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by storm in my father's time. Thore's nothing hbre of the M
Werther kind-in point of fact, no works of fiction. There's P
a fine edition of Holinshed; yonder Froissart's Chronicles; the p
Mort d'Arthur; sernions, from Latimer down to South and p
Barrow ; Milton's Prose Works; Rollin, Humer and ail the best at
historians." a

9 Macaulay and Carlyle ?" asked Sylvia, thinking there c
might be somothing readabie lu that way. She liked history h
as interpreted by these brilliant and diverse pans. ch

" No. There as been nothing added within the last tifty w
years. It was my grandfather who completed the library." au

i As ifa library could ever be complete, "thought Sylvia. la
It was pleasant t imagine the changes she would make in fo

this gloomy temple of the learned dead. New curtains of f
brightglowing hue, instead of those black-greeu velvet, which t
age and dust had darkenued to the colour o the trunks of moss- c
grown trees; a new carpet te replace that worn and faded
Turkey, where every shade had worn to one neutrality of tinti; a
new tables; stands for engravings ; new chairs-roomy, ai
luxurious,-covered with cri mson morocco, and decorated with t
criest and monogram in gold. She had seau the luxuries of
life, were it but in the upholsterer's window at Monkhamp- "
ton.

They wentback tothe saloon, after making the circuit of the p
lower room, the hall, the music-room, long disused, a spieous T,
empty chamber whose walls gave back sonorous choes, li
the breakfast parlour, the late Lady Perriam's morning- d
room.

" l'il show you my brother's roons another day," said Sir a
Aubrey, IlThey are on the upper floor. There's not much to a
admire in them except the number of bis books." s

lu the saloon they found Mr. Carew yawning over bis empty s
tea cup; Mordred furtively devouring the catalogue of a forth-m
coming auction in last Saturday's Athenanm; Mr. Bain m
meditative-.altogether a silent party. l

" Tou seem rather dulî," said the baronet blandly, "I mustp
get a piano bye and bye. It's a pity we haven't one, for Miss n
Carew mightb have given us some music." e

Miss Carew looked about the room, and thought how ni in>'t
zhings it wauted basides a piano to make it thoroughiy pli
sant. That grand old world air was very wel in its way, but
Sylvia longed for modern luxury as well as antique stateilness.w
it was agreeable to contemplata an apartment whîich remindied
one of the Spectator, and Pope's Belinda; but one could not P
quite ignore the strides wîhich modern invention had made in
the art on comfort.

It was a long evening. Devoted as Sir Aubrey, was, he had l
not very much to say to bis betrothed. The eyes which de-d
lighted hit iaspired no eloquence of speech. What ha did u
say to her was chiei>y about himself. Of books he knew little.
sire the works of Addison. Pope, Swift, Voltaire, and a few i
more of the same period. Of men he knew stili less. So hcS
told Sylvia mild little anecdotes of bis blameless youth, bis i
revered mother, is admirable father, and now and then w
brought forth some inane little joke which had bean handed
down from father to on like an heirloom.f

Sylvia Iistened-nmiled even at the jokelets,-but thoughtd
with a bitter pang o! Efdmund's swif tIowing talk-a good1
deal of it nonsense, perhaps, but always cloquent nonsnse-
talk about poets, playwright.s, romancers; talk which sparked o
often with the brightness of ideas which were not ail borrowi
ed; talk which was vigorous with the force and passion of!
youth- i

" I shall never hear him again. I shall never walk with
him in the dear old lanes at sunset," she said to herself, ; butr
then I shall be Lady Perriam. I shall be mistress of this grand
old house."t

Splendid as Perriam Place might be, its future mistress was
very glad to get away froi it on this particular evening. Sheh
gave a sigh of relief as the carriage tour was shut, and the
slow, stetady old horses began their jog-trot progresà.t

fSir Aubray is very kind, papa," she said, as if apoIogiýing
lor the sigh ; " but rather dull. At least he was rather dullt
to-uight"I

" Not hai! su dul as bis brother. l'va beun borad to death 
by those tedious stories about secund-band books. I thoughtc
you seemed very well amused with Sir Aubrey. I heard you
laugh ever so many timea."

