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My dearost girl I think
that I must have fallen in love with you that aftornoon in the
orchard ; for your faco has haunted me from that hour to this,
and 1 know that lifo henceforward must seem barren for me if

on refuse to brighten it."

Sylvin gave ono wide look that took In all the aplondour of
perrinm.  She bad turned hor back to the chureh in'the dell,
and the mansion stood before her, & little wny off, in all its
solenn grandvur,—the smooth Inwn shining like the still
posom of a Inke between tho [tallan garden and the broad
stono perron.  This was offered to her—this, the finest house
she had ever seon, by the grandest gentlemnn sho had over
heard of. 'U'hers was no one in ledingham whoss mind was
wide anough to councelve greatness beyond the greatness ot
$ir Aubrey Perrinm.

Phere was a choking twitch in her throat.,  Her eyes filled
with tears, ‘I'he tenrs of pride and triumph. Only in a
dream hnd she ever felt this swelling sense of victory until
to-uight. Bhe turned to Sir Aubrey and tried to speak, but
po words would come  That overpowering sense of gratified
ambition stitled her.  In thut moment Kdmund Standen waa
absolutely forgotten.

Sir Aubroy perceived her ngitation and was deeply tonched
by it. {ind she been unmoved, he would havo thonght her
pnworthy of his love. Thix emotion bespoke u chord which
wrembled in unison with his own deep feling.  He was not
without the power to touch that fresh young henrt,

# Sylvin, will you be my wifa 2 he asked briefly, not being
practised in the arts of a lover.

w1t would be too great an honour for me, Sir Aubrey,” she
answered, her voice trembling a little,  She was thinking of
those Hedinghawm fine tadies, who had looked her down with
their cold repellant stare, who had condemned her uubeard.
Could Fortune really mean to ralse her toa pinnacle from
which she could erish them with her scorn, The mere fuct of
her eluvation would be s snpreme revenge. She thought of
th= homage Hedingham would offer to Lady Perrinwn, and
Edmund Standen remained absolutely forgotten,

o What would the world say, Sic Aubrey 77 she asked.

G What wonld the world say, except that 1 was huppy in
winniny so prerless n wife, 1 have been, perhaps; too much
the slave of secial rank, bat you have broken my bonds,
Beauty sneh as yours would make any man a radical. The

world!  What need | care for the world if T am happy? A
mat’s home is his world,  That uneasy tormenting sense of
what the world outside hig home may be saying of

him is the weakest of all the vanities that ever civilizition
inspired in the human mind.  Let my house be fsolated as
the wigwam of the savage, so lonyg ne it be happy.  Sylvia, is
thers suy hope that T can win your regard 7

“Jlow can 1 do otherwise than adiire you, when you are
#0 generous and roble 7 she asked softly A very litthe while
ago she had called Edmund Standen noble awl gencrous beo
eause he was willing to surrender a fortune for her sake, Bat
Sir Aubrey, who was nble t7 make her mistress of Prerriam
Place, seemed still more generous and noble.

“ Will you be my wife, Sylvia?® plead=d Sir Aubr-y with
deepening earneatness. Y 1 am willing to trast to time to give
me your love. 1 do net think one so gentle and innocent can
long withbold bher heart from a husvand who must adore her,
H L ean trust the future, dearest, to bring us both happiness,
will you not trust it too 7’

“Yes,)" she answered, not withdrawing the hand he clasped,
but with her gaze still fixed on yonder mansion, upon whose
smooth facade the shadiows of the cedar branches Jooked like
funeral plumes. ‘

It way Perriam Plare she accepted rather than Rir Aubrey.

“ Better for poor Fohmund than that he should make himself
a pauper for my sake,” she thonght, as her Juver's image rast
a sudden gloom athwart this brillisnt prospect.  And for the
moment she really belicved that in accepting Sir Aubrey's
offer sho was acting generoysty to Edmund Standen,

And that solemn promise by the tomb of the de Bossiney's,
that promire w0 firmly believed in by her absent lover ?
Lighter than thistle-down weighed that sacred vow in the
balance that held the wealth of Perriam, and all the pride and
power that went along with it

Sir Aubrey held that fittle hand in his, woodering vaguely
at himself, and the change in his schema of life,  He had not
intended to take this desperate plunge.  His plan had been to
make himself thoroughly acguainted with Sylvia and her
father before committing himself in any manuer. And lo, it
had needed but the miagic of night aud star-shine to betray him
into this foolish precipitation.  He felt that he had been rash
almost to madness ; he felt that he was exquisitely happy.

