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think as mother may be wantingher bit of suîpper-it is butta
morsel of cheese and a lettace she takes, but she likes it nice
-l'Il run home. Yei can come back with me Alice, and I
dare -ay Mr. Standen will take care of Sylvia. Good-bye,
Sylvia, tre shall ee voi before twelve to-mtorrov."

The two girls curtsied a gond 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 ber lover's breast. The fair head rested placidly upon bis
shoulder, the soft hazel eyes looked up at him, full of tender-
ness. Pliglhted lovers these, it would seem, by bis calmn air
of proprietorship, ber look of perfect trust.

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

ta You are su late this evening, Edmud," she said, com-
plainingly.

Il We hald friends dining with îus, darling; I couldn't get
away. Even now I have left the men t usmoke their cigars
alone-at the risk of offending them-for the sake of one
sweet half-hour with yout. How lovely you look to-night,
Sylvia, with that sunset tinge upon youtr hair."

e Do you really like it'? she asked, pleased by bis praise.
"The girls cal! it red." A shower of kises on lie bright au-
burn hair answered for the lover's estimation of its peculiar
colour. "But m'ni sorry you're s late, Edmund, for papa told
me to be home early."

" Yoti must cheat paia out of balf-an-houtr for my cake,
Sylvia. I have something ta tell you."

What!' sie cried eagerly, and with a half-frightened
lok. 4 vou have told Mrs. Standen ?"

"Yes, Sylvia," he answered gravelly. I have told my
mother."

l Oh ' exclaimed the girl with a gasp, as if this were just
the most awful thing in the world. 'r And how did she take 
it ?"

WhVli nut so well as I could have wishet. Let's sit down 
lire. darling, under our old chestnut, and Pil tellyou al
about it."

He rcleased ber fron ti- arms which hiad enfolded ier tilt
now, and they sat down side by side,l her head still resting ou
his sholder, one hand claspedi hius, uas if this loving contact
migit softtn the stern deeree of fate, it the person of Mrs.
Standlen, on whose ñat the future lives of these two in a great
measuire depended.

r' Was she very angry ?" Sylvia asked falteringly.
The young man was silent for a few moments, looking

downward, his -od-ltooking, honest face clouded. It wa
bot ugood and good-looking, that face of Edmund Standen's,
the fLatures sudiciently regular. the forehead brozd and high,
the oyes a clear gray, the complexion tanned somewhat L>y
.-un ar d wind-a country gentleman'scomplexion-the mouth
goodi, and, despite the shade of a thick, brown moustache, full
of xpression.

r' An I ta be quite frank with vou, Sylvia: am I ta tell you
the triuth, however disagreeable, even at the risk of making
ou dislike mv mother?"

l What does it matter wbat I think of ouru mother?" ex-
tlaimed ylvia impatiently. "I lis ourselves we have to
think about. Tellt m the whole truth, of cotirse. She was
anry, I suppose."

Ir les, dear, more angry than I had ever sceen her tilt that
moment; more angryi than i should have thought it possible
,lbe coutid be.i

" What a low, vulgar creature I must be," sait Sylvia, bit-
terly.

My asweetest, she knows that von are nothing of the kind.
i have told hr, and h" has heard othiers prtlise you, and she
has see von herself. It was no such thought influencei ber.
But she bai formatl other plans 1 suppose, and this engage-
ment of mine disappointd her. She bas always been used Lt
think of m as a boy, ready and willing to be ruled by ber
opinions; for you know how dearly I love ber, Sylvia.

z I have heard you say s a thonsandtimes," said Sylvia,
with something like scorn.

S Yesterday she discovered for the first time that I had a
will of my own, a heart that was no longer ail bers, a mind
that coui think for itself, and my own plans for my own
future. She was both grieved and angry. My heart bled for
her, though I felt for the first time in my lie that she a-as it
tie wrong, that the mother I have loved 6o dearly coutd conm-
mit a great injustice."

. if yot would only cone to the point.," exclaimed Sylvia,
litpatiently; bwhat did sh say about our marriage ?

t 'hat she would never give ier consent to it. I was comu-
pelled to remind ber that I am a man, and my own master.'

