by storm in my father's time. There’s nothing here of the
Werther kind--in point of fact, no works of fiction. - There's
a fine edition of Holinshed ; yonder Froissart's Chroniclos; the
Mort d’Arthur; sermons, from Latimer down to South and
Barrow ; Milton’s Prose Works; Rollin, Hume, and all the bost
historians.” - ‘ )

¢« Macaulay and Carlyle 7 asked Sylvia, thinking there
might be something readable in that way. She liked history
as interpreted by these brilliant and diverse peas.

# No. There has been nothing added within the last fifty
years. It was my grandfather who completed the library.” -
¢ As if a library could ever be complete,” thought Sylvia,

It was pleasant to imagine the chauges she would make in
this gloomy temple of the learned dead. New curtains of
bright glowing hue, instead of those black-green velvet, which
age and dust had darkened to the colour of the trunks of moss-
grown trees; a new carpet to replace that worn and faded
Turkey, where every shade had worn to one neutrality of tint;
new tables; stands for engravings; new chairs—roomy,
luxurious,—covered with crimson morocco, and decorated with
crest and monogram in gold. She had seen the luxuries of
life, were it but in the upholsterer’s window at Monkhawmp-
ton.

They went back tothe saloon, after making the circuit of the
lower room, the hall, the music.room, long disused, a spacious
empty chamber whose walls gave back sonorous vchoes,
the breakfast parlour, the late Lady Perriam’s morning-
room.

¢ P'Il show you my brother's rooms another day,” said Sir
Aubrey, “ They are on the upper floor, There's not much to
admire in them except the number of his books.”

In the saloon they found Mr. Carew yawning over his empty
tea cup; Mordred furtively devouring the catalogue of a forth-
coming auction in last Saturday's Athenmam; Mc. Bain
meditative—altogether a silent party.

# You seem rather dull,” said the baronet blandly, ¢ I must
get a piano bye and bye. It's a pity we haven't one, for Miss
Carew might bave given us some music.” -

Miss Carew looked about the room, and thought how many
tbings it wanted besides a piano to make it thoroughly plea-
sant. That grand old world air was very well in its way, but
Sylvia longed for modern luxury as well as antique stateliness.
it was agreeable to contemplate an apartment which reminded
one of the Spectator, and Pope’s Belinda; but one could not
quite ignore the strides which modern invention had made in
the art ot comfort.

It was a long evening. Devoted as Sir Aubrey, was, he had
not very much to say to his betroithed, ‘The eyes which de-
lighted him inspired no eloquence of speech. What he did
say to her was chiedly about himself. Of books he knew little,
sive the works of Addison, Pope, Swift, Voltaire, and a few
more of the same period. Of men he knew still less. So he
told Sylvia mild little anecdotes of his blameless youth, his
revered mother, his admirable father, and now and then
brought forth some inane little joke which had besn handed
down from father to son like an heirloom.

Sylvia listened—smiled even at the jokelets,—but thougict
with & bitter pang of Edmuad’s swift Howing talk—a good
deal of it nonscnse, perhaps, but always eloquent RoLscnSE—
talk about poets, playwrights, romancers ; talk which aparkled
often with the brightness of ideas whick were not all borrow-
ed;t;alk which was vigorous with the force and passion of
youth.

I shall never hear him again. 1 shall never walk with
him in the dear old lanes at sunset,” she said to herself, “ bat
then I shall be Lady Perriam. I shall be mistress of this grand
old house.”

Splendid as Perriam Place might be, its fature mistress was
very glad to get away from it on this particular evening. She
gave 8 sigh of relief as the carriage door was shut, and the
slow,._su-e.dy old korses began their jog-trot progress,

1 3ir Aubrey is very kind, papa,” she said, as if apologising
for the sigh; ¢ but rather dull. At least he was rather dull
to-night.”

“ Not half so dull as his brother. I've been bored to death
by those tedious stories about secund-band books. 1 thought
you seemed very well amused with Sir Aubrey. I heard you
laugh ever 50 many time:.”

