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{1 ONTINULD,)

Grouvill tosses the papor on one side, nud
iu o cnrcloss war takes up his lotters. Two
or threo sro thrown aside; bat his pulse
quickens, sud bis bandsomo foatures flush o
isttle, ns Lo oatohos sight ot that firmdelioate
tiand o suows so woll.  Maud's letter bad
Leen near the bottom of the pile, or bo had
not glanced over the paper beforo reacing it.
That bolls cousine had wound her way
wuto his heart otrangely of iatoe. He hardly
knew himsolf how it had all como to pass,
1o bad Lullied her as a boy; ho even, till
quite latoly, bad spubbed her as aman  He
had liked her, ay, lovod her, in a cousinly
fashion, all hie life. How was ho to bave
doonmad that the gawky school girl, who
accomnavnied bim in bis fishing-expeditions
at Ghau, was to grow into the lovely girl
Maude had of late blosgomed into? He was
no fyol, and uad a8 much command over his
pnssions as at five-and-twouty, that sots ap
for no superlative virtuo and lives in the
world, can usually lay clam to. That any
tinng could be more 1ajadicions than a love
aflnir betwoen himself, with mere undefined
prospocts, and the daughtor of bis rained,
spondthrift uncle, no one could be more
crcnrly aware. That if Maude Derison
married, it must be soruebody with means
aud position, ho thoroughly undersiood.

furt  he should ot present morry
anybody, he  quite recognized as
an mpossibility. And  yet, with all

tuesp thoorotical axioms distinotly presented
to lng mind, he was forced to admit to him-
welf that bo wag over head and-ears in love
with bis cousin. luat ho bad never even
uinted it to her was o fact upon which he
gavo humnsolf most oxtraordinary credit. That
she had as yot given him no earthly reason
to suopose thet he was any thiog to her but
(ousin Gren, was a ciroumstanoe that he
broudod evor sulkily and despondingly. With
theno correct acd high-priuciglod views, it
shuuld lbave bLeeon a matter of gratulation ;
bt you seo it was not. I am afraid it will
ever bo so. The right people never do fall
1u qso with each other, while, from the
Jdays Holon left Manelaus to the present
tiwe, the converso of the proposilion seems
snoexhaustible and uuchangable.

Strange fatality, that makes thosa whe
bavy oothing so terribly epris with those
wbo bave lesa! Thus philosophers dogma-
tao, Meltbus propounds his oreed, and
vdern  pinlosoplhiors omigration. John
Staart Mill discourses on the rights of women,
wiuto those sapgumo adventurous goung
praple pass through thewr Ictus-dream of
luve, aud wake to eat the bitter bread of im-
providont marriage.

Dut all this while-Grenville Ruse has been
reading Maude's epiatle. His face darkens
as e does so, the brows ocontract, and a
curso broaks at last from his lips in a low,
quttral tono that bodes bad tunes for some-
bady, supposing that Grenvwillo possesses
yower equal to his iuclination.

‘My God!" ho muttored, and the fierco
o1pression of hisrconntenance was oaanged
t vno ot dospair aud snguish. ¢ That brute
itwarman’ My instinet dida't failme. Bot-
tar 1d bave dislocated his cursed neck by
titewing lnm dowa stairs that night, thaa
tais,  Aud the poor child appoals to me to
Jutlp ber! What oan I do ?°

Unco ore be glances at the lotter—again
ho roads tho paragraph: ¢ Gren, dear, you
u8rvo boon my resouroe in all my scrapes
sinea I can rememboer. Do como to my
s-6cne now, what am I todo? My childish
tr. ubics ot bygone days were uat of much
account, whatover thoy might look at the
tune. This seomns extingmisbing the suo-
atuue of my life on tho threshold—as if I
was duvomed, as I beard you say, not loug
DR,

