THE HEARTHSTONE.

.o the two girls, ('md tears foll often on the vari-
ous articles that formed Lillian's scanty ward-

. robe as they wore carefully folded, marked and

placed fn the old shabby trunk which after n
quarter of a century’s rolirement in the garret,
had been brought down and pronounced by Mrs.
Stokely “good cnough.”

Loving and wise were the counsels poured
into the youngest sister’s ear by her meck coms-
panion—counsels full of the gentle apirit of thnt
Divine Master in whose footsteps Margaret 1're-
matne strove so curnestly o follow; sl finnlly

- the impulsive Lilllan threw hoer arms round her,

whispering:

¢ Bister darling, I will try to remember your
lessons, for you truly carry out whut you incul-
cate—practise what you teach i

At the usunl hour Margnrot brought hls even-
ing meal to Mr, Tremaine, but after u quick,
fmpatient glanco at its contents, he harshly
excinimed:

s Talte nwny those slops, but Jeavoe the sugnr
and bring moe up some boiling water.”

His daughter know too well what such orders
portended—an solitary orgle, in which reason and
conselence would be for n time overpowered, and
u belng furmed by Gol to IHis vwn hunge re-
.duced W tho level of the brute.

“ Dear father!” she tunligdly appealed, ¢ pray
try a cup of tea with o Uttle of thls nice light
biscult ?”

# No, chtld. 1 nm not as foud of slops ns you
women usually are, Qulek, do as L hid you!”

There wns no alternative but obedience, and
‘Margaret sorrowfully bore hersalver down ngain
to the kitchen, and then proeeeded to Ml a jug
with hot water, Lilllan, who was preparing
thelr own simple supper, looked up upon her en-
tranee, and a glanee of sorrowful intellizence
passed between the two. Then the thought
involunsarlly presented itself—a thought sharply
rejected pven in tho moment of s duwning—
that her visit to the vault was now rendered
compuratively easy.

Margaret, unusuully exhansted and dall, worn
ont with exertion and the thought of the mor-
row’s sorrowful parting, retired carly to rest,
Lillian decluring hier intention of sitting up somo
time longer to select some buoks from the li-
brary for the purpose of tuklng with her.  Thils
wus soon done, and having sutisfied herself by a
visit to the bedroom that her sister slept, she
stole up to her father's apartinent, Fven ont-
side the door his heavy breathing was plainly
audible; and re-nssured by thix, she cntered,
possessed herself of the keys, and then nolse-
lessly retreated. Thils time she provided herself
with nu mnple supply of matches, and then,
lantern lu hand, turned ler steps to the east
wing.

CHAPTER VIIL
BURIED ALIVE,

Tus inciients of Lillian’s sccond Journey were
much the saume as the first; the sumo cehoing
dismal reverberations; hollow sighing sounds;
the same stiffness of rusty locks ; sharp, violent
closing of doors and weird rustling of decaying
paper and tapestry, Rals am! mice, too,
scemed more nolsily resentful of intrusion into
what had been 8o long their undlsturbed de-
mesne, and they darted out here and there and
ran across her path with more boldness than on
her first visit.  All those tbings that hnd so
greutly moved and startled her on that occaslon
passed almost unnoted now, for there wus a
horror lcoming up at the end of her journey to
which theso wero ns naught.

Arrived at the door of the vault, whilst she
was inserting the key in the lock, a4 sudden
sinking of the heart solvod her, and hier hand
trembled so violently that she was totally
unnble to control its movements. Again and
ngnin sho renewed the offort, which atill proved
uusuccesaful. What did it mean? Wasita
warning sent her to desist—an omen that evil
threatoned hor? A light touch on her neck
suddenly communiocated a shock of terror to
her whole frame. Panting with terror, she
wildly put up her hand to discover what it was
thnt had so greatly alarmed her. It was only s
tress of her own halir which had become lovsened
from the comb and had fallen on her neck.

Agnin she essayed to open the door, and this
time succeeded. How wildly her pulses throb-
bed—how pantlngly hier breath wont and came
as shoe placed her lantern on the ground and
opened the fated chost.  Clasping her hands
over her heart as if to repross its wild Leating,
she looked down closely, reverentally, into that
receptacle of poor mouldering humanity.

