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cases nnfamiliar with their contents. He used ta imagine
that ho bad a particulardesire to read such and such an author
till he got the author at home. But the volumes once snug
on his shelves the desire scemed somehow appeased. Whoen
bis learned friends talked of an author, Mr. Perriam used ta
say, "lAh i I've got him." He was too honest to say " I've
red him."

T'he apartments devoted ta Mr. Perriam were airy and
spacious like ail the rest of the bouse. But large as they
were bis books overran them. From floor ta ceiling, under
the windows, over the mantelpiece, wherever a shelf could be
put, appeared those endless rows of brown-backed volumes,
hardly brightened here and there by the faded crimson labels
of some later editions. Mr. Perriam could not atford to ba a
connoisseur in bindings. No costly tooled calf, no perfumed
Russia, gratified bis sense of scent or feeling. But in bis
very poverty there lurked a blessing. He had taught hinself
ta patch the old bindings, ta stain, and sprinkle, and marble
the dusit blackened edges, and ho was never more serenely
content than whenb he at before his worktable, and dabbed
And fitted, and pasted and furbished the battered old volumes
with the aid o a glue pot, a few scraps of calfskin, a little
vermillion, a big pair of scissors, and inexhaustible patience.
In bis heart of bearts Mr. Perriam felt that could he begin life
again he would wish to be a bookbinder.

Mr. Perriam's library overlooked the kitchen garden. It
was a spacious room with a deep bay like that which at the
other extremity of the bouse formed the end of the drawing-
room. In the days when there were children at Perriam, this
roon had been the nursery Immediately above it was Mr.
Perriam's bed-chamber, and next ta thiat. a smallish dressing-
room, which communicated, by means of a dark little passage,
with Sir Aubrey's bedroom. The brothers were honestly at-
tached t each other, different as were their habits, and liked
ta be within call of each other. Sir Aubrey's valet slept in
his master's dressing-room; but Mr. Perriam had no body
servant. That was a luxury, or an encumbrance which ha
persistently denied himself. Nor would his wardrobe lave
afforded cither employment. or perquisites for a valet. He
never possessed but one suit of clothes, wore those garments
nearly thread bare, and passed them on when done with ta an
underling in the garden; a deaf old inan who wheeled a bar-
row of dead leaves al the antumn, and rolled the lawns and
gravel walks when there were no leaves ta fil bis barrow.
rhis old gardener used ta prowl about the gardens looking
like the wraith or double of Mr. Perriam. When there were
visitors at the place, Mr. Perriam rarely showed himself.
When Sir Anbrey had no guests the brothers dined tog-ther-;
but while the baronet was away Mr. Perriam always dined in
bis own den, and turned the leaves of some late acquisition as
le ate bis dinner. He was a slow reader, and had been three
years poring over an old copy of Dante, and addling bis poor
old brains with the commentaries which obscured the text. If
he took a walk it was uin the kitchen garden. He liked those
prim quadrangles of pot-herbs, the straight narrow walks, the
espalier-bounded strawberry beds, the perfect order and quiet.
of the place, and above ail he liked ta know that no chance
visitor at Perriam would surprise him there. He brought his
books here on summer mornings, and paced the paths slowly,
reading as he walked; or dosed over an open volume. in yon.
der summer-house before the fish pond, on sultry afternoons.
lie trotted up and down between the bare beds for bis consti-
tutional, in mid-winter. The kitchen garden was ail he knew
of the external world, and ail be cared ta know ; so long as
lie could conductall his transactions withbooksellers, throuigh
the convenient medium of the post. So passed lis harmless
uneventful life, and if no man could say that Mordred Per-
riam had rver done him a service, assuredly none could charge
him with a wrong.

'HAPT1'ER XIX.
LovE, TOU AaT LEADING M FROM wINTRY cOLD.

Sir Aubrey and bis brother dined êt-à-Lte on the evening
of that day on which Mrs. Carford left the brief shelter o'f the
schoolhouse, ta resume ber place in life's endless procession.
The dining-room at Perriam facei the north-west, and com-
manded a fine side view of the setting sun. One saw the
glorious luminary sink to bis rest withont being incon-
venienced by bis expiring splendour.

