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HOUSEHOLD TALKS.

SOME UNTHOUGHT.OF ECONOMIES.

" alue of Scraps—Attic. Ansiques—01d Family
. Chests—Rag Cirpets In and Out ot
.- Place—Rugss :

B  VALUE OF SCBAPS.- :
Around’ every house, no matter how well
regulated or arranged, accumulations of one
sorb or ancther steadily increase, defying the
vigilsnce of the house-wife, till the yearly op
somi-yeatly houae-claning drags them to htg:h
in, bringing up the ever recurring question
:E‘Jf%n aslf;dgbefgre: * What shall we do with
them " L . . ]
Ty 32 amusing to notice the way in' whioch
some articles, of no use whatever in themsely
are hoarded, year after ysar, om acgount o
some sentimental interest attached to them, or
porhaps some exaggerated estimate of their

ne,

Now if we are ever 6o have cleanly and plea-
sant homes we musb at once and forever geb rid
of these two ideas in connection with honsebold
rabbish. If sentiment must bs indulged in, leb
it be associated with esuch articlea as shall be
pleasing to sight, and not cumbersome in the
keeping. As for the rest—the mouney-value of
an article is generally a fair criterion of ita
worth. This i8 a safe plan at any rate to goon

at hounse-cleaning time,
ATTI0 ANTIQUES,

‘When the craze for antiques came im, a
wholesale cleaning up of attics all over the land
took place. But was comfort increased thersby ?
I fail to see it; simply because the rubbish was
retained in the house, and nob put ont of it, All
this fuss draggiog down and burnishing up
andirons, and settiog them in the parlor to be

ired by the visitor wa3 the veriest
momsanse, bacause they secved no mnseful pur-
pose.  We can’t go back now to the wood-burn-
iog days, and few of us bave long enough
memories to carry us back to associations con-
nected ;with them. So that affectation, and
sham ancestral pride had a great deal to do
with thé showing off of family antiques, Ib is
altogether too ludicrons to see the spinning-
wheel of the great-grandmother brought down,
and placed peside the great-grand-daughter's
Bseinway or Ohickering. It is almosb too comi-
cal g contrast between the good old hard-work-
ingfdsys, and these of luxury and indolence.
there are any high, straight-backed, hard-
eated chairs also in which a bye-gone_ genera-
tion haa sab, for comfort’s sake don’t bring them
down to be looked at, nor sat in—the groatest
er.of these antiguarian curiosities seldom

- attempteitting in them. Not all the ribbons of

ald or peacock blue, sied into bows over them,
an'make them endurable for their legitimate

-useg, 30 let them go.

. Old furaiture is geldom caat aside until ita
day has indead past, and it would be foolish to
_ay.that our present articles of Furmiture, light
n the handhng, easy in the using, should ne
displaced by the stiff, ungainly, unwieldy fuor-
niture of former days. ) .
Osbinets might be rescued from this sweeping
denunciation, but that they favor the accumula-
on of trifles of little interest or valus—ab beat,
mere curios—and no sensible person is de-
rous of making home a museum,

OLD FAMILY CHESTS.

But when we come to textile fabrica—well,
efe we mby be induced to pause in the work
destruction—here we may be forced to admit
nperiority’in the make and finish of material—
oneaty in the very warp and woof of those old-
‘ashioned:stuffa, and thoronghness in the bandi-
werk nob to be found in these easy-going, easy-
minded doys. . .
. We'tannob find much fanlt with the taste thab
.o-instated auch thi a8 these, Old-world

" ' :amilies keep some of the racest of their toileta

n massive oaken chealty where fold on fold of
angient silk and satin and brocade havelainin
porfumed darkness through the quiet years, un-.
visited by worm or moth, unshaken ous of thess
folds, save when resurrected for the sdorning of
80me onnilgeauhy of the ancient house,

And the linens of those days, even till worn
%9 the thinnest thread, how tirm and streng they

- ara, and how seft when torn at Iast info strips to
*. bind up the wounds and hurta of a later genera-

T I;Some‘ very pretty yugs may ba

sion.

Every.one, oxcept people of nnlimited meacs,
knows how expensive it is to furnish the rooms.
even of a moderate sized house, with carpets,
The cost par yard of the tapestry, hemp, felb,
and other low-pricod carpets in the shops; is
very small, it is true ; but even so, many people
are compelled to allow some rooms to go unm-
earpeted, for when the number of yards to
cover even a emall room be considered the
smount required often totals up alarmingly.
The expunse of furnishing, in other respects, 18
so great that economy eteps in to have a word
to say in the choice of floor-coverings.

For the inferior rooms of a house nothing 18
8o durable and comfortable, where warmth is
considered, than the some-time despised rag-
carpet. Here the treasurea of the attic, old half
worn clothing that must be got rid of at any
price at this season, come in of use.

For carpeting kitchen halls, back stairs, the | &

kischen itself, entries, attic bedrooms, or even
on oa:asion, the basement or exdension dining-
room, it would be hard. to find a substitute of-
fering more wear at less cosb.

**Y ou mush see my nice new diningroom car-
pet,” snid one lady to another, leading her
visitor into the pleasant reom where the family
took their meals. The floor was covered witha
pretty striped carpet, broad gray stripes alter-
pated by with narrow orimsom ones. “Nob
very like a rag-carpet, is it ? 'Well, Tmade that
myseli—not in » day however, Ib was my pas-
time for a long while, I hed some time on my
hands, and an abundance of old clothes in the
.attio, Some of them were too worn to give
awaﬂ: ut there were pieces to be gob. out
of all. I sorted ont all the cloth garments into
a hesp by