Weil, what then ?"
Nlarry Miss Carew if you like," sh said, "and break mv

leart, if yonu ie. But if you do I shal leave everything I
posess to your sister Clara and her children.

"And she could do thit?" asketd Sylvia, trembling with
indignation,

Most decidedly. She is mistress of everything my fathi
had ro leave. 3y future, so far as regardsl mv fatlier's fortune,,,
is entiroly at ber mercy."

lIow unjust-how wicked," cried Sylvia.
It does seem rather bard," said the yonag man, regr.t-

fully, "iyet thre never was a btter mother that mine. And
the money was eft to lier t do what she likes with it, after ail.
She bas as good a right to leave it to Clara as to me.,

". Si bas no such rigit; your father intended it for youiî,
raid Sylvia, almost cboking with passion.

Sheit might have been even more angry had Edmund Standen
rept-atedto huer oP particular speech of his mrther'.t-a speecrh
which had impress. d itself indelibly on th tablet ofis'
mind.

1 -will stand between you and rui, if I1can, even if seen
cruel and unjusît Ia roing go. Whatever influence, whatever
pow..r I have ?shall be usued to the uttermost to prevent your
maniage with Sylvia Carew."

"Because ahe fis my inferior in social position V" asked the
young man angrily. IlAs if such petty distinctions counted
for anything except in a benighted village like Hedingham!"

I For no such reasong" answered Mnrs. Standenil' but simply
b>erAîtauseshe is vain and hollowselfish and artful. I wisb my
de rr-on ta marry a gond woman."

And she flung upon him a look of maternal tenderness that
would have melted any one buta head-strong lover.

Vhat right bave you to say that ofi er-you who have
seen ber half-a-<iozen times at most," he cried indignantly.

11I have seen quite enough totjudge-ani I1have heard ti 1
more.
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il Pettv village gosip. The women hate her on account of

her beauty." ol
il And you love her for the sake of ber beauty, and for no-

thin i else. Beware of sich love, Edmiitind."
IUpon ny word, moother. you are to badti,' cried the su,

and he left ber without another word-banging the door be-
hind him. 'l'h passion of anger would hurt us more than it
does if there were no doors to bang.

Yet in his heart of hearts ie knew that he did love Sylvia
chiefly for the sake of that rare beauty whick had dawned upon s
him like a revelation ofa new life, a few months ago, when lie
came home from Germany, and saw the girl standing in thec
afternoon sîunshine in one of the side aisles iin edinglhan
church, clad in purest white, a blossom-like creature among
the riiidy-clieeked and buxomi Hedingham girls, many of
whom had a full share of vulgar every-day good looks. Even
to-niglit, aG he came to the trysting tre, he was compelled to
confess to hlinself, in the conrse of that self-examination t
which ail thotightfiul imen submit their motives, that it was
Sylvia's face that hal bewitched him. Of ber muind lie knew
very little beyond the one fact, that she loved him, and know-a
ing that he seemei bt know ail that was net'dful. She was
reîined and inteiligent, expressed hersolf like a lady, read all
the books he ltît ber, and was able t criticise them somewhat
sharply. She hadl tauglit lherself French and German with
very little help from her father. She played with taste and
expression on a feeble old piano, which a former vicar's wife
had given ber on leaving Ilctingham, and she sang better
than abe played. Wlhat more could a man desire in a wie
than ta love and be beloved by lier, save to be proud of ber t
And Edmund Standen felt that thi was a wife of who m a be-t-
ter inan than he might b proud. For after all this gift of
beauty which philosophy affects to untderrate-althougtî Su-
crats did admire Aspasia-is a great and pefect thing, and
more certain of social success than any other quality. It needs
no assertion on the part of its possessor, it asks no aid froin
renown. It is there-obviousi, indisputable, and the worlt
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 naies of wo-
men who were simplv famons for their beautv. This, argu-
ment occurred to Edmund Standen to-night as hi walkedi utp
the bill. After at, what reason had be to be ashaned of lov-
ing Sylvia Canw simply because of lier loveliness. 'I Peri'les,
C:e-ar, Antony, were ail matie of the same clay," he said t',
himiself. ta Each fell in love with the loveliest woman of hie,
age."