Againsho noted tho regulurly formed, glitter-
Ing tocth, the tresses of long fair halr. Bhe took
up the coral car-ring and compared it with the
onc whiob sho had brought down stalrs with
her. Alas! it was the same pattern, the sumeo
pecular richly chased gold sotting.  8till she
must have farther contirmation. What was
that gHitering far down amid those snd frall
relics? A tluy crystal and yold locket which
had evidently once boeen attaclied to the neok of
the unfortunate hid away there, but the ribbon
of which had mouldored to dust. Ilesitatingly,
tremblingly, Lillian strelched forth her hand
and took it up, The iutrinsic valuo of the orna-
ment was nominoal, the gold slde was a mere
shell, but inside was a tiny curl of dark hair,
aud inscribed in minute characiers on the inte-
rior of the lockot wore the words: ¢ Preclous
souvenir of my darling little Marguret.” Lower
down was the owner's name, Maiguret Tre-
maine. It wasthen true. No more uucortslnty
—no more room for hope. Bick to deuth, she
foll on her knecs, and ralsing her clasped lmnds
aloft, exclaimed: ¢ O Gud! my poor wmurdered
Yyoung mother !”

Al! Merciful Heaven, what was that? A
band from behind was heavily Inid on her
shoulder—uo light touch of a struy brald ur curl
this time—and the volce of Mrs, Stukely hissed
flercely in her ear:

« Miscrable girll What brought you here ?"

Terror for the moment deprived Lilllan of
sight and reason. A mist swam beforo her
eyes; a sound as of rushing waters wus in her
eaws; and then high and clear above the. latter
sounded the clanging of a door, the turning ot o
koy in the look., What was this? Good God!
Mrs. Stukely had left the place, and there was
she locked in alonie in that dreary vault with
the dead, out of the reach of all human help.

A paroxysm of agonlzing despairovorwhelmed
the unhappy young creature, and in her anguish
she throw herself on her knees on the stone
floor of the vault, and sobbed aud moaned aloud,
but vainly ; no human volee snswered her fron-
zied appealss Afier a Umao she beesine utterly
exhausted by her terrible agitation and wild
attempts at making her volce nudible, and sank
into gloomy silence.

Yos, all was plain to her. Sho had ever boen

. specially obnoxious to Mrs, Stukely und her

father, and now thatshe had fathomed the ter-
rible secret that linked them toguther in crime,
they would, even for their own pnm.y's.mkp,
keep her in that vault till death shiould still her
vploe for ever,

“Weuld she look on human faco again—would |

human accents strike oh hier cur. once more ?
Probably never, Or perhaps Mrs. Stukely might
eome down to mock and jeer at her midery, und

her to madness—a con;:‘.mnloushlp moro
intolerable thax solitude itsolf. . . .
Pouslbly sio would bo loft 1o dle of hunger

and thirst, a slow, lingering, awful death, doubly
terrible in that it would be accompanied by
ghastly sllence and darkness. Al now a liew
clement of horsor presented Itself. An acel-
dental.glance at the lantorn revenled the appal-
Jing fact that her candle was well nigh burned
out. Abh1! surely when that tiny tamo should
have shed its 1ast glexsn and expired, the gloom
wotld become peopled by horrible shapes,
supernatural lights, weird monstrous visions,

Closlng the auk chest, she soanted herself In
the mrihest corner of the vaull, with her back
lonning ygdust its damp elnmnmy stones, aud
wautehed with the Intensity of despalr the inch
of tillow slowly guttering down to extinetion,

Now, whether 1t were owing to her state of
utter exhnustion—to nature asserting her rights
over that strong, healtby constitution, or to o
direet luterposition of a merciful Providonce,
beforo that tiny flame that burned so dimly In
the mephitic ntmosphere had gone out, sweot,
profound sleep hnd deseended on the girl and
surrounded her with bl 1 i 5
It was morning when sho awoke; and though
the bright lizht of day never penetratod into
that abode of glonm, the crowing and enckling
of poultry, lowing of kine, and other ehyerful
sounds  of moerning, falntly distingulshable
through the massive walls of the old building,
announced the faet.,

Filled willy gratitude, she prostrateil herself
in bumble thanksgiving for the calm night that
lud been vouchsafed her; but after o while the
full eonsclousness of her awful situation again
asserted itself, and agaln despair assumed the
mastery.  Whilst thinking how beautiful and
bright was that outwanrl world, whioh she would
probably never sce again, and imagining to
herself the erlmson and golden glorles of the
sunrlse which, ardent lover of nnture that she
wns, she watched nearly every morning with
udmiration thnt knew no satlety, reealllng, too,
the pure, herlthul, life-giving breeze thutswept
over the meadows, rippling the bending eorn,
the forest tops, n xound close at hand startled
her. It was the grating of a key In the lock,
and & momentafier Mas, Stukely, lamp lu hand,
followed by Mr. Tremalne, entered.

