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8 We get on very well together," he said trying lis hardest p

t bo tender, I but Inî afraid the life s rather a dull one for a
ber.")

hryou speak with a refinement of accent which I should'
hardly have expected in-"

" In a lHedingham schoolmaster," said Mr. Carew. "iI don't C

know about that. i daresay 'rn very mucli behind the new t

order of national schoolinasiters who are expected to be com- t-

pendiumtils of learning. But I came t-o Hedingham lu the good o

Old Cimes, when ail people wanted iln a village schoolmaster a

was the ability to spell decently, and write a fair hand."'
Mr. Carew might have added that in this happierera certifi- t

cates of character were not so sternly scrutinlsed an they are x
now-a-days. a

"i Hîave you been so long at lHedingham' " enquired Sir
Aubrey.

i Fifteen years."I
l You surprise me With your education I should have

supolsed you woulid have long ago sought and obtained a much
better position."

Sylvia gave a quick impatient sigb. This was th veryc o
thought she had so often uttereud

I Papa doesi't know the mnieaning of ambition," she sald, a
"l o. I have no ambition." ' Man wants but little here be- n

low nor wants that little long.' Why disturb the briet span
jn which he may enjOy is little by fruitless endeavours to

make it great. * The gods want nothing' said the Greck, t and

the man who wants least comes nearest to the gods. 1 have d
schoolel my' desires bettter than i have taught- the village
children, and like oGoldi»th model pastor teel myself 'pan- o
slug riclh with forty pounds a year.'

Mr. Carew might have added, that unlike the ideal pastor, t
he speut tie forty pIunds strictly upon himself, and thu.i

stretched tthe moneuy to lts utmost limit.'
I 1 admire your philosophical spirit, sir," said the baronet,I

approvingly*. " I f there wec more Uen of your temper there t-
would be fewer revolutions, Yet for your dauglhters sake i
can but think it a pity you should have been contented with a
position so far below your powers.

Sylvia gave another sigh.f
I Oh, papa never thiinks of mue," she said, " solong as he bas t

a servant, to whom he need pay no wagels, he is quitte satis-n

Sow this wasnot an amiable speech, and from lips lenss
lovely imight have seemed wantinig in filial resp*ct. But Sir
Aubrty lookei at-t-he lips and did n'ot weigh the' words that
had escaped throuîgh that rosy gate. le wats thinking how
ovely , low intelligent the girl wasl, and what a hard thing it
teermed t-hat she hould be buried alive in such a place as this8
-pretty and rustite iIdeed to contemplate as a picture in th,
sommer twilight, but no itting home for a beautifil voung
woman.

lie rose' hastily, went across the grass to the Vicar and Mr.
Spilby, who were leaning against the palin&z talking proligi-1
ously, .3pilby with a pentci and note book in his hand. There
was t-oo dangerous a witcoherasft about that fair young face.1
Witchcraft that might lire a man to his ruin.i

l i my position a inan cannot afford to b foolish," thought
the baronet P1erriam Place and al its appurtenances hung
rotvi bi tneck, a it wr-t mi1llstone which lie could not
shake oif. " If I were a youngster, I might make a fool of
myself and marry that- girl. lie thoight.

*et in a young man with his lifeî before him such an act-
would have been more desperate t-han il a man of Sir Aubrey a
age, with whomli the best p rt of lire was ovtr, and who mnight
surely choose wbat comforter lie liked for his delclining years.
Never, perhap", was a man more free ta pla-st hhnself thian
Sir Aubrey. Near relations he had none, save his brother, the
harmllesa ecccntric Mr. Perriamu, who was considered hardly
quite riglht in bis mind. There wast really nothing to prevent-
bis pleasing himself ;except his own prt jucices. But t-bese
were strong. lie had a magniticent idea of his own impor-1
tance. The grandeur of his place in the world. Ie hal ieverj
donc anything in conipetition with his fellow men ; and there-
forie he bat never failed. Nothing had ever happned teo
weaken his faith in himself.

