THE HEARTHSTONE.

bullding and endowing a « Xome for ugly and
Boraggy looking children,”

I lnughed at that part of the lottor and felt
proity comfortablo now; my fraud had Ruc-
cceded and my father's fortuno would bo se-
-cured to the mmily after all; In two or threo
months Gerty would Lo again s mothor and
wheu my father returned I should be able to
present him with a genuine grandson—or
danghter—which vanity mnde mo think ho
would not call, ¢ an ugly little benst.”

Threo months after 1 stood besklo n nowly
mude grave in Greenwond Cemetary, o broken
hearted man; for beneath the fresh sod lay all
thut was dear to me on earth, my own preclous
Gorly; and reposing on her bosom was the
form of a lttle girl whose spirit had been long
enough {n this worl? to anccompany ils mother
10 a better land, My sin had brought its own
punishment; the Dactors untd that some serious.
stralu on the nervous system had so weakenad
Gerty's constitution that she was unable to
stand the fatigne of childbirth, I knew very
well what itwas 3 it was that horrid lttle frand
who had tarmented her almost to death during
the four months wo had him; I Knew it and
in my heart I cursed the horrkd little wretch,
and myself for ever thinklug of perpotrating
such a fraud.

My futher never lived {o hear of Gerty's death;
the Demernrn fever carried him off before the
news could reach him ; and ail hls fortune went
1o build the « Ilomo for ugly und scraggy look-
ing ehildren.”

That's nll my story., Perhaps you don’t think
it's much of a story after all? Well, I never
told yon it was, I told you at the beginning it
was, 4 A Perfeet Fraud.”

THE BROOKR'S MESSAGE.

" BY KATE HILLIARD,

Littlo brook. thatiglidoth through tho mondows,
Rustling past the clump of tufted recds;
Deep and quict ’noath the alder shadows,
Swirling round the tanglod wator-woeeds;
Little brouk, to moa happy presage
In thy stendfast pressing lowurd the soa,
On thy constant waves a little mnessage,
oar wy love from me,

Seek him where those wavos, grown slow and woary,
Laoguish through tho dull streotsof the town ;
Wharo, instead of flowers, fucos dreary
Peor into thy m! frorstained and brown.
Toll himn that beside thy crystnl fountains,
Where the shy bird dips and flies away,
In the purple shadows of tho ins
W uidng im, L stay.

Tell him, little braok,—but whisper lowly,

Lest the gossip breezes hear theo toll,—
That umid this mountain silenco holy

uiot henrte may loarn lovo's lexson woll.

Toll bim 1 am patient, though 8o lonely,

Fur the hoavons rofloct hopoe's sunuy huo;
Tell him, brook. how sume ono loves him—only

Do not toll him who!

From the April Atlantic.

TO THE BITTER END.

By Migs M. E. Braddon.

AUTAOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” RTO.
. rro

Willimn Vallory was dumbfoundercd. He
had suspected nothing, scen nothing, There
bad becn a few accidental mectings at flower.
gshows in London, Hubert Walgrave had
been among the young men most fre-
quently invited to fill up the ranks at
the Acropolis—gquare dinner parties ; he
knew a goud many people in Miss Vallory's
sct, and had happened thus to mect her very
often in the course of the London scason, Then
came an antumn invitation to Mr. Vallory's vil-
Ia at Ryde ; a great deal of idling on the pier,
an oceasional moonlit stroll, a little yachting—
most fascinating of all pleasures ; during which
Augusta Vallory, who was never sua-sick, look-
ed her handsomest, in the most perfect inarine
costumo that a French dressmaker could de-
vise. - :

It was while he was on board Mr. Vallory's
yacht, the Arion, onc balny August morning
that Hubert Walgmve told himself for the first
time that he was in love with Augusta. She
was sitting opposite him, making a pretence of.
reading a novel, dressed in blue and white, with
a soft cashmere searf Hoating about her tall slim
figure, and a high-crowned hat with o bunch of
white-and-blue feathers crowning the masgive
plaits of black hair. -

1t Why shouldn't I marry her 7" Mr. Walgrave
said to himself. ¢ The notion looks prepostor-
ous at the first showing, but I really think she
likes me—and she must marry someone. Her
fortune would be an immenso assistance tome;
and over and above that, she is a woman who
would help her husband to- got on in life,even
if she hadn't sixpence. She ixthe only woman
I have ever really admired ; perhaps the only
woman who ever liked me.”

