, unless he had sunk very far down
that pit from which extrication is so difficult
and so rare.  He turned the locket over in his
fingers thoughtfully atter he had chosen and
paid for it,

# 1 suppose, now,” he said to the shopman,
# you could make me a false back to this thing,
and put # portrait into it in such a manner that
its existence nced only be known to the owner
of the locket 9"

The shoptun replied  diffuscly, to the effect
that the thing was practicable, but would be
troublesome, requiring great nicety of adjust-
ment, and so on, and 50 on, and would be, of
course, expensive.

# ldon't cure ubont a pound or two more or
less,” suid Mr. Walgrave, 1 should like the
thing done, ifit can be done neatly, There
must bea seeret spring, you understand, in the
style one reads ubout in novels. 1 never saw
itin renl life; but I have a fancy for trying
the oxperiment,  You cun send to me for the
photograph in & dny ortwo ; and the sooner
you can let me have the locket the better,”

He tossed his card on to the counter and de-
parted, more interested in this trifling purchase
than he had Leen in anything for o long time,

“It is a relief to do something thut will
please her,” he thought, )

It was a relief ; but he was not the less rest-
less aud unensy.  The Cordimum cnse had no
charm for him, Nuw bricis, which had accu-
mulated during the lust fortnight of his absence,
failed to Interest bim, He hud Leen less than a
week away from Bricrwood, yet it scemed as if
that ancicnt garden in Kent were divided from
him by the spuce of a lifetime. His common
life, which uatil this time had seemed to him
all-guflicient for a mun's happiness, was out of
tune,

He hurdly knew what 1o do with himself.
After the excuses hu had made about East-
bourne he could not go abroad ; yet he would
live to have rushed headlong to some wild out-
of-tho—way villuge in the Tyrol, und to spend
his autumu climbing unfamiliar enountains.
He fancied he could get rid of his infatuation
in some remotu region suckias that ; but chained
to London, in the dull dead season of the year,

there was no bope of cure.  Grace tedmayue's

image hnrunted him by day and by night,
mixed itself with cvery dream, came between
him and his books, pushed Cardimum v. Car-
mum from thuir stools,

Would ho not have been saferat Eastlourne,
in the socicty of his aflianced, living the life of’
gentility by the seaside 7 He could hardly
fuil to ask himsclf this question. Yes; he
would be rafer, most assuredly, walking that
narrow pathway, his footsteps gunded from all
pussibility of wandering. e woull be safer ;
but he felt that such o life just now would be
simply unendurable, The commonplace talk,
the narrow mind-—narrow though it was stored
with stray lines from ‘L'ennyson and Owen Me-
redith, and had been enviched by a eareful
perusil of every book which o young lndy of
position ought to rend ; narcow, although its
culture during the educittional period had cost
from two tu three hundred @ year——from these
he shrank as from o pestilence ’in plain words,
he felt than an unbroken week of his future
wife's company would be the death of hiwm,

And when they were murried, what then ?
Well, then, of course, it would be different. No
man—above all a suceessful barrister—need sec
enotigh of his wife to be bored by her compa-
nienship,  Nor can a man’s wife, unless she is
inherently obnoxious to him, ever be utterly
uninteresting,  They  have so many ideas in
comton, 5o nany plans and arrangements—
petty, perhaps, but still absorbing for the mo-
ment—to discuss and settle,~the list of guests
for a dinuer-party ; the way-bill of their au-
tumn pilgrimage ; the name of their lust baby ;
the pattern of new carpets § the purchase or
non-purchase of a picture at Cheistie’s.  T'he
wife Isgunly a neeessury note—the subdominant
—in thedomestic scale,

But the long days of courlship, when there
isno faavent love in the soul of the lover ; the
long summer evenings, when he is bound to
stroll  with his chosen one by the calin gray
set ;3 when to talk too much of his own pros-
pects and plan of life would be toappear world~
1y ; when he is bound, in fact, to complete his
tale of love-making, to producu the given num-
Ler of bricks with ever so little straw—those
days are the days of trial ; and bappy is he who
can pass through them unscathed to that so-
lemn morning which clenches the bargain with
joyous ringing of Lells, and gay procession of
bridesmaids, and DMendelssoln’'s Wedding
March, and trausforms the exacting betrothed
into the submissive wife.