# 8ylvig, he said gently, < if you oan but give me one tithe
of the love 1 feel for von we ought to be the happiest couple
in the west of England ™ '

Sylvin thought that as Iady Perriam it would be impossible

atherwise than happy.
- Mr. Carew and Mr. Perriam had perambulated every walk
in the Italian ganden by this time, the bookworm still prosing
about that wondertul Venetian edition of Horace—ns book
which was really the veriest dirt in the eyes of nccomplished
h!l'rlmpolv:s, but which poor Mordred deemed a treasure above
price. The schonlmaster listened patiently to the particulars
of this bargain-—how Mr. Perriam's eye had been caught by an
advertisemont in TAs Meokeellor, how he had written to the
second-hand dealer, anid how the dealer had written to him—
all related at much longth, and with numerous discursive ad-
ditions, ~ Very patient was Mr, Carew, for he had an eye upon
those two figures by the stone vase, yonder ; and he felt that
his time was iu no manner wasted,

But when the stable ¢lock chimed the half-hour after nine
it seemed incumbent upon him to make some movement, So
he reminded Mr. Perrinm how Inte it was, and the two gentle-
men bent ther steps towards yonder gooup. )

¥y dear Sylvia, have yon any idea of tho hour?" asked
Mr. Carew. ¢ ‘T'his besutiful garden, and Sir Aubrey’s kind-
vess, have begniled you into forgetfulness, Wehave a longish
wilk bofore ua . )

“Thu carringe is ordered for ten,” said Sir Anbrey, ¢ could
not think of Miss Carvw walking home. Come in and take
gomo refreshmonts, Carew,” )
- Ho gave Sylvia his arm, and they wont back to the house,
which now shone upon them with a cheorful light in ttslower
windows ; not the vivid brightness of gns, but a subdued and
wetlow radinnee of lnmps and wax.candles. R

The anloon which Sylvin had only scen dimly in the dusk
was now Hluminated by a pair of moderator lamps, innova-

‘Uons which Sir Aubrey had submitted to under protest, and

holf-a-dozen yellow wax candles in a pair of silver candela-

bra of ths Corinthian column deaign, By this soft light the
room looked its best ; no colour predominating where every
hue was mellowod by time, pale grays and sombre crimaons
molting into each other, doors of darkest Spanish mahogany
~~guch a room as a painter loves. 8ylvia felt somehow that
8ir Aubrey’s saloon, lacking all the luxurious inventions of
modern upholstery, was yet infinitely more splendid than
Mra. Toynbee's brand new drawing-room, upon whose decorn-
tion as the lady exultingly informed hor friends, no expense
had been upare'tl. ‘There must have been' a rood of looking-
glass in Mra. Toynbee's room. Vast pannels of glass from
floor to ceiling, reflecting all the distracting twists and con-
volutions of the gilded chairs and tables, the brassy modern
buhl, the French china, the Bohomian glass, the crimson sa~
tin, the mother of pearl, photograph albums; a room which
gavo visitors a headache, while in the Perrinm Place saloon
the ¢ye reposed as in the shade of summer woods, “ Oance ina
fit of condesceusion, or in that expansiveness of spirit which

-Heizes some women when they have a now acquisition to dis.

play, Mrs. Toyubeo had asked Sylvia to come and soe
her drawing-room, and Sylvia had reluctantly accepted the
patronising invitatlon. She had surveyed those. brand new
eplendours, and wonderod from what wild chaos of the artistic
mind, upholsterors had evoked the derigns for thoss serpsn-
tine chairs, those ricketty coffse tables and plastor of Paris
podestals for flower pots, which looked like gilded lamp-posts,
Sylvia had duly admired the Toynbee drawing-room, and had
been regalled with 8 stale miccarnon and a 2iass of sherry,
which tasted of cayeane pepper.  She had not forgn.ten tha
fo0m, nor the condescension which had prompted its exhibi-
tion. She thought of both now, with a curious smile,

“ Whoen I am Lady Perriam [ will ask Mrs. Toyabze to come
and ser my drawing-room,” she thought,

_There was just time for some light r=freshment of wine and
bisenits, an:l a certain poundeake, upon which the Perriam’
housekeepor prided herself, before the carrinze was annonaced.
Theee had been time too for Sir Aubrey to cngage his new
friends to dine at Perriam on the following Tuesday.

Y Sunday i3 a leisucs day with you, [ supposo, Cirew” he
said, meditatively, He had b:en thinking that the Sabbath
would seem long and dull to him if he could not see Sytvia.

% No, Sir Aubrey, [ am not my own man till late in tha
evening. | have to take the school to church”

“ Dear me, yes, to b2 sure)” said the baronet, a little start-
leil. That schosl busine2s was decidedly unpleasant, He had
almast forgotten it while he was talking to Sylvia in the
starlight,

He escorted his guests to the carringze, an old-.fashioned
Ieman-coloured chariot, in which his father and mother had

ridden.  But the vehicle, thongh ancient had been carefully
preserved,  The drab damask lining was spotleas, the cushions
tuxurious, Never before had Sylvia sat in such a carriage.