At this stage of Hubert Walgrave's career he
had no very exalted idea of that passion which
makes or mars thelives of some men and counts
for so little in the careers .of others. He meant
never to marry at all unless he could marry to
his own direct and immediate advantage, 1fhe
married he must marry monecy, that was clear.
The income which was ample for &ll his wants
as a single man would be ridiculously small
when sct ngainst the requirements of a wife
and family. = He was very posilive upon this

point, but he was no heiress-hunter. - Not the |.

wealth of Miss Kilmansegg would have {empt-
ed him to unite himself to a fright or dowdy, s
woman who dropped her &'s-or was in any man.
ner unpresentable. Nor.did ha:go out of his
way to seck Miss Vallory. ~Fate threw them
iogether, and -hemercly improved his opportu-
nity.  Of all the men she had éver known he
was the one who treated her with. most non-
chalance, who paid least court to her beauty or
her wealth., Porbups it was for thi§ very rda-
son that ghe.fell in love with him, ‘6o far as_it
was in her natgre tofall ju love with any one,
8o once moonlit uight on- the little :luwn at
Ryde—a grassy slope “that went .down to the
bench—Mr. Walgrave proposed,- in a pleasunt,

- gentlemanlike, unimpassioned way: -

4 Of course, wmy- dear’ Augusts,” lic said ‘in
conclusion, % I-cunnot beblind to the fact that
I am a very Lad match. for you, nad’ that'l-am
hound to du n goud déal more thian 1 have done
towards winning « position before T can réa-
sonubly expect auny cncourngement from your
father. But I am not afraid of hard work,and
if you nre only fuvournbly disposed towards mo
I shall feel inspired to do anything—push my
way to the woolsack, or something of that
kind.”

And then, littlo by little, ho induced Miss
Vallory to admit that she was favourably die-
posed towards him—very favourably ; that sho
had liked him almost from the first. That final
confcssion was going so far as any well-brought-
up young parson could Lo expected to go.

# You have not been so absurdly attentive as
other men,” she skid, “ nnd I really believe I
have liked you ull the better on that ac-
count.”

Mr. Walgrave smiled, and registered an un-
spoken vow to the effect that 3iss Vallory
should bave ample cause to continue so to like
him.

It was rather a long timo before Mr, Vallory
quito got over the shock vuceasioned by his
dnuglter’s astounding announcement ; Lut he
did ultimately get over it, and consented to re-
;:ci\'u Hubert Walgrave as his future gson-in-
aw.

-] will not attempt to conceal from you that
it is adisappointinent,” he said ; ¢ I may say o
blow, a very severe Dlow, I had hoped that
Augusta would make « brilliant marriage, I
think I had o right to expect as much. But I
have always liked you, Walgrave, und—and—
if my daughter really knows her own mind, I
can hold out no longer, You will not think of
marrying just yet, 1 supposc 7

“ I am quite in your hands upon that point,
my dearsir., My own desive would be to make
an assurcd position for myself before I ask Au-
gusta to share my fortunes, I couldn't, on any
considerntion, becoms ndependentonmy wile;
and my prosent incomo would not allow me to
give her an establishment which should, even
in a minor degree, be the kind of thing she has
been accustomed to.”