# I have not the slightest doubt we shall get
on very well together when we are married,”
Mr, Walgrave said to himself ; ¢ but the preli-
minary stage is up-hill work. I know that Au-
gusts is fond of me, in her way ; but O, what
n cold way it scems after the touch of Grace
Redmaynd's little hand, the look in Grace Red-
mayne'’s eyes! Thank God, I did my duty in
that affuir, and was open and above-bonrd from
the first.”

There was nothing in the world to delay Mr,
Walgrave's visit to Eastbourne during the fol-
lowing week, except his own'caprice ; but he
had a fancy for waiting until that locket he had
bonght in Cockspur-street was ready for him,
Ho seleoted the photograph which represented
him at his best, had it carefully painted by an
expert hand,and sent it to the jeweller. At
the cnd of the wuek the locket was brought to
him. Thospilng worked adwnirably. On open-
ing the golden case, there appeared & bunch of
forget~me-nots in blue ennmel ; but on press-
ing a little knob between the locket and the
rinyg atlached to it, the dainty little enamelled
picture opened like the back of a wateh, and re-
venled Hubert Walgrave's miniature, The con-
trivance wis perfect in its way, the forget-me-
nots a happy thought. The mun to whom the
work had been intrusted had taken the lUberty
to suppose that the trinket must needs be a
love-gift.

Hubert Walgrave was charmed with the toy,
and had it packed, registered at once to « Miss
Redmayne, Brierwood Farm, near Kingsbury,
Kont.” He wrote the address, and posted the
little packet with his own hands, and then wrote
Girace u, formal lutter, a letter which could bear
the scrutiny of Mrs. Redmayne. :

# My dear Miss Redmayne,—I experieuced
s0 much kindness from your family and your-
self during my very pleasant visit to Brierwood,
that I have been anxious to send you some lit-
le souvenir of that cvent. I know that young
laulies are fond of trinkets, and I fancy that your
kind aunt would prefer my sending my little
offering to you, rather than to herself, 1 have
therefore chosen alocket, which I trust Mr. and
Mrs. Redmayne will permit you to accupt, in
token of my gratitude for all the kindoess [ re-
ceived under their hospitable roof,

# With all regurds, § remain, my dear Miss

ledmayne, very fithfully yours,
Hupert Wanarave,”

Ho read the letter over, and bluslied, cver
so fuintly, at hix own hypocriky. Yel what
could he do ? he wanted to give the dear girl
Jjust one little spark of pleasure.  Upon o slip
of paper he wrote: # 11 y u un ressort entre
Fanneau et le médaillon ; touche-le, et tu
trouveras mon portrait ;7 and enclosed the slip
in his letter.  Gruee would open her own let-
ter, no doubt, and the Redmaynes woukl bard-
1y sve that little slip of paper in an unkaown
tohgue.

“ Apd so ends the one romantic episode in
my unronmntic tife,” he suid to himselt, when
he had posted the letter,

A duy or twoafteewards he mude up his mind
to puy that duty visit to Bastbourne § it was o
thing that must be done sovner or later, It
was alrcady much futer than Miss Vallory could
possibly upprove. He cxpected to be luctured,
and went down to the guiet watering—pluce
with a chastened spirit, foreseelng what await-
ed him.

This little sea-const town, with its um-
brageous boulevards and dainty villas, was
looking very guy and brightas he drove through
it onhis way to the habitation of the Vullorys,
of course one of the largust and most expensive
houses fronting the summer sen.  One of the
newest also ¢ the bricks had still a raw look;
the stucco uppeared to buve hardly dricd after
the lust touch of the masons trowel. Other
housus of thy same type struggled a little way
beyoud it in a cheerloss and untinished condi-
tion. It lvoked almost as if the Acropolis-
square mansion had been brought down by rail,
und sot up hers with its face to the sew. The
untinished houses, ot the same pattern, seemed
to hiave struyed off into o ficld, whers the
strange scentless tloru of the sea-const, chictly
of the birch-brooin order, still flourished, It
wus what Sydney Smith has ealled the «knuc-
kle~end” of Eastbourne, but designed to be-
“come tha DBeleravin of that town. Was not

Belgravin itself unee 2 4 knuckh-uvnd”??