_themselves. Of course they

"had been laid away clean, a0 there
was no delay washing them. Then I sorted
out the dark from the light-oolored. I cut them
one kind at a time into narrow strips and joined
them, overlapping the.ends_iirmly, and sewing
with strong thread. Then I wound these long
strips into balls, The dark ones £ Lept in one
bagket, the light in another,. The iight ones I
eolored a deep crimson. Of course, the dark
enes were the most numerous, so I told the
weaver {0 maks the crimson stripes much nar-
rower. 16 to:k up ageod deal of time, busI
liked the work, and the cosb of_getting it woven
was small—so I gob the attic ridded of the old
cloth coatr, trousers and jackets shat had been
ut by there for 8o long, doiog mo one any good
Now they make & nice soft carpet for. our din-
ing-room, are comfortable under our feet when
wb'z:a sit ab meals, and help the room tolook really
Her Iriend, glancing around, could not help
agreeing with her., L
F¥ashion that retraces her steps, every decade

. or so of years, has latoly takenup the rag-carpet
idea with enthnsisam, Rag-carpets are now not
enly to be seen on the flacke.of the most aristo-
eratic mansions, but.are even used as portiéres
for the most elegant drawing-rooms, Of course,
in such. cases the materials are oostly, as scraps
of satin, silk or. velvet, but the arrangement is
she same, and the colors being placed at hap-
hazard, instead of in sel figures, the effect is
mixed, which, in the employment of sgraps, is

~ alwaya the beat that can be produced.

The rag-carpet craze ancceeded- crazy patch-
work in would-be eesthetic circlos, hese,
which at best are but the expedients of people

.. nf limited means nssd to eke out an: insufficient

income, and a8 such evidences of thrift and
naanasgement, are painfully out of placs in rooms
crowded with rich furniture and costly. draper-
ies.. They nre, as I have eaid, the outcome of
thrift secking to make the most of what it has,
nob of wealth, where such thrift is needless. A
fine taste would, therefare, exclude them, where
their nge could only suggest iacongrnity, =
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avings £-om a rag carpet.
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Yathome, . | . - D :
" A very prétty rug, and goft almost as velve \

strongrug may be manufactured m & ahort

may be made by forming the strips into severa
folds, leaving the:.loops about half s finger
Jength_or & littls longer, 'Sew each cluster of
loops tightly together at one end.  Then place
on s foundation—a piece of coarse bagging, or
aven ticking, if it be whole and strong, will
do—after the clusters are sewed iu rows
very closely together, cut the loops and shake
out the ends aiihﬂe, and you will have a rug
that will lasb for years and always look well.
The brighter.the colors and the more variety in
them the better it will look. ] i

Odds and ends of carpet are easily obbainable
ab carpet warehouses i the form of remnants
when auch, ate not to be found in the house.
They make lovely mats if bound with bratd of
contraating color to the ground tint of the
design, and are so chea-;i and easily made, be-
sides furnishing so much comfort, in the bed-
rooms and eleewhere, that it is & wonder they
are not oftener used.

" THR NOMADS OF OITY LIFE. .

Every year, as the first of May comes peril-
oualy near, in the calendar, the heart of the
nomad stirs amid the dry dust of ocity life, and
quickena with the quickening breath of spring,
A desire to be up and away comes upon many
an otherwise monotonous-minded dweller in city
homes, and he feels the impulse without under-
standing why. SR .
Probably if you asked him yon might receive
for an answer thab the time of hislease is up, .r
that the landlord gave him warning last quarter,
or that his present place of abode does not suit
hiwm,

One thing is positively certain, he wonld stare
at you in open-eyed wonder if you told him that
it was nons of these things that was infinencing
him in seeking & change of residence—that it
was simply the recurrence of the desive im-
planted long ago in the old nomadic history of

balls lelt over, 2nd, as rags of )

the race {hat was stirring him up in this way.

But your remark would be nevertheless true ;

else why this yearly repeated panic of moving,
PROCESSION OF THE WATERFROOFED.

Ii is said that the caw of one crow is the sign
of spring, but there is a surer and earlier sign
than that, ‘The dismally chilly, drizzly, never-
quite-at-one-with-themselves days of April wit-
neas the harbingers of spring in other guise than
the solemn clerical b of the crow, for these
harbingers, as the olden posta might have called
them, don the thinnest of rabber gossamer-
cloaks, and rush up the doorsteps of honse-

nte’ offices, and drive respectable landlords
ng:‘ ars not landlords the very essence of re-
spectability) out of their customary aplomb,
and exasperate cut-going tenauta with pertinent
and impertinent enquiries a8 to the condition
and advantages and otherwise of the house they
are vacating?
And do they not, as they stand dripping in
the hall, with the pointa of their umbrelias dis-
charging torrents of muddy water over your
clean oilcloth, manage to peer into your **best
parlor,” and take you into their confidenca then
and there as to what they think of its dimen-
pions, and what their ideas concerning the fur-
mishing of it wonld be, which, of course, are
glaringly opposed to your taste as displayed in
1t8 present arrangements ? Do they not wheedle
you intu letting them take *‘a peep upstairs,”
just in time to catch Master Regge, your own
dimpled three-year-old, marching out of his
bath, naked and chubby, with poor Fluff, the
kitten, lank, uncomfortable and wretched iook-
ing, the reluctant sharer in his ablutions, elink-
ing ab his heels?
And ther do not those damp strangers go
prying into your bedrooms, opening ths dcors,
wall-closets, poking with their umbrellas into
comers, perhaps even dislodging an ancient cob
'web or two ?
Youarg thankful enough when they take
their departure—but somehow you feel all out
of sorts for the day, and as if your home, the
dearest spot on eadth yet to you had undergone
desecration.

A VERY EXOITING KIND OF SHOPPING.

House-hunting is an arp just as much as shop-
ping is, In fact it is a kind of ehopping. You
caunot hopa to be suited in one or in the other
unless you atart out with a clear idea. of what
you want, and bow much you are prepared to
give for 16, You munt, in fact, have a sort of
planmade in yonr mind_ concerning what you
desire and expect, allowing ample margin for
subsequent modifications which are almost cer-
tain to be imposed on the original draft,

Tt is always Bo much easier to work with
plan than without it. Sir Walter Scott said
that, while working on his romances, he first of
all draw out a acheme of the whole plot that he
intended to develop throughout the story, but,
that while proceeding, although he diverged in-
variably from what he had first set down as hig
lines of guidance, still the bhving of a plan of
work helped him immeasurably.

