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think as mother may be wanting her bit of supper—it is buta
morsel of cheese and a lettuce she takes, but she likes it nice
—TI'll run home.  You can come back with me Alice, and I
dare ay Mr. Standen will take care of Sylvia. Good-bye,
Sylvia, we ghall see you before twelve to-morrow.”

The two girls curtsied a good night to the gentleman and
sped off, as if this were part of an established programme.

They had scarcely turned their backs ere Sylvia was clasped
to her lover's breast. The fair head rested placidly upon his
shoulder, the soft hazel eves looked up at him, full of tender-
ness. Plighted lovers these, it would seem, by his calm air
of proprietorship, her look of perfect trust.

< My Sylvia! he said, as if a world of meaning were shut
within the compass of those two words,

“You are so0 late this evening, Edmund,” she said, com-
plainingly.

*“We had fricuds diniog with us, darling; I couldn’t get
away. Evennow I have left the men to smoke their cigars
alone~at the risk of offending them—for the sake of one
sweet halfthour with you, How lovely you look to-night,
Sylvia, with that sunset tinge upon your hair.”

+ Do you really like it?" she asked, pleased by his praise,
“The girls eall itred.”” A shower of kisses on the bright au-
burn bair answered for the lover's estimation of its peculiar
colour. “But I'm sorry you're so late, Edmund, for papa told
me to be home earfy.”

t You must cheat papa out of half-an-hour for my sake,
Sylvia. I have something to tell you”

¢ What!" she cried eagerly, aod with a half-frightened
look. “you have told Mrs. Standen 77

4Yes, Syivia,” he answered gravely. ¥I have told my
mother.”

+0h! exclaimed the girl with a zasp, as if this were just
the most awful thing in the world. “ And how did she take
it?”

« Why not 30 well as I could have wished. Let's sit down
here, darling, under our old chestnut, and I'll tell you all
about it.”

He released ber from the arms which had entolded her till
now, and they sat down side by side, her head still resting on
his shoulder, our hand clasped in his, asif this loving contact
might soften the stern decree of fate) in the person of Mrs.
Standen, on whose dat the future lives of these two in a great
measure depended. .

“ Was she very angry 7" Sylvia asked falteringly.

The young man was silent for a fvw moments, looking
downward, his geed-locking, honest face clouded. It was
both rood and good-looking, that face of Edmund Standen’s,
the {-atures sufficiently regular, the forehead broad and high,
the eyes a clear gray, the complexion tanned somewhat Ly
*un and wind—a country gentleman’scomplexion—the mouth
geod, and, despite the shade of a thick, brown moustache, full
of expression.

“Am I to be quite frank with you, Syivia: am I to tell you
the truth, however disagreeable, even at the risk of making
vou dislike my mother ?"

*What does it matter what I think of vour mother?” ex-
claimed Sylvia impatiently. It is ourselves we have to
think about. Tell m» the whole truth, of course. She was
angry, I suppose.”

% Yes, dear, more angry than [ had ever seen her till that
moment ; more angry than 1 should have thought it possible
=he counld be.”

* What a low, vulgar creature I must be,” said Sylvia, bit-
terly.

“ My sweetest, she knows that you are nothing of the kind.
1 bave told her, and sh- has heard othiers praise you, and she
has seen you herself. It was no such thought influenced her.
But she had formvd other plans [ suppose, and this engage-
ment of mine disappointed her.  She has always been used to
think of me= asa boy, ready and willing to be ruled by her
opiuions; for you know how dearly T fove her, Sylvia.”

1 have heard you say so a thoasand times,” said Sylvia,
with zomething like scorn. '

“ Yesterday she discovered for the first time that I had a
will of my own, a heart that was no looger all hers, a mind
that could think for itself, and my own plans for my own
future. She was both grieved and anery, My beart bled for
her, though I felt for the first time in my life that she was in
thie wrong, that the mother I have loved 50 dearly could com-
mita great injustice.”