As a young man lie had becn aflianced t-o the daughter of a
Duke. bTho Dike wtras poor, butof loftiest lineage. The girl,g
Lady Giinevere, had died a montihbefore the day appointed
for the marriage, and the blow haçd fallen lieavily on Atbrey
Perriam. The portrait of his betrothed still imîng in hit sttndy
at Perriam, and lie rarely looked at it, without a regret-ful
sigh.

Thisdisappointment, or rather the memory of tho disappoint-
ment, for it bai long ceased to be more than a sorrowfuli
menmory, had kept Sir Aublrey single all these years. Vith
the recollection that his Giuine-vere was the swe ftst ot womn,
there micgied atlways t-ie thought that she was also te ttda-ugh-
ter of oe of Englands oldunst duikes. H mt with innum-
erable pretty women. and agreeable wonmen, who would have
been glat tobecome Lady Perrlam ; but there wast nut One
worthy to occiupîy the plate that Guinevere was to have filled.
They might have brightened his learth with ail the tender
joys of home but tly couild not have given bis children a
ducal grandtfatlier. Sir Aibrey took that fact- to heart, and re-
mained single.

Yet in vier pathway there lnrks a snart. Sir Aubrey's
tates were artistic, ile liad his ideal, bis drean of perfect
beauty, which hie never thought t-o ee realised save on the
cinvas of lits favourite, TEitian. And Io, lhe had fotnd this
drean-picture, this impossible flower of humain lire, which
pouts have sung, and paintcrs have painted through ail the
ages. lie had found his uideal, hre, ln the village of lleding-
ham--on his own property-but a few miles fron the house
in which ho dweilt.

Ie listoned politely te allMr. Spilby's ideas about the new
schoolhonse. Mr. Spilby was of opinion that the present
building was worn out, usedi up, that it would hardly hold
together for a mont-h longer.

"l Weather-tight il has tot been for the last tuen years," tutid
Mr. Spilby, with profound contempt, "and how those blessed
nid cob walls have contrived to hold together at- ail passes my
'nderstanding."

Ilm afrald they must all hold together ayear or two longer,
Spilby," said the Vicar. IlBut- on may give us your specifi-
cation as soon as you like. We shall know where we are
whetu we've got that."

Sir Aubrey pretended the deepesat Int-erest, and wben Mr.
Spliby departed to pick up his gig at the Inn, and drivo back
t-o Monkhampton, the baronet still lingered, and this timo did
not refuse the Vicar's offer of a bottle of claret. Tbo Vicarago
was on the other side of the churchyard. They had but to

pass beneath the gloom of the cypress that hai shaded Edmund
nd Sylvla's farewoll, cross a more open part of the village
urlaltgroundand t elcomfortable looking windows of theVicarlds substantiai dwciiing wore before t-hem. A iow wial

nly divided the Vicarage garden from the place of tombs.
Clumps of dahlias and rose.covered arches rose gaily beyond
he grassy mounds, and above the moss-grown bead stones, si
he lighted windows of Mr. Vancoairt's drawing-roon shaone
ut cheerily. Croquet oops, scattered balls and mallets stillh
dorned the lawn.8
44 Rather a singular man, that schoolmasiter of yours," said -

he baronet, as they sauntcred through the churchyard, "a
man who han seen btter days, I should think. Do you know h
.nything of his antecedents 7"

" Not a tittle. He came here before my time, you know. 'b
"i wonder how he got the situation. He doesn't talk like a

West country man."
"No, I don't think he belongs to t-his part Of the country.,

Yet Carew is a West country name "-
" It s--and a good one. Ive tried more than once to find f

ut what Carews he belongs to. But he's uncommonly close c
-ther's no getting at the bottom of bis mind. He' a not an
greeable man, by no meanst but he's a very good school-
maste--r"