If this be true in literature, the same rule also
holds true in household management.

But to return to our illnstration of the shop-
per. It is seldom one sees a good shopper.
Every ons is familiar with the reckless one. She
is the terror of clerke, for she doea not kuow her
own wanta, but depends on the patientsalesman
to find them out for her, just as in her school-
daye, she expected her clever school-mate to
work out the arithmebical problems for her, She
has a bored and fretted look juast as if she had
ot hold of the wrong end out of the bull of ex-
istence and were working away with all her
mijht on linez that could never be smoothed out
of the tangles her want of thought have created.

Bat the good shopper, on the other hand, ia a
pleasure to ses. Her methods are so pleasant
and simple. She does not drive the salezmen
and salesgirls desperate in seeking”to divine her
wishes, but quietly draws a card or piece of

per, and on whichbeforehand, she has jotbed
E:r requirements, and as one 15 met and sup;
plied, she checks 1t off her list, and passes on to
another. If she cannot always get exactly
what she wants, she gets as near to it as she
can; and ulwsgs makes it & point to, ab least,
appear eatisfied, when the best is done that can
te done, She hss her lines drawn, enclosin
certain bounds thabshe will nob pass, and al
allurements of spring openinga and sacrifice
sales have no power over her,

But the busiest day’s shopping that was ever
known, never even approached in interest one
good day’s house-hunt, Why, one would take
off rubbera and waterproof st night with abun-
dant material for a sleep full of dreams that, if
written down in short-hand at the moment,
might make the fortune of a Dickens.

o wonder the veteran  hounse-hunter rises
equal to the occasion and sallies forth every
rainy April that comes with spirits as eager and
with curiosity as shary-set as ab_the first timid
venture. But even in the midst of this keen
elabion, & dampener comes—the thought of  the
household exodus with all its horrors, bnt of
that we ehall not speak here or now,

THE CHOICE OF A HOME,
. 'Why should' not the choice of a home in-
volve as much thought, and what ia donbly
valuable, forathonght, as the purchase of a
spring euit?

: So very much of the real bappineas of life de-
pende on the proper eelection of the house
wherein we propose to dwell. :

A hagty decision may- leave as much room
for regret a8 any other of -the mistakes of a life-
time. . .

How we-are housed- mdy be and almoab
always ie a guestion frought with deedper import
than wherewithal we shall be clothed,

Many take the matter indifferently, saying,

n effeot, that one house is a2 good as another to-

ive in, that the question of neighborhood need
not ba-considered, and that only fussy peopls
go peering about in unventilated corners, exam-
ing ‘the traps on sinke and baths, and hanging
their heads over drains to convince themselves,
by adtnal olfsctory evidence, of “the non-eseape
of pewagogas, - . )

" ‘But with the indifferent ones time works a
sure revenge, Even-these easy going individuals
will have their eyes opened sometime, and when
they.see their children corrupted by the evil
associations of .a bad neighborhood, or .the
mother of the house wasting awsy under the
slow poison of malaria, -even ' they may be

" | brought to acknowledee that after all the ques-

tions of ‘location and ’sanitation’in connection
with:the choosing of our homies can scarcely be:

v Manmamad

over-estimated,

any sort, woollen or cotton, will"a'erve, o go_od,S

‘A BEAUTIFUL GIRL.

OHBAPTER XTI.—Continued.

Insome vague, indistinct way, Hilda knew
what was coming, Her simple, loviog heart
flustered and beat so guickly,that she could
hardly breathe. She did not even follow every
word he said, but when he o speaking, it
wag as though some exquisite strain of music
ceased. Yebske wouldhhave de%erﬁd bm 1:1’1;
could, the speaking of those words that we
open & newp life ti‘o her, She longed to hear
shem, yeb felt frightened at them. .
'“Hfilds,” whispered the low voice at her side,
*‘do forget those lilies for one moment, and"look
at me, Oan yon guess what I have to say.”

The shy, sweet eyes did pot meeb his own;
the little hands still trembled amid the white
blossoms,

T am jealous of those flowers,” :;‘aluigtl;ugﬁ

‘impatiently, as he removed them, ¢
your attention for once, and for a few minubes.
Hilda, do you remember that May morning in
ar wooda? . .
1 rememniber it well,” replied a faint, balf-
frightened voice. . “
" Do yoir know,” #aid Claude eagerly, I

loved you then | It was the fairest, sweebest
pioture my eyes ever fell upon, a3 you stood in
the woods, with the blue-belis in your hand.
could hardly tear myself away.

longed there and then _to kneel at your
feet and offer you, as I do now, my life
and my love. I have mever thought of any-
thing or any ove since I saw you. Until I
found you again my life was one loog dream of
migery, Hilda, here never was a love 8o
strong, 80 deep, o true a8 mine, Is there any
hope for me ¥’ .

There were a few minutes of unbroken
silence, then a gentle, half-sad voice replied,

¢ How could you care for me when you were

pledged o morry Miss Earle 2" )
. He told her the whole atory, how irom child-
hood they had been trained to upderstand thas
b some futurs timo they were to be married—
how he always liked Barbara io a calm, kind,
brotherly way, and when his mother aughgested
the time for bt,xe marringe had arrived, he had
“no objection,” .

“T ]:u]Ld not seen you then, Hilda,” he contion-
ed. ““When 1 did so, my heart awoke suddenly,
I was like a man who had been buried na deep
sleep. I awoke tofind myself paesionately loving

ou, yet pledged to marry Barbara Earle. I was
Kalf mad for some time, but I had no idea of
treeing myself, I thought I must bear my fate and
trample you out of my heart. But, Hilda, Bar-
bara has dismissed me; she says our engage-
men$ was » foolish mistake, for which I shall
not suffer, She refuses even to mention 1ib
agein, and I s free—free to lay my heart al
the feet of the only one I ever can love. Have
you no word for me, Hilda 2" "

“Jg she—is Barbara unhappy?" she asked

gently, "

“Do not let that shadow stand bstween us,
cried Lord Bayneham. *‘Hilda, if I was to pray
as man has never prayed betore, Miss Earle
would not deign to listen to me. If sha were
here she woald plead for me. Ob, Hilds, can it
be that I am mistaken ? that you do not oare for
me ?” .