“ One is_obliged to laugh when people tell one aunecdetes.
But that kind of laughter is very fatiguing. 1 feel as tired as
if I'd been teaching all day in the Sunday school. [ wonder
whether good society is always fatiguing 7"

Mr: Carew didn't apswer this speculative eaqairy. Ha re-
membered society that had known no wearitiess. Those snug
llttle‘dmners in the Kilbura Villa—thos: gay summer even—
ings in the shrubberied garden, when he and his guests took
thelr coffee outside the jssmine-shrouded vecandsl, by the
light of the midsummer stars ; that inexhaustible wlk of m=n
and horses, and art and music; and for the centre of the pic-
ture the fair face of his pretty wife, the cynosure of all other
eyes, if not his own lode-star. This society, for which James
Carew had secrificed bononr and honesty, if not altogether

aL gpod"' had at least never been dull,

Sylvia nestled into the padded corner of the comfortable old
carriage, and thought of her shopping at Monkhampton to-
morrow. She had taken the bank notes from her father, and
had reluctantly relinquished one ten pouad note to that pareat
when ke pleaded his poverty and embarrassmonts, :

“ A bundred poynds is not much towards such a troussesy
88 L ought to have, papa,” he had said somewhat dolefylly.

“ It secms rather hard that you should want to tske any of it
away. :

“ It geems harder that you should grudge your father a trifle

vat of such a windfall,” answered the schoolmaster bitterly,

o _Wha't do you want with a heap of fine clothes? Sir Anbrey

:;}l give you anything you ask him for when you ar¢ his
el '

There was that other claimaant, the wretched woman in Bell-
alley, Fetter-lane, Sylvia did not quite forget that wutill
Btronger.call upon a daughter's benevoience.

* I'll send her five pounds from Moukhampton to-morrow,"”
¢he sald to bersclf; * when [ am Lady Perriam I cau often
8end her money.”

- d - ®

Befory starting for Monkhampton S5ivia took Mary Peter,
thy dresamaker, in some measure into her confidence.  She
told this useful friend of her speedy marriage, but as she said
uathing about the bridegroom, Miss Peter naturally concluded
that Edmund Standen was that happy man, - Sylvia wanted
the dressmaker's aid in the cholce of fabrics, the adjustment
of quaiitities, and there was s plessant seusation in- golug to
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Monkhampton in the fly from the inn, attended by Aary
Peter. The drivicg: from shop - to shop was lika a triumphal
progress, and % was.a new rapture to be abla to choose the
prettieat things—thoso porfoct boots which Sylvia had gazed
at with onvious sighs in the leading bootmaker's neatly.
arranged window—the lustrous silks, the soft lace, the doli.
cate embrofdery. | Sylvia was surprisad to find how speedily
ber. bank notes malted away when she choss the best and
choicest articles in Ar. Ganslein’s emporium. Mary Petor kept
whispering to hor that she must have twenty yards of thbig,
and seventeon of that, and ten yards of the broad Brussels
lace for a trimming, aad theee or four pieces of Madeira work
for the under linen which Miss Peter was to put in hand
for her. She fouad that seventy pouunds were a mere nothing
to spend at Mr. Ganzlefu’s, and that she must resteict her puar-
chases to three or four dresses at the most,

That thick corded ailk of peartiest whito which she selected,
after much deliberation, for the wedding dress, would do for
a dinner dress afterwards, Mary told hur, and would dye after
that.

& Dye,” exclaimed Sylvia, forgetting hur provious reticence,
¢ Do you suppose I shall ever waar dyed xilks?”

« Well, I doa’t know why you shoulduw’t, Sylvia. Rich
people wear them. T made up a dyed moire antique for Mra,
Toynbee last spring, and it looked vory rich, but was just a
little streaky by daylight. You might have your wedding
dress dyed & lovely blue next year.”