¢ That's all high-flown nonsense I" exclaimed
Mr. Vallory rather impatiently. # If you mar-
ry Augusta, you will marry her money as well
a8 herself. As to waiting till you've a silk
gown — well, you may do it if you like,
and if she likes. I shall be glad to
kecp her near me as long as I can. But you
will be as old asI am, I take it, before you can
hope to wina position thut would be anything
liko whatshe hasa right to expect. She has made
& bad bargain, you see, my dear Walgrave ; and
there’s no use in you or me trying to make-be-
lievo that it’s a good onc,”

Hubert Walgrave's dark face grew just a
shade darker at this,and the flexible lips tight-
cned a litile,

wIf it is so very bad a bargain, sir,” he said
gravely, # it is not at all too late for you to
rescind your approval, orfor me to withdraw
my pretensions.”

The great Willinm Vallory looked absolutely
frightened. His only child had a will of her
own, and a temper of her own ; and he had

| more than one unpleasant scone with her al-

ready upon this question.

# No, no, my dear fellow I’ hoanswered has-
tily ; ¢ bless my soul, how touchy you are!
Haven't 1 told you that I like you? My
daughter's feclings are involved ; and if she
likes to mnrry for love, she can afford to do it.
It will not be love in & cottage; or, ifit is, it
will be a cottago of gentility, with a double
coach-house, and go on.”

Thus Mr. Walgrave found himself accepted
much more eagily than hic could have supposed
it possible it gshould pa. He was)engagqd to a
young womaniwith three thousand a year in
the present, aud unlimited expectations of fu-
ture wealth, It scemed like some wild dream,
Yet ho bore this sudden fortune with the ut-
most equanimity. Indeed, it scarcely surprised
him ; he made up his mind from the beginning
to prosper in life.

Once, ¢ and once? only, William Vallory ven-
turced upon some slight inquiry as to his future
son-in-law’s connections,
¢ I have never heanl you speak of your fa-
mily.” he said-one evening, as the two men sat
alone in the spacious dining-room—an apart-
ment that was almost awful in its aspect when
sparsoly occupiod—with a Pompeian claret-jug
buetween them. « I nced scarcely sny how
pleased I shall be to make the acquainiance of
any of your people.?

4 I have no people,” Mr. Walgrave answered :
coolly. « I think yon must have heard mesay

‘that I siand quite alone in the world. Augusta
will not receivo many wedding presents from

my side of the house ; but, on the other hand,
she will not be troubled by any poot relations of
mine. My father and mother both died while
I was a youngster. I was brought up in Es-
gex by & maiden annt. "She too has been dead
for the last twenty years, poor soul | She was
o kind friend to me.”

# Your father was a professional man, I sup-
pose.” hazarded Mr, Vallory, who would have
been gratified by a more communieative spirit
in his future son--in-law,

“ He was not. He lived uponjhis own means,
and spent them.”

& But he left you fairly provided for.?

# He left o three hundred a year, thanks to
the good oftices of a friend who had conasider-
able influence over him, The money was sut-
tled upon me insuch a way that my father
could not touch it. 1 should have begun life a
beggar, if it had been in his puwer to dispose
of the money.”

“ You don’t speak very kindly of him.”

# Perhaps not. 1 darcsay I am somewhat
wanting in filin) reverence. The fact is, he
could have afforded to doa good deal more for
me than he did do, and I have not yot learnt to
forgive him, He was not a good father, and,
frankily, I dow’t much care ubout talking of
bim.”

This was like a conversational dead-wally
with ¢ No thorough-fare” inscribied npon it. Mr,

‘ Vallory asked no more questions. Hubert Wal-

grave was o gentleman—that was the grand
point ; and it mattered very little how many
uncles and uunts he had, or if he wers totally
destitute of such kindred, He way clever,
energetio, hard-working, and tolembly sure lo

-get on in the world.

¢ 1 am not marrying my daughter to a drone,
who would stick a flower in his button-hole, and
live on his wife's fortune ; that is one comfort)”
‘the lawyer said to himsclf.