L. geasp tho wiate throats of wy dreams, and
stranglo them ono by ove *

1 bavo raid 1 canvot, I dare not. Both
papa and rothor say I am to decide for my-
aelf  Baot it isn't so you know, Gren, itisnt.
Cheroa papsa, tmore encering and gloomy
finy, ever, auggesting that we bad bettor

partionlara. But do not believe, :ny brethiron, l'of them is from Mary Queon of Scots to Rpth- | lmv_ed'very badly, and if you dun't promise

that when the mask 18 aropped foslings ‘aroe
not much tho same as of yore, Bittor {cars
are shod over worthless women, and deop
lamentations mudo over rotton investm-nts
in the privacy of tho bedchamber. The matu-
tinal razor swoops the chin at times with a
" strango [asoibution for onestrong, free stroke
‘ot the jugular vein : s morbid fecling to end
oll this weary struggle, and out the knot of
oxistonco. A well-known writer, the other
day, laid down : ** It was better to be bored
than tv bo wiserable,” I oan't say I agrbe
with bim. I weuld rather bo missrable.
Being borod is misory in exiremis. Men are
miserablu becauso thoy cannot attaid thoic
desires—

* Nou ouivis homini contiungit adiro Corinthum.”

But your bored man is leit without a Corinth
to wish for.

For more than an hour does Grenville pacs
his apsrtment, tausing over Maade's lettor.
But no! he can neithor ses help to be zen-
dered, nor evon anything to justify the slight.
est intorference on his part. Thenhe thought
savagoly of the old duolling dsys : how easy
it would have been to have picked a quarrel
in those good old times, and run his chance
of disqualifying Poarman through the medinm
of g pistol-bullet. Bui we have ohanged all
that ; and when we qu-~rel nowadays, we
employ vounsel instead of firearms. 1 sap-
pose it is all for the best, though I take it
there was more politoness in goneral society
when the being rude bad to be 8o speedily
justified. Finally, he wound ap-with a-ferce
oxeoration—

*And now all things sro d —d, onefools at eass.’,

I caunnot say th'swasqui.e Grenvillo Rose's
case, though there is a 8p1 5 of trath in that
lime. I am not advocating s~earing—it is
coarge aud bad style, to say the least cfit;
but 1t 18 & great relief to some men—~n safety-
‘valyo fora good deal of ill-huamor. I recol-
lect & storv against a friend of mine at a
battus that boars on ting. Ho was posted n
a hot corner just before luncheon. The ladies
of the house cume down to Join the sports-
men 11 thewr meal, and to witness an artistic
slaughtor. My friend by no means did his
devorr, and phessaut after phoasant gailed
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woll, giving hor conseut t5> Darnloy’s murder,
and yaploring- hor lover never te think ill of
ber for doidg so. *As to obey you, my dear
lave, I spare neither honor, conscience, hoz.
ard, nor greatuess ;' * It is late ; I would
writo to you forever ; yet now I will kies
your hand and end."”

The lettor of no good woman, I trow, but
the lotter of such a wowan as men under hier
thrall will die for. I fancy as many mon
died for Mary of Scotland as for any woman
ginoe tlie world bogan, unlvss you regard the
siege of Troy as an Instorical fact.
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CHAPTER VIL

¢ GUTTA CAVAT LAPIDEM."

Maude, as she has already explained, has
been baving a liard time of it at Glina those
last two or threo duys. Lifo bas been all so
oasy to her 80 far, that she hardly realizes
tho facing of this, her firs$ genuine trouble,
She is awaiting the pcecaunxiously this morn.
ing; Gren is cortain to write to her by xe.
turn, and her kelief in Gren is unbounded,.
Whst he is to do, poor onild | sho has not
in any way thought about; but hc bad
always soothed her path whon the big stones
-enoumbered it, and she bas implicit faith in
his ability to do so in the present case.

Onco mors the icy breakfast iabie she so
dreads, Hor father looks at her asa cal.
prit who wounld-subvert tho'old Grécian story
and sacrifice her father instead of pragenting
her tbroat to tho knife.  Mre, Denison evi-
dently looks upon her as a sainted martyr.
She loves and sympathizes with her daugh.
ter; she approves of her spirited refusal,
but she cannot desert her old idols. * The
king cao do no wrong.” Harold Denison g
opinion must be hers outwardly, though in
her heart of hearts she may rebuke herself
for not beiug on the dauzhter's side.

A letter from Gronville for you, Maude,”
said her father, as ho threw it across. She
and her cousin wero regular correspondents,
80 that it excited no romark ; yot the mother
noticed that the girl, iastead of tearing it

over lus head, quite noafiocted by his iaro.

the &de of chaff ran high, and a gaod deal of
1t flowod bus way, bat be bore 1t moekly and
spoke not.

