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« Wo get on very well together," ho sald trying his hardest

" o bo tender, ¢¢ but I'm afraid the life {8 rather a dull one for

»

helr‘.You gpeak with o refinement of acceat which I should
pardly have expected fn—" :

u In n Hedingham schoolmnster,” snid Mr. Cnrc:w. 1 don't
know about that. I daresay I'm very much behind the new
order of uational schoolinasters who are expected to be com-

endiums of learning. But I came to Hedingham in the good
old times, when all prople wanted iu a village schoolmaster
was the ability to spell decently, and wrl_tve a fair haad.”

Mr. Carew might have added that in this happier cra certifi-
cates of character wero not 80 sternly scrulinlsed as they aro
pow-a-drys.

it fave you
Aubrey. "

o Fiftecn years. .

« You surprise mo! With your cducation [ should have
suppored you would have long ago sought and obtained 2 much
better position.” . . .

Sylvia gave A quick impatient sigh. This wag the very
thought she had so often uttered .

« Papa doesu’t know the meaning of ambition,” she sald.

« No, 1 have no ambition.” ¢ Man wants but little here be-
low, nor wants that little long! Why disturb the briet span
in which he may enjoy his little by fruitless endeavours to
make it great. ’ The gods want nothing’ said the Greek, ¢ and
the man who wants least comen nearest to the gods.! l_ have
schooled my desircs better than I have taught the village
children, and like Goldemith’s model pastor teel myself ¢ pas.
siug rich with forty pounds a year.'” . .

Mr. Carew might have ndded, that unlike the ideal pastor,
he spent the forty pounds Mri(‘tlly. upon himself, and thus
stretched the monoy to tts utmost limit.

1 admire your philosophical spirit, sir)” said the baronet,
approvingly. If there wete more mea of your temper there
would be fewer revolutions,  Yet for your duughtec's sake 1
can but thiok it a pity you should have been contented witha
position o far below your powers."

Sylvia gave another sigh.

i Oh, papa never thinks of me,” ahe sald, “ solong as he has
a rervant, to whom he necd pay no wages, he I8 quite sntis.
ﬁeg’.ow this was not an awmiable speech, and from lips less
lovely might have seemed wanting in filial respect. But Sir
Aubroy tooked at the lips and did not weigh the words that
had eﬁfnpcd through that rosy gate. He was thioking how
lovely, how intelligent the girl wax, and what a hard thing it
ecemed that she should be buried alive in such a place as this
—pretty and rustic indeed to contemplate as a picture in the
summer twilight, but no fitting home for a beautiful young
woman.

He rose hastily, went across the grass t:o the \’i(:nr and Mx".
Spilby, who were lcuuing.uguinst the pnlln‘ici y\lklng prpdigl-
ausly, $pilby with a pencil aud note book in his hand. There
was too dangerous n witcheraft about that fair young face.
Witcheraft that might ure a man to his ruia.

¢ In my position a mau cannot afford to be foolish,” thought
the baronet. Perrinm Place and all its appurtenances hung
round hiv neck, as it were—a millstone which he could not
shake off. @ If I were n youngster, T might make a fool of
myself and marry that girl,” he thought,

Yet ina young man with his life before him such an act
would have been more desperate than in a man of Sir Aubrey's
age, with whom the best part of fife was over, and who might
surely choose what comforter he liked for his declining years,
Never, perhaps, was A man mote free to please himself than
Sir Aubrey.  Near relations he had none, save his brother, the
hartless eccentric Mr. Perriam, who wag considered hardly
quite right in bis mind. There was really nothing to prevent
hig pleasing bimself; except his own prejudices. But these
were strong. - He had a magnitcent idea of his own impor-
tance. The grandenr of his placein the world.  He had never
donc anything in competition with his fellow men ; and there-
fore he had never failed.  Nothing had ever happened to
weaken his faith in himself,

As a young man ke had been affianced to the daughterof a
Duke. he Duke was poor, butof lofticst lineage.  The girl,
Lady Guinevere, had died a month before the day appointed
for the marriage, and the blow bad fallen heacily oz Anbrey
Perrinm, The portrait of his betrothed still hung in his stndy
at Perriam, nnd he rarely looked at it without a regretful
sigh.

