DESECTRVIIN N ."..»7.;5.7 I""'l"': u-'wm; ft‘ll
iy oove with each other, winle, from the
1a3a Helon left Maneclaus to the pressot
L, the conterse of the progosition svems
woahianstiblo and uuchangablo.

strange fatality, that makes thoso whe
uave nothing 8o terribly epris with thoss
wbo have less! Thus philosophers dogma-
t.ze. Malthus propounds his crced, aund
modorn philasophors omigration.  Joln
Stunrt Mili discourses on tho rights of women,
winlo thuse sangume adventurous goung
wople pass turough thew lotus-dream of
ch, aund wake to cat the itter bread of 1m-
providont marriage.

Yut al this while-Grenville Ruso has boen
reading Maude's opiatle. His face darkens
as ho docs so, the brows contract, and a
curso broaks at last from his lips in a low,
guttral tone that bodes bad times for somo-
Lody, supposiug that Grenwillo pusscsses
puwer eyaal to lus inchoation.

*My God! le muttered, and the fierce
cxpression of secountenance was casngod
to ono of deapar aud angmsh. ¢ That brute
rearman! My instinet didat farlme, Bet-
tor I'd have duslocated s cursed nock by
throwing him down stairs that night, than
tlus. And the poor oluld appeals to me to
Suip her! Whatcau 1 do?

(nco rooro bie glanoces at the letter—agaic
ho reads the paragraph: * Gren, dear, you
bave been my resouroce :n all iy scrapes
sinco I can romomber. Do come to my
resento now ; what am I to do? My childish
troubles ot bygone days were nnt of much
account, whatever thoy might look at the
Lwme. ‘Tins seems exungumsbing thoe sun-
stuno of my lite on tho throshold—as if I
wag doomed, as I heard you say, not long
ago,

* I'» prasp tho white throats of wy dresms, and
stranglo thewn one by ove.’

I nhave eaid I caunot, I dare not. Both
papa and mother say I am to decide for my-
sclf. Bat it isn't so you know, Gren, it isn't.
I'heros papa, more sneering and gleomy
tuan over, suggesting that wo bad better
unko tho most of Glinn during tho remain-
ing few weoks that it remains tous, as I have
decided to grve away the property.  Mother,
f course, all tears, and papa bullies her
worse than ever. Ob, tell me what to do,
Gren, for 1 aw vory miserable. I can tstand
it much longer—I kunow I ocan't. 1 zhall
liave to give in; I cannot bear to soo mother
atways i tosrs. I almost wish I was dead,
1 do wdeed ; and yet I don’t want to die.’

* Yes, ho mutters, aftor reading it thirough
fuabout tho twentieth time. *¢It's easy to
sce the wholo thing, My precious uncle in-

«nds you shall marry Pearmun so that be

may finish bis days in Glinn. My aunot, poor

ul. 18 woeping & Dead Sea over the arrango-
ment, and having her soul harried cut
teados.  Mande—AMaude, my darhng, bow,
«au I help you ?  Protty chance of s pauper
sno wyself being much use on the ocoasion,’
ue mused, with a bitter sneor. * Sho never
says, poor child by tho way, what sum, if
sny, would stop the gap—though, of course,
thero must bo a price. Howgover, thut isa
question (horeis no use in raising.  Of courae

sherry. ‘That «vemng, w tho smoking-roow,
the lde of chaff rap high, and a grod deal of
it lowod his way, but be bore it meekly and
spoko not.

¢ Woll, Jim,' snid ono of his chams, at
l-ngth, * I bad no idea that you could have
Veon g0 demoralizad by a gallery. You
never touched o foather ufter tho ladies
, oined us—'

You ars quite right, Stophsnson,’ wasthe
roply, ‘though you dou't quito undorsiand
the wherefore. It was the ladies. I alwavs
iadulge in awfal language when I mies a
rocketer ; to-day I couldn’t. I can't shoot if
I can’t awear!’