Ldllian looked at them In stlence, but uttered
no word, lHer tather spoke first.

s Well!” he sald, sctullngly, ¢ llke an true
dnughter of Eve you must taste of the tree of
kuowlilge, only to flud tho fruit cexccedingly
bitter.”

Stl1l the gh' spoke not,

¢ Why do you nov throw yourself at your
fther's fect and ask his forglveness, you stifl-
necked girl 77 harshly interrogated Mrs. Stukely.
« Is life so utterly worthless that 1t 1s not even
worlh the usking for 2

# Alas! whatam I to sny ?" was the faltering
reply. 1 feel a8 if my senience had already
beon pronounced-——-my doom sealed.”

A glenm of satanie exultntion shot from the
housckeeper's deep.set eyes at these words, but
Lilifan did not observe it.

Turning more fully towards her father, who
stood immovable, grimly regarding her, she
went on in Jow, hurried tones :

“If I but know what words or prayers could
soften you, father—what memories, what feel-
lings to appeal to, I would pour forth my soul
in supplicatlon nt your foct, ask of you unot to
cut me off in Ufe’s morning, but to restore mo
ngain to that bLlessed outward world which by
my own folly I have forfelted ?"

# And for what purpose girl?” ho askod, ben-

ding his black brows till they almost met to-

gethor.  «Till you would reveal the secret your

unnatural and muad curiosity has discovered,

and hand mo over at the snme time to the mer-

£ls of the lnw, another illustration of the suge
e2fundity of the proverb, muwrdor will oui,

quoted by you less than a week ago with such

slgnificance. I might have guessed something
strange lay latent under the spirit of violent in-
subordinntion you displnyed so suddenly and so.
feurlessty.”

# Futher! futher! think not I could bo gallty
under any circumstances of such unfilial aud
monstrous conduet? O have pity on mo! Inm
80 youny, and death in this living grave would
Lo g0 terriblo! I would go far away from Tre.
maine Court, if necessary, cross the sou oven;
nssume a fictitlous name—do anything you
willed.” ’

Mr. Tremaline stlll maintained a moody silence
but Mrs. Stukely harshly sald : .

s None of these things are nccessary. Mr.
Tremalne exacts fromn you for hls protection,
and indeed 10 a great extent mnine, nothing save
a solemn promise, rather an outh, that you will
obscrve [nviolable secrecy regarding all you
have seen or learned in this vault. Whose
bones do you believe those to bo in the chest
yonder ?”

s My mother's,” rejoined the glrl, her pale
fnce growing of n still ghastller pallor.

s I divined you thought us much tram the
words 1 overhenrd you uiter, when I entered
here so unexpectedly, last night. Woell, knoel
and swear 10 observe the secrecy wo nsk, by
thoso mouldering rellcs; for If there Is any
thing you will hold sacred, it will be them.”

Mr. Tremuino turned hls head aside ns his
daughter tremblingly obeyed, but the house-
keeper ginrod down at her with a strange bale-
ful gaze that secmed to musk some hidden
thought or design, .

# \We will return now to the upper world,” she
curtly restumed, “und you will start for school
this ufiernovin.  } have but one cuunsel to give
you, remiember your oath !

