« Donpuiring gostuco of hes wifo's. ¢ Idon't
sy, if thtogs stood with us astboy did 1nold
1o, |1 Baten to auch a pmﬂosal as this;
t ut, Nellig, if daude could makoup her mind
1 .t, Ghun would remain ours, and that
w uid hizhten the remainder of my time in
$in world, snd yours too, wilo mxno."

5ot tuless Maule were happy,’ mur-
wisred tho poor mother. ) .

I cun fancy tho contompt with which a
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pondence. He found notbiog thero appar:
ently to raiso his spirits, Al langth,
thrusting his letters into his pockets, e
Y080 :

 Woll, he said, * things look blacker aud
blacker. 1t's n~ use struggling ; the sooner
my echemo i8 tried the better. Do what
{ou promised yesterdsy. Dolny is usc-
88,

* But, Harol 1—* ploadod. his wife, as the

o igravinn matron might rogard Mra. Dem-
rou » last remark. A ponniless gul offered
wenith, country-bouse, ete., and hor mother
maundoring about hor happness. Uh, it 18
tvs nbsurd ! Bat, you see, this poor, simple
¢ antry-bred lady Lad not yet mgsgqred the
tw, groat dogmas of our preseat oivilization®
* Iyou shalt beliove in gold, jewels, lands,
minver, and oremine ; but from lovo, limited
1como, a straggle with the world, or 8
scarcity of silk drosges, good Lord, deliver
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ttat 1 have any intention of coercing Mande
o the poiut.  Only give it a trial. DBe rea-
seunble.  You say she oarea for 1o omne elso
at present. Let hier ses young Pearman, and
::ke him if she can. If not, thore’san end of
i, but 1f she could faney him it would be
well for all of us. IRuin stares usin the face
—tlia would avert it. Bhe, poor girl, will
vo Jett but indifferently off sbould anything
pappen to mo; this insures ler position and
tazgries. I don't see why it shouldn’t be,
snd Demison shot a geen glance at tho pale
face onncsite.

*1 will do what yon would bave me, Har-
old,” returned his wifo, quietly, ¢ I don't
thunk thut I have ovor seen Mr. Pearman,
tut I bad formed such bigh hopes for Mauds !
! uevor crussed yuu yet, it 18 pot hikely I
thould begin now when you'ra in cuch trou-
ti«. But, ob, 1 do wish Glino could bosaved
1 any other way.’

* You havo been a good wile to me, Nellio
Jear, said tho squire, as ho rose, and pressed
15 ips to Mrs. Doemson s fair cheek. *You
Juu t see this in the nght hight, bat you will
wuen you thank it over. Meanwlile, you will
wilt do what 1 want—eh ?°

*1 will tell Maude when you deem it
5.- cospary, returned tho soft voice of his
w.lu, * bat, Harold, 1 can’t ik it nght,
feoagh you hnow best.”

You bave not thought it over as I have.
i sy, aud you will change yuur nnnd, sad
Luwsun, as be left ing wife s boudoir.

Sadiy mused tho wife oyer bher husband's
« wmunication.  Quiet, undemonstrative
woman a9 she was, yet Elinor Denison had
teen brought np from her cradle a thorough
t +hevar in the durma of caste, and even her
¢ "tle nature rebelled at theideathatadaugh-
t-r ..f hera sbould wed the son of & low-born
attrruey. \Weo kunow lLier passionate idolatry
of Maudo, sarpassing even a mother's love.
It is casy to picture the bitter tears sho shed
witer that worning's interview. She was a
woman naturally given to woeping. In
troubie

* Heor grand recourse

Was to s1it down and cry, of courso.”
¥ {assicunte storm of lamentatien, buta
wrutle shower of mourning. As Harold
Denison’s wifo, sho nad bad manifold op-
pertunitios of rachsin{i hier voeation, Fet 1
1 ubt whotber he over left ealtor toars run-
ning down hor checks than he did tbat bright
sping alteroovn.

CHAPTER V.

MALDLE IN TROUBLE.

Seldom did oyo rest ou s protiter picture
than was made by bonme Maud Denison
tius carly Apnl wmoroing, as she stands at
tho cntrance of thoso glassvy Glinn vistas,
fondling a black-aud-tan setter, hor own
espearal pot.  Theo closo-filting Fronch gray

ever-roady tozrs rose tohor oyes.

+ Don't be foolish. It's our only chauce.
Understand,’ be said, crossing over to his
wifo's chair, and lowering his voico eo that
his lauglter ceuld not catoh his words—
* just put it betcre ber in & commion-seuse
way tlis mormng. How oan you tell she
will objeot ? She can do as she hikes about it.
I have no wieh to coerce her in any way;
but, mine, tell ber tho whole tratb, It is
only fair the proposal should be laid before
her, I'll come up to your room after lua-

vUOUVL, BUW yUU vau U 3 MU Live vliv h—kv? 18"
aud, taraing on his heel, Harold Denison
left the room.