Gronvillo had mede up bis mind that ho
~vas powerless; but stitl, all thr same,
Maude's lattor must bo answered. T,
agnin, was not 80 easy to do. When the girl
you are in love with appeals to you tearfully
to save her trom boing navried to somebody
olao, tire obvious course would seem to be to
run away with her yourse!f. Bat, as George
Eliot says, * Runniag away, espsadially when
spokon of as ¢ absconding,’ seems at a dis-
tance to offer a good modern substitute for
the right of sanctuary ; but soon closely, it is
often found inconvenient and scarcely pos-
sible.! So, to emulate young Lochinvarand
boar off vour fair Ellen of Netherby may
raom the proper thing to do an the first blush
ot such occasion, yet, on maturs reflection, it
may prove bardly feasible. Mrs. Lochinvar
must be clothed and fed, while the reiving
and raiding by whioh that adventurous gal-
1ant doubtless supported the lady of his love
would, in thege days, be known by the pro-
soic term of * robbery with violence.” 'The
sttentions of Colonel Honderson and his
myrmidons, the grave consideration of his
conduct by twelve of hiscountrymen, andan
eloquent oration, rather to his disalvantago,
by o crimipal-conrt jadg:, would probably
bo the termination of young Lochinvar's
career in these days.

What is ho to write? YWhat is hoto 8ay ?
Can you not guess? Of courss be will sit
down and do the very thing he should not.
Ho can't holp ; but he can complieato her
troubles. Love is essentially a selfish pas-
sion. Having no consolation to offor her,
no assistance to render her, ho betakes him-
eelf to his desk and pours forth his story of
Jove andlamentation. He exhorts her not
o marry Pearman, but gives ler no lunt of
bow sho1s to combat the dificulties that
gorround hor. He pours forth, in good,
bonest, genuine torms, the tale of his love ;
ho dwells on tho certainty of his having &
homo ero long to offer her through his own
exertions (a purely pootical flight), and winds
up with a tromendous peroration of having
loved her from her oradle. He has done
pothing of the kind. Iis loved is a child of
sozlnething under a twelve-moath’s growth ;
still—

* Females lovo oxaggoeration ,”

and though I fear all lovers rcmauoce fear-
fully, they thoroughly beliove in their fig-
ments at the time. Then comes another
sbiect of posteript about ‘ can sho love him ?°
ote.; bie shall know no rest till he gets her

it’s thousands; and to raiso & few bundreds

apswor. And after it is all done and pested,

w.uld require all my ingewnity, to say noth- | Gronville 056 15 more uneasy than over.
g of terminating 10 my eventual destrac- 1 Ho 15 not thinking so much of poor Maade's

tion, not but what at's little I'd think of that;

, ot nuw, to save Maude. My love, I am
1 'worloss” And Grenville Rose leaned
lus hend upon his hands, and tssted the
Litterest sorrow this world can sfford—
that of an appesl for succor from the
woman whom bo loved, and a knowledge
that 1 & wna powerloss to help ber oven a
Linir’e-breadth iu bar bitter anguish. Better
{. stand by ber death-bed than this !

QOar nincteonth-century training makes us
bear such trinls woll. Stoicism in grief or
difiiculties is tho freo trauslstion of ncdlesse
cblige. Tho olopewmeont of sour wifo, or the

1 X bad that lottor back.

broaking of tho bank that contaws vour all,

ougut not $o provent your placidly fimishing | judicionsly.
your cigar bofore yor go off to inquire into '

troubles as, what will shio say to his declara-
tion of love ? He raoks his brain for overy
trace of fuvor sbe has shown him
all tho past year. Sweet aund cousinly
sho has over beon, but no sign of love
can he reeall, * Fool that I have been!”
he mutteis; ** I have boon s0 oarolul not to
give ber & mint of my foelings, and now—
well, I suppose 1 will get my conge. I wish
No. I don't know,
i short— gand tho last fragmont contained
protty well jtho gistiof Grenwille’s thoughts
at present.