Whilst Mrs, Stukely wns still speaking, Mr.
Tremulne, ahruptly left the vault; Lillianon a
sign from her female companion hesitatingly
followed, scarcely able to reallzo that sho wus
free, and the housckeepor herself brought up
the rear elosing and locking the diftferent doors
behind them. :

#1f your sister should Le awake,” the latter

warningly sald ¢ or have missed you through
the night, munke up some plausible excuso to
account for your absence. 1 wish too that Mar-
guret-should help me to clenn out your father's
room to-day, and naturally we desire you should
avold all private intercourse with hor.”
Lilllnu bowed nssent, feellng the injunction
was to u certnln extent just, though uniccessary
after tho binding onth sho had tanken. As they
passed Into the corridor which led from the dis-
mal enst wing to the inhabited part of the house,
und the girl once sgaln emerged into full sun.
shine and liborty, the fervent exclamation:
4 My God I thank Thee " eseaped her lips,

Tho housckeeper overlieard the words and
thoy Lrought again to her bard crucl fuce the
undettnuble sinlster emile or rathor sneer that
it had already worn once or twice in the vault,
but fortunately for Lilllan’s poaco of mind, sho
did not percolve it.  Evil It cortninly poriended
1o the youngest davghter:of Tremaine but in
what sinape or at what time Mrs. Stukely hor-
sulf alone knew. s B

From the day that Lilllan had so dauntiessly
braved her futher's wrath and the housekeeper's
powor, a vague uleasy fecling had pervaded the
mind of the latter tuat the young girl had In
some unkiuown way obtalned posscasion of a
portioin of the deérots of Tretinine Coutt} or else
hnd had her suspicions awakened In some un.
uccountable manner. Stlll those misglvings
ware 50 vague and misty that thoy would pro-
bably have had Do result but for one or two cir-
cumstances trivial in themsslves that led to the
most unexpeocted and serlous consequences.

1 and kindness tuward

On arrlving at Brompton the day on which

Lillian had resolved on paying her second visit
1o the cast wing, Mrx. Stukely found hor danght~
er very weak and feverish. With the restless.
noess ‘and -caprice of tlluess the sick woman
ernved that her mother would procure for hor
at once a bottle of somne dainty cordlalof which
the housekceper generully muade o small supply
every autum v, and kept carcfully put away in
ong of priv..: cupboards at Tremaine Court.
Now there was no one in Mes, Sampson’s cot-
tage but tho nurse, n strangor who had never
entered Tremalno Cowrt fn her life, so she could
not be sent at night Lo rouse up the family, cven
for tho purpese of sutisfying the invalid’s wlish,
There wus no alternative but that of Mrs. Stuke-
Iy’s returning herselfl. 'Without an lmpatient
laok or murmur, shia drove back tho droncy dls-
tanco. through the thick murky night, and softly
let herself Into tho house with Ar. Tremalne’s
Inteh key whieh she generally kept for her own
snarvice. Strnightshe went to the closet where
the one !antern the house possessed usually
hung, it being more convenlent and safe for a
night visit 10 the closely filled cupboarnd, or rn-
ther slde puutry, but she recolled In astonish.
ment—the luntern wans no longer there.

Why that very morning she hnd seon it sus-
pended on 1ts nocustomied nail where indeed It

had remunlned for months past, bLelng rarely |

used. Who had taken Iy and for what purposo ?
That she must tind o, ut once. Sofily shostole
up-staies and in passing the room occupled by
the sisters she gently opencd it and looked in.

Pale but wrapped In tranquil sleep Margaret
Tremaine’s face rested on the pillow, but whoere
was Lilllnn?  Mrs. Stukely’s heart give o great
bound, and Intuitively her alrendy dimly aroused
suspicions pointed to the truth, Hastily sho
sought Mr. Tremaine's room and entered, fear-
less of awnking him, for she know from expe-
rience that he usunlly profitted of her absence
to drink himself into a stute of stupor that lasted
til morning,

As sho lmd divined, the keys wore gone. Tak-
Ing up her lawmp agein sho turned hor stops,
with pnle Jips resolutely set, in the direction of
tho cast wing, finding us she had anticipated,
the long closed, long barred doors of that por-
tlon of the bullding all open before her. Down
she went, revolving on her way thoughts worthy
in thelr cruel vindictiveness of a fiend, and at
times losloyg slght of the dreadful conscqaences
that might ensue from the discovery of the se-
crels of the vault, in the satisfaction she felt at
seelng the high spirited dauntless girl whom she
hated ns evil natures hate those they have in-
Jured, given over, bound and helpless as it were,
into lier power,

What passed during tho short interval she re-
muined In the vault we already know.

