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o a jlyso is woak to break from. My diearest girl I think b
tbat i must have fallenl in love with you that aftertoon in the r
orclhatrd; for your faeo has hauntud me from that hour to this, h
and I know that lifet hrenforward iuiist s'eiem barrei for me i fn
you refuise to brighten IL -

nylvla gave one wido look that tookIn all the splendour of S
Perrim. Sie haid turnud her back to the church ithe luli, m
and ithe mansion i tood before her, a littie way off, In ail its im
gieinn grandutir,-tlio smooth lawn siing lik the still ti
bos of' a lake betwecn the Italian garden and the broadi h
stone perron. TIis wast offered to itr-this, the finext t hotuse g
shte hatd ever seeu, by the grandest gentleman sho had over fl
hearl of. Thore was no one in liedinghan whoi mmini was v
whie niough to concuive greatiess beyond the greatness ol b
Sir Aubrey Perriain. ti

'Thero was a choking twit-lh in lier throat. l[er eyes filei ga
witl tears. Tht tears of pride 'Ud triumpli. Ouly in a th
udrLi dihit e luIer feit thii swelling sense of victory until fi

tO-liglht. Sheti turied to Sir Auibrey and tried to speak, but. fe
no words woild comle lThat ovrpoering sens' of gratified p
ambition isttiled her. In that tmoment Edimundl Standou was h
absolutely forg"t ten. pa

Sir Aubrey perceivtd lier agitation and was leeply touchei s
by iL 1Ld shie been iniimoved, he would have thought her rn
unworthy of this love. This. ,emotion bespoke a chord which ti
trembled in unison with lis own deep fe'ling. le was not1
witholtut the pow"r to touch that froii young heart. S

if Sylvia, will you bf m vy wif.' ?" lie asked briedv, not being b
practised in the arts of a lover. w

il it 'would be too great nit lonour for mil', Sirr Au bruy"' sh, r

answered, lier voice tremliig a littIle. Sh.. wa thinking of ti
thoie I eding li n e ladi fie wh h wi looked hler lown with
their cold irepelant stare, who haI condmned her inhard. a
CJouild Fortuit' reali'ly meianto rais- ber to a pinnacle from
whicih she .could riuish thin with lier 'orn. Ti e mer' fac't of b1
her elivattion woil b a ilprm reveng. he thfuht of h
thi homage' ilidinigliai wou,.îldi off'r to> Laly Perriaui, and i Tj
E<iuntid suutandn renainid absoltiy'Iv forgotten. f

.. Wat wouli the worid say, Sir Aibtrey ?' she akei.
Wliat wouldl the world sav, 'cept that I w'as hippy il s

winning so p'r mss a wife. i have be'n, perhaps, toot mu h
the slave of scial rak, buit you have lroken yi lbn n
Se.auty suchli as yours wo<il mtake any man a r:licalT. 'lhe
worl! Wlat need I <are (f'r the world if I ani happy ? A
inss home i hiis worldl. That un asy trmîi"ntting sen of
what the worlit outsidl his ih may b sa iîî of a
him is the o wek"t of ail th vianiti'' that ever civiliz ton s
lisp!ired in the hiimlan mind. ' Let iy oiu' b'- isol't' a
the wigwami ofteli' savag, so long a' it b' happy. Sylvia isl
there aln hopie Ihat I can wiinyour regard ?- r

" l[ow cau I do otherwise than admire you, whn'yiivoi tar''
so generous an aoble ' she asked softly A v,'ry' litt ie lic
ago she had called Edmunl Standeu noblie adi geru hl-
'ause he was, willing to surrentier a fortune for lher saki". itlt

Sir Aubrey, who wast able L umake ber mîistrss 4 'of P.rrim uI
Place, seemffed stil ImIore generou andinoble.

1Will you ibe my wif., y'iva ?' ph-adl Sir A îbr -y witih
deepening earnestnes'u e- I mi willi:g to trt . to tite' tu give
nie your love. I do nlot thîink on, so genit t and ini,:-ent canw
long withhold ber he-art froftm a iustand wlio ust aliore her-,
If i can trust the futur', d lrest, t bring. ls loth iappinesr,it
will yot not trust it to ?t

Yes," tihe answerei, ntot withd'Irawi ti' iand he clasped,
but with iler gaze' stillt tixed(. i yonder mansion, upon wliose
simoth facade the shadow of tihe edr branches lookedl Ilike
iunerai plumes.