Ah, theso love-lelters ! how ghall wo
judge them ? They are not always sent
I have the two sweetest that
cver wero printed befoxro mo now, and one

\ By adote ) tead” 1t in tho
- gurcitude of hor own chawmber, and there sho
botook herself as soon as breakfast was ovor.

Her chooks flushied as sbe perusod it, and
the vory large grey eyes opened with aaton-
1shment. Grenvillo's talo of paseionate love
would havo.noved most.girls, for—albiet he
Lias not as yol in these figured to any great
advantage—still Grenville Roso bad a shrawd
head upon his shouldors, and was a comely
man to look upon, to boot.

Ho told his love well ; and fewr maidens,
evon if they do not reciprocate 1t, can fisten
unmoved when that old-world story is pas-
tionately toid them. There was plenty of
warmth in Grenville's forveut pleading ; and
after roading tho letter through twicoe, Maunde
dropped the paperon her lap, and, utterly
oblivious to her troubles, folt into a reverie.

It seomed 6o strange. She had loved and
asdwmired Gren as long as sbe could remem-
ber,bat she had never thought of him in this
way—at least ahe dil not think so—and yet,
almost unconsciously to herselt, of late she
bad been more solicitons about gaining his
good opinion and pleasiog him than of yore.
* To think Glen should care about mein this
way I' sbe murmured ; and I—do I love
him? 1Idon'tknow. He's nicer, and bet.
tor, and oleverer than any one I ever met.
Why didn’t hn tell me this when he was here
last ? I think I'd rather have heard it from
himeelf. Ah! but doesn't he tell me why
not ?' and the gir] once more took up the
letter and raad:

S+ Al this, my darling, has been on my
lips for months, but how could I tell you?
—how could I seek your love who had not
even & homo to offer 2 \What the struggle
has been to gee you so often, and yet keep
down what sarged within me, I only know.
When I kissed your check at partinglast
time, I noarly clasgped you in my arms, and
poured out the secret of my soul to yon. I
did not ; it seemed madness—it is perhaps
madness now ; but, my darling, I could not
lose you. When you tell me that another
seeks the prize I covet, right or wrong, I
must speak. Maude, you must decide be-
tween us. Can you trust mo, and wait 2°

Once mora the letter fell in her lap, and
the softoned gray eyes and slightly-flushed
face augurea well for Grenville Rose's
wooing. *‘ Yes,’ she muttered, softly, ¢ I
think I love bim now as he would have mo ;
and if I don’t quite yet—for 1t seems all so
new to mo—I know I could shortly. Gren,
dear, whatam [ to wnteto you? I think
‘it must be ¢ Yes.’

It was wrong, sho thought, to keep Gren
io suspense when he was so dreadfally in
love with her ;so that night's mail bore a
timid, fluttering little note, the receipt of
which preduced such a tremendous state of
exhilaration in that young. Templar, thut
anybody would bhave thought he was engaged
to ¢ o lass wi' a tocher,” and contemplating
watrimony with four horses, instead of
having turned down one of the most tor-
tuous, tangled, briery vaths of Cnpid's am-
brosial garden.

Yes | nectar and lotus-eating, love-leiters
and waliing onair for a fow days, anepenthe
for tho reckless pair of you. Batthere is a
Nemesis coming that will rend these silken
chaing ; whenlawyer's deeds meet billet-doux
' tho battlo is unequal, I ween.

But poor Maude, after the first flush of
exultation that onters the broast of every
girl at & weloomo doclaration of
love, quickly awoke to the fact that
hor position was not a whil improved
by it. Sho confided hoer engagoment (o
her mother, and for the firs} time in her life
Maude behold Mrs. Denison really angky.
¢ I'm surprised and disgusted with Grenville,’
j aaid that lady. ¢ It's too bad of him to take
advantage of a ohild liko yon in this manner.
I liko him—always havo liked him—and,
under different circumstancos, would have
sooner geon you his wife then any man’s I
know. But ho can barely keep hirtosell as
yol, and must know that his thinking of a
wife at all i foolish in the extremo, and that
thinking of you is simply absurd. He's be-

0 be uobt
Dunison will easily pay them off at the ex-
piration of the notico of foreclosuro. The
old gentloman oven indulges in jocularity on
the subject.