 If yon would only come to the point,” exclaimed Sylvia,
imyatiently ; ¢ what did she say about our marriage 7

“That she would never give her consent to it. I was com-
pelled to remind her that I am a man, and my own master.”

# Well, what then

* Marry Miss Carew if you like,” she said, *and break my
fieart, if you ‘dke. Butif you do I shall leave everything [
possess to your sister Clara and her children”

t* And she could do that?” asked Sylvia, trembling with
indignation.

¢ Most decidedly.  She is mistress of everything my fathe
had to leave. My future, sofar as regards my father’s fortane,
is entirely at her mercy.”

“ How nnjust—how wicked,” cried Sylvia,

It does seem rather hard,” said the yonng man, regrt-
fully, ¢ yet there pever was a better mother than mine. And
the money was left to her to do what she likes with it, after all,
She has as good a right to leave it to Clara as to me.”

She has no such right; your father intended it for you,”
suid Sylvia, almost choking with passion,

She might have been even moreangry had Edmund Standen
repeated to herope particular speech of his mother's—a speech
which had impress d itself indelibly on the tablet of hix
mind. :

1 will stand-between you and ruin, if I can, evenif [ seem
cruel and unjust in doing s0.  Whatever influence, whatever
power I heve shall be uszed to the uttermost to prevent your
marniage with 8ylvia Carew.” i

‘*Because she is my inferior in sucial position 7 asked the
younug man angrily. ‘¢ As if such petty distinctionr counted
for unything except in a benighted village like Hedingham !

 For. no such reason,” answered Mrs, Standen, “ but simply

because she I vain and hollow, selfish and artful. I wish my’

dear son to marry a good woman." -

And she fluog upon him a look of maternal tenderness that

would have melted any one buta head-strong lover.

* What right have you to say- that of her—you who have
seen ber half-a-dozen times at most,” he cried indignantly.

‘1 have gecn quite enotgh to judge—and I have heard still -

more.”
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“ Petty village gossip.  The women hate her on account of
her beauty.” .

© And you love her ‘for the sake of her beauty, and for no-
thing else.  Reware of suchk love, Edmnod.” :

« Gpon my word, wother, you are too bad,” cried the sou,
aud he left her without another word—banging the door be-
hind him. ‘I'ho passion of anger would hurt ug more than it
does if there were no doors to bang.

Yet in his heart of hearts he knew that he did love Sylvia
chiefly for the sake of that rare beauty whick had dawned upon
him like a revelation of a new life, a few months ago, when he
came home from (lermany, and saw the girl standing in thoe
afternoon sunshine in one of the side aisles in Hedingham
church, clad in purest whits, a blossom-like creature among
the ruddy-cheeked and buxom Hedingham girls, many of
whom had & full share of vulgar svery-day good looks. Even
to-night, as he cama to the trysting tree, he was compelled to
comfess to himself, in the course of that self-exnmination to
which all thoughtful men submit their motives, that it was
Sylvia's face that had bewitched him. Of her mind he knew
very little bevond the one fact, that she loved him, and know-
ing that he scemed to know all that was needfnl, - She was
refined and intelligent, expressed herself like a lady, read all
the books he lent her, and was able to criticise them somewhat
sharply, She had taught herself French and German with
very little help from her father. She played with taste and
expression on a fecble old piano, which a former vicar's wife
had given her on leaving Hedingham, and she sang better
than she played. What more could a man desire ina wife
than to love and be beloved by her, save to be proud of her!
And Edmund Standen felt that this wasa wily of whom a bet-
ter man than he might be proud. For after all this gift of
beanty which philosophy affects to uaderrate—although So-
crates did admire Aspasia—is a great and perfect thing, and
more certain of social suceess than any other quality. Tt needs
no assertion on the part of its possessor, it asks no aid from
renown. It is there—obvious, indisputable, and the world
beholds and worships, Nor is it more ephemeral than any
other species of fame. Those names of women which stand
out most vividly on the historic page, are the pames of wo-
men who were simply famons for their beauty. This argu-
ment occurred to Edmund Standen to-night as he walked up
the hill, After all, what reason had he to be ashamed of lov-
ing Sylvia Carew simply because of her loveliness. ¢ Pericles,
Ce~ar, Antony, were all made of the same clay,” he said to
himself. ¢ Eack fell in love with the loveliest woman of his
age.”