Returned agaln to the Inhabited part of the
manslon, o moment's reflection decided her on
the courso she was to pursue. Roger Tremaline,
she remembered with a look of angry disgust,
would not be fit for lucid conversation till the
heavy sleop of inbxication In which he was
plunged, would bo at its term; meantime her
slek duughter would be anxiously looking for
tho cordln), so tho best thing to Lo done was to
procuro Lhic latter and bring it to hier at onee.
Mrs. Stukely could return toTremaine Court by
dny break, and declde then with the master of
the house what course to pursue, conslgning
meanwhlle tho koys of tho oust wing to the
depths of her capacious pocket as a place of cer-
tnin security, all of which detalls as wo have
scon she closely followed out,

Margaret Tremaine was still sloeping whon
Lilllan aftor her liberation from the vault, softly
stole into the bed-room they shared in common,

resolving If possible to make her moyning ablu-
tions before the sjumberer uwoke, that they
might restuie {3 Der countenanceo ething of

its usual colour and expression.

The cldest sister’s only remark on waking
l\ma :. ¢“Lillan dear how very pale and i1l you
ook."”

Mrs, Stukely’s volce was here hoard calling
sharply from tho foot of the stalrs for Lilllan
1o go down and help with breakfast, a summons
instantly oboyed. Qwiug to the housekeepor's
tactics the girls wero kopt apart the greater
jortion of the day and no opportunity of pri-
vate conversation allowed. With thoe same
pallid clieck, carcworn look and vaguely troubled
eyes that hind distinguished her al) day Lilllan
bade her sister farowell, and then with her fa-
ther, Mni. Stukely and the shambling awkward
driver sot off.

Their conveyance was a haekuoy coach,
wenther stained, and with cushions and lining
whose original hiue had morged with a tint for
which oven an artist could not have found a
name. The only point in its favor wasthat the
roof and sldos seemed rain proof, u considerable
advantoge to judge from the low black clouds
gathering (n the fur off horizon, announaing in
all probability a wet stormy evening, On the
parly Journeyed in unbroken silence till they
reached Cheswlck Junction, a railway terminus
and a place besides of sonie manufactaring Im-
portance. -At a very dingy hotel in the imme-
diate vieinity of the depot they alighted, and
Mr. Tremaine informed the obsequious landlord
who steed bowing in the doorway that they
would rest awhlle and wke suppor there, pro-
ceeding afterwards, despite wind or rain, to
Recsh Gruve Seminary thielr destination, which
lay somie seven miles farther on.

{

Ih due time supper was served, but as It oon-
sisted of smoky ten, cold, scorehod toast, and
haif cooked runcid ham, the trnvellors supped
but Ughtly, My, Stukely then rose declaring her
intention of goingon a short shopping excursion
to purchuse some trilling articles for Lilllan
wbich shie hud furgotien to procure at Bromp-
ton the duy provious. Lillian on Lier invitution
aceot punied hor,

(Th be continued.)

1laxna.—Noutnoss is tho flrst consideration whioh
makes 0 hamd ntirnctive.  Nomatter how long, bony,
ur lurse-Jointed and vorhnpoly,1f it is cloan, and tho
litker-nails properiy onrod for, o hund o’n nover
lovk dingusting. .

A solt. warm. pllable hand has great power and
fagsinution. Thoro is oharneter In a large -band,
wany times far grester thun in o lin[)' uno. A hand
eurrnulmndlng in size to tho rost of the body is much
Inor then the little ful, dimpled bands so many are
pratdl of who puesess. and uthors euvy tho posucssion,
. It is oqunlly as nonsensicul to squocxe tho hands
{gllu ullu\'tg a size tuo suall, as to pinch the foot in
ighit hovts.

A vory small nose is considorod insignificant, while
o lnrge ono is snid to indivato nobility of character.
W hy not the sawmo with hunds and feor?

uywilh chaungos of thne tho idea should obtain that
small nuscs only were tize, whilo lurge ones were
xuanoiling to hide, and of which to be ashamed,
would nut the vanity ol humanily attempt to reduce
the proportion of thit member by Incing, or ingerting
in acluso not? At would bo oqually us senmiblo as
atupping tho cirsulation of the bleod in the other por-
t.ons of the body. . . B