EEI'hisclisz\p;')ointmcn(, or rather the memory of the disappoint-
meut, for it had long ceased to be more than a sorrowful
memory, had kept Sir Aubrey single all these years. With
the recollection that his Guinevere was the awevtest of women,
there micgled always the thonght that ske wasalso the daugh-
ter of one of England's oldest dukes. He met with innum-
erable pretty women, and agrecable women, who would have
been glad to become Lady Perviam; but there was not one
worthy to occupy the place that Guinevere was to have filled,
They might have brightened his hearth with all the tender
joys of home; but they could not have given his children a
ducal grandfather.  8ir Aubrey took that fact to heart, and re-
mained single,

Yét in every pathway there lurks a snare. Sir Aubrey's
tastes were artistic. He had his ideal; his dream of perfuct
beauty, which he never thought to see realised save on the
canvas of his favourite, Titian.. And lo, he had found this
dream-picture, this itpossible flower of human life, which
poets have sung, and painters have painted through all the
ages. He had found his ideal, here, in the village of Heding-
ham-on his own property—but a few miles from the house
in which he dwelt. i

He listened politely to all Mr. Spilby’s ideax abont the new
schoothouse, Mr. Spilby was of opinion that the present
‘building was worn out, nsed up, that it would hardly hold
together for a month longer, )

“Woather-tight it has not beon for the last ten years,” said
Mr. Spilby, with profound contempt, ¢ and how those blessed
old cob walls have contrived to hold together at all passes my
understanding.” '

- ¥ 1'm afraid they must all hold togother a year or two longer,
_Bpilby,” said the Viear. ¢ But von may give us your gpecifi-

. cation ag soon as you like.
whben wo've got that." .
8ir Aubrey protended the doepest: intorost, and when -Me,
Spilby departed to pick up his gig at the Inn, and drive back
to Monkhampton, the baronet still lingered, and this timo did
not refuse the Viecar's offer-of a bottle of claret. "I'be Vicarage
wag on the other side of the churchyard. They :had but to

been so long at Hedingham?' enquired Sir

general chnos, nnd contrived to enjoy themseives.

We shall know where we are:

pass beneath the gloom of the cypress that had shaded Edmand
and Sylvin’s farewell, cross a more open part of the village
bquul ground, and the comfortable looking windows of the "
Vlcur'a‘ substantial dwelling were before them. A low wall
only divided the Vicarage garden from the place of tombs,
Clumps of dahlias and rose.covered arches rose gaily beyond
the grassy mounds, and above the moss-grown head stones,
the llghtc_d windows of Mr. Vanconrts drawing-room shone
out cheerily, Croquet hoops, scattered balls and mallets still
adorned the lawn.

 Rather a singular man, that schoolmaster of yours,” said
the baronet, as they sauntered through the churchyard, ¢ a
man who has seen better days, I should think. Do you know
anything of his antecedents 77

 Not a tittle, He came here before my tims, you know.”

1 wonder how he got the situation. He doesn't talk like a
West country man,”

“No, I dou't think he belongs 1o this part of the country.”

" Yet Carew i8 a West country name ”

“ It is—and a good one. I've tried more than once to find
out what Carews he belongs to. But he's uncommonly close
—there's no getting at the bottom of his mind. He's not an
agreeable mau, by no means, but he's & very good school-
master,”

“ What stipend does he get?” -

“Forty pounds a year, coals, candles, and the sctoolhouse.’

“Poor fellow! And he speaks like a gentieman. The
daughter is interesting, too. Do you know much of her?”

‘I've geen her change from bud to blossom, She was a slip
of n child of twelve, or 4o, when I first came here”

#She looks amiablc—a goolish kind of girl, I should
think.”

‘As good as the generality of girls, I daresay,” says the
Vicar, in a tons that waa not complimentary to the species,
My daughters tell me she's vain, but as I don't find that
they themselves are entirely free from that feminine weakness,
I don’t attach much weight to the accusatioa. So pretty a
girl as Sylvia can hardly help knowing she is pretty”

No word of village scandal nor of blemish in the girl's fair
fame. Sir Aubrey waxs glad of that, But he pushed the ques-
tion still further., *¢ Your daughter said something thisafter-
noon about certain reports which had prevented her being
quite s0 kind to Miss Carew lately a8 she bhad in the past,” he
said. ¢ Do you know the nature of those rep .rts.”

# Reports,” cried the Vicar, almost in & passion, “ Heding-
ham is full of reports. The very air engenders reports, I
you go out of your house after dark—a report! If you take
an unaccustomed walk before breakfast—a report! If a
strauger dines with you—the fuct is reported. You can hardly
eat your Jdinuer in the solitude of your own home without
berng talked about. You cat poultey when ather people eat
meat.  You are going tothe dogs. You dine ona 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
waell known that very few of their inventions ever travel my
way., As for Sylvia Carew, 1 have known her from a child,
and I have never seen any reasoun to thiak ill of her?