- » . A4 . . . .

< Well," said Sylvia, after a longish pause, ¢ of course theve

is no more to be =aid. Ourdream is ended ; all we have todo
iz to bid each other good-bye.”

Her tones faltered a little, and there were tearsin her oyes,
vet she pronounced this renunciation of her lover with a
curious calmness for one so young.

s Bid each other good-bye,” he repeated, astonished #Why,
Sylvia, do you think I can give you np?”

« I think you could never be so mad as to let your mother
wake you a pauper, which it seems she bas the power to do,”
said Sylvia, in whom anger at this moment was stronger than
love.

“ My mother shall not make me & pauper, and she ghall not
rob me of you,” said Edmund, drawing her closer to his side.
She did not look upat bim, but sat with eyes bent upon the
ground, and a settled gloom upon her face. Four her this for-
feitare of fortune meant g0 much ; it meant the end of all her
day-dreams. But she loved him as fondly as it was in her
nature to love; and that natnre bad its depths of passion,
thongh those depths were yet unsounded.

% But she can rob you of your father'’s fortune,” she said,

“ Let it go,” answered ber lover lightly. ** I can exist with.
outit. Iam not afraid of beginning the world, Sylvia; for yon
and with you, I think I could tight and conquer fate with
you for my helpmate.”

# What could you do? " she asked thoughtfully.

“Go to the Bar. It would be slow work, of course, at first ;
but T'might pick up a little by liwrature, perhaps, or in some
of the bye-ways of life. Or if, on taking counsel with my
friends, I found the Bar was likely to be too slow a business, |
wight get a clerkship and go into commeres. 1 am young
and notafraid of work. It would be hard if 1 couldn’t earn a
living somehow.”

A liviig—earning a living somehow! And Syivia had
faucied thatin winning Edmund Standen’s love she had open-
~d the door to that Lright, pleasant, prosperous, casy-going
world, in which everybody had plenty of money—that when
i made her his wife she was to bid an cverlasting farewell to
the scrimped means of the vulgar herd who have to maintain
themselves by lakour of brain or body.

“And then, darling,” continued her lover tenderly, “happily
for our early struggles you have not been bred in an extrav.
agant school, or accustomed to costly pleasures. It will not
seemn very hard to youn, will it, dear love, if we have to bexin
life humbly 2" '

Not seem hard, when her rebellons spirit had been at war
with her surroundings ever since she had been old enough to
compare the lives of other people with ber own life! )

“It's all very weil totalk like that,” she aaid, bursting into
tears, “ but you don’t know what poverty is.”

Yes, this cheeriul resiguation to reverse of fortune is easy
to tl:e mind that bas never known wvecessity’s venomed sting.
It is like the ignorant courrge of & child who pays his first
visit to the dentist, rather pleased at the novelty of the situ-
ation, I

« My sweetest, even poverty would be no burden if you and
I shared-it.  Besides, we shan’t always be poor.. Look at the
hundreds of prosperous mon who begin the world witha single
half-a-crown.’

“ Look at my father," she answered briefly.

He kised away her tears, and circled thus by his protect.
ing arm, she half belioved that the light of true love might
suffice to gild the pathway of lifs.  But it was only half belief
at best.  Lurking in her mind there was the conviction that

‘sbe had suffered too much already from straitened means, and

that she had no courage for that battle which Edmund Stan.
den faced go calmly. : ‘

t“tiow much is your father's fortune ? ” she asked,

“ My mother's you mean, darling.”"