A white. flexible hand is desirable, but not at the
e n haind” rough band: has dont b sood

any & hnrd, roug and- has done onoxn|
in tho world to look beautiful in.the oyes of 'um .
proointive. Girla who shirk all the honano‘rr
making drudges of thoir mothers rather than so
thoir dainty whito bands, noed not oxrcct to baloyed
l?- those who know it. Tho callous places and other
signs of Inbor would lis far more to thelr oredit. -
.. hoe bost hand in tho world is un honest hand, bo
it hard or suft, white ur brewn, smooth or rough, an-
gular or shapoly ; un hunest palm thattakes the hand
of afriond with a warwm, hoearty grasp, as if there
were nothing in the l::lnlm fllf?x i:ohm&w l):“n'l'y »:‘-ruu.h
. 0 and most
boautiful hand in the world. - - : R

THE GOLD-FINGERED BRAHMIN,
A LINDOO TALE._

—

BY JOHN G. BAXE,

A famous morchant, who had made
GI :ln‘oronll_uo by h(:n‘ost. t.rln:do "
oreign countrios,--by mischan
( 'Tho failuro ofnﬂn:"in lfru.ms %
And scvornl cargoos lost ut svn,)
Beoama na poor as poor could bo;
Of all his riches saving nauglit,
Kxcopt, indeod, tho proualng thought
Of gonorvus doods in bottor duys,
Which some romemberad to his praise.
Of those, a Brahmin, who had known
The worchant ore his woanlth had flown,
ﬁnd how hio helped tho sick und poor,
ntered, ong dny, his open door,
nd said, My friond ! I know vou woll ;
our former stute ; and what bolell
That all was lost; and well I know
Your noble life, und fain would show
Sinco 1 have power—{leavon ho ndured!)
low ull your wealth muy bo restorod.
Now please aitend : Whono'er you sce
A Bruhmin who rescimblos me
In looks and drexs, {nnd such an one
W1l entor here atxet of sun,)
Just strike him on tho furchead--thrice;
Andlo! his fingors. In a trice, -
Will turn to solid-gold! OF thes
Qut off us wany us you pluase,
(Tho ten will make a gondly sum,)
And thus tho Brahmin-furm will comne
Whenever you havo ueed of .
Counsidor well whnt L havo told!"
With this, tho Brahmin wont away,
And, sure enongh, ut close of duy,
A stranger, liko tho othor, cnme,~—
So like, indeed. ho seemod tho sumo,--
And st him down ; and quick as thought,
Theo blows aro struck, tho churm is wrought,
Aud all his tngers turn to goly !
0 wondrous sight I--And now bohold
The huppy merchnnt rich onco more
As in his thrilty duys of yore!
barber, curious to know
Whence all this sudden wealth might flow,
By watching, morning, noon und night,
Themagic Brahmin hrought to light ;
At least, he thought beyond a doubt
leo’dfound the goldon seorot out: =
And straight he called threc Bralmins in,
And bade themsit: * For o L'll win,”
Tho follow reasouced, * thrico as much
As if a single man I touch
ho more tho men, the moroe the gold !
I’1l havo us much us I can hnd
In all wy pockots, at a blow !
But when ho struck the Brahmins, loi
They turned not inte golden ores,
But turnod--the burher out of doors}
And, angry at his scurvy trick,
Buch beat him svundly with o stick!

MORAL.

To all who read thie nleasant tale,

The barber’s futo nmi' sorvo to teach,
How sadly imitators {ui

Who aim at things boyond thoir reach!

[REGISTERED in accordance with tho Copyright Act
of 1808.]

TO THE BITTER END.

By Ifiss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,’ ETC.

CHAPTER XXXI.—(Continued.)

In such & prrty, if Mr. ITarcross had chosen
to tat his diuuer in compuarative stlence, he
might have done so with impunity. There
were plenty of people to” talk ; and Georgic's
aunt, Mrs. Chowder, whom he took in to dinner,
was not exacting so long ns the ministering
spirits of the banquet Lrought her the nicest
entrées, and not the ruined walls of the vol-au-
vents, or the legs of the chickens. I can't
dine without curric,” she told her neighbour
confidentially, “and I can't dinc without hitter
beer. J know it sounds dreadful; but I was
twenty yecurs in India, and use Is sccond
nature, you know. I don't know whether you
noticed it, but there was no geated coconnut
in that curric, I must give Georgina’s cook
poor dear Chowder's recipe ; a copy of it, that
is to sny. The original document is in his own
handwritinz, and I keep it among tho letters
ho wrote me when I came Lome for my
health.”