Sir Aubrey was glad, It was not to be supposed that what
men s3aid or thought about this village beauty could be of any
consequence to him; yet in his heart of hearts he was glad,

CHAPTER XIIL

AN UNINVITRD GCEST.

While the baronet was making himsclf agreeable in the
Vicarage drawing-ronm, and pretending to mistake Mr. Van-
court's wholesome Medoc for Chatean Murgaux, a curious
soene was taking place in the school-house parlour—a scene
of more dramtic intensity  than any which had ever been
enacted there since Mr, Ciarew came to Hedinghum,

Night closed, dark and starless, as the schoolmaster drew
his blind, and scated himself at the little table to read his
newspaper by the light of a pair of candles, the second of
which was only lighted while Mr, Carew read,  With his
small pittance it wus 2 atter of some imporiance whether
he burned one or two candles; s0 when he folded his paper
and laid it aside it was Sylvia's care to extinguish the second
candle:

For a man who lived so much apart from his fellow.men
Mr. Carew was singularly fond of the newspapuer.  Books in-
terested him little, though he had read 8 good deal at soms
period of his life. But the newspaper he devoured—watching
the careers of public men—ind most of all of commercial
men, and noting every step in their progress. . Very often had
Sylvin seen him lay aside the journal with a heart-piercing
sigh—n sigh such ag the lost in the underworld may bave
flung after Virgil and Dante as the light of those radiaunt
countenances faded slowly from them and leftall dark. Longas
he had lived in this quict seclusion it was evident that he had
still yearnings—that still in his breast there were smoulder-
ini fires nut to be extingnished,  Sometimes he would burst
out into a sudden. passion, and favour Sylvia with a howmily
upon the crooked ways of Destiny, the insecurity of earthiy
fortune. But not from a spiritual stand point did he survey
the question—not with heavenly hopes did he entreat his
child 1o fortify herself. Hu took a purely carnal view of the
subject, and taught her that this human life was a jamble of
contradictions in which some few pushing indefatigable spirits
got thu best of it. ‘These chosen ones rvigned above the
But for
tho mass life meant hopeless confusion,

Sylvia listened, and agreed with the . preacher.: She was
very ready to find fault with a system which compelled her to
wear faded gowns and home-made bonuets. Whether Fate or
Soctety were most to blame, she hardly knew; but sbe felt

thero wns something amiss—that life was a riddle beyond her |

power to read aright, .
To-night, however, Mr. Carew was unnsaally cheerful in his
demeanonr. He whistled a scrap of Italian music softly, as
he drew down the blindé—a reminiscence of his opera-golog
ays. : ‘
¢ f, Yon may sing m»o a song, Sylvia,” he said, “ while I
smoke another pipe.” ' .
The girl acatod herself at the piano and obeyed. But as her
thoughts were following Edmund Standen she chose the saddest
melody in her seanty répertofre. Ho wasat Southampton, most
likely, by this time, she thought, pacing the lamp-lit strects
of the strange town, sad and lonely, and longlog for her com-

ive little song of 8ir Walter Soott's, -
D o sourafal sunta 8 . pared to behold a burglar with mask and lauthorn, or parhiaps

set to a mournful strain— - ~

The hoath this night must ba my bel.
The bracken ourtain for my hoaci,

Y

M§lullnby the warder’s tread, .~ =

ar, far from lovo and thee, Mary:

To-morrow eve, more stilly laid,

My couch may be my bloody piaid,

Mi' vesipor song, thy wail, sweot maid,
t wili not wai:en me, Mary.

Mr. Carew did not take notice of the song. Theswnel pen-
sive voice soothed him as he smoked, and meditated, more
hopefully than he had done for some time,

He told himself that his daughter had made a conquest.
Sir Aubrey Perriam was evidently impressed—aye, and deeply
—by her exceptional beauty.” There were looks and tones
which it was impossibl« to mistake.  And again, why had the
baronet come this evening. That pretended interest in ths
new gchool house was the shallowest of artifices. Sir Aubrey
had 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
fifty and sixty years of age, escaping the various snares which
must have been laid for him, would fall captive to the charms
of a village beauty.

“ Men are such base slaves to the world they live in, that it
would be too much to hope that this man might have courage
to please himself,” pondered Mr. Carew. * However much he
admires my daughter, he will be stoic enough to turn his
back upon us and forget all about her.”

Sylvia had tol/ her father of that little scene in the orchard,
and how she had caught Sir Aubrey Perriam at Blindman's
Buff, and bow he had kiase her hand afterwards like a cour-
tier of the old school. Fealty to Edmund in no wise forbade
that she should be gratified by such homage to her beauty ;
yet had Edmund ventured to admire any one but herself, she
would have objected atrongly.