It wast Perrian Pilic h aept"d rather than Sir Auibrey.
l Beter for poo'nr Ehln îîund than t hatlie s houid im'iak- iiut itimlf

a pantp'r for myi sak' sh- thonglit, as ler luver's image eaSt
a uddn gloo athwart tii itrilliait pros p"t, And for the
mnment sihe realiy blieved that n a 'ccpting Sir Aibrev'sy
offer .he wats actiI genierstyIv to Eduiniitd Standcten

And that solemin promise by the totnb of thl, de Bossiney's,
that promise so firmiv bl'.ieveIdin 1--ylié b"hr ah. "int lover ?
Lighte'r than thistle-down weighedtihat sacr'd vow it ithe
halan-' bthat l'Id the wi'alth of Perriam, and all tie pridet and
power that 'eut along with it.

Sir Auibr"y beldi that litt'le hand in lii wondring v.aguly
at litittelf, andi te change'ín' Iis sch'e m of lif. le had lnott
intended to take this de'slperate piiung,.. Iis plan lad be'en to
make hiself thoroughly i aciquinte,,d with Svvia antd lier
father before committing iimelf in any mainer. And , it
iad needu'd lut th-- mtagiic of night and star-shne to betray him
inuto titis fooliish precipitatimn. Hle fet 1that lie hadl b rash
almost to mt a '-iness ; be hoflt Ilat ie vas exqu.isittly htappy.

-Sylvia," lie saoi ntll, " if you can bt give me one tithe
of the love I foel for y'uîtt we' oughtt beI, thi happiest couple

ri thelt west of En lanui"
Svvia tiought hat as lady Perrian i t woull lwh impossible

oith erwvievthan hap'py.
Mr. 'etiw and Mr. iPerriaum iati pî'ratml.atedt'l everv walkt

iii the I talian garlenle by tis t im', ti" bokwurn still p*rosing
about that wonertul î V'netiitn etlîtion of llorace--a book
wihich wast real lth' ,veriest dfirt in the -syes of accomnlplishIed
ltiblitopoles, but whici poor 31lrdredu leemet'd a treasuiro above
price. ''e setot ser list'ne patient y to t e particui ars
of this bargain-htow Mr. Perriai's eye had ibeen cauglht by an
advertlsement in Th Rooksell r, how h hlad written to tite
second-hati dtoaler, an holw te ialeaIt had written tO him-1
al relaterd at uitich lengtih, anid with nuirous discursive ad-
ditions. Very patimit wats Mr. Carew, for he hadl an eye upon
those two figures byf ile stone vase, yontier ; and lie felt that
his time wast ini uIo Itaner waste,.

Butt when the stable clock chinit lIthe lhalf-hoir after nine
it seemed incuimîbent upon him to make some movement. bo
he reminded Mr. Perriarn how late it ias, and the two genttls-
men bent ther steps towaris yontder group.

'Myily dear Sylvia, have yot aty idea of the iour ?" asked
Mr. C'arcw. " Thilts beautiful gardon, and Sir Aubrev's kind-
ness, have begiiled you into forgetfulness Ve have a longish
walk buefor ui"i."

'The carriago is ordered for ten," maid Sr Anbrey. " I coulti
not think of li lss Carew walkimg home. Come in and take
sone refreshtetnts, arev,"

-le gave Sylvia his arm, and they went back to the house,
which now shone upon them with a clhcerful light Iin Its lower
windows tiot the vivid brightiess of gats, but a subdued and
mtellow radiance of lampsu anti waxcaniles.