* Mean to have thoe very last day out of us,
I soe, sir; and quite right too,’ e chuckled,
upon meeting tue squire one day.

¢ Yes, Pearman.'avas tho grim rotort, ‘I
learat tho exaoting of my pound of tlegh, to
the last pennyweight, in your hands. I have
not torgot my lesson, You bura it into your
pupile’ minds very desply.’

The old lawyer has laid himsolf open to
snother rebuff, and Denison has not failed to
take advaotage thoreof. Way? Sarcasm
breaks no bones, fow knew better than that
astute * fisher of mon.' His sensitiveness
was tolerably blunt, aud he recked little what
men said to him or of him, 28 long as the
turtherance of the object he had in view was
attained. That his son should marry Mande
Denison was the goal he row aimed at, and
that that was to be brought about, he etill
thought far from improbable. To tbat shd
he conceived, oven while pressing him for
money, it was quite nacossary to kesp on
easy terms with the squire. None knew
better than ho how bitter it is for a proud
man to take his words baock, and if what he
now played for was to be aochieved, that was
a neoessity. The task must be made as easy
as possiblo—the unpalatable draught sugared
as iar as might be.

¢ Ho—bhe!' he aunswered; *yon will hava
your joke, Mr. Demison. It's a mighty pity
you couldn't make up your miund to voncen
trate the property once more. Beg pardon;
squire,’ he continued, deprecating Denison's
sngry gestare; *don't fear my alluding to it
again. It was presumption on my part, L
koow, and if I said apything to vex you, I'm
sure I'm heartily sorry. You'll forgive an
old man, who, not having been brought up
with your views, saw nothing but the con-
centration uf an estate. Yeg, I kuow I was
all in the wrong; it isn't likely Miss Maude
could be brought to think of such a thing.
I'm sure I hope the calling in of the mort-
gage is no inconvenience; you can easily
raise it elsowbere. But Sam's gotso decp in
the raoing now, that we must get that sum
together before the Two Thousand. I wish
he wasn't ; but he's clever, Sam is—clever in
his way—too great a gentleman forme. No
offence, sir, I hope; but I'm a plain man.’

BHarold Denison touched his hat haughtily
and rode home ; but the old usurer's artful
speech still simmered in his brain. Why
should it not be ? It would cut the taugled
koot of bis difficulties. Ho had made in-
quiries. Young Pearman had beecn brought
up & gentleman, and visited in several good
houses in the county. He, naturally, a little
‘exaggerated this to himself to justify the
course he intended to pugsue, may, for the
matter of that, had been pursaing for some
days. His wife had told him tbat she had
laid the Pearman proposition before Maude,
and that the young lady had declined with
thanks; since which intelligonce ho bad bul-
lied Mrs. Denicon, and snubbed or freated
his daugbter with oold indifference. The
heads of the family can make contumacions
ohildren conscious of their high displeasure
without any unseemly rating—indeed, that
may be looked upon agmero mi{d and salutary
punishment compared to tho other, that other
which, to spoak metaghorically, consiets in
being condemned to the domestio ice-house.
It is hard to describe, still there will be few
of my readerawho, if they have had the good
fortane not to experience it, but must have
soen some calprit endaring that slow punish-
ment—meted out more often, porhaps, to
daughters than sons. But don't we all know
it : tho obilling rejoinder that-meets any at-
tempt at goniality—tho austere look that
seoms tosay it is horesy that we should pra-
sumo to forgst tho meoasure of our offonding
~—tho moral thong always awaiting us shounld
wo show any signs of relapsing into chosrfal-
ness ? Bah ! those physical tortures of the
mid(ttllo ages ware mere bunglera at their
erait.