To-night, even while she was singing,her thoughts wander-
ed from Edmund to the baronet, and she wandered why ha had
come this evening, and if other people noticed that admiring
look in his ¢yes when he spoke to her. 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 her father, when he had smoked
out his pipe, < Your fine Mr. Standen and I bad 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 moment.”

¢ What was the nse of speaking, papa,” returned the girl
with her indifferent air, “I knew you'd be against uis. And
we've only been engaged such a short titme.”

“ Eagaged, indeed,” cried the schoolmaster contemptuously,
#You don't tell me that you mean to marry a beggar.”

| mean to marry Mr. Standen,” auswered the girl firmly.
She looked her father full in the face, and he kpnew that the
look was a defiance,

« I should have thought you had enough of beggary.”

“ H: will work for me,” she said, with that steady look.
Her father felt the taunt. What effort had he ever made to
lift his child from the dismal swamp of poverty ? “ Elimund
will work for me,” repeated the girl, *Why should he not
prosper 7 He is young and hopeful, and will not sit down and
fold his hands, contented with beggary, like that miscrable
sluggard those droning boys talk about”

“] don't know how to argue with a woman,” exclaimed 3¢,
Carew, scornfully. ¢ There are depths of silliness to which a
man cannot reduce Lis understanding. Marry Edmund tan-
den, if you like. Proclaim to everyone in Hedingham that
you aud he arc engased to be married; and if you mar as
brilliant a prospect a3 ever a girl had youw'{l have only your-
self to Llame by.and-bye; when you and your husband are
starving.'

# A brilliant prospect,” echoed the girl with a bitter lauzh
 what brilliant prospect can [ have here? " "She glanced dis-
dainfully at her surroundiags, and laughed again—not
pleasantly.

#What should you say to being mistress of Perriam Placa?”

The girl laughed a third time, but this time with less bitter-
nesg. S Poor papa,” she said compassionately, ¢ can you ba
so foolish as to attach any importance to Sir Aubrey's notice 2"

k GGreat events have sprung from small beginnings” answer.
ed her father sententiously. - ¢ But if you marry Edmuad you
shut the door in the face of fortune.”

Sylvia gave an impatient sigh.

] wish youn wouldua’t put such nonsense into my head,
papa. 1t only makes m: uncomfurtable. Mistress of Perriam
Place, indeed, just bicanse an elderly geativman has paid me
a compliment or two.  Was there ever such absurlity 77

Mr. Carew said nothing, but began to read his newspaper,
Sylvia fidgetted with hec work basket, b it male noattempt
to work. ~That foolish speech of her father's had strang:ly dis-
turbed her.  She gave another sign, heavier thaa the fiest.

“Youdouwt know how good Elmund is, pa a,” she said
pteadingly. * Youdon't know how dearly, how truly he loves
me."

< 1 know that he has not ashilling of reliable incoma.” an.
swured her father, “and I consider that enansh for me to kuow
about any mn who wants to marry my danghter”

« 1 wish he werericher. But Mrs. Standen may releat somo
day " said Sylvia, musingly. ¢« He is so good and - brave, aad
true.; and thinks no more of sacrificing his prospects for my
sake than if it were but throwing away a faled lowee”

« A 'convincing fact that he's an arrant fool,” said herfather,
tand never likely to succeed {1 life.”

« Isthat a rule, papa? '~ Yet, ifclever peoplealways succeed-
ed, you ought to have dooe better.” . . )

w1 don't pretend to cleverness. I have been a fool in my
time—ay, fooled to the top of my bent.  Hark,child,” ke said,
starting, ** What's that?" o

It was a timid kuock at the onter door, at an hour when-
visitors were rare at the school house... The little Dutch clock
in the kitchen had struck ten, a late hour for Hedingham, bed.
time even for the gentry, unless they had company. The
most dissipated of Hedingham dinner parties was over at

" elevun, and darkness had‘duscénded upon the dinner givers by

a quarter past.. ] .

To a nervous temperament any  unexpected suminons is
alarming, were it even the wost timid tap ata strectdoor, nod
to-night Mr. Carew's nerves were somewhat overstruny.  Taat
notion about the baronet’s fancy for his daughter, shadowy na
it was, had exocited him. R

Ho went to the door and opensd it cautiously; as if pre.

goms modeérn spring heoled Jack,  But the figure he saw was
by vomeans alarming; only & woman's slender form, c}ad in