While Mrs. Chowder enjoyed her dinner,
however, Mr. Harcross did not abandon him-
self to silence. On tho vontrary, he went in
for o triumph and achicved it, saying some of
his Lest and Vitterest things, to the de ight of
an admiring circle, talking much more than
usuel; not hauging back, and watching his
opportunity to flash in upon the ta k with
specech a8 keen as a sword-thrust, after the
manner ot some dinner-table wits, but making
all the talk at his cod of the table; and sus-
tajuing it with uunbated vigour.

Weston Vallory, who wus seated at Augusta’s
left hand, was not slow to observe this extremne
vivacity. .

« How lively your husband is ¢o-night1” he
said to Mrs. Haicross: “he has almost a
feverish air.”

«]I suppose he wishes to make himself
agreeable to our triends,” Augusta answered, in
her chilllng way, but with a little suspicious
glance. acruss the table towards her husbaud
nevertheless,
sucicty,” she ailded,

#Q, dear no; on the contiary, he is a man
who scems created to shine iu socicty, It's a
pity that typo of man always seewus to lose a
little in the domestic circle.”

Augusta flashed one ol her sternest glances
upon lier cousin; but he was us much accus-
tomed to- tho angry tlash of those brilliant

‘hazel cyes as sho was to this kind of malicious

insinuvution against her husband,

#J don't know' what you mean by losing
in" tho ‘domestic circle,” she said stiflly; « I
nover find Hubort at a loss fur convorsation at
home™

% Really now,” said Weston, with his insolent
incredulous air, I should have thought that
even Canning or Sydney Smith must have been
rather bad company &t home, A .-man of that
kind wants such-a dinner as this to develop
his powers. Thotigh, by tho bye, there really
is no one here, and that's why 1 felt surprised
by Harcross's cxcessive vivacity, I can't sco
the source "of his. inspiration. What can it
matter to -him whether those girls in blue

think him s wit.or a Uullard; or that old

Indian Generai, or the stout party in groem
sutin—an aunt of the house, I believe? What
kudos con ho get from amusing all thess

-nobodics?” .

«It-is just possible that he may wish to
pleaso my frdends” replied Augusts, with
diguity. “You cannot suppose thatn mau in
his position must always have a motive for
being sgrecable. Ho is mot upows his promo-
‘tion.”

¢ e is not genernlly dull in.

“No, he is one of thosc infernnl lucky
fellows who have only to open their mouths
for manua to fall into them ”

¢ He has worked harder than most men, and
has more talent than most men, Weston, I
don't sce that there is any luck in the caso”

% Don't you? Was there no luck in marrying
you? What is there to distingnish him from
tho ruck of mankind, that should entitle him
fo such a prize ns ho sccured when ho won you ?
How provokingly devoted you are to tho
fellow, Aungustal?®

“ Weston, I will not allow you to talk in
that style.

“ 0, come now, Augusta; I'm sure I bebuvo
mysclf remarkably well, Lut u muan can't
always bo dumb. It provokes mo past endu-
rance sometimes to sco you so fond of him

“Indced! I had suppused mysclf amongst
the coldest of wives ”

#Cold! Why, you blaze up like a voleano if
ono says o word against yonder demigod. He
cannot do wrong in your sight. Why, I verily
believe that if any awkward episode of his past
life were to come to light, yowd aceept the
revelation as a matter of course, aud go on
adoring him.? '

“I really wish you would not use such
absurd words, Weston— demixud " and “ado-
ration!?” Of course I am ntlached Lo my hus-
band. Our marrlage was onc of inclination, as
you know, and Hubert's conduct from first to
last has been most cousciontions and disinte-
rested. ' With regard to his past life, I doubt if
I have the slightest right to question that,
although T should Lo naturally grieved to
discover that ho had ever been anytiing luss
than I believe him to be, u man of high moral
character.”

“Upon my word, Augusta, you are a model
wife. But suppose now, during your engnge-
ment to him, at tho very time when you were
keeping company, as the mnld.secvants say,
there hind been any little episode—a rustic
flirtation, for instance, which developed iuto
something of a more serious churmcter—how
then ¥

This time Mrs. Harcross grew suddenly pale
oven to the very lips.

