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APPLES OF GOLD.
By H. M. R.

“A word fitly spoken ds like aples of
gold in pictures of silver.,”—(Prov. xxv.
1)

“T ask you once again, sir—will you
alter your decision, and give your eon
sent to our iarriage? Your daughter
loves me. Will you ruin her happiness
for life simply because 1'm not so mich
in this world’s goods as my tival, Lord
Langton "

Mr. Fairleigh looked up angrily firom
his writing4able, and his dark eyes
flashed dangerously.

“I have given you my answer Onoe,
M1, Dashwood,” he replied, “‘and thay
is enough. When you were your uncle's
heir, and had every reason 1o expeot
you would succeed=4o his title, it was
quite @ different matier; but as 8ir
Geoffrey is now marnied, and has a son
to succeed him, it ds hardly likely he
will provide for you in the future. 1
can say no more in the matter, so please
drop the subject.”

“He has promised to leave me some:
thing,” said the younger man hastily.
“He is too generous to cut me out of
the will altogether.”

“Pshaw! A paltry thousand or so!
That ds all you will get! And mean-
while, what have you to live upon? You
cannot propose to live in a cottage?”

“1 have something certain, at any
rate. The Duke of Gazely has offered
me the land-agency of Wenford Park,
which means three hundred a yesr, two
horses, and a good house, If Mona is
content with that, why should you
stand out against ns?t We love each
other."”

Mr. Fairleigh tossed his head with
contempt. Love to him meant an al-
liance of affection and capital,

“And you expect my daughter, who
has lived in luxury all her life, who has
only needed to express a wish to have
it fulfilled, to live upon three haundred
a year in a small honse and be happy?
You must be mad do speak of such a

thing. Love in a cottage is quite an
exploded idea nowadays, It does mot
even outlive the honeymoon.” No"— as

the younger man attempted to speak—
“ wish to hear no more about the mat-
ter. 1 have already given ny consent
to Mona's marniage with Lord Langton,
and the wedding will takeplace within
the month.”

“And you will marry her to a man
ghe does mot love—a man who is re
nowned for his mode of life?”

“Blackening another will not do your
cause any good, Mr, Dashwood.”

“It is not my cause s0 auch us
Mona's,” he meplied, moving @ few
steps neaver.

Mr. Fairleigh rose from his chair.

“My time is very valuable,” he said
stiffily, “and I have already wasted an
hour or more over a fmitless subject. T
shall be much obliged if you will con-
sider the matter sedtled, and leave me."”

Piers Dashwood turned to quit  dhe
roum, but paused for a moment on the
threshold.

“You will not change your mind?" he
asked. “For your child's sake I give
you one more chance, God have merey
on her if you marry her to Lord Lang-
ton."

Mr. Fairlaigh's stern features stiffen-
ed visibly, and his hand turmed the
Lrass knob of the door dmpatiently.
Piews waited just a moment for a word
on his part, but as no sound came from
the thin lips he turned away, and, with
o aggrescive  slam, the atudy door
swung to and bt behind him,

He listened for a moment as he stood
in the hall, taking a stealthy glance up
the staircase meanwhile, and sucdenly
a golden head appesred above the bavi-

sters, and a pair of grey blue eyes I%
ed pathetically down upon him.

“Is it all might?" asked Mona, in a
whisper,

He shook his head.

“All wrong!” he answered back.

And then, as if the temptation proved
too much for him, h ted the

Mona watched him ouriously as he
ran his finger thwough the envelope, for
she feared it meant worry to ber hus-
band; but she was not prepared to
see his face suddenly blanch and his
eyes gleam with anger.

“Piers! Piers! What is it1” she cried

stairoase and joined her on the landing.

“Mona—sweetheart I he whispered,
clasping her two hands closely. *1
must speak to you. Where can we talk
without being interrupted?”

She drew him towands, the big draw-
ingroom and closed the door.

“No one comes in here during the
morning,” ‘she said. “But, oh, Piers,
what did he say to you?”

The young man looked away from her
winsome face.

“He says you shall marry Lord Lang-
ton within the month.”

“I shall never do that!” meplied the
girl gravely, though her face paled at
his words, “I—1 hate him, with his
hard, cruel eyes."

He moved restlessly as she drew near-
er to him with her arms outstretohed.

“Do not tempt me, Mona!” he eried.
“God only knows how weak I am where
you are concerned! Oh, my darling, it
would be wrong! It would indeed!”

Her hands dropped to her sides with
a weary gesture of despair,

“Where can I go then?” she cried
piteously, “1f you will have me, I will
do my duty to my life's end.”