She turned her face to bim, and he read his
answer there.

‘While the fair flowers bloomed sround them,
sending & thousand eweet and fragrant mes-
sages, he told her thab sBame sweeb old story that
the world has heard so long, and never wearied
of—the same story of love, and youth, and
hope ; of love that was to be eternal, all-endur
ing, stronger than death. The words rang to
the same familiar, ever-beautiful chime, Their
music was new to the young girl who listened,
and thought she must be in Fairy-land. .

+ T do not think, Hilda,” he said—his vaice
trembled with eagerness—*‘ that I could bear
my life without you. 1 could endure all things
with you by my side ; withou! you, Iife would
be one long, dreapy blank.”

The bime came when Lord Bayneham remem-
bered those words as a death-knell. One such
hour comes in every life ; parfect in its love and
happiness, without cloud, shade or fear ; it
came to them, and when the mellow light of the
consgervatory grew dim, and the fragrant blos-
soms ahoner{ut faintly in the evening glonmmg.
Hilda had promised to be Lord Bayuneham’s

wife.

¢ "Your life shall be jus as bright as the life
of one of thess flowers,” snid Claude;  no
shadow, no storm shall come near you. I shall
have bub one care, and that will be your bappi-
ness ; and in return for_all my devotioz, will
you give me & little love, Hilda?”

“ A listle,” she said, wondering if he knew
how much that meant. WYLt

* You will be happy at Bayneham, he con-
tinued, *' My mother is sure to love you very
dearly, Hilda—she loves me sc much,- I have
won my treasure now, and I am impatient to
call it mine, When shall I see Lady Hutton?
Before the spring blosioms come again, promise
to be my wife, darling.”

Bus that Hilda would not de. In her gentle,
child-like heart there was a gracious dignity—
all her own., He had won enough ; she would
promise no more. He loved ber but the more
flor the pretty, coy words that ferl 20 softly from

er lips,

“ II;hall come to ses Lady Hutton to-mor-
row,” he said half inquiringly.

¢ Not to-morrow,” she replied; ‘mamma
will be busy with the agent. Leb me have
that one day to realize my happiness an3l to

ream, .
¢ Tt shall be s0,” replied Claude,
In after years Hilda wondered what her fate

as he wished. )

¢ Now, hefore I go,” snid Lord Bayneham,
“ grant me one favor. You gave me one blue-
bell that May morning; give me now cne of
those white lilies, I sball knaw then in the
morning that my happinsss is real, not a
dream,” .

She pave him what he asked, and the time
came when those two withered flowers were
more precious to the young earl than all the
world besides. As he was leaving the house he
heard & bell ring violently, and half wondered
who 1t could be ringing in such hot haste.

¢ Tell Lord Bayneham as eoon as ha returns
that I wish to gee him particularly. I shall be
in my own room.” ] ]

So said Lady Baynebam in her coldest voics,
intended for Barbaras benefit. She hai not
vouchsafed one word to the young girl hersel,
choosing to consider her in a state of rebellion.

Claude’s face did not express any raptur-
ous delight when the obedient domsstic de-
livered her ladyship’s message. Heloved his
mother dearly 5 he had the deepest respech
and admiration for her beauty and talents, her
grace and dignity—she was his com lete ideal
of o British peeress ; butif the truth must be
told, the young earl held his mother in whole-
some awe. He feared nothing upon earth; no
danger ever awed him, no fear ever daunted
him but he could not face his lady mother
when he had offended or displeased her,

“ One more battle, he muttered to himself,
“ihen all will be plain mailing.” But Lady

B ham’a greeting astonished him.
Eylhlgy dear%oy.” ghe cried, *‘ my poor Claude
—~what doés all this mean?” - '

ATl whah, mother 1" he asked briefly,

¢ Barbara’s strabge conduot,” “she replied.
#She tells me she has given you your freedom.
I asked no questionz from her—I felb too
angry. Tell me, have %0“ acoepted ib?”

I have,” said Lot Baynebham, * and cladly
too. Iam of Barbara’s opinion—our engage-
ment was & terrible mistake, She iu a noble
girl and I love her as though she were my own
gister, but I can never care more for her than I

do now.” - . .
Liady Bayneham’s face grew* white with

ADger, o
& Tt moems that I am utterly ignored in the
matter,” she said bitterly, . )
¢ Not ignored, mother,” replied Clande gaily;
“4¢ hut, you see, a3 the matter rested with"Bar-
bara snd myself, we settled onr own affairs.”

- T never admireflippanoy,” was the haughty
reply s ‘,‘ it ia not in good Saste from youn to me,
Olaude.’ L : .

?‘ul beg ycur pardon, mother,” he replied
earnestly. - I only meant to gay it was a mat-

would have been if he had seen Hilde Hutton §.

consed to love her?” IR
- 4‘Barbara “dismisged me,” he replied  with
a atrange smile. . L -

“ 4 Then she is a fales, faithless girl, and must

be brought to reazon,” said the countess indig-
nantly. - ! e e

* E{ush, mother " paid the earl, *She is
the noblest and trunest of women. She. dis.
.missed me becaunse she saw that I had learned
to love some one else trulyaud desrly. She
.would not stand between me and happigess. I
should never have named my love; I sbould
have married Barbara and endured my life as
Tcould. Bub she saw it, and set me free,”

*'Tpis just as I expectsd,” was her ladyship’s
indignant commeat—*‘‘a set of ridiculoue, sen-
timental idess. So you,my lord, have broken
your faith, if not your word, with the ¢ noblest
‘of women! You fly in the very face o
society ; you set the world and all its laws ab
defiance—and for what I—for the love of some
falilr,’; foolish face, or perhaps worse, I cannot
tell.