What stipend does he get?0"
"Forty pountds a year, coals, candles, and the schoolhouse."1
"Ioor fellow I And ha speaks like a gentleman. The

daughter is intereshing, too. Do you know much of her?" .
l 've seen ber change fron bud to blossom. She was a slip

f a child of twelve, or so, when I firât came here."
" She looks amiable-a goo lish kind of girl, I should

hink."
"As good as the generality of girls, I daresay," tays the

Vicar, in a tone that was not complimentary to the species.
" My daughters tell me she's vain, but as I don't find that
h themselves are entirelv frec fron that feminine weakness,
don't attach much weight t-o the accusation. So pretty a

girl as Sylvia tan hardly help knowing she is pretty."
No word of village scandai nor of blemish in the girl's fair

fane. Sir Aubrey wat glad of that. But he puisied the ques-
tion still further. " Your daughter said somethiug thisafter-
noon about certain reports which had prevented her being
quite so kind to Miss Carew lately as she had in the past," he
said. " Do you know the nature of those rep .rts."

", Rports," cried the Vicar, almost in a passion. " Heding-
haum is full of reports. The very air engenders reports. If
yoi go out of your house after dark--a report! If you take
an unaccustoied walk befire breakfast-a report! If a
stranger dines with you-the fart il reported. You can hardly
eat your diniier in the solitude of your own home 'without
bemng talkît about. You cat poultry when other people eat
meat. Yu are' going to the dogs. You dine on a cold sirloin
and a salad. You are a miser. I have no patience with vil-
lage scandal mongers, and my detestation of their gossip is so
well known that very few of their inventions ever travul my
wav. As for Sylvia Carew, I have known her fron a child,
and I have never seen an' reason to think ill of ber."

Sir Aubrey was glat. It wa s not to be suppotsed that what
men s-tid or thought about this village beauty could be of any
consequence to him ;yet in bis heart of hearts he was glai.

CElA PTER XIII.

AN cseiVrrso acesrT.

While the baronet was uaking hitmself agrecable in the
Vicarage drawing-rotm, and pretending to muistake Mr. Van-
court's wholesome Medoc for Chatean Margaux, a curious
scene was taking place in the school-house parlour-a scene
of more dram ntic intensity than any which ha- ever been
enacted there since Mr. Carew came to Hedingham.

Night closei, dark and starless, as the schoolmaster drew
bi.s blind,and seatei hinself at the little table to read bis
newspaper b t-he light of a pair of caudles, the second of
which was only light-ed while Mr. Catrew r'.ai. Witl lis
smuall pittance it wat a imatter of some importance whether
he blrtined one' or two candles ; so when he foldedhis paper
ani laid it aside it was Sylvia's care to extinguish the second
cantile.

For a man whn lived so much apart from his fellow-men
Mr. Carew was singularly fond of the newspatper. Books in-
terested him little, though he had read a good deal at soue
period of his lite. But the newspaper lie devoured-watching
the careers of publie men-and unost ft all of commercial
men, and noting every step in thoir progress. Very often had
Sylvia seen hi iiilay aside th-e journal with a heart-piercing
sighî-a sigh such as the lost in th cunderworld mnay have
tdI uig after Virgil and Dinte a-s th-e hit-lit of those radiant
count'nances fitd slowly fronm- theu and lft ail dark. Long as
he bai lived in this luiet seclusion it was evident that he hal
still vearnings-that stili in his breast t-her were smoulder-
ing fires not to be extingiished. Sometimes he would burst
out int a sudden passion, and fwvoir Sylvia with a hotnily
upon the crooked ways of Destiny, the insecurity of earthly
fortune. But iot froi a spiritual sttiti point did lie survey
the question-not with heavenly hopes did be entreat hi,
child l f'ortify herself. le took a pucrely carnati view of the
suibject, it aught ber that this human life uwas a jumble of
contradiction., in which some few ping iiuçindefatigable slirits
got the best of it. These chosen ones reigned above the
general chaos, and contrived to enjoy thlemsuelves. But for
the mass life meant hopeless confusion.