-He had, indeed, no reason to complain of any
lack of iudustry in Hubert . Walgiave, From
the hour in which bis engagoment to Miss Val-
lory ‘becamo - a xuitled thing he worked harder
thian ¢vor, - ‘That : which would have tempted

‘tiost men to-idleness urged him to fiorce cifort,
‘to mora eager purruit of that single aim of his

‘exfutence—self-advancement. He wanted to

.win. o reputation before he marifed ; he did

‘not want peopls to be able to say, ¢ There goes
that lucky fellow Walgmve, who married old
Vallory’s daughter.”! He wished to be pointed
out ratheras tha celebrated Mr, Walgrave, the

Queen's Counsiel, aud his lucky marriage spoken

of ns a sccondary affair, springing out of his suc-

cess. -

With thizgreat end in view—a very worthy
aim in the opinion of a man of his creed, which
did not cmbrace very lofty ideas of this lifo—
Mr. Walgrave had very ncarly worked himself
into n galloping consmmption ; and while go-
ing this high-pressure puce had been brought to
a sudden standstill by that perilous illness
which had led to his holiday at Brierwood. Skil-
ful treatment, and a naturally good constitution
which would bear some abuse, had pulled him
through, and hie was what our forefuthors used
to cull #on the mending haud,” when ho went
down to theold farmhouse, to full sick ofa still
more troublesome discase, .

CHAI'TER XIII.

* TOE SHOWS OF TOINGS ARE DETTER THAN THEM-
SELVESR”

Mr. Vallory camein just before dinner, bring-
ing a visitor with himm—rathera dandified-look-
ing young man, of the unmistakable City type,
with faultless boots, a hothouso tlower in his
button-hole, carefully-arrunged Llack whiskers,
0 good-looking supercilious fuce, a figure just
above the iddle height, cyes like Augusta's,
and & complexion that was a great deal too
good for a man. ‘I'his was ths junior partner,
the seventh-share man, Weston Vallory.

¢ I found your cousin Weston at the office,
Augusta,” said Mr, Vallory, ¢ and brought him
homo to dinner. You must excuso his morn-
ing dress ; I wouldn't give him time to change
his clothes.”

# T always keep a dress suit atthe office, and
Pullman the porter valets me,” eaid Weston,
t I only asked for ten minutes ; but you know
how impaticnt your father is, Augusta. So be-
hold me t”

He kissed his cousin, and gave the tips of
his fingers to Hubert Walgrave. There wasno
greataflection between those two,  Weston had
fully intended to marry Augusta, and had been
both astounded and outraged by her engage-
ment,

They dined at eight, and the banquet wasnot
especially lively — a little over—weighted with
attendance, and plate, and splendour ; a large
round table, with a pyramid of gnudy autumnal
flowers—Japanese clematis and scarlet gerani-
um, calceolaria and verbena—in the centro ;
four people scarcely able to see each other's
faces without an effort, and three solemn ser-
vants waiting upon them. Mr, Vallory and his
nephew talked shop. Aungusta asked her lover
little commonplace questions about common-
place things, and gave him small shreds and
patches of information respecting her stay at
Ems, He caught himself on the brink of a
yawn more than once. Hethought of the dus-
ky garden at Bricrwood—tho perfume of the
flowers, the low music of Grace Redmaync's
voice, tho tender touch of her hand. He thought
of these things ecven while Augusta was enter-
taining him with & lively description of some
outrageous costumes she had seen at Ems.

But presently he brightened up a little, and
made it his business to be amusing, talked in,
0, such a stereotyped way, like a creature in
genteel edy, He felt his own dreariness—
felt that Bisween him and the woman ho was |
to mtry $il¥re whs no pointiof union, no touch
of sympathy, She talked of Parisian dresses ;
he talked of tho pcople they knew, in a semi-
supercilious style that did duty for irony ; and
ho was miserably conscious of the stupidity and
narrowness of the wholo busincss.