The saloon which Sylvia had only seen dnly IbIn the dusk
wast now Ilhiminatld iby a pair of moderator lampti, innova-
tions wiîch Sir Aubrey hat submitted to under protest, and
hfalf-a-dozen yellow wax tanm@l iin a pair of silver candela-
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bra of the Corinthian columan desigu. By this soft light the h
oom looked its best; no colour predominating where every n
ue was mellowud by time, pale grays and sombre crimisons h
oulting into each other, doors of darkest Spanish mahogany t

-such a roomn as a painter loves. Sy)via feilt somehow thatt i
ir Aubrey's saloon, lacking ail the luxurious inventions of h
modern upholstery, was yet infinitely more splendid than tI
Urs. Toynbee's brandl new drawing-room, upon whose decora- w
on as the lady exitingly informed her friends, no expense
mad been spared. Theri must have been a rooi of looking- A
lass bn Mrs. Toynbee's room. Vast pannels of glass from t
oor to celling, reflecting ail the distracting twists and con- f
olutions of the gilded chairs and tables, the brassy modern
uhl, the French china, the Sohomian glaqs, the crimson sa- ti
n, the mother of pearl, photograph albums; a room which f
arve visitors a headache, white ln the Perriam Place saloon tg
te eye reposed as in the shade of sumnmer woods. Once in a fi
t of condescei.ion, or in that expansiveness of spirit which tI

eizes some women when they have a new acqisition to dis. tI
lay, Mru. Toynbee hai asked Sylvia to come and see w
er drawin:-room, and Sylvia had reluctantly accepted the n
iatronising invitation. She hat surveyed those brand new s
plend!ours, and wondered from what wild chaos of the artistio P
nind, upholsterers iand evokei the deaigni for those serpon-
ne chairs, those ricketty coffeet tables and plaster of Paris i
edetals for flower pots, which Iookeri likt gildeid lamp-posts.
ylvia had duly admired the Toynbee drawing-room, and bad 1
cen r'galled with a st-Ile m îcc.arn and a gii of sherry, p
'hihl tasted of cayenne pepper. She had not fogo.ten the l
oomî, nor the condescension which ha.d prompted its exhibi-
on Shie thought tIf both now, with a curious smile.

l Whetn I am ai Perriam I will aik irs. Toyabae to corne
nd sec my/ drawing-roon,'she tithouîght.
The're was just time for some light r:freshment of wine and

iscuîits, anI a certain pondcake, ipon which lie Perriarn
outs-'kee'p"r pridetd, hterself, before the carriaze wasannnunced.
'h-r -vi bee'n tim e too for Sir Auîbrey to engage hi.s new
riends to line at Perriamît on the following Tuîe.sday.

"l miidzt'Iatv is a leisure daiy with yo, I s upposo, Ctrew," he
-tid, meldit-iively. He had b eethinking that the Sabbath

woul' sein long and ultil to him if lie could not see Sylvia.
I No, Sir Alibrey. I am not my own uan till late in the

vening. I ha've to take ti" scho'ol to chutrch "
I 'ar me, yos, to be sure," said the baronet, a little start-

'-I. Thst school buisins-i was decide-il unpleasant. He had
.lnî-it forgotten it while he was talking to Sylvia in the
tarl ight.

lI" escortel his gtiuest.; to the c.'arriage, an old-fashioned
"'mn-coloured chariot, in which his fathor andt mother had
-id-n. Rut the vehiclte, toiug-.h ancient hai beoen carefully
pr"-'rv-L. The drab damask lining was spotless. the cushions
uxiriouîs. Never before hat Sylvia qat in such a carriage.

, Goo l-bye," said Sir Aubrey, holding Svlvia's handl with a
ingering pressure, white the coachman looke- round to see
how long his master meant to standl at the carriage door.

GoodI-bre, I shall cal! upon your father on Mon'ay."
The chariot drove away, and Sir Aubrey went back to the

house slowly, thoughtfully. The glamour of SyIvia's presence
was harilly gone front him when he awoke to the conscioiusness
that ho h'vi donc a des-tp-'rat- act. I-e i l lot altogether re-
gret the step which he had t1ken. lie wtas protiî' to think
hat Sylvia batd accepted him. But he had a dimly doubtfuii
feelin, iko that'of a pur'h er who has just bonght som"-
tî i heIs not verv sure of wanting. The object was a bar-
gain, perhaps, andyect the buyer might have been as well off
without it.

" What will Mordreul say ?" hi' a"ked himself, as he went
back to the saloon. Anit bevond Mordred was that outside
world which lie hadl attTeted to de-sise, a littie while ago, ou
you'ler terrate.

Morilr-dé sat near one of the lampi, turning over the leaves
of a Quarterly, and utterly unsuspicious. He looked up as
his brother came inti the roon, and in his miild dreamy face
there was no indication of curioiitv.