There was a deawing-room, spacious enough
for n church, sparsely furnished with “ our
cabriolo suite at seven-and-thirty gnineas, in
carved Italian walnut and green rept? a bal-
cony that would huve accommoduted a small
troop of infantry ; and everywhere the same
wspeet of newness and mmwness,  The  walls
still smelt of theircont of paiat, and plaster-of-
puris crumbs fell from the ceilings now and
then in a gentle shower.,

The Acropolis-squure footman ushered Mr.
Wulgrave to the drwing-room, where he found
his Letrothed trying o new piccs on a new
Lrard grand, in o new dresi—an claborate cos-
tume of primrose cambrie, all frillings and
puflings and flutings, which becnume her tall
shim figure. She wore a broad blue ribbon
round her throat, with a locket hanging from it
—it locket of gold and gems, her own mono-
gmm jusapphires and dinmonds jand the sight
of it reminded hitu of that other locket. Gree
Redmayne had received his gitt by this time ;
Lut there had been no ackuowledgment of itas
yet when he left London,  Indewl, no letter
frow Lricrwood could rench him directly, siuce
he had never given the Redmaynes his London
address. They could only write to him through
John Wort,

Mr, Walgrave had not been mistaken about
the impending lecture, but he took his punish-
ment meckly, only murmuring some fuint re-
ference to Cardimum versus Cardimiin—so
meekly, in fact, that Augusta Vall.cy could
scarcely be hard upon him,

“You may imagine,” she remoustrated in
conclusion, # thut § find u place of this kind
very dull without you

“ 1 am afmid you will find it much duller
with me” Mr. Walgrave replied drenrily ;
4 whatever capacity for gaiety I may possess—
whicl, at the best, I fear, is not much—is al-
ways puralysed by the sea-side. I have en-
joyed a day or two at Margate, certainly, once
or twice in my life ; there iz something fresh
and enjoyable about Margate ; an odour of
shrimps and high spirits ; but then, Margute
is considered vulgur, I believe”

¢ Considered vulgnr!” cricd Miss Vallory
with a shudder. “ Why it is Houndsditch by
the sen 7

“ If Margatc were in the Pyrenees, people
would rave about it ;” her lover roplied coolly.
[ have been happy at Ryde, as you know,” he
went on his most leisurcly manuer, but with a
little drop in his voice, which he had practised
on juries sometimes in breach-of-promise cuses
and which did duty for tenderness ; ¢ but with
those two exceptions, I have found the sca~-side
—above all, the genteel seaside—a failure, The
more genteel, the more dreary. If one does not
udmit Houndsditch and the odour of shrimps,
the pestilence of dulness is apt to descend upon
our coasts. Cowes, of course, is tolerable ; and
1 rather like Southsea—the convicts are so in-
terestiug ; and where there are ships in theofi
ing, there is always amusement for the Cockuey
who prides himself upon knowing & brig from o
brigantine,”

Discoursing in this lauguid manner, the
lovers beguiled the. time until dinner. Mr.
Walgrave was not eagorto rush down to the
beach and gather shells, or to seck some dis-
tant point whence to take a header into the
crigp blue waves, after the manner of the en—
cnthusiastic excursionist, who fecls that while
he is at the sea he cannot Lave too much of a
good thing. He lounged in the balcony, which
was pleasantly sheltered by a crimson-striped
awning, and talked in his semi-cynical way to
his betrothed, not by any menns over-gxerting
himself in the endeavour to entertain her,

# The Arion is here, Isuppose,” be remarked
by and by,
# Yes.

deal.”

# With your father 7 :

& Not very often,  DPapn gives himaelf up to
laziness at the sen-side. I have hud Weston
with me.”

¢ Huppy Weston 17 .

# As the happiness he may have enjoyed was
quite gpen to you, I don't think you nced af-
fect to envy him.”

¢ My deur Augusta, I envy him not ouly the
happiness, but thy capacity for enjoying it. You
sev, [ am not the kind of man for a # tame
cat.” Weston Vallory is ; indeed, to my mind,
he scems to have boen created to i} tho posi-
tion of & fine Persian with a bushy tail, or an
Angorn with pink cyes

“ You ure remarkably complimoentary to my
relations at all times,” said Miss Vallory with
an oftended air,

# My dear girl, I consider the mission of a
tame cat as quite o lofty one in its way; but
you see it doesn’t happen to be my way. A man
who trains his whiskers as carefully as your
cousin Weston, lays himself out for that sort of
thing. lnve you been fur out

& We have been as far as the Wight, We went
to the regatta ut Ryde the other duy, and lind
luncheon with the Filmers, who are intensely
grateful for the villa?