He remembered himself roaming in the gar-
dens at Clevedon Hall—along the moss-grown
paths. Ly the crumbling wall whero the unpro-
tected cherries ripened for the birds of the air,
among the dilapidated cucumber-frames, in a
wilderness of vegetable profusion, where the
yellow pumpkins sprawled in the sunshine, by
the great still pond overhung by a little grove
of aucient quince-tress, inand out amidst waste,
neglect, and sweetness—with Grace Redmayne
by his side. Was it really the same man seat-
ed at this table, pecling a peach, with his cye-
brows elovated languidly, and little cynical
spueches dropping now and then from his thin
lips 7

Augusta Vallory was quite satisfied with her
lover, He was gentlcman-like and undemon-
strative, and bad nothing kindly to say about
any one or anything. She bad no admiration
for those exuberant hearty young men from the
Universities, great at hammer-throwing and
loug jumps, who were begiuning to overrun her
circlo—youths with loud cheery voices and sun-
burnt faces, hands bLlistered by rowing, und a ;
gencral healthiness and joyousness, of aspect.
They only bored Ler.

After dinner when Vallory senior and Val-
lory junior were playing a game of billiards in
a room that had been built out at the back of
the house over some offices, half-way between
thedining and the drawing rooms, the fair Au-
guste amused herself by questionfng her lover
about his life in Kunt. 1t must have been
inefinbly dismal.  What had he done with
hiuself ? how bad he cuntrived to dispuse of
his time ?

“ Well, of courso, said Mr. Walgrave dreami-

Miss Vallory asked awgreat many meore
quéstions ; but it was astonishing how little
Mr. Walgruve had to tell of his Kentish : expe-
riences. '

« You are not a particularly good hand at
doscription, Hubert,” sho said at last, somewhat
displeased by his rcticence. "« If it had "Léen
Weston, he would have given ‘'me a perfect pic-
ture of tho farm~house life, and the queer clod-
hopping country prople, with an iwitation .of
the dialect, and all that kind of thing.”

« If I wero good at all that kiud of thing, I
should write for the magarines, aud turn my
gifts into money,” replied Mr. Walgrave supur=
ciliously, « I wish you'd play something, Au-
gusta.”

This wasa happy way of getting out ofa
difficulty, suggested by a glance at the open
pinno,

% I'll sing you something, if you like,” Miss
Vallory said graciously, “ I was trying & new
ballad this morning, which is rather in your
style, I funcy.”

¢ Let meo hear ity by all means.?

He weat to the piano, adjusted the candles,
which were lighted ready, waited while the per-
former seated herself, and then withdrew to o
comfortable easy-chair. Never during his
courtship or since his engagement had he fa-
tigued himself by such puerile attentions as
turning over the leaves of music, or cutting
open magazines, or any of those small frivo-
lous services by which some mea render them-
selves precious to their womankind. Indeed,
in a general way, he may be described as scru.-
pulously inattentive., If this girl chose to give
him her weanlth, she should bestow it spouta-
ncously, There should be no cajolery on his
part, no abasement, not the smallest sacrifice
of self-esteem.

Miss Vallory sang her song. Sho had astrong
mezzo-soprano voice of the metallic order—u
voice that is usually described as fine—with-
out a weak note in its range. She had been
taught by the best masters, pronounced every
syllable with undeviating accumcy, and had
about as much expression as a musical box.

Hubert Walgrave thought of # Kathloen Ma-
vourncen,” and tho soft sweet voice singing
in the twilight, # 0, do you remember ?" # The
Mecting of the Waters,” # The light Guitar,®
and all Grace Redmayne’s little stock of fu-
miliar old-fashioned songs. Tho ballad was
something of the now school: the slenderest
thread of melody, cked out by a showy accom-
paniment; the poetry, something rather ob-
scuro and metaphysical, by a modern poet.

& Doyou call that f,bfng o ballad, Augusta 7”
he cried contemptuously, at the end of tho first
verse. Y For pity's sake sing mo Una voce, or
Non piumesta, to take the taste of that mawkish
stuff out of 1wy mouth.”