“ Good-bye,” raid Sic Aubrey, holding Sylvin's hand with a
lingering pressure, while the coachman lovked round to see
how long his master meant to stand at the carriage doo:,
“ Good-bye, 1 shall call upon your father on Monday™

The chariot drove away, and Sir Aubrey weat back to the
house slowly, thoughtfully. The glamour of Sylvia’s presence
was hardly gone from him when heawnke to the consciousness
that he had done a desparate act,  He did not altogether re-
gret the step which he had taken. He was proud to think
that Sylvia had accepted him.  But he had a dimly doubtful
fecling, like that of a purchiser who has just bought some-
thiog he is not very sure of wanting. The object was a bar-
gain, perhaps, and yet the buyer might have been as well off
without it,

“ What will Mordred say 2" he asked himself, as he went
back to the saloon. And bevoad. Movdred was that outside
world which he had affected to despisz, a little whila azo, on
younder terrace,

Mordred sat near one of the lamps, turping over the leavey
of a Quarterly, and utterly uasaspicious. He looked up as
his brother came int> the room, and in his mild dreamy face
there was no indication of curiosity,

4 A very intelligent person, that Mr. Carew,” he said, ¢ ra-
ther superior to his position”

¢ Rather superior! I should think so, indeed!” returned
the baronet, almost testily. “ Any oue can see at a glance
that the man is agentleman by birth and education”

“ 1 wonder how he comes 0 be a village schoolmaster,” re-
mnrked Mordred in & specnlative tone.

# Becausa the man is evidently a {ellow of your stamp. Qne
of those dreamy intellectunl Sybarites who wonld be coatent
with any position in which they are not required to exert
themsaelves.  What wonld become of yon, do yon suppose,
Mordred, if you hadn’t an income, and Perriam to live in?
Do you think you could attain any higher position than Mr,
Carew has secured for himself 27

“ 1 daresay not,” answered - Mordred meekly ; “but it must
be tiresowme teaching boys. Thank Providence, I'm not obliged
to do it.”

@« What do you think of Miss Carew ?” asked Sir Aubrey,
from the shelter of his arm chair at the other end of the room.

4 T'he youny lady " sabd Mordred, as if he had just remem-
pered the fact of her existence; ¥ the young lady who came
with Mr. Carew. Rather a pleasing young person, I should
think.” .

Pleasing! His goddess of beauty——his Madonna after Raf-
faolle—~summed up in the vapid epithet « pleasing.”

After this Sir Aubrey was in no humour to tell Mordred
anything. Better, perhaps, to keep his seeret till he and Syl-
via were actually married.  Let people be as much astonished
as they plensed afterwards, They could be married quietly
some morning by special license, giving no one more than a
few hours' notice of the fact, And they vould be in Paris be-
foro people began to wonder. Sir Aubrey was particularly
anxious to escape the wonderment which this somewhat
eccentric marriage was likely to occasion.

CHAPTER XXIIL
MRB. STANDEN 18 INGONSISTRNT.

Sylvia said not n word to her fathera’wout Sir Aubrey’s offer
during the driva home  Nor had Mr. U.rew the faintest sus-
picion that the affair had reached w eilsis. He had been su.
premely sntlstied to note the main fu: that Sir Aubrey ad-
mired his daughter, and had trusted that time might ripen
admiration so decided into love.  But that the Lord of the
Manor would offar his hand and fortune to this obscure maiden
aftor having seon her only four times, was somothing beyond
Mr. Carow's wildest dream. And here the schoolmaster may

have shown himself somewhat deficient in knowledge of hu-
man nature, . For, to give Sir Aubrey time for the ripening of
his ‘fascination, would have: been also to give him time for
those prudent reflections which must occur to the matured
mind of middle age, It wasonly while the glamour was upon
him that Sir Aubrey was likely to forget rank and race for
the sake of this new fancy. - And the glamour waa strongest
whilo tho faney was newest.

Satisfied with what he deemed the steady progress of Sir
Aubrey’s flame, Mr, Carew forbore from questioning his daugh-
ter. They drove home almost in silence, and Sylvia left her
father in the parlour with a brief good night.

Once safe in” her own little room, she flung herself beside
the bed, where her wretched mother had knelt two nights be-
fore, and for the first time in her life wept a flood of passionats
tears.. The gense of her treason had come upon her in all its
fulness during that silent homeward drive. She felt herself
the basest and falsest of women. She was half inclined to
think that all the splendour this earth could give would be
worthless to her without Edmunnd. Yet, through ali, she
never conlemplated the possibility of retracing the step which
she had taken—of asking 8ir Aubrey to give her back the ragh
promise of to-night.

No—she wept for her absent lover, and wept for her own
infidelity—but she meant to be Lady Perriam all the time.
Remorse gnawed “her heart, but she held steadily to the new
purpose of her life. She would reiga in triumph over the
people who had slighted her. She would win all that mads
life worth having.