Sylvia chose & dove-coloured silk—the real dove-colour—
and 8 delicate gray. She remembered Sir Aubrey’s charge
about simplicity, and she fancied these subdued tints could
scarcely fail to please him. She bought a good deal of lace,
some linen fine enough tor a Princess of the blood Royal, 2
morning dress or two of plain. white cambric, 8 black silk
mantle, and & warm shawl for travelling, and found that these
parchases absorbed the whole of her sixty pounds. Ten more
pounds were expended at the fashionable bootmaker's afore-
mentioned, and at the chief perfumer and hairdresser's
establishment, where 3ylvia chose brushes aad comba fit for
the fature Lady Pecriam.

« I haven'teven money enough left {or a dressing bag,” sald
Sylvia dolefully, when she looked into hur almost empty purse,
which had seemed full to plethoraa little while azo,

«] dare say Mr. Standen will give you one,” returned Miss
Peter, ¢t they generally do.” TAey meaning the hapleas bride-
groom species. ’

Sylvia gave a little start at the sound of that too {amiliar
name. The thought of Edmund would coms ever and anoa to
dash her sense of triumph, nay, to make all things bitteraess
to her.

The two young women®.drove home wmerrily enough not-
withstanding. They discussed the making of the dresses, and
Sylvia gave her orders with the air of an empress.  She begged
that Mary would be very particular as to the neatuess of the
work, and the style must be elegaunt in its simplicity. There
ware, to be none of the frillicgs, and crossway baads, acd puf-
fings, and fringes and tessels, and gimps which Mrs. Toyabee
delighted in. I canaiford to dispense witn trimmiag,” Syl-
via remarked grandiy.

« You will put off all other work, of coarse, for a wedding
order,” she said to her sateliite at parting, but remember you
must tell no one whose wedding dresses you are making, 1
doun't want people toknow anything about my marriage till
its over ("

« 1 suppose it's W bedirectly he comzs back from Demora.
ra 7" hazarded Mary.

i Never mind when it is to (be.
three weeks from to-day.”

« [ believe it's a moral impossible)” auswered Mary, who
had vague ideas about scrtain substautives, aad said impossi-
ble for impossibility ; “bnt if.it's ia bmnan nature to gst
through so much work in that time I't] do it,”

Sylvia thought of the dressmaker’s bLitl.  She had but one
ter. pound note left, and five pounds out of that she had in.
tended for her mother; but she now decided on keeping the
mouney for Mary Peter. It wounld not do to ¢ater her new stage
of existence in debt to a village dressmaker, She would send
Mrs, Carford money after her marriage.

Thus it happened that tha lodger in Bell-alley profited no-
thing by Sir Aabrey's hundrsd pouads.

Before nightfall 3 great many people in Maonkbampton had
heard of Miss Carew's purchases at Gauzlein's. The school-
master's daughter was very well known in the shop, though
her outlay herotofore had beecn most meazre—y yard or two of
ribbon, a cheap muslin dress, a pair of gluves, und sv on. That
expenditure of seventy pounds had mab: the grave Gaazlein
himseli open his eyes to the widest oxteat as he stood at his
desk in a dark corner of the shop, countiug out Miss Carew’s
money. He talked of the circumstance at dinner inthe bosom
of his family, opiniag that her marriags with Edmund Standen
was to take place very 4non; and thers way a good deal said
by Mca. and the Misg Ganzieins about Mr. Standun‘s foolish
iafatuation.

ttYounyg stand:n must have given hur the mouey she laid
out to-day,' observed the draper. “She coulda’t have got it
from her father.” : .

% Everybody’s mad about that girl, T think)” roturnéd Mea,
Ganzlein, ¢ was told only yesterday that Sir Aubrey had
taken notive of her and her father, and had thom up at the
Place :

Mind I want my dresses in

-

CHAPTER XXIX,

IRREVOCABLE.