A x very intelligent periontiat Mr. Carew, uc heidiil " ra-
ther superior to his positiou"

il Rather superior ! i should think so, indcel !" returned
the baronet, almost testily. " Any one can see at a glance

that the man is agentlem'ntn b> birth andnuation."
I wortder how lie comst to be a village shooltmaster " re-

ntarked Mordred in a specilative tone.
R3Because the man is evidently a fellow of .our stamp. One

of tiose dreany inîtellectual Sybarites whio uvolhlit b' content
witlh any position in which i ey tevarc not require'd to exert
theinselves. W'hat wouliId becone of you, lo yo suppose,
Mordroi, if yot hadn't an income, and Perriamn tol ive in ?
Do you think you coultd attain any higher position than Mr.
Carw lia-s secuired furiir ujselt?"

darsu c di oanswer m ifMordred! m eekly • "but it m u t
ho tiresomne trachinitI boys. 'lhnk Providence, l'm nit obliged

t- o it.'
di Whrit do you thitnk of Miss Carow ?" asked Sir Auibrey,

from ite iesheter tif his armi chair at tth other end of the root.
lhe î'oting liti t" said Mirttred, as if he had just remenm-

bered thte fact of ier oxistence - " the yonug lady vho cane
with Mr. Carew. Rallther a plea'sing y-ung persoLn, I should
think "

Pltasing! nis gohiiess of beauty-his Madoina atfter.Raf-
faelle-sîutmeut tp iiin the vapid epithet " pleasing,"

After this Sir Aubre' was in no humour tu tell Mordred
anything. Better, perhaps, to keep his secret til [te anI Syl-
via were actually married. Let people hle as much astonished
as they pleased afterwards, They 'co uld be married uietly
some mornint by special lictnse, giving no one more than a
few hours' notice of the fact, And they could be in Paris ho-
fore people began to wonder. Sir Auibrey was particularly
anxious to eseape the wonderment which this somewhat
eccentrie marriage was likely to occasion.

CHAPTER XXIII.

its. STÂDEN tR INCOSISTRST.

Sylvia satid not a word to ber fatherît'iout Sir Aubreysa offer
during tie drive home Nor had Mr. Crew the faintest sus-
picion that the affair had rached a e - Hie had been su-
premely satistied to note the main fat' that Sir Aubrey ad-
nired lits danghter, and hat trusted thatL time miglht ripen
admiration so decided into love. But that the Lord of the
Manor would offer bis hand and fortune to this obscure m den
tfter having seen hOr only four times, was somathing beyond
Mr. Carew's wildest dreama. And here the schoolmaster nay
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ave shown himself somewhat deficient in knowledge of bu-
tan nature. For, to give Sir Aubrey time for the ripening of
is fascination, would have been also to give him time for
hose prudent reflections which muet occur to the matured
nind of middle age. It was only while the glamour was upon
lin that Sir Aubrey was likely to forget rank and race for
he sake of this new fancy. And the glamour was strongest
'hile the faney was newest.
Satisfied with wbat ho deerred the steady progresîs of Sir

.ubrey's fane, Mr. Carew forbore from questioning his daugh-
er. They drove home almost in silence, and Sylvia left ber

ather in the parlour with a brief good night.
Once safe in her own little room, she flung herself beside

te boit, where her wretched mother had knelt two nights be-
ore, and for the first time in her life wept a flood of passionate
ears.. The sense of her treason hai come upon her in all its
ulness during that silent homeward drive. Shbe felt herself
he basest and falsest of women. She was half inclined to
hink that all the splendour this earth could give would be
'orthless to her withont Edmundi. Yet, through ail, she
ever contemplated the possibility of retracing the step which
îhe had taken-of asking Sir Auibrey to give ber back the rash
rotise of to-night.
No-she wept for her absent lover, and wept for her own

inidelity-but she meant to bo Lady Perriam all the time.
Remorse gnawed her heart, but she held steadily to the new
purpose of her life. She would reigu in triumph over the
people who had slighted her. She would win all that made
ife worth having.

Broken and feverish were her dreams that night, during
riefest snatches of slumber. One moment her lover's re-
proachful face was b.fore ber, and in the next the stately front
uf Perriam Place. She was standing in the Italian garden,
tnder a starlit sky, but it was Edmund Staunden, and not Sir
Aubrey, who stood beside her.