“1 only look npon it as hers in trust. - How much is it,
Edmund 7"~ KR

“Something like fifteen hundred a year—rather over than
under. - Then there is the house, and about sixty acres of land,
and my mother's savings, which must be considerable ; for [

don't think ghe ¢an have spent a thourand & year since my
father's death ”

¢ And you would give up.all that for my sake, Edmundo»
asked Sylvria, deeply moved.

# Bvery whilling of it, nnd with hardly a pang.”

“ Oh, how good-aud trae you are, and how donrly | oy,
you," cried the girl, quite overcome at tnat by this evidence of
devotion,

The moon stole up from behind the castward woods, ang
surpriged them into memory of the hour.  They went buek 1o
Hedingham through the rilont fields and lnnes arm in ary
and Sylvia almost forgot the gloomy outleok that had ncwl}
opened before her in the tender happiness of being so utterly
beloved.

4 To.morrow- your father and all Hedingham ghall know f
our ¢ngagement, Sylvia,” said Mr. Standen, as they paused iy
the shadowy churchyard patch—-that path across the charet,.
yard was the nearest way to the schoolhouse—for those lust
worids which lovers are so long saying.

« No, uot to-morrow,” she pleaded, * there will be such taly
and such surprise, snd so many people will take yonr mothers
part against us, Let us keep our secret A littlo longer, dunt
Edmund.”

And dear Edmund, who was not in a condition to refuse
anything, reluctantly vonsented to some small delny, wonder-
ing a little at the subtle waya of women, to whom there seems
sweetness in secresy.

(To ke continued.)
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The Farmer's Granges forin the subject of interesting article
in the Querland, Lippincott’s, nnd Otd and New.

In nddition to the ahove Gld and Vew contains ab able edin,.
rial considerntion of the struggle now going on between the
Roman Church and the State in varlous countries of Eurape,
notably in Franee and Spain, where the Cnnreh seems suegesa.
ral; in Switzerland, Prossia amnd Huangary, where she §s whally
averpowercd by the State, and in Italy amd Austria, where, w
yet, the balance hangs pretty even, Dr. Kellogg comes furwarg
tn staunch opposition to the Darwintan theory, aguinst which he
makes very fair fight. On the doctrine of the varlation of
rpecies he brings some very powerful contra exidence to hear,
which is worthy uf consideratinn by all who take an interest 1n
this absorbing question. G, A Schmitt diseourses on the his-
tory of the discovery of the Assyrian Caneiform Inseriptioos, and
br. V. G, Smith, in a nerrative bearing the titlo «“The New
England Sphinxg,” exposes in o direet, siraightforward msuner,
the folly and evil results of the cramming system, espectally as
followed in tho New Eugland schools. This paper deserves
serjous attettion, and we shall take oceuxion {n another place ta
expatiate more folly on the lesson it brings.  « Atthe Mediums,”
is mainiy a dialogue, somewhat In the P'latonie style, with »
Navour of Pisoator hud Venator, belween v believer amd an un.
believer in the mysteries of spiritualism, in which the laster
fnally admits that < 1here’s more in 1t nor what he thought for)”
and suggests s pipe as o solafivm after the Mmigues of the sres.
ment, a musl sinusing Boale to the serfous discourse of the trae
beltover. Mr. F. C. Burnand continuex his sdmirable deserip-
ton of English public schoal life, whitch we recomimend 1o ui
jfovers of “Tom Hrowne's Schooklays"" His descriptions are
perfect and take any one who has ¢ beon there™ stralght baek to
the good old tiimes when early ehuipel arsd peonns were, next to
an absance of puckel-money, the greatest fils of life. A qurer
story by Clarn F. Guernsey, entitled » The Last Witeh,” awd a
review of the cirenmstances of Gen, Garnett’s esenpe st Hich
Maountain, by Col. Whittlerey, comnpleta a very excellevnt mumtes,