Miss Vallory complied, with tolerable grace.

“ You aro 8o capricious,” she said, as she
played one of Rossini's symphonies, “therc is
no knowing what you will like.”

She sang an Italian bravura superbly, look-
ing superb as she sang it, without the faintest
cffort of distortion of feature, Mr. Walgrave
watching her critally all the while.

#“ Upon my soul, she is a woman to be
proud of” he said to himself; “and a man,
who would sacrifice such a chance as mine
would De something worse than g 1y Iy
b " The two lawyers came into the 16 while
Miss Valory was singing, and Weston com-
plimented her warmly at the close of the
sceun, while her plighted lover sat in his casy-
chair and looked on. He new very well that
the man would have liked to take his place,
and he never felt the sense of his triumph so
keenly as when he was, in a manner, trampling
on tho neck of Weston Vallory.

* The black-whiskered scoundrel,” the said
to himself; 4I koow that man is a scoundrel,
whom necessity has made respectable. He is
Jjust the kind of fellow I should expect to
mnke away with his clients' securitics, or
something in that way, Very likely he mny
never do anything of the sort, may dic in the
odour of sanctity; but I know it's in him.
And what o delightful thing it is to know that
he hates me as he does, and that I shall have
to be civil to him all the days of my life 1"

And then, after a pause, he thought, «If I
were capable of getting mysclf into n mess,
there’s the man to profit by my folly.”

‘The unconscious subjuct of theac meditations
waus leaning over the piano all this time, talk-
ing to his cousin.  There was not much jus-
tification in his appearance or manners for such
sweeping condvmnation, He was like nume-
rous other men to be et with daily inmiddle-

- manners thatconld be doferentinl or supercilious
according to the occasion, He had plenty of
acquaintance who called him a first-rate fellow,
and he was never at e loss for invitations to
dinner. Only in'those eyes of his, which wore
so like his cousin's in colour, there was a hard
glassy glitter, a metallic: light, which wis not
agreeable to a physiognomist; nor had the full
red lips o pleasant expression—sensuality had’
set its seal there, sensuality. and o lurking
cruclty. But the world in general - took. the
Liack eyes and the black whiskers as.the dis-
tinguishing characteristics of a very good-look-

ly, “that sort of life is rather woenotonous, You

got up and ent your breakfast, and walk a little
and write a little and read o Tittle ; and, if you .
hnppen to be a man with that resourco opun to
you, you smoke o great deal, and cat your din- :

ner, and go to bued. -And-you hardly know *engross the attention of his betrothed just as
He fully knewthe strength:

of the'chain’ by which he held Augusta Val--

Monday from ‘Fucsday ; if you wore putin a !
witness-box you couldw't swenr whether a;
given event happened at the end of the week
or the beginuing.  Bat 1o a folluw who wants
rent, that kind of lifé is not altogether disagree-
able ; he gots a houcy-comb for his breakfast,
n dish-of fresh trout now and then, and cream
in his tea. And then, you see,” concluded Mr,
Walgruve, making a sudden end of the subject
with o suppressed “yawn, « I read.a-good:
deal” : e
<4 You read a ygood deal ! when the doctors
had especially forbidden work I” : '
% Q, but it wasn’t hard work, and I ‘'t bo-

liove .’l"did:mysclf any good by it; | “only
u desultory kind of reading. . Iwasr. xis
ovus _about Cardimum, versus Curdin.-. ab
Cluneery caso in which your father we e

to makea tigure ; and 1 rend up sume vlu pre-
cedents buaring on it. There was & man in the
reign of Jumes 1T, who went in  against his
noxt-of-kit on exaotly the same grounds. ‘And
I read & novel of Anthony Trollope's.®

 Thoere could be no. harm in your reading
a novel, You must have read all the novels
ol the season, 1 should think, in suven weeks”

% No ; 1 did o good deul of fishing. I made
the ucquaintunce of o jack that I menn to bring
to terins at some future date, e wasu't to Lo
had this year.