& Then my Ludy Clave Vere de Vere has not
found the time heavy ou hier hands,”

& Not particularly., L have ridden o good
deal.”

% With Weston 77

& With Wuston, You envy him that privilege,
I sunpose ¥ T'his with a little contemptuous
toss ot the splendid Lead, and an angry tlash of
the fine bluck eyes. I Hubert Walgrive had
Leea in love with his future wife, that little
ungry look would have seemed more bewitch-
ing to him than the sweetest smile of a plainer
womun ; but there was another face in his
mind, cyes more benutiful than these, which
hud never Jooked ot him ungrily. He con-
templated Augusta Vallory as coolly as if she
had been o fine example of the Spanish school
of portraiture—a lady by Velnsquez,

4 Upon my honour, I think you grow hand-
somer cvery time I sce you,” he said ; ¢ but if
you ask me whether I envy Weston the de-
light of riding through dusty lunes in August,
Yam bound to reply in the negative. Man s

I have been out in her a good

out anything to ridv after seems {9 e unut-
terably flat.  1f we were in the shires now, in
November, I should be buppy to hazard my
neck three or four days & week in your so-
clety.

% But you sce it is not November; if it were,
I have no doubk I should be told the dutics of
« barrister must prevent your wusting any tinie
upon me durng that month.”

With such gentle bickerings the lovers be-
guiled the time until the ringing of the dress-
ing Lell, when Miss Vallory handed her affi-
anced over to the custoty of tho chief butler,
and went upstairs to arry herselffor the small

family gathering, Mr. Walgrave found bim-

esyentially o hunting animal, and to ride with--

sclf presently in o roomy bedchwmber—walls
and ceiling  puinfully new, grato slightly at
varinnes with its sulling, bells a fuilure, win-
dows admirably constructed for excluding large
bodies of air and adaitting draughts, furnituro
of the populur seaside type—brand-new Kid-
durminister carpet of a flaring pattern, rickety
Arabian bedstend, mahogany wardrobe with
doors that no human power could keep shut,
everything marble-topped that could be marble-
tupped ; no pincushion, no casy-chair, no writ-
iug-table, and a glariug southern sun pouring
in upun a burren desert of Kidderminster.
‘8o Weston lus beeu very attentive—hag
Lecn doing my duty, in short,” Mr. Walgrave
said to himsclrus he dressed, 1 wonder who-
ther there's any chunee of his cutting me out ;
and if he did, should 1 bu sorry 7 Lt would be
onething for me to jilt Augusta, and suother
for her to throw me over.  Old Vallory wonld
hurdly quirrel with e in the hutter event ; on
the contrary, it would be # cease for solutium.
e conld  hardly do cnongh for e to wnke
amends for my wrongs, But [ don't think
there's much danger from my friend Weston ;
and «iter ally 1 have quite done with that other
fully—put it out of my mind, ay & dream that
I lve drenmed.”

11 went downstairs presently, and found Mr,
Yallory in the drawing-room, lurge and stolid,
with & vast vxpanse of shirt-lront, und a double
gold cye-glass on the knobothis aquiline nose,
rading an evening paper,

T'his of course offered a delightful opening for
conversation, and they began to talk in tho
usual bwmdrutn manuer of the topics of the
hour. Purlinment was over—it was the indig-
nant letter season, and the papers were teciing
with fervid protests aguinst nothing particular.
Extortionate inkeepers in the Scottish high-
Innds, vaccinution versus non-vaccination, pator-
fumilins bewailing the inordinate length of his
boys’ Loliduys, compluints of the administra-
tion of the army, outeries for reform in tho
navy, jostled one another in the popular jour-
nuls ; and Mr. Vallory, being the kind of man
who reads his newspaper religiously frown the
beginning to the end, bhad plenty to sey about
these things,

He was o heavy pompous kind of man, and
Ar. Walgrave found his socicty & dead weight
at all times ; but never had he scemed 50 ¢n-
tirely wenrisome as on this particulur August
evening, when less aristocratic Exstbourne was
pacing the parade gaily, breathing the welcomo
breeze that set Iandwards with the sinking of
the sun. Hubert Walgrave felt as if ho could
huve walked down some of his perplexities, had
he been permitted to go out and tramp the
lonely hills, Beachy Hend way, in the sunset ;
but in that lodging-Louse drawing-roum, sitting
ou the creaky centml ottomun contemplating
his buots, while Mr. Vallory’s voice droned
drearily upon the subject of wrmy reform, and
« what we ought to do with our Armstrong
guas, sir,” and 50 on, and so ou, his troubles sut
heavy upon him.