The swift days went past. Very swift they seemed to Syl- -

via, and yet very slow. She bad chosen her own fate, yet she
{clt iz & manner doomed.
helpless as the lucklesa sailor clasped in the pulpy embrace
of that sea.monster whose gulatinous arms are stretched out
of the sca to draw the victim to his death.  The sea monster
was Fate. '

"The letter to Demerara was gons now; it was hastening
over the wide blue aea. . How happy Sylvia would have been

" had she been galling over yonder wide ocenn, instead of that

falae, deceltful letter, the letter in which she surrendered her
love, with tears, for his own sake, "

He would return—too goon, come when he would—to find
. her another man's wife,

O bitter awakoning from his brief
dream of woman’s fidelity! : R

Sylvia pald no more visits to Perriam Plico durlng the brief
period of her betrothal.  8ir Aubrey would have liked her to

be there often, but maay scch -visits would have et people

‘There were times when she felt an

talking ; and he wanted . to stave off all gossip a \

mont till after his marriage. He made a‘l;l thg n:g“‘::)rndcr.
rangomeonts as gocrotly as.if ho had beon chief conxpin;',g ‘;'
a naw gunpowder. plot; procured the licence, and uwctrxt 4
that dood of settlement one morning ln Mr. Bain's omcé'Wh od
Sylvin, in her white bonpet and pale muslin dress look'ed lﬁf"
& hot-house plant that soms wind had blown there, ¢

The days went by, the long summer ovenings dwind)
The July moon shrank and waued, August was very i,.,.o‘l'
Then cams the first week of August. Tho reapors wory “broar.
in the Isad, “The {rightened vorncrake knoew not whither o
botake himsell. The heavy wains rolled homewary o "to
shorteniug twilight. ~Sylvin's wedding day was at hang xe

Sir Aubrey spent all his oveulags in the school-house
lour, which was perhaps a more cheorful apartmeq fo.'p:hr'
occupation of three poople than that too spacions salypy :
Porriam. He came under cover of dusk for the most part bn
Ing so auxious to presecve the seerot of his woolng, cams g e“
opposite his betrothed, while she beguiled the evening Wi:h
some trifling fancy work, and to discourse mildly, sy he had
discoursed at Porriam, repeating himselt n littlo now ap th:
He was rather fond of talking politics, and ns hLig "Piuio:'
wore of the good old Tory school; hardly modided siyg, lh'
days of Chatham and North, aad Mr. Carew, like most diy, :
polated men, wasa virulent Radiesl; there was pleaty of roo[::;
for argumant betwoon these two politicians,  Sylvia wondered
that people could talk so much, and got 8o angry about thig ‘
whick seemed roally to matter very little to anybody outaige
the House of Commouns, The world ssemed to go an pretey
much the same whether Condorvatives or Liberals were dormi.
nant, and rates and taxes were just as hard to pay, whether
one Chancellor of the Exchequer or another dipped his fogers
{nto the purses of the people.

Mary Poter brought the dresaes hooro one by ono, and the.,
simple magailcence almost »\s&ouishcd the enraptured Posies.
sor.

#1 thiak that's heavonly,” cxclaimed Mary, asshe helyg y
the dove.colonred sitk in the little cottags bued.chamber, auﬂ
shook oui its lustrous folds with the mantus-maker's skifley
hand. “I¢ pays you well, Sylvia, though you did Kive ten
and six a yard for it. I haven't made up many richer siikq
not even for Mri. Stuaden—your mother-in-law that i3 1o be "
sdded Mary, jocosely. !

There was hardly room for all the finery in Sylvia'y smal}
bedroom. Her riches were almost embarcassing,  The drosses
lay sbout coverod with clesn linen, like bodies laid out in an
hospital. -

“ You've got new tranks to put them in, I hope,” sald My,
#«Thera's nothing I like to sve butter than handsome portmsn.
teaus when a bride’s going off for the wedding trip,”

Sylvia sighed despairingly.

[ haven't u box beloaging to me, she gaid, © ['ve yever
travelied anywhere like other people.”