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

What pride, what happinesst, t make Edmund lord of Per-
riam ? She forgot that family estates are apt to be entiled.
She fancitd iherself sole mistress of Sir Aubrey's lands and
wealth, giving all to ber flrât lover. And cradled by this bright
dream, Sylvia sank into peaceful siumber just as the birds
were beglnning to sing.

She awoke in a frame of mind that was almost cheerful,
though that haunting image of ber jilted lover still pursucti
her. I After all, it was better for him," that was the argu-
ment with which she strove to pacify the Eumenides of con-
science. " iHe may marry Miss Rochdale," she said! to herself
once, but that idea was too keen a torment. She could not
entertain it.

" No, ho will be in no hurry to marry," she thought, i9 but
he wili live with his mother, and be a country gentleman.
He is made for that. To reduce huim to a clerk's position
would h sharneful cruelty. It would be selfishness in me to
accept the sacrifice his generosity rates so lightly. And how
cau I doubt that our marriage would result in unhappiness.
He would regret the sacrifice when it was too late. And after
an absence of three months his love will have cooled a littie
perhaps," she reflected, with a regretful sigh. " Atogether
what bas happened must bu hbter for b th of us, however
dearly we may have lovet each other. Papa is right. Fortune
comes to a womin only once in her life. She must be worse3
than foolish if she rejects it.'
It was Sunday. Sylvia hated Sundays. The perpetual

church and Sunday school had no charm for her. She knew
the Bible history by heart, and was beyond measure weary of
those Bible stories whose unsurp3ssable grandeur is som-what
lowered in the minds of those who bear the sacred volume
droned through Sunday after Sunday by the harsh voice of
school children, in a level high-pitched bawl. And then Sun-
day exposed Miss Carew to some mortification froi the exhi-
bition of new gowns and bonnets on the part of young lady
teachers. Those young ladies seemed to have somethinZ new
every Sunday. If they could not dazzle the gaze with a new
bonnet, they could generally exhibit a neck ribbon, a pair of
cuiTs, a parasol, or a collar, which htd been on view in Gan-
zlein's window a day or two before. Sylvia only sav those
splendours from the outside of Ganzlein's plate glass. For
ber Sunday never meant new clothes.

But to-day how differeat would be her feelings when those
insolent Itedinghamites tlouinced past her in their Sabbath
finery. How proudly she would return thair scornful looks,
strong in the thought of the new dresses that sie would wear
as Lady Perriam. Looked at from tihis point o! view', her
elevation seemed almost too brighta deam everto be reahized.
In the face of that little Hedingharn world she became alto-
gether worldly. The Eumenides ceased to torment her with
Edmund Standen's image. She thought of nothing but hlier
triumph over Hedingham.

It was on this subject that her theughts ran ail through the
morning service-the dresses she would wear, the parties she
wonld give, her Continental tours, all those glories of rank
and state which might be hers as Sir Aubreys wife. The ser-
vice, which generally seemed long to this impatient spirit,
seemed brief to-day, so splendid vere those visions of the
future.

If shail come to 1edi.z.i -a Church on Sunday morning
when I am married," she sai i to herself. tit is ail very well
to have a church of one's own, in one's own park. But I
should like the Hedingham people to see my dresses."

A little ilhrill of remorse or compunction stirred her heart
at sight of the Dean Rouse pew, whte she had been wont to
see her lover's tali tfigure and handsome head ever' Sunda.
Many a look had she tstolen in that direction in tite Sabbath
days that were gone ; many a tender thought had she sent to-
wards that faithful lover; and now her love was a 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
seemed empty without that banisheitlove.

(To be continued.)

MaDm CL.&it uv ILLusTRATZO.-We overheard the follow.
tng between two bell-boys at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, recently :
Pat a :5 Mike, "Wl hat's this suspension of the banks ?" I Hist
ye!" i'ké replies, --I'l tell ye. Suppose you have fve cents."
Il Yis." "Leave it wid me." '"Yts." eNext day ye want it, and
ye alx ie fr it." "Yis." "I tel ye, 'Ne, sir, I've used it me.
self.'"
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