¢*Well, Jim,’ satd ono of his chams, at
length, * I had no idea that vou could bave
Veen 80 demoralized by a gallerv. You
nover touched a foather aftor the ladies
.oined ns—'

You are quite right, Stophenson,’ wasthe
roply, ‘though you don't quite understand
tho wherefore. It was tho ladies. I alwavs
iadulge in awful langaago when I miss a
rookoter ; to-day I conldu't. I oan'tshootif
Y can't swear!’

Grenville bad made up bis mind thet ko
-vas powerless; bnt still, all the samuo,
Maude's letter must be answered. This,
agair, was not 80 easy to do. When the girl
you sre in love with appeals $o you tearfally
to savo hor trom boing wmarried to somebody
olso, tho obvious courss would seom to be to
rupn away with her yourself. Bat, as George
Eliot says, * Runniog away, espocially when
spoken of as ¢ absconding,” seems at a dis-
tanco to offer a good modern substitute for
the right ot sanctuary ; but seen clossly, it is
often found inconvenient and ssarcely pos-
sible.” 5o, to emulate young Lochinvar and
boar off your fair Ellen of Netherby may
seom the proper thing to do on the first blnsh
of such occasion, yot, on matars refloction, it
masy prove bardly foasible. Ars. Lochinvar
must bo clothed and fed, while the reiving
aud raidwog by which that adventurous gal.
lant donbtless supported the Iady of his love
would, in these days, be kunown by the pro-
saic term of ** robbery with violence.” The
attontions of Colonsl Henderson aund his
myrmidons, the grave consideration of his
conduct by twelvo of hiscounntrymen, andan
cloquent oration, rather to his disadvantago,
by a eniminal-court Jadg», would probably
bo the termination of young Lochinvar's
caraor in tueso days.

What is ho to write? What is heto say ?
Can you not guess? Of course he will sit

cuaous brooch-loader. At length, utterly dis-
gusted, ho bandod L1s gun to his loader, aud ) if she possessod a talisman against ber
turned bns attention to mutton-pies and | iroubles, and determined to read it in ths
sherry. That evening, wn the smokiog-room, | sowcitude of her own chamber, and there she

opon, a8 was hker wount, alipped it quietly
into the pocket of her dress. Maude folt as

betook herself as soon as breakfast was over.,

Her cheeks flushed as she perused it, and
the very large grey eyes opened with aston-
1shment. Grenville's talo of paszionatoe love
would have.moaved -most girls, for—albist he
bas not as yel in these figured to any great
advantsge—still Greavilla Rose had s sbrewd
head upon his shouldera, and was a comely
man to look upon, to boot.

He told his lcve well ; and few maidens,
aven if they do not reciprocate 1it, can iston
unmoved when that old-world story is pas.
tionately tcid them. There was plenty of
warmth in Grenville's forveut pleading ; and
after ronding the letter throngh twice, Maude
dropped the paper on her lap, and, atteriy
oblivious to her troubles, fell into a reveria.

It seomed 80 strango. She bad loved and
admired Gren as long as sbe conld remem-
ber,bat she had nevar thought of him in this
way—at isast ahe dil not think so—and yet,
almost unconsciously to hersolt, of late she
bad been more solicitons about gaining his
good opinion and pleasing him than of yore.
* To think Glen skonld care abont me in this
way I' she murmured ; and I—do I love
him? Idon't know. He's nicer, snd bet.
tor, and oleveror than suy one 1 ever met.
Why didn’t he tell me this when Le was here
last ? I think I'd rather have neard it trom
himself. Ah! bat docent he tell me why
not ?' and the girl once more took up the
letter and read :

¢ All this, my darhing, bas been on my
Iips tor months, but bow could I tell you?
—bhow could I seok your love who had not
oven & homo to offer ¢ What the struggle
hss been to 8e0 you 20 often, and yet keep
down what sarged within moe, I only know.
When I kissed your check =2t partingfasi
time, I nearly clasped you in my arms, and
poured out the sccret ol my soul to yon. I
did not ; it soomed madness—it is perhaps
madnoss now ; bnt, my darling, I counld aof
lose you. When you tell me that another
scoks tho prizo I covet, right or wrong, I
must speak. Maude, you must decide be-

down aud do the vory thivg ho should not.

tween us. Can you trust mo, and wait 2°
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to writo aud break 1t-off; .you cau say, by my
dosire, I shall tall' your father all about it.’