Broken and feverish were her dreama that night, during
briefest snatches of slumber. Oae moment her lover's re-
proachful face was before her, and in the next the stately front
of Perriam Place. She was standing in the Italian garden,
vader a starlit sky, but it was Edmund Standen, and not Sir
Aubrey, who stood beside her.

She awoke from such a dream as this, with an iniquitous
thought, ¢ Sir Aubrey is almost an old man. He may die
before many years are over, and I may marry Edmund after
all.”

What pride, what happiness, to make Edmund lotd of Per-
riam ? She forgot that family estates are apt to be entailed.
She fanciad herself sole mistress of Sir Aubrey's lands and

calth, giviog all to her firat lover. And cradled by this bright
dream, Sylvia sank into peaceful slumber just as the birds
were beginning to sing.

She awoke ina frame of mind that was almost cheerful,
though that haunting image of her jilted lover still pursued
her. ‘t After all, it was better for him,” that was the argu-
ment with which she strove to pacify the Eumenides of con-
science. ¢ He may marry Miss Rochdale,'” she said to herself
oncs, but that idea was too keen a torment. She could not
entertain it.

“ No, he will be in no hurry to marry,” she thought, ¢ but
hs will live with his mother, and be a counatry gentleman.
He is made for that. To rednce him to a clerk’s position
would be shameful cruelty. It would be selfishness in me to
accept the sacrifica his generosity rates so lightly. And how
can I doubt that our marriage would result in uchappiness,
He would regret the sacrifice when it wae too late. Andafter
an absence of three months his love will have cooled a little
perhaps,” she reflacted, with a regretful sigh. * Altogether
what has happened must be batter for both of us, however
dearly we may have loved each other. Papa is right. Fortune
comes to & woman only once in her life. She must be worsa
than foolish if she rejects it.”

It was Sunday. Sylvia hated Sundays. The perpetual
church and Sunday school had no charm for her. She koew
the Bible histocry by heart, and was beyond measure weary of
those Bible stories whose unsarpassable grandearis som=what
lowered in the minds of those who hear the sacred volume
droned through Sunday after Sunday by the harsh voice of
school children, in a Jevel high-pitched bawl. And then Sun-
day exposed Miss Carew to some mortification from the exhi-
bition of new gowns and bonnefs on the part of young lady
teachers. Those young ladies secemed to have something new
every Sunday. If they could not dazzle the gaze with a new
bonuet, they could generally exhibit a neck ribbon, a pair of
cuffs, a parasol, or a collar, which had been on view in Gan-
zlein's. window a day or two before. Sylvia only saw thoss
splendours from the outside of Ganzlein’s plate glass. For
her Sunday never meant new clothes.

But to-day how different would b2 her feelings when thoss
insolent Hudinghamites flounced past her in their Sabbath
finery. How proudly sne would return thair scornful looks,
strong in the thought of the new dresses that she would wear
as Lady Perriam. - Looked at from this point of view, her
clevation scemed almost too brighta dieam everto berealizad,

In the face of that little Hedingham world she became alto-
gether worldly. The Eumenides ceased to torment her with
Edmund Standen's image. She thought of nothing but her
triumph over Hedingham.

Tt was on this subject that her thoughts ran all through the
morning service—the dresses she would wear, the parties shs
wonld give, her Continental tours, all those glories of rank
and state which might bs hers as Sir Aubrey’s wife. The ser-
vice, which generally seemed long to this impatient spirit,
scemed brief to-day, so splendid were those visions of the
future. : )

« I ghall come to Hediara .a Church on Sunday morning
when I am married,” she sai ! o herself. It is all vory well
to have a church of one’s own, in one's own park. But I
should like the Hedingham peopls to see my dresses.”

A little thrill of remorse or compunction stirred her heart
at sight of the Dean House pew, whi.te she had been wont to
see her lovers tall figure and handsome head every Sunday.
Many a look had she stolen in that direction in the Sabbath
days that were gone ; many a tender thought had she sent to-
wards that faithful lover; and now her love wasa thing of
the past.  With one sudden wrench she had plucked it out of
her heart. But even in the first flush of tiiumph her heart
seomed empty without that banished love."

(To be continued.)

MADE CLEAR BY ILLUSTRATION.—\We overheard the follow-
{ng betiwecn two bell-boys at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, recently :
Pat a s Mlke, ¢ What's this susponsion of the banks $" i Hist
yo!' . ike repltles, 'l tall ye. Suppose you have five cents.”
WYs, v Loave it wid me,” ¢ Yis,  «Next day ye want {t, and
yo ax o for it." «Yis” I tell ve, ¢ No, sir, I've used it ma.
gelf.'”

Dr, Colby's Pills are Sugar-Coated.