“ Then, I daressy Mr. Standen will give you a couple of
handsome trunks. You've valy todrop an’int when he cotues
b&Ck."

1 pate hiats,” returue: -
me soIna biokes.”

Bhe made the request to Sir Aubrey that evening, when he
inquired i{ she ware noasdy tesay for the weddiog journsy—
caly three day: uuw ramuiaid befora the appoint=d day, Mr.
Vancourt, the vieas, had rzctided notlce 61 vh- ~arriage—l
areangements were made,

“ My dressse ars juite ready, Sir Aubroy -
[ havae no buz¢s 1o puat them in”

4 You'd bettur ordern couple of fair-sized portmantesux at
Folthorpe's. Lion’t have thewm too large, they're a nuisance
io traveiting, aad the Fceanch Railways charge for all tug-
SSKG."

¢ 1 am sorry that T apent all my moaey before 1 thought
of the truuks” sald Sylvia, blushing deeply.. It was hard w0
bug, even of her betrothed, thougi sha thought of him in the
future as a perrot who would give hor everythia g she deosired,
whose purse she could deaw upoa with perfect fresdom,

Sir Aubrey stared at her somewhat blankly.

“ Oh, you heve speat that hundend pouads” hu said, taken
off his guard oy aa anasuacemsnt which considerably suc-
prised him, in bis happr ignorance of feminine costliness. ©1
fear you've been buying o good deal of unneceasary tinery.”

[ hope not, Sir Aubrey. I have tried to choose
things to pleass you, - the girl answered quickly, tears of hu-
miliation starting to her eyues,

w My dearest, pray dou’t thiok that [ am vexed with you,”
cried the baroust, melted by that tuarful look in those lovely
eyes. ** The money was yours to do what yon liked with, I'il
order your portmanteaux to-ruorrow morning”

He had ay yetgiven her but ouw preseat besides that utilita-
rian offzring of bank notes. {lizsingle gift was an old fashion-
ed diamond hoop ring of his mothers; the diamonds set in
time-dackened silver, and oncircling the finger. Thuis was
doubtless but an earnest of the splendours which he would
hzap upon her by-and-bye,

The wedding day arrived—y misty Augnust moraing; the
hills and woods around Hedingham wers shrouded in light
anmmer vapour, which melted slowly beforv the might of the
day:god. Sylvia heard the cheery volces of the reapersin ths
barley fleld yonder, and eavied them their carcless liberty.
They were uot going to be mareied, It was not the most aw-
ful day in their lives. They were not golng to set n solemn
deal upon their destinies, binding them to an unknown master
for all time to come.

Only oa the vory threshold of doomdid Sylvin pause tocon-
sider  what she was doing. 8ho dreased herself in the white
ailk wedding gown, unassisted, aud wondered a little at bor
own bonuty as she saw herself in’ the glass. That shining,
pearly fabric, 80 trying to lesser loveliness, becamo her as ité
petals become the lily. But at this last moment she felt that
her wodding-dress was too ne for her ‘wedding, There wore
to be no bridesmaids, no guests, no broakfust, She was to
walk from the garden to the church on her father's arm, us-
soen, unadmired, to mect Sic Aubrey nud Mr, Bain in the ves-
try, and directly the ceremony: was over, she was to .pul on
her travelling dress and drive off to Monkhampton Station
with her elderly husband. It was not such n wedding a3 her
dreams had shadowed forth when sho waa betrothed to Edmund
Standen, In thoso vague, girlish visions she hnd pictured her
‘woJding all gaiety and brightness, her village fricads looking

Fiving “1 must ask him to give

cplind, ¥ bt

“ou ndwmiringly, tho school children sirowing her path with

flowers, L : i )
#This lovely dress 18 quite thrown away,” she thought,
with'a discontented algh. « No onu,will see it but pups, sud Bl

Aubrey apd the steward. I'might just a3 well have kopt the