# I will never speak to you agnin, Westou,”
sho snid, without raising her voice in the least
degres, ¢ unless you immediately upologise for
that shameful insinuation.”

“ My dear Augusta, I was only putting o
cause. I will beg your pardon a thousand
times over, if you like, I had no idea of ofiund-
ing you.” .

“ You always offend me when you talk of
my husband. I request that for the future yon
will abstain from speaking of him.”

#J expunge his name from my vocabulnry,
From this moment he shall be as sucred in
my oyes as the Llama of Thibet, or those
numeless goddeases whom the Grecks worship-
ped in fear and trembling, I could endurcany-
thing rather than your anger, Augustu.”

“Then pray do not provoke it Ly any more
silly specches about Huboert. Lady Clevedon
is rising ; will you give mo my fun, please? I
dropped it just now. Thanks.”

Her colour had come back by this time,
That insinuation of Weston's was of course,
like all the rest of his malicious speeches, the
meaningless emanation of a jealous soul. She
bad grewn accustomed to the iden that this
cousin of hors should bo thus bitter upon the
subject of her marriago. She knew wlat o
crushing disappointment that marriage had
been to him, and was hardly inclined to Le
angry with him for Leing still devoted to her,
heart and soul ; still jerlous of the winner,
Where clse, indeed, could she have found such
fuithful service, such unflagging zval?

% Poor Westun,” she used to say to her con-
fidantes, ¥ he would go through firc and water
for me."

Aud through firc and water Weston Vallory
was quite prepared to go, with one end and
aim Leld steadily in view,

CHAPTER XXXII.
##oN PLEASURE BENT.”

Summer skies and summer woods, qQuaint
old gurdens Lrimming over with roses, a fair
supply of carriuges and horsus, ugoo«.’l cook,
and & considerable proportion of youthful
spirits, combined to make the little guthering
at Clevedon a very pleasant business, I'here
were plenty of show places and a sprinkling of
interesting ruins in that fuir garden of Eng-
land ; and Lady Clevedon's visitors were
rarcly at home for luncheon, but were to bo
found at that soclal hour cither picnicking on
the smooth turf in the chancel of a dilapidat-
cd abbey, or roughing it in the sanded Lest
parlour of some rustic inn, or camping on the
summit of a hill, with a Turncresque land-
scupe spreading wide beneath, and melting
into the bine sky beyond an opposite runge of
wooded hills twenty miles awuy,

Sir Francis Clevedon's horses, and such job-
horscs as were to bo hired in the villuge of
Kingsbury, had rather a hard time of it during
these festivitics, and may reasvnubly have
wished thomselves in any other state of life,
Little rest bad they in the gloomy, substuntial
old stables, in the spacious quadrangle, where
puar-trees and yellow jusmine climbed over tho
dark red-brick walls, and a great clock clunged
the hours, half-hours, and quarters, with a dis-
sonnnt clang that outruged the summer quict,
As soon as the checry, lounging breakfust was
over, the morning papers read, aud perhaps a
stray garae of billiards indulged iu, while tho
ladles were dressing for the day's cxcursion,
preparations” for the start began on thoe broad
gravel drive in front of the porch., Matrons
were duly stowed {nto landsu and baroucho;
maidens came treipping down the stone steps in
riding-gear, with chimney-pot hats perched
coguuttishly on wonderful structures of puffed

‘and plaited helr ;. adv-mturous spirits, cager to

drive doubtful homvs in tittuppy dog-carts,
puused.-for the signal for depurture ; dogs
barked, footmen and grooms .un to and fro,
carrying shawls and sun umbrellas ; ponderous
Laskets of comestibles were hung on to
tho heaviur carringes and at last, Georgie
having mounted a mail-phacton with her

husbund, in defiance of ctiquette, the guy pro-. -
cession moved morrily ol at o dJashing pace .

down the long avenue, whose glories have
been somewhat thinned by Sic Lucus, but
which is still a noble alley. " .

41 will drive with you, Frankic,” suys the
young wife, nestling under hur husband’s
clbow. ¥ \What a tall creaturc you are up thers!

I would sooricr stay at home ut oncé than sit -

and proge in that stuffy landay, while you

rattled on & quarter of o mile buforv us, smok~ .
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