iny young man; aman in & most uncxception-
able pusition ; a wan to be made much of Ly

-every family in which there were deughters to-

wusry axl sons to plant out in life,
- - Mr. Walgrave -allowed - this gentloman to

long as he chose.

lory, aud . that. he was'in no.donger from
Weston, o 5

« I believe poor Weosion was brought up to,
think that he wasgoing to marry me,” shosaid’
to ber lover one day, with contemptuous com-
passion. ¥ His mother was o very foolish
woman, who -thought hot children the: most
porfect creatures in the world.: Bat Weston is
really vory good;and ‘Las always boen quite
dovoted to papa aud me.. He owes everything
to papa, of course, . His father quarrolled with
my grandfathor, abd got himself turned out of
the firm. . I. havo nover heard the dJotails of
tho story, but I beliove he behaved vory badly ;
and if paps hndn't taken Weston by the hand,
his chances. of advancoment .would have beon
extremoly’ small. He is an cxcellont man of-
.businoss, however, uccording to papn’s account ;
axd X 'think he is gratefol” D .

«Do you? Do you.think any one cver is
grateful 7" Mr. Walgrave inguired in his oynical
tone. ¢ I neéver met with a gruteful maa yot,
por heard of one, exoept that fellow Androcles
"—no, by the bye, it was the lign who was
grateful, so Mr, Spoclator’s story counts for
nothing. However, your cousin is, nv donbt,
an exception to the rule—he lovks like it,
Wus the father trapgported

cluss sucicty—good-looking, well-dressed, with’

“ Hubert! How can you bo so absurd ?

« Well, my dear Augusta, you said he did

something very bad ; and I inforred that it was

defaleation of some kind, tending towards penal

sorvitude”

“1 belicve the quarrcl did arise out of
‘money mattérs ; but I should hope no membec
of my fumily would be dishonest* i

“ My dear girl, dishonesty crops up in all
kinds of familivs ; o dukedom wilpl not protect
you from tho possibility, There aro rogucsin
the pecrage, I darcsay. Dut I am not at all
curfous about Mr. Weston Vallory’s father.
‘The man himself is enough—I accept him as
u fuet.” -

“ You really have a very impertinent man-
ner of speaking about my family," Miss Vallory
excluimed with an aggrieved air.

%My dearest, if you expect that I am going
to bow down and worship your fumily as well
as yourself, you aro altogether mistaken. It
was you 1 wooed that swest summer night at
Ryde, not the whole ruce of Vallory. Upon
that point I reserve the right to bo critical"

“You seem to bo quite prejudiced againgt
‘Weston,”

% Not at all, I will freely admit that I don’t
care very wuch for a man with such a brilliant
complexion; but that is a mere capricious an-
tipathy—like an aversion to' roses—which I
would hardly confess to any one but yourself.?

The lovers frequently indulged in small °

bickerings of this kind, by which rcans Mr.
Walgrave muintained, or supposed ihat. ho
muintained, his independence. He did not
bow down and worship ; and it happened cu-
riously, that Miss Vallory liked him all the
better for his habitual incivility, She had
been surfeited by the attentions of men who
thought of her only as the heiress of Harcross
and Vallory. This man, with his habitual
sncer and cool off-hand manncr, seemed so
much truer than the rest. And yet he was
playing his own game, and meditating his own
advantage ; and the affection he had given her
was 50 weak a thing, that it perished altogether
under the influence of his first temptation.

In the course of the evening there was a dis-
cussion as to where Mr. Vallory and his daugh-
ter should go for the next six weeks. The fa-
ther would gladly have stayed in Acropolis-
square, and pottered down to his office cvery
day. Thero was always plenty of business for
him, even in the long vacation, and it was
nearer his heart than any of the pleusures of
life; but Augusts protested against such an
outrage of tho proprietios.

# Wu should have fever, or cholera, or some-
thing, papa,” she said. %That kind of thing
always rages out of the London scuson?