Weuston cume in presently, the very pink and
pattern of neatness, wilh the narrowest possi-
ble white tie, and the air of having come o a
dinner-parcty. He had slipt down by the after-
noon cxpress, he told his uncle afier his day's
work in the City.

« There's an attentive nephew 1” exclaimed
Mr. Vallory scaior ;¢ doues u thurough day's work
in Great Winchester-street, and then comes
down to Enstbourne to turn over the leaves of
his cousin's music, while | take my after-din-
ner nap, sud is off to the City at o quarter to
cight in the moruing, unless he's wanted hero
for yatching or riding. 7Take care be doesn't
cut you out, Walgruve,”

# 1f 1 am foredoomed to becut out,” Mr, Wal-
grave answered with his most gracious sinile,
i Mr, Weston Vallory is welcome to his chauco
of the advantages 10 be derived frum  the tran-
saction. But the lady who has honoured me by
her choice is in my mind as much above sus-
picion 43 Ciesar’s wifc ought to have been.?”

The youny lady who was superior to Caear's
wife came into the room at this moment, in the
freshest and crispest of white mustin dresses,
dotted about with peach-voloured satin bows,
just as if a flight of buttertlies had alighted on
it, She gave Weston the coolest little nod of
welcome, If he had really been a favourite
Persinn cat, she would have taken more notice
of him. He had bLrought ber somns music, and
a bhutch of new books, and absorbed her atten-
tion for ten minutes, telliug herabout them jat
the end of which time diuner was announced,
to Mr. Walgruve's infinite relief, He gave Au-
gusta his arm, and the usetul Weston was left
to follow his uncle, caressing bis whiskers me-
ditatively as he went, and inwardly anathewma—
tising Hubert Walgrave's insolence,

The dinuer at Eustbourne was as the dinners
in Acropolis-squarc.  Mr. Vallory’s butler was
fike Mr. Murdle's, und would not bate: an ounce
of plate for uny cousideration whatever ; would
have Inid his table with the suane precision, one
might suppose, il he had been laying it in
Lompeii the night of the cruption, with an ex-
act forckonowledgs that he and  his banquet-
table were presently to bo drowned in a Hood
of luva, S the table spurkled with the sume
Lattulions of wine-glasses ; the same property
tankards, whiclt noone everdrunk from, bluzed
upon the sidebourd, supported by u background
of presentatiou sulvers ; tho sume ponderous
dishes went round in a cerowoniul procession,
with the cutrees which Mr, Walgrave knew by
heart. Mr. Vallory's cook was un accomplish-
ed matron, with seventy guineas o' year for her
wages ; but she had not the inexhaustible re-
sources of an Oudo or u Goufls, und Hubort
Walgrave was familiur with every dishin her
catelogue, Irom her consommé aur aufs to her
apple~trivters, Ho uw his dinners, however,

chier’ butler and his suburdiuates—ato his din-
ner mechanieully, with his thoughts very fur
away from that seuside dining-room,

After dinner cumo music and a little desulto-
ry talk, u little loitering on the balcony, to
watch thu harvest moon risv wide and golden
over a rippling sen ; then a quict rubber forthe
grutification of Mr. Vallory ; then & tray with
brandy und seltzer, sherry sad soda, o glass of
cither refreshing wixturo compounded languid-
ly by the twoyvung men ; and thon a general
good-night. .

« I suppose you would like to go cut in the
Arion to-momow,” Augusta said to her lover,
s he held the drawing-room deor open for
her departure. .

« 1 ghould like it above all things,” replied
Afr. Walgrave ; und he did indeed fool as if,
tossing hither and thither on that buoyant sca,
he “might contrive to got rid of somo part of
his burden,

« 1t Is u species  of monomanin,” he said

watched over with tendor solicitude by the

)