“1f I will have you!" he repeated bit-
terly. “Oh, Mona, do you mot under-
stand? It is because 1 love you ahd
want you =0 much that T hesitate to ask
you to take a step you might regret
later.”

She flung herself into his outstretch-
ed arms,

“God bless and help us!” he whisper-
ed, bending his head to her lovely, up
turned face.  “Yon hae placed your
entire trust in me, and 1 hall not fail.”

I

“You look very tived, Pies. Come
and sit down for a little while. 1 am
suro you want a rest after your hand
day’s work,”

And Mona moved her skirts aside to
anake room for her husband on the
sofa.

“What s the matter deari” she con-
tinued, @s he sat down beside her and
passed his hand heavily across his fore-
head.

Piers looked lovingly at bis young
wife, who, two years ago, had left a
Juxumious home to cast in her lot with
him,

“14 is nothing much,” he replied, with
an attempt at cheerfulness which  did
nat deceive her. “Omly the usual fault-
finding, and, as you know  well,

simual dropping th away @
stone,’ The duke és @ hand man, and
nothing seems to please him. Everyone
#old me when 1 took the post 1 should
find him very difficult to get on with."”

“What has he been cavilling at now "
asked Mona, laying her hand in a sym-
pathetic way over his.

“0Oh, about the timber on_the west
boundary of the park. 1 did what he
told me against my own judgment, and
now he turns round and lays the blame
on me."

“Poor Miers!” she sald genily. “Bub
he will sea the injnatice of it later on,
and, at any rate, you .hlve M\." isf:

‘ac

t ly. “Surely’ there is mo fresh
cause of trouble?”

“1 am dismissed,” he said slowly, his-
sing out the words with a bitterness
which frightened her. “The duke wish-
e« me to take six months' notice.”

“Dismissed "’ she ted blankly.
“Oh, surely he could not be so unjustt
There must be some mistake, Piers, or
you have not read the letter rightly.”

“I don’t think there is any mistake.”

She left her seat, and walked clowly
round to his end of the table.

“Oh, my husband, don't take it so
much to heart!” she whispered, kneel-
ing down beside him. “We have six
months to look about us, and you are
sure to find something else soon.”

“Alas, Mona, land agencies ave such
difficult things to get mowadays. They
are generally kept in the family. I
have known men wait four or five years
for a chance, and if that is what I am
to expeot, how are you and the boy to
live?”

He dropped his head on his folded
ﬁm, so that his face was hidden from

“Only trust in God and we shall pull
through,” said his wife, laying her hand
caressingly on his fair hair.

He raised his head and looked at her,
a slow smi'e dawning on his lips as he
drew her closely to him,

“Sweet wife,” he whispered lovingly,
“you have comforted me in my trouble
by the comfort wherewith you yourself
are comforted of God.”

I

“I'm so hungry, mummy, Baby wants
something to eat.”

Mona maised herself from the low,
hard bed on which she was lyving, and
threw her amns round the lifttle child,

“My dearie,” she said, burying her
face in his fair curls. “daddy will be
home soon, and he will bring you some-
thing. We shall not have long to wait
now,"”

’l\?w boy drummed his fingers dm-
patiently together, and seemed not to
heed her words.

“I'm so hungry,” he repeated wist-
fully. "P'ease—p'ease, mummy, give
baby something to eat!”

A low sob shook her slender frame as
she tightened her arms round hdm.

“My God, my God, hear my prayer!
Have mercy on us!” she cried, in her
agony.

It was nearly a year &ince they had
left Wenford, and yet Piers was still out
of work. Agendies, as he had foretold,
were hand to get, and though he would
willingly have turned his hand to any-
thing, there seamed no vacancy for him
anywhere.

His uncle had gme to Australia for
his health, so, as he was away, Piens
made a desperate appeal for help to one
or two friends; but he found a vast dif-
ference in their attitudes from the time
when he was heir to a baronetey and
ten thousand a year.

In despair he brought his wife and
child to l;‘mdm, and ook a copying
« i a

tion of knowing you did night.

“Ah, T know, Momna," he replied sad
Iy, “but it is hard to be misunderstood
and to suffer unjustly.”

“1t will all come vight Jn the end,”
ehe whispered,

“A mote for you, sir,”" said the naid
at his elbow, rather roughly dnterrupt-
ing his . “It was brought by
one of his Grace's grooms.”

P licitor’s office; while
Mona did a little needle-work for one of
the hig shops, and cheered her hus-
band on to the best of her power.

Then there came fresh trouble. Piers
fell dll, aud the copying clerkship had to
be given up. The little hoard of savings
was dipped into to buy mourishing
and pay dootor's bills, until there
barely anything leit to settle the
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