One is obliged to laugh when people tell one auecdctes.t
But that kind of laughter is very fatiguing. I fet as tird as
if I'd been teaching ail day in (he Sunday schooL I wonder,
whether good society1 i always fatiguing?"r

Mr. Carew didn't answer this speculative euquiry. He re-
membered societv that had known no wearineas. Thosea snu i
little dînners in the Kilburn Vilta-those gay summer event-
ings in the shrubberied garden, when he and his guests took
their coTee outside the jasmine-shrouded ve--andat, by the 
light of the midsummer stars; that inexhaustible talk of menr
and horses, and art and music; and for the centre of the pic-c
ture the" air face of bis pretty wife, the cynosure of ail otheri
ayes, if not his own Iode-star. This saciety, for which James1
Cames had sacrificed bonour and houesty, if not altogetheri
"good" bad at least never been dull.

Sylvia nestled into the paddti corner of the comfortable old
carrage, and thought of her shopping at Monkhampton tuo-
morrow. She had taken the bank notes from ber father, and
had reluctantly relinquished one ten pound note to that parent
wheu he pleaded his poverty and embarrassments.1

" A lindred pounda is not mucb towards such a trousseau
as I oughr to h: -, papa, she had said somewhat dolef4lly.
" It seemrs rather hard that you sbould want to take any of it
away-"

" It snems harder that you should grudge your father a trida
v u o! such a windfaii," answered the schoolmaster bitterly.
" What do you want with a heap of fine clothes? Sir Auibrey
will give you anything you ask him for when you are lis
wife."

There was that other claimant, the wretched woman in Bell-
alley, Fetter-lane. Sylvia did not quite forget that stili
stronger cali upon a daughter's benevoience.

" l'il send ber five pouandt from Moukhampton to-morrow,"
her said to herseIl " when 1 am Lady Perriam I cau often
end her roney."

Before starting for Monkhampton Sylvia took Mary Pater,
tht, dressmaker, in some measure into ber confidence. She
told this useful friend of ler speedy marriage, but as she said
nothing aout the bridegroom, Miss Peter naturally concluded
that Edmud Standen was that happy man. Sylvia wanted
the dressmaker't aid in the choice of fabrics, the adjustment
of quantities and there was a pleasant saeuation la going to

Monkhampton in the fly fron the Inn, attended by Mary ta
Peter. The driving from shop to shop was like a triumphal n

rogress, and was a new nrapture to b able to choose the ra
rettiest things-those perfect boots which Sylvia had gazed a

t with envious sighs ln the leading bootmaker's neatly. th
rranged window-the lustrons silks, tha soft lace, the doli. S)
tae embroidery. Sylvia was surpriseed tfnind how speedilyà a
er bank notes melted away when she chose the bost and
hoicest articles in Mr. Ganalein's aemporium. Mary Peter kep% T
hispering to her that she must have twenty yards of this, T
ntd seventeen of that, and ten yards of the broad Brussels I
ace for a trimmiug, and three or four pieces of Madeira work b
or the under linen vhich Miss Peter was to put ln hand s
or ber. She found that seventy pounds were a mere nothing
o spend at Mr. Gausiatn's, and that she must restrict lier pur. 1
hases to three or four dresses at the msL o
That thickcorded silk of pearliest white which she selected, P

fter much deliberation, for the wedding dross, would do for i
dinner dreas afterwards, Mary told er, and would dya af(tr 0
hat. s
l Dye," exclained Sylvia, forgettin: hr previos reticeuced
Do you suppose I shail ever wear d -yod silks?"
" Well, I don't know why you shouldu't, Sylvia. Rich "

eople wear them I made up a dyed moire antique for Mrs.
Toynbee last spring, and it looketi vary rich, but was just a P
ittle streaky by daylight. You might hava your wodding f
dress dyed a lovaly blue next year." t