“Be just, mother,” said Lord Bayneham.
T have done all you say for love of the
sweetest, lovehiest and purest girl the world
ever saw.’ :

" ¢ Fayor me with the nawe of your new love,”
said the Countess contemptuously, ‘‘I have
no wish to hear any absurd raphsodies,”

*The girl 1 love and_have asked to be my
wife is Hilda Hutton, Lady Hutton’s ward,” he
replied. ‘I beg you, mother, to say what you
will of me, but apare ber. I love her, and she
will be my wife,’ .

“Never with my consent,” exclaimed the
countess, *I forbid any such folly. I insiet
upou your returning to your allegiance-~to
Barbara, and forgettine this fair, foolish——""

¢t Hush,” said Liord Bayneham, his face grow-
ing dark and stern ; * not one word against her.
There are limits to a man’s patience, mother,”

*¢ And to his courtesy, ib 5eems,” retorted the
lady. T refuse to hear one word more, If I
could believe you serious, Ciaude, my sorrow
would be ro great it would nearly kill me,
ngen'you have thought better of if, come to me
agnin.

With a haughty gesture the countess thus dis-
missed her son.

CHAPTER XIII.

The Countess of Bayneham was always con-
sidered as onoe of the proudest women in Eng-
land. Her pride had hitherto known mno fall,
This broken engagement of her son’s, his antici-
pated allisnce with one whose claim to high or
noble lineage she was wholly ignorant of, bum-
bled ber. ide was without doubt the master-
passion of her life; bub there was another
almost as great—bthat was love for her only son.
He was perhaps the onl{‘ human being thab she
ever loved with thorough, self-sacrificing devo-
tion. True, she was fond of Barbara; but had
Barbara been penniless, instead of a wealthy
heiress, the counteas would never have planned
that marriage for her son.

It was early on the morning following that
the young earl sought his mother, After a
night of eleepless and anxious deliberation he
resolved upun making an appeal to her
afiection; thab, he thought, she could never
withstand ; and he was right in his conjscture.
He appealed to his mother’s love, and won from
her a most reluctanb consent to his marriage
with Lady Hutton's ward.
 How nobly Barbara has behaved !” ghe said
with a deep sigh. “she wuuld have made a
titting mistress of Bayneham ; and I misjudged
her 8o cruefly—1I thought she had played you

‘false Olande.”

“No one living is, or can be, more true than
Barbaras,” said Lord Bayneham ; “ but there is
fate in love, mother, hat sent me that May
meorning into Brynmar woods ¥’

Then, in his own simple and truthful way,
Claude told Lady Bayneham the whole history
of bis love ; hia first meeting with Ililds, his
struggle to forget ber, and his intense happiness
at fnding himself free to visit her; :mg Lady
Bayneham was touched in spite of herself,

*'She is very fair and beautiful,” she said,
*‘but, Claude, there is one thing—I give my con-
sent with certain conditions, Remember Hilda
is not Lady Hutton’s daughter, she is oniy her
ward. I s saying nonbinf againgt her; I sup-
pose her to be a distant relative of Lady Hut-
ton’s, adopted by her because she is childless ;
bub I muat insist upon every particular of her
birth and parentage being laid betore us. It is
nothing but right ; the Baynehamsof Baynebam
never married beneath them.”

“Of course Jyou are right, mother,” said the
young earl. “'Lady Hutton will give us every
mformation, I know. I have heard that
Hilda was the daughter of her dearest
friend, butil shall see her this morning, and
shall ascertain all the particunlars for you,”

‘T euppose she will inherit all Lady Hutton’s
fortune,” said the countess.

** I have never thought about it,” replied her
son indifferently ; *“ she is peerlees herself ; but
T have no doubb she will.”

* It will not be so0 bad_ after all,” said her
lgdgrshxp complacently, ** if her pedigree is all
rig| e

Lord Bayneham laughed, and elated with the
concession he had won from his proud mother,
went to seek Lady Hutton,

There seemed to bea strange calm in the
house when he reached it. The windows were
all closed, and the servant who opened the door
looked unusually grave and serious.

¢Can1 see Lady Hutton ?” asked Claude ; ‘“is
she engaged "

“‘Her iadyship is seriously ill, my lord,” was
the man’s reply ; **she waa seized with a fit last
evening and has not been conrcious since,”

“Ts Miss Hutton with her ?” he inquired in-
exproessibly shocked at the news.

*Miss Hutton has never left my lady since
she was taken ill” the man reglied.

1 hope to hear better mews this evening,”
said Lord Bayneham as he turned away.

He felt like one in a dream; the sunr was
shining brightly, the streets were crowded with
gayly-dressed people; life, gayety and happi
pess seemed to thrill through the summer
air, yet over the house he had left hung
the dark oloud of illness, and perhaps
approaching death. He went to his club,
and there wrote his first love letter, telling
Hilds her sorrow was his, and asking her to
share it. “Let me see you this evening,” he
said, ‘‘just to give you some little consnlation.”

When the latter was gone, Lord Buyneham
felt more at ease. To do his mother juswce, she
was startled and shocked to hear of Lady Hut-
ton’s illness.

¢TIt would be most awkward if anything hap-
pened jusb now,” she said, *‘I trueb. a: least,
that she will recover conssisusness.”

The day passed slowly., Claude longing for
the evening, when he could sea Hilda and share
her sorrow,

A dark cloud hung over Lady Hutton's mag-
nificent ho se. The servants moved noiselessly
and spoke in hushed voices. Grave physicians
met and consulted how best to do battle with
thelgrim king of terrora,

In & luxurious chamber lay the lady so
suddenly and_awfully stricken. The summer
sun tried to pierce the rich gresn hangings, and
eucceeded in throwing a mellow, balf-golden
light over the room. The velvet curtains, with
their deep fringe, were thrown aside ; there
pale, serene and calm, ne longer conscious of
earthly things, lay Lady Hutton. Her pals lips
were parted, and a faint, feeble breath paesed
them. Shelay thers, and life was ended for her,
its hopes and sorrows all over. -1t mattered but
little now that she had loved and loat, that she
had been rich, courted and flattered, that men
had bent before” her and paid homage to her
rank and wealth ; all that was over. Before the
sunset she would be where virtue and goodness,
nob monsy and position, take the firat place and
wear the golden'crown, Ounly one thing mat.
tered now, and that was if the life ebbing so
rapidly away had been well spent.