*On, mother. yot woa't do that,’ said
Maude.

*Not unless you oblige nie,” said Mrs,
Denison, sternly.

Poor Maudo was oleotriied. That the
mother slo had been alwways unocustomed to
pet, and do as she liked with, should sudden-
Jy riso against ber like this, was past hor com-
prebiension. Yot to aay one whe Las made
oharacter their study, nothing can Le more
1 accordance with tho usual law i such
cnges.  Wouk, fecvle vharactors, whon, either
from caprice or driven by necessity, they
exert suoh power as may be in their hanlds,
invariably do it tyramoeally and despotically.

Alrs. Denison has suffered of late from the
stora rule of her lord and master. In spite
of all her love for her daughter, she has be.
come‘dimly oounscious that there will be no
neace at Glinn unless Muude yiolds assont Lo
the ukaso Harold Denison bas promulgated.
Woman of bier class suffer, but they caunot
resist. Even now she would not urga Maude
to marry Pearaav. Bat that her impeoun-
ious nephow bad dared to entangle her
daughter in an engagement, especially at
this time, roused a8 much wrath within her
as her naturas was capable of. Most moth.
ers, I imagine, would deem she had righteous
grounds for indignation.

Bitterly did Maude regret she had made a
confidante of her mother. Sadlydidshe pon-
der over haviog to write that letter to Gren.
She decided at all events not to do it that
‘day, 8o wrote Hid & tearfal, bul very sweet,
little note instead. Tune encugh to pan the
other, she thought, if mother insists upon it
to-morrow. The gitl was growing very
earnest 1 hor love, and, even if she had to
tell her oousin that their engagement must
be broken cff, intended to let him him know
that ghe only meaxt for the present.

__Bat all this while Pearman has not been
idle. Slowly but surely the Jegal nutices anfl
proceedings progress, and Harold Denison
kuows fall well that within three weeks ten
thousand pounds must be found, or Glinn
must go to the hamwer. Tho Pearmans
conduct the campaign with scruputous polite.
ness. Itis quite in accordance with the old
traditions of the battle of Fontenoy. They
apologize for every fresh process, and alluds
to it as & wmers matter of form. They affoot
to believe that there can be no doubt Mr.
Denison will easily pay them off at the ex-
piration of the notice of foreclosure. The
old gentleman even indulges in jocularity on
the snbject.

¢ Mean o have the very last day out of us,
I see, sir; and quite right too,” he chuckled,
upon maeting tue equire one day.

* Yes, Pearman.’ avas the grim retort. “I
learat the exacting of my pound of flesh, to
the last pennyweight, in your hands. Ihave
not torgot my lesson. You bara it into your
pupils’ minds very deeply.’

The old lawyor bas laid himself open to
another rebuff, and Denigon has not failed to
take advantage thereof. Wav? Sarcasm
breaks no bones, fow knew better than that
astute ‘fisher of men.) Hir sensitiveness
was tolerably blunt, and herecked littio what
men said to him or of him, as long as the
tuartheranae of the object-he had in view was
attainod. That his son should marry Mande
Denison was the goal he now aimed at, aad
that that was to be bronght about, hoa etill
thought far from imprabable. To that end
ho conceived, oven while pressing him for
money, it was guito nacessary to keep on
oagy terms with the squire. None knew
better than he how bpitter it 1s.for a proud
man to take his words back, and if what he
now played for was to.be achieved, that was
a nocessity. The task must be made as easy
as possiblo—tho nnpalatable draugbt sugared
as {ar as might be. !