Well" 'saidi Sylviat, after a l'ongish pause, " of course there
i., no nore to obe ait. Our dream is ende d ; all we have to do
is to bidli each other good-bye"

Her tones faltered a little, and there were tears in ler yces,
yet sie pronounced this renunciation of her lover with a
curious calmness for one su youîng.

1 Bid each other good-bye," he repeated, astonished- " lWhy,
Sylvia, do you think I can give you up?"

1 I think you could never be su mad as tu let your mother
make youî a pauper, -hich it seums she has the power to Io,"
said Sylvia, in whom anger at this moment was stronger than
love.

I My nother shall not make me a pauper, and she shall not
rob me of you," said Edmund, drawing ber closer t hi. side.
She did not look up at him. but sat with eyes bent tpon tle
ground, and a settled gloom upon her face. For ber this for-
feiture of fortune meant su much ; it meant the end of ail her
day-dreams. But she loved him as fondly as it was in lier
nature ta love: and that nature had its depths of passion,
thouigh those depthis were yet uiinsounded.

" But she can rob you of your f ather' ufortune," she said.
1 Let it go," answered lier lover lightly. " I can exist with-

out it. Iam fnot afraid of beginning the world, Sylvia, for vou
and with you. I think i could tight and conquer fate withl
you for my lilpnate,"

" What could -u Io? " she alked thoightflly.
Go to the Bar. It would be slow work, of course, at first

buit I miglht pick up a little by li1erature, perhaps, or in soin
of tle bve-ways of life. Or if. on taking counsel with my
friends, I found the Bar was likely to be too slow a business, t
Milit get a clerkship and go into commerce. i ai touIt
and not afraidof work. It wouldh bard if I couldn't arn a
living somehow.."

A living-earniig a living somehow ! And 3ylvia hadl
fancied that in winning Edutnd Standen's love she had open-
id the door to that bright, pleasant, prosperous, easy-going
world, in which everybody hadt plenty of money-that when
hie madle ber his wife she was tu bld an everlasting farewel1 to
th- scrimped means of the vulgar herd who have tu maintain
themselves by latour of brain or body.

' And then, darling," cotionued lier lover tenti-rly, 4'happily
tor our earl trutiggl,-s you have not beeri bred in an extrav.
agant school, or accustomed to costly pleastures. It will inot
seema very hard to you, wilIlit, dear love, if we have to be'in
life humbtv ?I"

Not sein bard, when her rebellous spirit hai been at war
with ber surrounoings ever since she had bucen old enough t
compare the lives of other people with ber own lite !

Ilts ail very weil to talk like that," she said, bursting into
tos.rs, I but you don't know what poverty is.

Y"s this cheerful resignation to reve3re tof fortune is easy
to the mind that has never known nuecsiotty's venomeri sting.
It is like the ignorant courage of a cid who pays his firit
vi<itutothe dentist, rather pleased at the novelty of the situ-
ation.

" My sweetest, even povterty would be no burden f you and
I shared it. Besides, we shan't always be poor. Look ait the
hiundreds of prosperolus men who beigin the world with a single
half-a-crown."

Look at my father," shet answered briefly.
ie ki.ssedi away ber tears, and circled thus by bis protect.

ing arm, she half believed that the liglht of truc love might
sufic- to gild the pathway of life. But it was only half belief
at hest. Lurking in ber mind there was the conviction that
she hi suffered too much already from straitenied means, and
that she had no courage for that battle which Edmund Stan-
den faced su calmly.

ctow much is your father's fortune ? " she askedt.
My mother's you mean, darling."t
1only look iupon it as hers in trust. How much is it,

drmund ?
tiSomething like fifteen hundred a year-rather over than

under. Then there Is the bouse, and about sixty acres of land,
and my mother's savings, which niust be considerable ; for I

don't think she can have spent a thoisand a ycar sinee ,ny
father's death "

" And yon would give up all that for my ake, E<bnt
a8ked Sylvia, deeply moved.

Ivery mhil ling of it, and with biiard lv a pauc"
" Oh, hoi good aitl true yot are, antlinw deiarly I

you," cried the girl, quite overcome at iat by this vidn of
devotion.