All riight "long grave and learned men had
stood by that quiet bed-side, fighting hand-to-

- hand with all-conquering Daath. They were foil-

ed at last ; art, soience and wisdom had done
their utmost, and all they could do had not even
caused the closed eyes to open, or given strength
to the white lips for one word., All pight had
the child she loved knelt by Lady Hutton’sside,
coverinﬁ her head snd face with warm tears,
calling her by every endearing name, wesping
and calling all in "vain.. Ln.dtyf utton was
never more $0 hear the gound of the: voice she

| loved best. .

ter that concerns ourselves alofie.”

nrna
Sl

“Tell mo hirg,” cried: Lpdy Bn?ﬁehm :

¢+ Must she, die ?° aried the poor child, in the

vile
Wory

e ey -
—*¢has Barbara dismissed you? or 'jh;_we you\’

f | upon the ground.

extremity of ber terror ;.‘‘ can
to save her ?” ) S e
= -Those she asked turoed from her with' a- sor-,
}.rbwing foco; -they koewf when Lady Hutton:
wasiazqne'j the young girl yould be alone in the
world, A S o
" Through the long bright hours of ‘that sunny
day, while the gay sun shone and. the.diatant
toll of carriages toid of. life and gayety, Hilda
knelt by the sick bed ; shé was half crazed with
the sudden sorrow. . Lady evening hope aud
love had charmed: her; only last evening
a golden light that came straighd, it seémed,
from Heaven,- had fallen over her, At the
very moment het lover left her, and thinking
only of sharing ber new-found happiness with her
adopted mother, she heard ‘a z-in%, then a
startled cry, a rush of servants, and following
them she saw Lady Hutton lying white and still

ﬁpihiﬁg bq,done'

Doctors were summoned in haste ; every re-
source of science had been tried ; but allin vaio,
Since she had been oarried into her room, Lady
Hutton had been lost to ail earthly things,

It was the long watch by that still, silent
figure that changed Hilda from a child to a
WOman. . . :
“You had better rest,” said one of the doc-
tors, moved by her face so full of anguish,

T cannot leave her,” said 1ilda quietly.

# Do you know,” continued the doctor, *if
Lady Eaxtton has any frieude who ought to be
summoned ?¥ -

T have never heard of any,” she replied.
¢ Y,ady Hutton always spoke of herzelf as being
withoat relativea.” .

. " Has she any worldly affairs that require
pettling 7! asked Dr. Wells again. :

47 do not know,” said poor Hilda: .‘*The
apent from Brynmar is still here, and the law-
yer who manages all mamma's stfaira, They
would nob leave the house while she was s0 ill.”

‘When Dr. Wells repeated bis question to Mr.
Abelaon, the lawyer, that gentleman told him
Lady Hubtten’s will had been made sixteen

ears aRo, sud he believed all her affairs were
in perfect order ; so there was nothiog left for
the lady, who lay so still and white, vo do. The
doctors ngreed that in all probability she would
recover consciousness just before death ; and
while the sun poured the full force of its golden
beams shrough the half-drawn curtains in*o the
cheerful room, they watched for that minute ;
but hour after hour passed and it did not come,
The face could grow no whiter, but
the faind, low breath became more fesble.
When evening came and ¢Lord §Bayneham
called again, he was told that Lady Hutton was
dying, and he never remembered bow he reacked

ome, \

*t Mother,” he said to Lady Baynebam, “you
faust come with me, Lady Hutton is dying.
Hilda has no one near her, and I must go to
comfort her. Do not refuse. 1 ask you as I
would ask you for my life.” .

She did not refuse; thers was something in
her son’s face that compelled ber to obey. She
went with him at once, and said not a word save
to comfort him in sorrow.

The moment had come ; the evening_ sun had
get in all ita glory ; the beautiful gloaming, half
goldeu, half gray, bad begun, when Hilda bend-
ing over the white face saw a faint quivering of
the closed eyelids and the sealed lips. Then
the dark eyes opened with a wistful, wondering
look, that pierced the child’s heart.

. “Hilda,” whispered Lady Hutton, **what is
it, my darling ? Am I going to die ¥

“Mamma,” cried she trembling g, ‘‘leb me
go with you*”

“I must tell you,” eaid Lady Hutton,
‘*something—let me have more air, I cannod
breathe. wint to tell you, darling, about

our own mother, Perhaps I Jid wrong—but
loved you so dearly—you are like myown
Maud. Can no one give me air ?”

Hilda tried to raise tke dyiog lady, whoso
words came in short, quick gaspa,

“I want to tell you, darlicg,” she said—then
a sudden glaze fell over the wistful eyes, an
awful pallor settled on the face, and the half-
raised head fell heavily on Hilda’s arm. Lady
Hutton had gone, * where the wicked ceane
from troubling and the weary are at reat.”

% Carry that poor child away,” eaid Dr.
Wells to one of the attendants.

Hardly more conscious than the one who lay
&b reat, Hilda was carried into the nearest room,
which happened to be the library, and laid upon
the couch. At that moment there was a slight
stir in the hall ; Lord and Lady Baynecham had
arrived. ‘Thentelligence of the sudden death
bad bewildered then.

“ Where 13 Mies Hutton ?” asked the young
earl. ** Lady Bayneham iscome to take charge
of her ; let us see her as once.”

The man who had opened the door mever
dreamed of offering any resistance.

* Miss Hutton has been taken to the library,
my lord,” he said.

When they sntered the darkened room Hilda
raised herseif from the couch.