#Tho London death-rato was higher last
May than in the preceding August, I assure
you." .

# My dear papa, it is siroply impossible. Let
us go to the Stapletons. You know it is an
old promise.”

41 hate staying'at country houses : brenkfust-
ing with a herd of strangers c¢very morning;
and hearing billiard-balls going from morning
till night; and not being able to ind a corner
where one can write a letter; and being puer-
petually driven about on plensure jaunts; do-
ing ruined abbuys, and watorfalls ; not a mo-
ment's peace. Al very well for youny people;
but actual martyrdom when one's on the wrong
sido of fifty. You can go to Haley if you like,
Augusta; I would much rather go to lust.
bourne.”

#1In that case, I will go too, papa,” replied
Miss Vallory, ¢ It's rather a pity you lent the
villa to the Filmers; it would hive been nice
to have the Arion.”

% You can have the Arion at Eastbourne”
said Mr. Vallory. #I didn't lend the yacht to
the Filmers."

& Very well, papa ; let us go to Easthourne.
And Huberb can come down to us—can't you,
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# I shall be delighted, of course, tomn down
for o day or two."

WA day or two!” exclaimed Miss Vallory.
# Why shouldn’t you spead all September with
us? You can have nothing to do in London.”

4 My dear Augusta, I came back to town on
purpuse to work. I can never do wmuch good
except in my own rooms, with my books of re-
ference at hand.”

He rather shrank from the idea of Iiastbourne
—the half mile or so of parade—the bund—the
dull narrow vonnd of scaside life, Ryde had
been yery agrecable to him -last year, though
his life had been the same kind of thing'; bnt
to-night he thought of such an existence with
a’strauge aversion,  Indeéd, it seemed to him
just now that nothing would Lo so pleasant as
to bury himself in his chumbers, with his books
for his sole companions.

. 4 But it is preposterous to think of working
all through Suptember,” urged Augusta, with a
gomewhat heightened colour- « You really
must comnge; the sea-nir will do you a world of
good. We shall have the Arion; and you are
so fond of yachting? .

“Yes, 1 am very fond of yachting; but I
searcely feel equul to” the gaiotics of & water-
ing-place. I 'would rather vegetate in the

' Templo.”

it But Eustbourne is vot o gay place. Itis
the place of places for an invalid, if you still
profess to bo ono.”

- 4 My dear Augusta, if you command me to
come, [ will come, at any hazard to my profes-
sionul advanccment.” - ‘

" @ Comu und go just as you like, Walgrave,”
said Mr. Vallory. -« You'rc quite right to stick

"to' your’ books ; that’ Cardimum' versus Cardi-
.mum i3 & great case, and if youcome outstrong

with your précedents, you'll carry everything
before you—Don't bo jealous of his work, Au-

.gusta ; he means to, mako you a judgo’s wifs one

of these days,
upon you.” : .
¢ 1 dow't dance,” said Weston ; ¢ Luat I shall
be happy to be useful to my cousin.”

+ sAnd, hy the way, -Weston, as there’s not
much doing at the office just now; you might
run' ‘down tv Eastbourne to-morrow snd’sdo if
theti's o’ house to Le had "that would puit ‘us»
Mr, Vallory said coolly..- He had made the
young man's. fortune, and had 'a knack' of .or-

Westor can.dauce attendance

.dering him about in this way.

Weston bowed, %I have two or throe inter-
views for tv-morrow,” he said ; ¢ butI can make
Jones uttend to the poople; ‘- I.don's know that
1'ra quite up in-a ho nt's duties; bat I
suppose 1 shall know instinctively the kind of

thing you want.”

« Instinotive fiddlesticks!” Mr. Vallory ex- . . :
« Augusta will give you

claimed impatiently. ¢
o sheet of paper with o memomidumn of the
uccommuodution wanted.”

. Mr. Walgrave smiled, congratulating him-
self upon bis exemption from Louse-hunting
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