* \What's the matter, my wother ?* said
Maude, as she stole to Mra. Denison's side,
and, passing her arms round ber neok, laid
her fair, fresh young oheek against the pale,
worn, troubled face. * Moreot these money-
miseries, I suppose ; bul don't look 8o _tear-
fulover it. Papa looks 8o gloomy and you
g0 8ad, it's enough to frighten puor me.
Even if he haas lost some more money, I
suppose we shall always have enough to lhive
upon ; aud if you and I, mother, csn't have
new dressos for ever 8o long, that 18 nothng
to be very sad about.’

Iam afraid Maude Denison is displaying
an igoorance of the world, and disregard to
theo vanities and gow-gaws thereof, that may
seom a little high-stramned ; but recollect
that sho Is but eighteen, that the Xminster
was her firat ball, and that, owing to her
fatber'a pride and straitoned circumstances,
she bad lived a vory secluded hite. I do not
mean to say that Maude was quite what our
neighbors describe 8 an ingenue, but she
was far retnoved from the conventional young
lady of these days.

Few wero the strangers that came within
the gatos of Glion of late years. Harold
Denison scorned tu cntertamn unless he
conld do 8o with all the old latish profusion
~—that prodigal Lospitality of former tumes
which had entailed such bitterness 1 lus
present daily bread. His wife, natarally an
cstremely scusitive wowan, shrunk also
from nnxing 1n society 1 & much more
bumble and modest way than she had been
won't todo. She was not of the tempera-
ment to face the bhalf-whispered comtaents
srd apraised eyebrows of her countx{ neigh-
bors : ¢ Poor thing! I hear he has ran
through ovory thing; even the car-
riago-borses bave to be put down'
Remarks of this kind were past hier endur-
ance, and so it was that since sho left school,
some two years ago, Maude bad led s vory
secluded life.

True, many an old frienn of the Devisons
had offered to tzke care of the girl to vari.
ous gayoties in the county, even if theyoonld
not induce Mrs. Denisonto como to thewr
houscs and chaperono her own daugbter, but
all such invitations had been meot with s brief
though courteons refusal. Poor lady, she
bad more than once pleaded in her darling's
bebalf ; bnt, wrapped in his own selfish pride,
Harold Denison said fiercely he <would be
patronized by no one.

And so Mande grew up like some wild-
flower, though not ‘ born to bloom and bladh
unsoen.” For aro there not already two who
would fain plack the wild-flower and gather
it to their bosoms if they may ?

Did Maude know she was handsome ? Of
courso she did. Sboe wanted no NXminster
to tell hier that. 'What girl over fifteen, in
the most primitive of nations, having beauty,
is unaware of it ? If shero are no looking-
glasses, aro thero not deop, pellucid waters

werino dress with the plain linen collar and

that will serve as such ?--Nature's mirrorg
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pite tho daily proof thoy 'have as to what
musorable potter's-waro they are composed
of! ¢ Holp me in my unbelief I' ought to
be thoir prayer. But thoy go oo, even when
bruised and beaten, still firmly believiag in
their ol roraantic ideal. Oh, yes, women
will ebut their eyos t» many things ssoner
than give up that dream of their girlhood.
They would sooner remain blind than awake
to find themaelves uttorly bankrupt, and
thoir acoount far overdrawn at Cupid &
Company's. A womsn will forgive the man
sho loves overy tlung but inconstanoy, snd
valy cling the ologer to bim through crime
and trouble. But there must nover have
arisen a doubt in her mind that she is not
gtiil sole mistress of his heart ; and with all
his faults, Harold Denison had never
brought the tears to his wife's eyes in this
wire.

But I amwandering far away from the
mistress gf Glnnl:z, still muainlg on her ubnwol~
. i . egin,
&‘:gfxeqltl‘ﬁxe mli‘ae:a %tsgo:ym m?l:% o‘otol for
the furtherance of this narrative. It is steal-
ing the bloom off the girlhood of sudh a
maidon as Maude when you first break to
her that she is put cp to auction, a8 veritably
as if she stood in the Constantinople slave-
market. TheToark has supprassed it; but in
the Wost the trade goes on mecrily, and
Lord Penzance finds it quite as much as he
cau do to rectify the mistakes that occur from
ignoring natural feeling in the oonkact
watrimonial.
¢ Msude, dear,’ &t last obgerves Mrs. Deni-
son, ¢* whotn do yon like best of all your part-
nere at the Xminster ball?’