In the Atlantie James Furton continues his paperson Jeflorson
with an account of the Prestdent's chlef rueasures, und hring- us
o the climo of Jeflerson’s second term and his retiremen: o
Monficello, Raobert Dale Owen gives us his experictics of Cone
munity Life, and Hintmar Hjorth Boyesen o third instalmoent of
sGiunnar.” s Honest John Vane, ™ whose fortunes as Congressman
we hiave heen watehing with close Interest for two months pust,
now appedrs to be on the polntof slipping from his inearruptibic
position.  Mr. Hopplu's «econd paper on Contemporary Art in
Earopn gives an account »f the principal pletures at the Bxhibis
tion of 1867 in the departmenits of genre, landscape, and portral.
tare,  From this he passes on o staluary, in which he exprosses
hig helief that it is o Amertea that we may reasonubly look for
A New type 1o arcliitectare, ¢a type more majestie than that of
the Roman Rastllen and eapable of the highest embellistimen?
by scuipture and painting.” Thik, of course, tu »the remols
future, when the Ameriean coftlzen shall understand thal
private life shoukl be undstentatious and moxdesty” when his
house shall be no longer a bric-d-brae shop, and he shall learn
that it will be wisar to endow a musenm than tw &pend e
thousands of dollnrs on the nwere and gawgaws of & Mngle
festival, ete, cte,  Remote enough, wa fear, this Golden Age of
the future, Two pleasant and sensonublic sketches are George
W. Pierce’s « Two Wecks' Sporton the Conlongse River,” and =,
O, Jewett's reminiscence of «The Shore Heusel” The former s
W very readable acenunt of w sportsman’s ek o the Oftaws
distriet,  Prof. Loagfellow contributex ««The Rhyme of =ir
Christopher,” and Ollver Wendell Holmes a clever mixtuce of wit
and wisdom, entitied « A Poem Served to Order.”

Lippineott's - Magazine oflers several atteactions to the uls.
cellancons reader, not the least of which are Wm. Black’s serial
A Prineess of Thule,” and Edward Struban’s clever pen and
pencil sketches from Paris to Marly, ¢ Our Homeln theTyrol”
antd 9 On the Chnreh Steps,’” are both continued in this number,
and i fifth serial i8 commenced, entitlmd » Sketehes of Eastern
Travel,” the inltial paper giving an nccount of the Count de
Beauvoir's visit to Pekin, and the Great Wali of China.  (f the
paper on ¢ The Patrons of Huashaudry,” we havaalready spoken.
Other interesting articles nre those on #lnglish Court Festivities,"”
» Rambles among the Frults and Flowers of the Troples,” s
“How. Tiey Keep u Hotol in Turkey.” The only complewe
story 18 that by Christian Reld, ¢ A Lotos of the Nile.” The gem
of the poetry in thik number is: unquestionably «The Ride of
Prince Geratot,” by Martin I, Grithn, of the Halifax Erpress, of
whose productions the readers of the News have had oceasinn 10
Judge for themselves, .

The contents of the Overland Monshly are, agreeably to the
object of that publication, mainly of local interest, Of purely loeal
mattar, however, the reminiscences of an argonaut of 49, com-
meneced (n this number under the title of “Seeking the (nldin
Fiaece," would be everywhere found Interosting.. The Ultrawan
sorfes, commenced with much vigour and hrightness are hegin-
ning to stale. 1t 18 a declded mistake, not to publish a portion
of such n serfal.regularly every month.  1ts present slipshod
appearance by fits and starts (s enough (o disgust the most per-
severing reader.  Other storles are Maoloan  Gricr's Fortune,”
and < Gentloman {anse,” the latter continued. *i{n a Trons.
port,” by Charlas Warren Xtoddart, 15 one ‘of tho most pleasant
little skotches thal have appearei] in the Overland for some time
past.” Tho hest features of the number are the paper-on * Rates
of Rat{lroad Transportation,” alrondy alluded to, and tho opening
article, by the Rev. Dr. Patterson, condemnatory af the polley
pursued by tha United States Government towards the Indtaus.