. ) ma 1 (T TrE—
but, cut off from all communica\io:g:;f

lover, she gave way at last {, t
sure brought to bear upun niffﬂﬁ"
pale cheoks and heavy oyes, why ered T
< fmlg:t the%m'ltght do wilh her ast ey hk
if she couldn’t mar:ry Grea ’
who it was.’ v » she diaty
Aud that waak mother, who,
Lasband’s influence, had for the |y "
done all in her power to abe the :1
of the daughtor shie loved so, wept bitkey
now her oud was accomplished,
Yos, they had wora hor down at Last~

“ Nou vi sed smpa esdendp,”

‘ Don't ory, mother,’ sard Maude,

tader hof

* I will do all you wish. I would uﬂﬁun’
kuow more about it than { am obliged 4

just yet. And one tiing more. |
what all's settled, you kgow ; there ::nmb
harwm then~-I must just wnte to by Gre
good-bye ; youw'll let me do that, mother
won't yoa ?’

It was all over. Tho bright Mauds of s
fow weoks back, with her ligh spudﬁ..ﬂ
ringing laugh, was scarcely t¢ be TeCOgRired
in the pale spiritless girl wito moped aiy
the house now. Heartsdon't breax nIwy
days, but when young ladies disposs of theid
affections injudioiously, the ntervention of
the authorities is wont to bo followea by ¢
short interval ot sorrow and sadnass.

Harold Donison, upon Learing bis dsagh §
ter's decision, mude a mighty gulp, azy}
swallowing &8 much pride as might have sey
up {wo or three county faunlies, penned
letter to lawyer Pearman.

It was an awkward epistle to compose, buf§
the squire showed humself quite equal to thg
occasion. The sum of it was this :—He fir;
spologized, in & haughty manner, for wha
ho was plessud to term his curtness at the; ¥
last interview. In the encumbered stats ¢
his property he had thought it bat right tq
lay tho proposal before Miss Demson, wh,
it appeared, took a different and perhsp
more sensible view of 1t than ue had done i
the firat inctance. Ho should therefors be
happy to welcomo the tisits of Mr. Pearman
Juntor, to Glinn ; and it must then, of course.
depend upon how he did s devoir 1n Mg
Donison’s eyes, as to whetuer than shoud
be once morx consolidated.

¢ Told you s0, Sam—told you so,” said ol
Pearman, when ho received tins precion
epistle. ‘Ho _only wauted time and lLnd
enough. I've done my part, boy. It's 18
your hands now ; bat i think youll fied i
all protty smooth sailing.’

To be continued.

On Eriday John Tennant, living near Moy
riston, moved & hon off a nest that had bean
hatching turkey eggs. Much to his surprise ki
found a young $urkey hatched out, bavingiw
distinct nocks and beads. The body of the bir:
was porlectly formed.

Mr. Jasper Hill, s wealthy farmer 1n Binbrock
has during the eummer, had o number of s¥izg
orected on his farm. Friday ovo of k
cold, a valuable animal, in racing across th
field sprang into a swing, and be:og unablet
extricato himszelf, remawed there tul he ded
He was valued at $100.

An Englishman, boasting of the superionty
the horses 1u his country mentionad that th

of oux common foadsters. T live at my co

seat, near Pliladelphia, and when 1 ride io
burry to town, of a morning, my own shadd
can’t keop ap with mo, but generally comes int
tho atore to tind mo, from a minute to a -mm‘
and a half afler my arrival. One morniog it
beast was rustless, and I rode him a3 fast u
possibly could soveral times around a lazge it
tory—just to take the Old Harry oat of
Well, sir, ho went 8o fast that tho wholo time
saw my back directly beforo me, and was t#ic

in ddanger of riding over myselt !’