¢ Like best I ana dlaude’s great gray Ayes
opened wide as she uncoiled berself from the
sofa apon which she lounged, intent on the
last novel Mudie had furnished. ¢ What
makes you ask that, mother ?’

¢ Never mind ! tell me.’

¢ Well, I don’t know ; I never thought
about it. Gus Brisden was nice, and Charlie
Tollemache—he's a dragoon of some kind,
you know—he was great fun, and valsed very
well. Then there was 3Mr. Handley, not
very young, but I got on very well with him.
I think, though, I liked daucing with Gren
.best ; he can valse, and then we had such
laughing over other people ; but be got sulky
toward the finish, I'm sure T don't know
whby. I'm very fond of Gren, you know,
mother, but he bullies me, and can he very
nasty at times, and the finish of that ball
bappenued to be oue of those times. I don't
know why, continued the girl, meditatively,
‘unless it was my dancing with that
Mr. Pearman ; what could that matter to
bim ?°

*Apd did you and Gren part on bad
terms 2

*No; Icame down and gave him bis coffee
befure he went away, and he—kissed me—
and so we parted friends.’

I thiok, bad I been Grenville Rose, I
should have preferred Maud being a little
more reticent about the kiss. Btill, the
slight besitution in her speech, the slight
flush that crossed her cheek as she alluded
to it, were favorable signs to an astute ab-
server. He had kissed her as his cousin all
his life—why should the racolleolion make
her blusb and hesitate now ? Youang people
situated in this way may like eacb other tor
years : the explosion of somo wsthetic force
suddenly awakens love. dlore often than
not the train is lit through the precantions
taken to provent it. The doctrino of sopara-
tion is in high favor among chaperones for
produciog an eclaircissment, bat they often
forgot that when using it with & view to a
contrary resuit.

* But you don't ssy anythinggabout 3r.
Poarmean, Maude; did you like him?"

“Well, ho was pleasan* and amusing
enough. I only had one ~ ...mlle with him,
yvou know. But Gren. ..ed so about my
dancing with bim at s.., and said he wasn’t
* form,” or * bad form, or something or other

—meaning, in short, that Y ought mnot to
have stood up with him. If he wasn't fit to
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' No, lova ; but it's true for all that.’

* Woll, mother, I can hardly believe it;
but somebody had botter introduce that
song Gren's so fonl of humming to Ar.
Pearmau's notice; aund then, with an ex-
pression of mock-demureness irresistibly
arch, Maude broke ont with—

<« Don't be too sare, for hearta just caught
Areo geldom now to market brought ;
The baat, thoy say, are given away,
Not kapt to be sold on market-day.’

On my word, I'm obliged to Mr. Peurman.
I presume he thinks gurls, like hot-house
fruit, ars a mere question of what you will
givo for them. Best let him know, mother
mine, that your daughlor is neither to Le
wooed nor won in that fashion.’

*Bat, Maude, my darling—'

* Yes. and intend to remain eo,’ laughed
the girl, merrily.

¢« My heart is froe,
. And ovor will be,
Till my destiny's lord comes a-wooing of me,’

And the sooner the fact iy broken to Mr.
Pesrman that he is not ‘my deatiny’s lord,’
the better.’

¢ Stop child—listen to me ;' and the ner-
vous tremor in her mother's voios arrested
Maude's madeap humor instantly. She
knew every inflection of that dearly-loved
voice, and her quick ear detected ooming
trouble, much as the sailor foresees the storm
1n that peouliar sobbing sound the wind
gometimes gives forth shortly before the
tempest bursts.

In a second ghe dropped quietly on her
kness by Mrs. Denison’s side, and, leaning
on the arm of her chair, s2id : ¢ There's more
to tct')me. motuer, you haven't told me all
yet.

¢ No, my dearest; I had hoped so differ-
ently, I mean—TI told your father in short—'
and here Mrs. Denigon fairly broke down
and wept copiously.

Maude petted, soothed and coaxed, as she
had done on many a previous oacasion, and
between the showers of tears learned how
much they were in the hands of the Pear.
mans; how that their remaining at Glion
was an impossibility, unless the Pearmans
came to their aesissance; and how her hand
was the price they placed on standing in the
breach between old Denison and bus
creditors. About the foregoing of their own
claims the poor lady wisely said nothing.
Betler pande shoald think her faoture hus-
band stood chivalrously forwardir herfather's
support, with the prospect ofher fair self as his
guerdon, than sge should know that her
hand was the sole bribe which indueed bim
to forbear seizing upon Glinn.

The saucy smile had left the girl’s lips by
the time she comprehended the sad story.
It was raplacad by a pale, anxious look, snch
as had never been seen before on Mande
Denison's face.