Sylvia chose a dove-coloured silk-the real dove-colour-"
nd a delicate gray. She remembered Sir Anbrey's charge t
bout simplicity, and she fancied thesa subdued tints couldI l
carcely fail to plcase him. She bought a good deal of lace, n
orne linen fine enougi tor a Princess of the blood Royal, a
morning dress or two of plain white cambric, a black silk
mantle, and a warm shawl for travelling, and found that these
purchases absorbed the whole of ber sixty pounds. Ten more
pounds were expended at the fashionable bootmaker's afore-5
mentioned, and at the chief perfum.er and hairdreasser's
establishment, where ylvia chose brushes and eombs lfit for
the future Lady Perrian.

"eI haven't even money enoughI left for a dressing bag," said
Sylvia dolefully, when aell looked into ber almoit empty purse,
which had seemed full to plethora a little while ago,

lI dare say Mr. Standen will give you one," returned Miss
Peter, Ithey generally do." TAey meaning the haploss brid-e.
groom species.

Sylvia gave a little start at the sound of that too familiar
nane. The thought of Edmund would coni ever and anan to
dash her sense of triumph, nay, to make ait tþings bitterneus
to ber.

The two young womenedrove home merrily enough not-
withstanding. They discussed th- ,making of the dresses, and
Sylvia gave ber orders with the air ofau empress. She begged
that Mary would h very particular as lu the neatuese of the
work, and the style must be elegaut in it-s simplicity. There
were, to be none of the frilling&, and crossway bands, and puf-
fings, and fringes and tassels, and gimps which Mris. Toynbee
delighted in. " I can afford to dispense witn utrimming," Syl.
via remarked granti>.

" You will put off ail other work, of course, for a wedding
order," she said to ber satellitte at parting. but remembar you
must tell no one whose wedding dresses you are making. i
don't want people to know anything about my marriage till
its over1"

leI suppose it's to bedirectly he -comz; back from Demera.
ra 7" bazarded Mary.

" Never mind when it is to be. Mind I want my dresses in
three weeks from to-day."

" I believe it's a moral impossible," auiswered Mary, who
had vague id-as about ýertain substantives, and said impossi-
ble for impossibility; l but if Jlt's in humian nature to get
through so much work in tbat tim I 'l do it."

Sylvia thought of the dressmaker's bill. She had but oue
tel. pound note left, and five poundis ot of that she had ln.
tended for ber mother ; but shle now decided on keeping the
money for Mary Peter. It would not do to, e.ner her new stage
of existence in debt to a village drenmaker. She would sentd
Mrs. Carford money after ber marriage.

Thus it happened (hat the lodger in Stll- aiey profited no-i
thing by Sir Aubrey's hundred poundsi.

Before nightfal _ great many peopin Monkibampton hatd
heard of Mis Cirew's pirchses at Gauzlein'. The school..
masters daughter was very well known in the shop, though
ber outlay heretofore hai buen most tre-u yard or two of
ribbon, a cheap muslin dresî, a pair of gltaî, aind s-s on. That
expenditure of seventy punds hadl sua t the grave Ganzlein
himielf open his eyes to the widest xrtetnt a be sto:)d kt bis
desk lu a dark corner of tha shop, counting out Miss Carew's
money. He talkd ofthe circumistance ut duinner in the boson
of bis family, opinin that hr marria4's with E Iýmunri Standen
was to take place very 'oot andt there wst a good 'a Lt said
by Mrs. anti the Mis Ganzlins about Nir S tnn foolish
infatuation.

" Young: stand'n mu« have given her the moue>' she lai
out to-day," observed tha draper, IShe couldn't have got t
from ber father."

" Everybody's mad about that girl, t tiink," raturned Mrs.
Ganzlein* "I was told only yesterd(y that Sir Aubrey had
taken notice of her and ber father, aid1 had thom up at the
Place

CHAPTRL XXIX.