*‘Let me go back to her,” ahe was saying to
Dr. Wells. "I cannot beliave it, It isim-
possible she can be dend.” ]

Then the tired, frightened eyes fell upon the
faco of Lord Baynebam. She moved toward
him with » wistful cry. He clasped her in his
arms, and laid her head upon bis breast,

‘'Hilda, ry darliog,” ho whispered, ‘““my
wife that is to be, I am come to share your sor-
row—it 18 mine also,”

Lady Bayneham looked on, her eyes full of
tears, The delicate, lonely child, sv lovely in
the abandoament of her grief, touched that
world-worn henrt. She silently withdrew with
the doctor, and left together those whose love
death had sanctifiad.

CHAPTER X1V.

Lady Bayneham forgot all her own cherished
notions of etiquette, and warmly preesed the
lonely young girl to retura with her to Grosve-
nor Squate ; but nothing would induce Hilda to
leave the house’ She wag too young, t00 inex-
pqnfencad, to know that time would soften her
grief,

Mr, Abelson, assisted by Lord Bayneham,
undertook all arrangements tor the funersl,
Lady Hutton was laid to rest near the bonny
woods of Brynmar, where thé greater pard of
ber life had been spent. Lord Baynebsm was
chief mourner, and distant cousing of Lady
]:llutton’s, locking cut for alegacy, were there
also.

. *You will attend in the library for the read-
ing of the will, Miss Hutton.” said the family
lawyer, atter their return to London,

Hilda bowed assent. She was very silent in
these, the first days of her bereavement, and
she seemed balf shy, half frightened when with
Lady Bayneham. The poor, wounded ohild
found her greatest comfort with Barbara—noble,
unselfish Barbars, who forgzot when she caressed
the fair head and parted the golden hair Trom
the sad, sweet face, that she was.in the pre-
gonce of her rival, the one who had stolen
from her her love. She saw a griev.
ing, sorrowful, lonely girl in place of the bril.
liand youn&ﬂbeauty who bad won Claunde’s
heart, and Hilda clung to her as she would have
done to & sister of her own.

Miss Earle ﬂ)ant the time that intervened be-
tween Lady _gtton’a death and funeral with
Hilda, She did not leave her night or day, and
Olaude, who after that one interview did not
like to ask for another, found his only comfort
in hearing from Barbara the loving little
énegl;ages gent by his fair haired wife that was

0 be, L o
. The will was but a short.one, .The two dou-
sins were not forgotten, s handsoms legacy. Te-

paid them for all their affectionate solicitude { 3

over the poor lady’s health. * Every old servant
was remembered, aad-the beautiinl estabe of
Brynmar, the house in London, money in the
funds, carriages, horses, jewels and plate were
all bequeatlfed by Lady Hutton: to her adopted
danghter, Hilda, who shereby became one of the
richest heireszes in England. It was all her
own to do what she wonld with, without any
stipulations or conditions; bub i..u.dv Hutton
hoped ehe would never part with Brynmar.
‘Thers was no mention of her adoption or of her
parentage, not a word that gave any clew to it

whatever.

T mueb tongratulate you, Miss Hutton,” eaid
the lawyer, when the will was read, '

“I wish, though,” . interrupted Hilda, with
‘tears in her eyes, *‘thav there had been.one word
of my mother.” .. D e
. Two guardiane were appointed to take charge

nf the' yourg heiress, . They were:Mr, Abslscn
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‘and Dr. Greyling, who had dy
.confidential Iriends for manbve;%i':;dy Diton
was 2L a certain ihcome was to be allowed hey,
‘»nd Brynmar was - to.be her home. "
p!::;ngd E:lfore then, in which cuge-
immedia i
;pr%perby. ly 1<:oz;1e into full .possession of hep
- Hor several days the lonely young he;
mained 1’ the large, solitnts;-,};:ouég Il?aﬁ" e
one bub Barbara, and occasiozally I, ’dy Bug 1o
ham. She would rot see Claude ¥et; she k{"e'
his presence wonld bring with it such g ruahew
happiness, ib seemed aimost a sacrilege to thi x
of it. She rezolred to feturn to Brypmar ﬂk
Mr. Abelson’s advice and sssistance’ an elde ly
lady was found who, in consideration of a ha;
some yearly income, consented o live as dusnp,
and e_hsperon. with Miss  Hutton; the u“
guardians having decided that she was far t\zo
yoalig and teo pretby to live alone, 0
- ¥ 1fancy our responsibility will moon
sﬁg 1;21:1;. m:eygrgéemhha quiet smile, ** Lorg
y 2
lieve us'of is.” " very BappY, I shiak, to o

It_wasnearly the end of June in Hj
:nd_Mm. Braye returned to Brynm::'he]!.;;xilx:-tl::ga

AYIDE glven her promise to mest tha wh n
th%V Iﬂond? seatson v:las uite over. e

en she returned to her early h i
resolved to search among Lady Hs:“tg:}: Ig;]e?-a
and papers, to Bee if it were possible to find an.
cleI: %Dh her m{io _gon and parentage, v

@ grand library at AT 8§

oaken bureaun, where the g:r ]ad;o %i; ]gee
wont to keep all letters and papers, !l‘helI
Hilda searched, thers she found letters wmre
and yellow with age, love-letters, written hn
the gay and dashisg Lord Hutton to ths quie;»y
diguified Miss Erekine ; but neither there nor
anywhere else could she find any mention of
herself. She questioned the older servants whg
had lived long with Lady Hutton, bus th,

could tell her nothing, One of them g ke?(
a beautiful woman who had broughs Hilda o

2 omar—as nurse, they suppossd. The atory
:r[) gdalen Hurst was a sealed book to them

n despair Hl}da. 8avoe up all hipe of eve;
koowng anything of a secret so weil kept, &0
she tried to forget it, Neither the doctop "nor
the lawyer could enlighten her, for Lady Hyt,
toz;x‘lintd l:mh-tnken elt.fhem intoﬁxer coufidence,

ake yourself quite bs " wrote
Abelson ; * Lady Hutton wa.x;ma:y‘jum:r ;e:mid:
Mest probably you are a distons relative of her
own. Yew people will ever remember yoy were
::hhher Ignld, :sp;clally aq she treated yop pg

ch. spect the secret
respected :gligf;.” f the dead 2 she

After that Hilda was content to leave the
mystery a secret still, and as weeks passed
on she recovered from the great and sug.
den shock; but whils she lived Hilda never
ceaged to mourn the kind and stately lady who
had loved her so well. In the quiet and silence
of Brynmar her health apd Bpirits.returned
Somsthing of the old baautiful bloom was on her
tace when, 8ix weeks afterward, Barbara came
saying that in spite of all remonstrances Olaude
;ve:vullim gg::q ;::t_mt go remain, but orly for 5