¢ You can’t mean this, mother,’ she gaid,
at length. ¢ You purely dor't wish that I
shoald marry this man, whom I can’t say
I dislike, ‘or I don't even know him enough
to tell whether I do or no ; buf that I am to
take this man for a husband without sny
reference to my own feelings—you don't 1n-
tend that, do you ?’

¢ I don't know what will become of us i
you don't, Meaude,’ gasped Mrs. Denison,

¢ And is it not possible that wo could.live
without Glinp ?' ingwjred her daughter,

¢ What would your jather do?’ moaned
the mothor once more, truer to him even
still than to the cbild sho adored so.

¢« It is hard,' said Maude, and her young
face grow stern-in expression as she spoke.
¢ Do you think it qoite fair that I am to
throw my-lite's bappiness away at eighteen
to suve Glion ? Mother, I know nothing of
the world ; bat a man surely brings a bad
mtroduction to a girl's heart who secks her
as Mr, Pearman would apparently seek me.
1 don’t think I'm & romantic fool; but I
never thought to leave your sidein this wise.
Of course, I know girls do marry for money;

AN APPEAL FOR HELP.

Grenville Ross dwelt n ., §
Thore, in a couple of pieasanzth:o‘,'rm?’ %
smoked pipes, read rousty law.bog Py
latost periodieals, Bell's Lite, sad vm't;db
business. Though thers was very
being uoy ascoticism abont Grenvills Res
yet he stuok soberly and honestly to :
trade. If the work didn't come, he eo-
helpit. He was slwaysin the way, sp4

assidiour attender at the Westmmsm'co h
But if you are Coke or Luttleton,
impregnated with the departed afy
Erskine and Ellenborongh, you ca
it until you get av opening. The bhegine;
of the legal profession is doomed to
cipally obsexvation. Attorneys are far froy,
being speoulative on the subject of nndyy.
oped talent. It is not given to overy oge*:
have Sir Jonah Barnpgton's changs of
friendly julge, who insisted on his oty
m?bo case be had beyun, in consequeac
of his leader being temporarily ont of cou
So thet whether Gronville Rose was a gz,
m%llnwyur, or a protentious importes, gy
still concealed in the womb of Time. Inth
meanwhile, the nothing he had to do be, 4
all events, did consoientiously-—more.:gooa
deal, than caa be predicated of muy
us.

He strolls leisurely ont of his bed-reom, iy
dressing-gown and slippers, the day at'm
Maude's resolution, ang glancing round his
break{ast-table, takes little notice of ths bespl
of lettera that lie thereon. His attention, oo!
the contrary, is arrested by the absense offh
some condiment he peculiarly uffects, After,
indulging in & solo on the bell, whih pro-§
duces no apparent result, he opens the wig.
dow and runs up the vooal seale on * Vi
Ham,’  terminating, crescendo,  inf
¢ Wil—li—am I' which seems to producs
soms slight commotion, &t length, ns boy |8
with a pewter and & companion wih shoe.
brushes, who are lightening the houts by
gi!?h-and-toss. Satisfied with th:s rezclt, bl

t opuns the morning paper.

Grenville Rose is not in the least sddicted
to th pursait or study of racing ; still, like§
mostmen of his age about town, be very
frequently hears it talked about. Heknow:Jj
the names of the prominent favorites for tha§
coming great three-year-old events of ths
season. Has he not more than one friend
who has asked lum to book bimselt for o
Greenwich dinner in the event of ecms
Derby contingency coming off satisfactonly
He throws his eye lazily over the sporiing
intelligence, and under the head of ‘Ezm 2
on the Two ‘housand,” he perceives * Fire
to two againet Corander—taken freely.

¢ 3'pose he'll about win. St Silky Dalt
son down to the ground, I presume; nc
that 1 know much aboat it. But as be hat
bidden me to the consamption of cheqoed
and bait, if Coriander wins at Epsem, 1t 153
fair to presume he'd like to sec him wi
through * big smalls’ to begin with.'

Ah! we go blandering on in onr blindacsy
and gonorance. Can even the most fur
sighted of us pradicate twenty-four boars
ahead ? What a mess Providence makes off
our intricate ocaloalations! >
fools we seem after all our study! I wingN
der what Grenvillo Rose wonld bave sait, ity
anybody had uinted to him that within te
days his destiny would be bound up will
Coriander's? Can gpu not fancy bis Iavgh
ing retort, ¢ Good Heavens! I never rsce
¢ What's Heouba to me, or I {o Hecabs?§
Yet it will be s0. Mach as yours, my drsl8
young lady, may bo swayed by that god®
looking man who offered you his Puuch &8
read n the train last week. Yon don

know his name even, nor he yours, bnt 0@
a'traction of cohesfon is wonderful. and o
got or very well together. Why 151t shipie
near each other in a calm ?

To be continued,