The moon stole up fron bohind the eastward woohis ad
surprised them into memory of the hour. They went lbacIk ,
ledingharm through the sitent fields ani lanes arm in arm

ani Sylvia almost forgot the gloomy outlook tiait hadl nzewly
opened before her in the tender happines of being so utterlv
beloved.

I To-norrow your father and all ledinghami shall know of
our engagement, Sylvia," salit Mr Standenoît, as they pauisedil,
the shadowy churchyard patch-thatt path across tht, chuiri.
yard was the nsearest way to the schoolhonse--for thoeu lt
words which lovers are so long saying.

No, not to-morrow," she pleadid,I there will be sich ttk
and such surprise, and so many people will take youîr moth
part against us. Let us keep our secret a little longer, i.r

(tmnd(."
And dear Edmund, who iwas not in a condition to refulse

anything, reluctantly consented to sone snall delay, wond.-
ing a littie at the subtIe waysi of women, to whom there seems
sweetness in secresy.

To be continueld.)

THE MAGAZINES.

Thre Farmer' Granges forn the subjec of i)tereting arUc.
In the Overland, Lippivnott', and Oirl Oand Xe.

in addition to the love O1l ian VNeu cnins , able edi.
rial consideratlon of the struggle now giloing on betwecn ij
Romt Churchli ani it.he State lin various countris ofr
notably lin Fraiie nid Spain, wiere thwe (nnrch 'eems m
ful t in Swtzertand, Prussia and lIungary, where .he,' wyI
overpowered by the State, and in tItaly and Atitrla. wher' a
yet. thet balance hanrgs pretty eIven. Dr.Kelgcmefrwa.
in staunch opposition tothe Darwinian theory, agaliit whici be
makes very fair right. on the doctrine of the variaton f
speles lie brings some very powerftil contrata ience to bear
which Is worthy %f coin4itieratmltn by aIl awho take an Intere.tin
thisî ibsorbing question. G. A. Schmtttt ,iLcourses n tii, hi-
tory f ftheI discviry of the Asyran Cunelforn In riptoous and
Dr. V. G. Smith, ini a narrative heitring the title -The New
Englanl Sphiix," exposes tin a direet t, raigtforward manner
the folly and evil resultA Of the cranminng systemlt, espeialy as
followed inI the New England schoolsA. This paper dervr
serious atteution, and we shall take.csion n anotier place:o
expatiate more fuity on the lei it brn . .\ thie Mediun
14 mainly a diqlogue, somewhiat in tihe l'iatonîic -tyle, with a
iavotr of Pu cator and t or, bLtwee a believer anil a in.
believer in ithe myterte'- of sptritualism., In wtich he le r
ilnally admits that Uihre more in it nor what lie thougit r,
ani 'siugge.ts a piLpi a a solatiuim after the laigue, or the ar.
ment, a mis inusing finale to tIe serious discourse Of the mi.'
bileever. Mr. . C. Burnand continues lits admirable de rt
iun of Efnglih public school life. which w-e reoinminti ira;l

lovers of' Tomx Itrowne's Schlîudaya." is dscripont ae
perfect and talke any one a-hol ha-., '* b'.'n t here" straiglit tak', t,
the good <,ld u- wIh. Ie n .rtetiarlyichapel and p i onas wer, niiix t t,
ain absence of poctket-money, he greaitst Ills of life. A riner
story by (itra F. Guernsey, entitledî "ThI- Last Witcih," andt a
review of the circnmatanices or Gen. Garnett escape at ich
Monuntan. by Col. Whituesey, complete a very exctllen! nmer

I lithe .iUntie James Parto contine, his papers on Ietrson
wLth ain acrount of the President's chief meunr, andi bîrîtî,n; ti
to te ele tof Jem.rs'ssecond ternm and his rtireiaizit h!
Monticello. RÇbert ta-cOe giv-. ïtn his exprience ti mt-
mutinity Lire, antI Ijaniar HIjorth tyesen a thinI talmeL of