0 886 -
su:r& lltéoke'df ow his newly-found trea.
ilda went with him to the shad

glade in the woods where Le first anzv gﬂﬁ'-
and there, with tears shining iz her eyes’
the told him Lady Hutton’s dyiag worde,
and how impossible she had found ib to dis.
cover who her pareats were. He loved her tao
deeply to care; and he kisged the tears from
ber_face, and told her uever to think of it
again. She was Hilda Hutton to all the world
and would eoon be Hilds, Lady Bayneham. He
made her promise that when the spring blos-
soms came she wonld be his wife,

As the time drew near Lady Bayneham made
gome faint remonstrance, but it was soon with-
drawn, ’bega.use she saw the whole happiness of
ber son's lifo was involved, Unless he married
Hilda be would never marry a all, Outwardly
she wos amiably indifferent, but in her heart
there was something resembling dislike for the
besutiful young girl who had unconsciously
El;:n;rted the one plan and wish of her life and

rh,

Sprivg came, with its blossoms and buddin
leaves. The wedding was to take.place in th‘g
pretty country church at Brynmer, and a ga:
party of guesta assembled there, Bertie Carl-
yon bad gladly accepted his old friend’s invita-
tion to cfficiate_as the beat man, for he was
longing to see Barbara again. Diffidencs or
delicacy—he hardly knew which—had prevent-
?:leelnm from calling since he knew she was

The flowers Hilda loved were blooming on
her wedding day when the words were ap%ken
:l:!:t n}nhdedhel: laude Baynebam’s wife, and no

wished her joy more truly o i
thin l;nr]k;ara Etf?rlg. y or more kindly

107! ayneham took his young wife to
Switzerland, He wanted to yahowghm' eevery
beautiful place in the world all at once, Bat-
bara told him laughingly, he must be content
with one, and Hilda had chosen Switzerland,

Barbara's words were gayest when the hour
of parting came. Barbara’s face was the last
that smiled as the carriag-, containing perhaps
thetwohappiestpecple in the world, droveawsy.

Bertie Carlyon stood by Barbara’s side,
watching with love’s keen eyes every change in
that woble face. He saw no trace of sorrow
hhere., Barbara did not keep her woes for the
world’s amusement. She was calm, kind end
gerens, thoughtful for Claude, for Hilda and for
Lady Bayneham. It would have required more
shrewdness than Bertie possessed to discover
any siga of an aching heart in those calm, clear
eyes snd smiling lips, .

*I think they will be bappy,” he aaid, as the
carriage disappuared. *‘S¥me mortals have an
g::mble li)h. 4 I ah%gd ilinagirie that Clavde haa

one cloud in sky. o
have no sunshine,” 7. 1, on the contrary,

“Y‘ou 1” eried Barbara, turning to him quick-
Ly; ;li w]r:hhr, evgr sn;ce I can rememvyer anything

all, I have heard my cousin ci
h:.pflest man he knew.’” % you as the

**1 made no complaint,” said Bertte. *TI have
enjoyed my life hitherto as the birds and Rowers
enjoy theirs, without thought or care. I never
woke to realities until I became sure of obtain-
mg a certain treasure. Looking within myself
Ifound I was unworthy of it. He who would
win ‘r;a’tlxlat fight.” .

y cannot you fight?” said Bash in-
E?restéd in spite of her own secret :::'rovﬂ.

You are too diffident. A wan should never
mistrust hia own powers if he would bave others
rospeod them,” :

‘' Miss Eacle,” aaid Bertie suddenly, **will
you make a compact with me ?—will you be my
triend? A man can do noble deeds if he has a
noble woman to influence him, Be my friend,
and there is nothing too high or too difficult for
me to attempt if yov will aid e, I shomld
value your friendship more thaxn the love of all
the world put together.”

,Bertie was moat sublimely unconscious that
his words were a declaration of love in them-
gelves ; and Barbars smiled as she looked ab his
handson}e, eager faca,

"I will be your friend,” she said, *‘if, a8
you think, I can be useful to you.”

The mouse once helped the liom,” said
Bertie ; *“ and it is jusb poesible the time may
come when Bertla_ Carlyon, the poor younger
gon of a noy over-rich baronet, may be of some
assistance to Miss Earle, Remember,” hs con-
tinued, ''if the time should ever come that

7ou wanb a sbrong. arm or & strong heart, my .

ife ig at your service.”. And Barbara remem- -
be‘ted his words, ' - '

* Lady Hilda Baypeham will be the belle of
the season, I presums,” continued Bertie, after
a pause of a few ‘minufes. ' Poor Captain

8886y 18 wearing the willow to some intent
and purpose. - I do not think he will over care
to‘l‘oon even atbtihe {)nitesﬁ of belles after this.”

© 18 & noble, brave man,” aai L
who had besrd ffom her Mot
gollant captain loved Lady Hutton's ward.

** Mias Earle,” oried Bertie, *“ you malke me
smbitious... I must do_something o win from
you the rame praise.. I wonder what I could do
th::,gogl‘d make you call me a-hrave, noble

e P - . 1 :

“Many ‘things,” replied Barbara. “Yead s
forlorn hope, ‘Get 1nte Parliament and serve

end,”

life & blessing to.othera and yourself,’

| your country. ; do anything thas will make your
1y

cried Bertie,” “L.would call myself your kuight,
and beg for.your glb\;idl%w_eg.x"i 1:11:0011y myr' éh!:ile‘f R
. B

*'Chivalry is not dead,” said ‘Mes Earles

-will live »e .long as: Engl
mwore b
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¢ I wish the dslyabf chivalry were back again I -
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