‘He—lo!' 1o answerod; *you will havae
your joke, Mr. Denison. It's & mighty pity,
you couldn't make up your mind to voncens
trate the property once more. Beg pardon,
‘8quire,’ he conlinned, depracating Denison's
angry gestare; ‘don't fear my alluding to it
again. It was presumplion on my part, L
know, snd if T said anything to vex you, I'm
sure I'm heatlily sorry. You'll forgive an
old man, who, not having been bronght up,
with your views, saw nothing bat the con-
contration of an estate. Yos, I kuow I wad
all in the wrong; it isn't likoly Miss Maude
could bo brozgkt to think of such a thing.
I'm sure I opo tho calling in of the mort-

| write-alatter of renunciation to Grens

| husband’s influence, had for the lsst wea

just yet. And one ting more. [ may

good-bye : vou'll let me do that, mothe

-affections injudisicusly, ¢he intervention o

‘vccasion. The sum of it was this :—Hedt

gago is mo i'nconvoniouco; you can oasily
. o

——a—— - —

From this timo poor

Maude's L. ]
heavy to bear. e bt

v Hurold Denson pent
to his etudy, imself put l‘uuru)l:m‘cs
posal befors her. He onlarged upon ity
vantages, and deolared that it was Ler 4
to sava tho proverty of her doscendants B3
her boad it restod whother tho Doeniso
Gling sliould ceaso Lo exist, ug of course
future husband must take her npme,
hitself, he oared not—he wus an old 1
and it mattered littlo to bim, Any fo
wmonug-ﬂ.aoa was good ouough for b
wear out his miserablo life in.

the follies of his youth.
fathor should plead before a daughteris
wise. He could bear angting bat
thought that the Demsons of Glnn b
be expunged from the roll of the connt
which they bad dwelt and been known s
the Vars of the Roses ; all tis was
Maude’s power to avert. Wiy could she
morry this man ? He had been brough
a gontleman, and mixed in the best sor
in tho county. If not quito bher equal
blood, hie would repair theshattered fortq
of the fawnily. Suoh matohes wers p
overy day. The destiny of the platoe
was to strengthen the aristocracs. Farb
from hin to put any pressure upon ber,
it was his duty as a parent to lay the wh
case before ler.

Gglhmtly did Maulo fight her battle,
though at the end of this long interriew
stood with flushed and iear-stained che
to listen to her father's final exordium,
was 8till rasolute in her refusai.

Bat the struggle was too uncansl. Un
the pressure put upon her by ber hush
Mrs. Denison had not only mads Mag

Roso, but had-penned hiwm a severs philip
hereelf, in whioh she insisted tha} aflw

pondencs should cease between them. §
hed further, undor the threat of reveal
everything-to Mr. Denison, extorted a p
miee from Maude that she would write

more to her cousin. She knew her daogh
well, and felt implicit confidence (bst, )
word once pledged, troth would be kept.

I have descril.cd the first stage of the §
tack. 1t is a common enough story, aam
& woman could bear witness tn, ag faras§
general details go. Can yon not easily go
theresult ? She was a high-spirited g
and boras hersolf bravely in the begiunin
but, cut off from all commanication with }
lover, she gave way at last tu the moral p2
sare brought to bear upon he:, and, w
pale cheeks and heavy oyes, whispered b
‘ that they might do with her as they liked
if she couldn’t marry Grewn, she dido't t
who it was.’

And that weak mother, who, under h

done all in her power toabet the @
of the daughter sne loved so, wept bitler
now her end was accomplished.

Yes, they had worn ber down at last—

‘ Non vi s8ed sope cadendo.”

* Don't ory, mother,’ said Msude, gently
¢ I will do all you wish. I would rathern
know znore about it than I am obliged

whas$ all's gettled, yon know ; there ¢sn G
barm then—I must just write to bid Ora

won't you ?°

It was all over. The bright Maude ofs.
faw weeks back, with her lugh spirits
ringing laugh, was scarcely to be recoguis
in the pale sriritless girl who moped abos
the houssnow. Heartacon't break nows
days; but when yoang lacies dispose of the

the authorities is wont to.bo followea by
short mtoerval of sorre # and sadoess.

Harold Denison, upon hearing Ins daogh
ter's decision, m&de a mughty gulp, ac
swallowing as much pride as might have s
up ¢wo or three county famulies, penned
letter to Iawyer Pearwan.

It was an awkward epistle to compose, b
the squirs showed humself quite eqaal to

apologized, in a haughty manner, for wb
ho -was-plossed to term his curtness b the
last interview. Im tho oncumbered state
his property ho had thougli¢ it bat zicht
lay tho proposal before Miss Denisor, Wb
it appeared, took & difforent and petha
moro sensible view of it than ie had done
the first inctance. Ho should therelore
happy o wolcome the visits of Mr. Pﬁ‘m