The swift days went past. Very swift they seemed ta Syl-
via, and yet very slow. She had chosan ber own fate, yet sho
fc!t in a manner doomed. There were timtes when sha fuit as
helplasa as the lucklesa sailor clasped in the pulpy embrace
of that sea-monster whose galatinous arma are stretched out
of the sea to draw the ictim to his death. The seas monster
was Fate.

The letter to Demerara was gonc now; it was hatening
over the wide bine sea. How happy Sylvia would bave been
bad she been salling over yonder wide ocean, instead of that
fatse, decettful latter, the letter in which she surrendered ler
love, with tears, for his own sake.

He would return-too soon, coma when he would-to fint
her another man's wife. O t bitter awakening fron his brief
dream of woman'a fidelity I

Sylvia pald no more visita to Perriam Plac during the brie!
period of ber batrothal. Sir Aubry would have likad ber to
bu thore often, but many such visitw would bave sot people

alking; and ho wanted to stavo Off ail gossp and wonderment tilt after lis marriago. He made ail the necessary Ar.angements as secrutly as fi he hat bern chief conspirator n
new gurpowder plot ; procurod the licence, and exteu
hat deed of sottlement one morning ln Mr. Balen's o fleO where
;ylvia, in ber white bonnet and pate muslin dress, ooked likhot-house plant that some wind had blown there.
The day, went by, the long summer oveninga dwilî0<1
he July moon shrank and waued, August was veiry near
hen came th first week of August. The reapers wer labroadn the land. The frightened corneraka knw not wlither tu
etake hitnslf. The heavy walns rolled homiewatl, ti
hortening twiliglht. Sylvia' wOddir day was At hand.
Sir Aubrey spent ail his evenings in th schuool-.house par

our, which was perhapa a mure cheorful apartminut for the
ccupation of three people than that too spacious sah>n aI
erriam. Hli came undor cover of dusk for the most part, be.
ng so anxious to preserve the secret offhis wooing, came to sit
Oppoiite his betrothatd, while sae beguiltd the evening with
ome trifling fancy work, and to discourse mildly, a, hehad
iscoursed at IPerriam, repeating hirmaeit a little now an'i thon

Ho was rather fond of talkinig politics, and as lits opinions'
wore of the good old Tory school, hardly moditdsd ilice the
days of Chatham and North, and Mr. Carew, like rnt di
pointed mon, was a virulent Radiail, there was plenty of room
or argument betwon thes twopuiiticians. Sylvia wOidered
hat people could talk su much, and get so angry about thinga
which saemed roally to matter very little to unybody outsida
he Housse of Commons. The world seemed to go I prettv
much the sane whether Consorvatives or Liberals were doimi-
nant, and rates and taxes were just as hard to pay, whether
one Chancellor of the Exchequer or another dipped his fingers
nto the purses of the people.

Mary Peter broughlit the dressas hom onee by one, and the,r
simple magniticence almost astgnished the nraptured pose.
sor.

"I think that'a heavunly," exclalmed Mary, as sha hielj up
the dove-coloured silk in the litte cottag bed-cb.1Ilbc, and
shook out its lustrous folids with the ma1ntua-miker's skill
hand. ( 4i pays you wiel, Sylvia, thoughv ou did giv teu
and six. a yard for it. I havon't made up nany richer silkd
not even for Mris. StnIeu-your mather-tu-law that i t b
added Mary, jocoscly.

There was hardiy room for ail the finery in Sylia's s,în,
bedroom. Her riche were alimost embarrassing. 'Tiedrsse
lay about covered with clean linen, klike boies laid out in au
hoipital.

1 You've got new trunks tu put tham ln, I hope," saitd Mry.
"Thera's nothing I like to see botter than banIsou- portuu.
teaus when a bridt's going off for the wedditg trip,"

Sylvia sighed despairingly.
1 I haveu't i box belonging to me," abe said , i' P rnever

travalied anywhere like other pople."
"Thon, I daresay Mr. Standeu will give vous a e"ouple of

bantsom trunks. You've unly tudrop an 'int whu ho cowurs
back."