*'Gun nrtar." " inest John n e," whose fortunes as Congren man
we have Ibe'i watething witib close inferest for two nionthi' at
now appe-ars to le on ti potnintoi liing from hti incorupN
position. Mr. l1oppin' second paper on Conteip.orary A ri in
Earopte gv..t an oti nt the principal pictures at lhe fhî:-
lion or t67 ii Lthedepartincitao of g-nre, lîandscap,- andi po.rtra
titre. Front this lie I paese on i stnattry, bnwhichti i pr
his blef thatt iL is lin A merica that w-e may roo1y ok fr
a iw typ' tt rin-ateture, a typ" more atjestte than thý o f
tihe tRoma saica and rpabe of t ilighest embil in, nt
by scu lptuîre and ptaIn tng." Thi, of couirs, in the nemo
future, when the Amrican îLtizen hall utndrstand th
private life shotisit be utnostett.s and dxest." wlen b:
liotse sial be ni tlonger a bric-à-bmra shop, and hc shiali earn
that it wit be wi.ser to endow a miiuni tit to pend -ti
touands of ollrs on the iower anti g aws of a
festIval,c., etc. Itniote enoutgh, we (ar, tii- Gol'den te f
the futuire, Two pteaanIit and seasonu. able .keëItches tre G
W. lere's-Tw, Veek'Sportot lthée Con!ong Rvr," and
s. .ewett'l rn cetce tf "The hore ituse." Th.e forrier -
a very readle acconalt (f a portsmn hik t Ilinthe Iottawa
iltrict. 'Prof. Loiigf(ellow cntrîlibuteu 'Thte Rhyme of r
(Christopher," tndI Oliver Wendet lolnie" u alever mixturei of w
and wsndom, enttitld " A lPoem Servetota Order."

Lippi-tt's Mflar in ofters severai attractions t tlie t!.
cellaneoi" reailer, not the le.rt of w-hih are Wm. filack's -rl
" A P (rine nf Thule," and E-dwari Strahaîn's clever pen iand1
penil skethles4 from Parts to Marly. "Our lnlormein thieTyr.l,"
and "On the Clinrch Sterp4," aru both contmnued in this tîinmber,
and a flft.h serial lm commenced, entittim "SIkethes of Estrril
Trav"l," the initial paper giving an iaccountt of the Countt te
lleauvoir's viit ta Pekin, and tbe Great Watt niof China. Of th
paper on oThe Patron,4 ofi ltishandry," w-e have already spokltit
Ohier inttersting atriles are those on "Engish Court Fesmtiviliei'"

Raibl'among the Fruits and Flowers of Lte Tr plst" il
Inow. Tley Keep a iloteluln Tuirkey." The oniy coinpiiiic'

story bu that; by Christian Ri, " 1 Lotos of the Nite." The gei
of the poetry in this unmber Is inquestitonaly "Thie Ridt .r
Prince (eraitt hy Marttn .1., Grîllti, of the IHattfax flrpresy o
whose productions the readers ofl i h net,. lave hadjl ,m"toc.aMoni l1t
judtlge for themselves.

The contents; of the Oterlknd Mnht are, agreeably to th"
nbject of that, publicatlnti, naiily oft cal intereqt. sf puîrely loa
ma&Ltter, however, the reminscences o an argonaut iof '49, cOM.
iientcetl lit tlhis number under th.' title of "Seeking the (olden
Fece," would l be verywhere fount interesting. The Ultrawangi
series, commenced willi much vigour and hrightnieu are beginl-
ning t.o stale. Itti a decided mistake, not to pithuli a portioI
of such a serial regularly every month. It i preient sliprltll
appearance hy rit andi tarti ln onoigh to disgst ithe most per.
severing reader. Other stories are "MeLean Grier's Fortunte,"
andI "Gentleman Ilanse," the latter continuelIl. "In a Trans.
port," by Charls Warren Stoddart, i1s one of the most pleasiant
little sketches that, have atileared linthe Overlanid for miie ltime
past. The best ieatutreq of the number are the paper on lRAtes
of Ralîroad Tra nitportatioîn,' already alludedt to, anti the opnlttig
article, by the ReIv. Dr. Patterston, condemnatoryi of01 4thpoilY
pursted by the cutited States Iovernment. townlrdis tht Indtitis.