Sylvia listenil, and agreed with the preacher. She was
very ready to find fault 'vith a system which compelledb er to
wear faded gowns iand home-madle bonnets. Whether Fate or
Society were nost t- blame. she hardly knew ; but she felt
there was something amiss-that life was a riddle beyond ber
plower to read aright..

To-night, however, Mr. Carew was umnsnally cheerfuil in his
demeanour. le whistled a scrap of Italian music softly, as
he drew down the blinds-a reminiscence of bis opera-going
daysa

Vo ma' sing me a song, Sylvia," ha said, "'while I
smoke another pipe."

The girl seated herself at the piano and obeyed. But as ber
thoughts were following Edmund Standon she chose the saddest
melody in ber scanty r/pertofro. lie was at Southampton, most
likely, by this time, she thought, pacing the lamp-lit streets
of the strange town, sad and lonely, and longluig for ber com-
pany. So ahe sang a pensive little song of Sir Walter Sott-'s,
set to a mournful strain--

Thé béath this night must b. uey bel.
The bracken curtain for ny eba t,

M uîaby t-hé warder's tread,
r fr freim ve anod thé, Mary

To-norrew vae oàMy e...hmayo ybtoyad
Mï'vesmer song ubhy 'ail. sweét maud,

tw, not waken me, Mary.

Mr. Carew did not take notice of the song. The sweet pen-
ve voice soothed him as he smoked, and meditated, more
opefully than he had done for somae time.
He tod himself that his daughter had made a conquest.

ir Aubrey Perriarn was evidently lmpresed-aye, and deeply
-by ber exceptional beauty. There were looks and totes
rhiclh it was Impossible t-o mistake. And again, wby lad the
aronet corne this evening. That pretended intereet in the
ew school bouse was the shallowest of artifices. Sir Aubrey
ad come there to see Sylvia, and for no other reason.
Such admiration might end In nothing, of course. It was

most likely to end in nothing. It was not supposed that a
man of fortune and position who had lived single to between
ifty and sixty years of age, escaping the various snares which
mnut bave beau laid for him, would fail captive to the charma
f a village beauty.
IMen are such base slaves to the world they live in, that it

would be too much to hope that this man might bave courage
o please himself," pondered Mr. Carew. IHowaever much h
admnires un>'daugbter, ho 'viii bu st-oic enougl to t-arn bis
back upon us and forget ail about ber."

Sylvia bad toil ber father of that little scene intthe orchard,
and how she had caught Sir Aubrey Perriam at Blindnan's
Buff, and how be bad kisse iber hand afterwards like a cour-
tier ofthe old school. Fealty to Edmund in no wise forbale
that she should be gratified by such hormage to ber beauty•
yet had Edmund ventured to admire any one but lierself, shu
would have objected strongly.

To-uight, even while she was singingher thoughts wander-
ad from Edmund to the baronet, and she wandered why he had
come this eveuing, and if other people noticed that admiring
ook in his eyes when he spoke to ber. Poor Edmund. If he
had only been master of Perriam Place, instead of being de-
pendent upon the will of a tyrannical mother!

" Look here, Sylvia," said ber father, when ho bai smoked
out lis pipe, -a1Your fine Mr. Standen and I bai a few plain
words together to-day. You must have managed matters
more artfully than evea the generality of women to keep me
in the dark till the last momeit."

" What was the use of speaking, papa," returned the girl
with lier indifferent air, I knew you'd be against us. And
we've only been engagtd such a short titne."'

Engaged, indeed," cried the schoolmazter contemptuously,
t You don't tell me that you mean to marry a beggar."