"l bate hintus" retu -! - via" i must ask h im to give
me som aboie.

She made the rdquet t. Sir Aubrey that evening, when .le
inquired if she werc aly rewy for the wedding journey-
only three days Iuw remoii eforo the a»pinic aiv, Mr.
Vancourt, the vica, had. re. cd notice o st- .g
arrangements were made.

I y idres:r ar qlutte ready, Sir Aubr.y h d," but
I have no b x 0 put them in."

4 You'd better order a couple o! fair-sizei portmateaux a,
Folthorpe*s. Ijon't have them too large, they're a nuinnee
l travelling, and the French Railways charge for ail tug-
gage.

e 1 am sorry that 1 spent ail my mone>y bfore I thught
of the truuks," said Sylvia, blushing deeply. it was bhrd tu
beg, even of ber betrothed, thougih she, thoug(ht of him in thie
future as a person who wouid give ber everytbin, she detre
whose purse sha c'uld draw upon with perfect frecdom.

Sir Aubrey stared at ber sonewhat blankly.
" Oh, you hve spent that buniirid pound" hu nid, takea

off his guard oy an annuncemuent which consiideraby sur-
prisedi him, in his happy ignoranceof feminlin cotiinest. "
fear you've been buying a god deat of unnecessary tinery.'

- hope not, Sir Aubr,'y. I h4va tried to choos
things tu please you," the girl answerd.l quickly, tearsi of hu
rmilation sutrting t u br eyes,

My dearit, pray dou t thi ni k that I a1 'avxed Iwih vou,
cried the baronut, melted by that tuarful ior in thoi, lovely
eyes. IlThe moeay was yours to do what you liked with. Vil
order your portmaunteaux t(o-rorro mornigi."

Hia had ai yet given ber but oue preseut botrs that utilita-
rian offaring of bnk notes. lis single gift was an old faihion'-
cd diamond hoop ring of hi& mother's h; th diaornzd. set in
tine-darkened silver, and oncircling tha tinger. This was
doubtleas but an earnest of the spilndours whi'h lie would
bheap upon her by-and-bye.

Trio wedding day arrivtd- misi.ty Auguit morning ; the
hills and woods around Hedinghamn were mhrouudad in light
aummer vapour, which rmaited slowly befora the maight if the
day-god. Sylvia heard the cheery voices of the reapers in thi
barley duad yonder, and envied them thir carelesi liberty.
They were not going to b married . It was not the most aw-
fui day in their lires. They were not going to set a solemn
deal upon their dostinies, binding them to an uuknown uiiter
for ail time tu come.

Only on the very threshold of doomdid Sylvia paus t ocon.
aider what abe was doing. She drassed herself in the white
silk wedding gown, unassisted, and wondared a little at ber
own beauty as sha saw hersei!lu nthe glass. That shining,
pearly fabric, so trying to lesser lovelines became er as itd
petals become the lily. But at tils last moment she fuit that
her wedding-dress was too fine for ber wedding. Thereu wer
to be no bri dermaids no gueits, no breakfast. She w4 to
walk from the gardn to the church on her father's arm, un-
seen, unadmired, to meet Sir Aubrey and Mr, Bain la the vos-
try, and directly the ceremony was over, she was to put on
her travelling dress and drive off ta Monkhampton Station
with ber elderly husband. It was not such a wedding ai lier
dreams had shadowed forth whea she was betrothed to E'Inund
Starden. In thoso vague, girlieh visions sha hal pIcturel er
wedding ail galety and brightness, ber village friends looking
on admiringly, thoeschool childre strawing hr ptth with
flowers.

This lovely dress la quite thrown away," sha thought,
with a discontented igh. "No on will see it but papa, anid Sir
Aubrey and thi steward. I might lust as well hava kapt tha