I mean to mnarry Mr. Standen," auswered the girl firmly.
She looked ber father full in the fa.ce, and ho kew that t-he
look was a defiance.

l I should have thought you bad enough of beggary."
11 R will work for me," she said, with that steady look.

lier father felt the taunt. What effort bai he ever inle to
lift bis child from the dismal swamp of poverty ? "4E.lrnund
will work for me," repeated the girl. " Wlhy shotld he not
prosper? He is young and hopeful, and will not sit down and
fold bis bands, contented with beggary, like that miserable
sluggard those droning boys talk abo3ut."

,i don't know how to argue with a wotan," exclaimed Mr.
Carew, scornfully. " There are depths of silliness to which a
man cannot reduce his understanding. Marry KEimund tau-
den, iftyou like. Proclaim to everyone inledingham that
you and be are engazcd to be marr:ed ; and if you mar as
brilliant a prospect as ever a girl hat vou'il have olv your-
self to blame by-and-bye, when you and your husbaud are
starving.'

I A brilliant prospect," echoed the girl with a bitter lanîzh;
" what brilliatt prospect cau I have heres" She glanced diis-
dainfully at ber surroundings, and laughed again-not
pleastntly.

SWhIat should you say to being mistress of Perriarn Place?"
The girl laughed a third time, but this timue vith luess uitter-

ness. I Poor papa," she said compassionately,1- can vou b3
so toolish as to attach any importance to Sir Aubrey 's notice?"

" Great events have sprung fron snall beginnins" answ,-r-
ed ber father sententiously. " Btut if you marry Edmuad yuu
shut the door in the face of fortune.ý

Sylvia gave an impatient sigh.
I vwisht you wouldn't put such nonsense tnto yn head1,

papa. It only makes un î-uncomfrtable. Mistress of Perrian
Place, indeed, just bhcause an elderly getient in has ptid mc
a coipliment or tuwo. Was there ever such asur lity ?

Mr. Carew said nothing, but began to read his nwspaper.
Sylvia fligettei with her work b:tsbket, b it mi te n-ratt-mplt
to work. That foolish speech of ber fther'i ad strangly dis-
turbei ber. She gave another sign- heavier than t-he irs

t. You tlou't ktow lowv goo t E Imunini is, pa a," sie said
pteadingly. "You dont know how dearly, how truly h loves

l 1 know that h bhas not a shilling of reliablic income. an-
swered her father, iland Iconsider thit entauh for me to know
about any m In who wans to marry mv duizhter.

Il I wish he vere richer. But Mrs. S ntndein> my rtlent so
day," said Sylvia, musingly. " Ru is s0 god ail ltra-ve, antd
true ;and tinks no more of sacrificing his proipects for ny%
sake than if it vere but throwing away a ft led tiwer.

I A convincing fact that he's an arrant fool," said heriather,
"and never likely to succeedi h lite."

Is that a rule, papa? Yet, ifclever people always succeed-
ed, you ought to have done better."

i I dor't pret-rd to cleverness. I bave beau a fool in my
time-ay, fooled ta the top of my beut. Hark,cbild," he said,
starting, " What's that?"

It 'was a tinid knock at the onter door, ait an hour when
visitors were rare at the school bouse. The little Dutch clock
in the kitchen had strtuck ten, a late hour for lHetiigluain, bed-
time even for the gentry, unless they hail compîanv. The
most dissipated of fledingbam dinner parties was over ut
eleven, and darkness baid descended upon the dinuer glvers by
a quarter past.

To a nervous temperament any unexpected sumnmons is
a'ainug, ereit-cven the not tttid tap ata streetuoor, aund
t-nigbt, Mr. earew's nerves were somewhat overstrunr. Tait
notion about the baronet's fancy for bis daughter, shadowy as
It was, hat xoited him.

e 'went to the door and opened It cautiously; afif pre-
pared to behold a burglar with mask and lanthoran, or perlaps
aune modern sprnng bmeled Jamk. But t-e figure he sa wwis
b7 no means alarn.ng;-only a womarVs slender fa, clatIl
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