It was eight o'clock, and that western glory was fading, but
Sir Aubrey liked the twilight. It was at once soothing and
economical, and the baronet did not forget how large acheque
he aunually wrote for the Monkhampton tallow-chandler.
People talked of the cheapness and brilliancy of gas, but
Queen Anne herself could not have been more averse from
that garish light, bad it been suddenly introduced ta ber no-
tice, than was Sir Aubrey. Gas at Perriami Gas pipes ta
disfigure those old crystal chandeliers which took ail thehues
of a peacock's breast in the sunshine 1 9August shade of my
great grandfather1!" exclaimed Sir Aubrey, "What Gothîcan
counsel such desecration ?"

Sir Aubrey and bis brother sat in the gloaming, and talked,
Ar at least Mordred talked and Sir Aubrey made believe ta
listen. The book-worm's harmless babble about his last bar-
gain with a Bristol bookseller did not demand much strain
upon the listener's attention. Sir Aubrey gave a vaguely ac-
quiescent murmur now and then, and that was enough.

Indeed, Sir Aubrey's mindi had been wandering a little
throughout the ceremony of dinner, and now he sat in a
thoughtful attitude with bis glass of claret not diminished,
looking down into the shadowy gulfs of the polished mabogany
table, as if ta read the visions e bbeheld there.

1t was not of bis brother's newly-acquired twelve-volume
edition of Chatterton that he thought ; but of a fair young face
he had sean lst night in the garden of Hedingham school-
house.

" Mordred," he exclaimed suddenly, "did yon ever wonder
why I have not married ?"

"No," said Mr. Perriam, "I never wonder. But I should
think the reason was clear enough ta the meanest compre-
hension. Yeu have never forgotten poor Guinivereu

'lForgotten ber? no; and never shall forget ber. Yet if,
at my sober age, it'were possible for a man ta feel a romantic
love-the love of a poet rather than a man of the world--do
yon think be ought to trample upon the fiower because it bas
blossomed late ?"

Do you mean to say that you have fallen in love V" asked
Mordred aghast.

"I have seen a face lovely enougli te bewitch a saint or a
hermit-to thaw the coldest heart that time ever froze. I
don't admit that I'm In love. That would be too great a folly.

But I feel within me la facnlty which I deemed I had long
outlived-tho capacity to fall in love."

Mordred Perrian put his hands to his head, and rubbed bis
scanty grey hair distractedly. He thought bis brother ws,
going mad.

"Poor GîtinivereI" ho said feebly, as if the shade of thâat
patrician lady were outraged by Sir Aubrey's folly. IlIf ihe1
could have lived to sec this day."

IlIf she had lived I might have been the happy father or
many childrenI" ansvered Sir Perriani; "as it is the estate"
must go to Lancelot Perriam whenever you and T are laid be-
side our ancestors."

IThat seems hard," said Mr. Perriam, who was able to ap-.
preciate this common-sense view of the question. "If yonu.
could find anybody now ta replace Lady G uinivere-of the,
same rank-an alliance which yon might bc proud of."

Sir Aubrey sighed and was silent, His chief purpose in,
marriage ought to bu to provide hinself with an heir. Hlow
was ho ta confront that heir in after-life if he could not namû
bis maternai grandfather-if for all genealogical purposes the
child were on the maternai side grandfatherless.

He sighed again, and with increasing despondency.
" At my age, my dear Mordred,;a man can hardly hope to

marry a duke's daughter. I shall never meet a second Guini-
vere. Lord Bolingbrokes second wife was a French woman.
He consulted bis heart rather than bis interest."

" Bolingbroke married the niece of Madame de Maintenon,
and the widow of a marquis."

" True, but he married for love," said Sir Auhrey, impatient-
ly. "Late in life a man should marry for love, if be is to mar-
ry at al. He bas so short a span left him in which to be
happy. At twenty a man can atford to consult his interest,
and marry a woman he doesn't care for. A youth of domestic
nisery may be compensated by a middle age of worldly snc-
cess. But at my age there is nothing left a man to wish for
except happiness."

Mr. Perriam regarded bis brother in helpless wonderment.
Was this abstract philosophy-or the foolishness of an elderly
egotist?

,- 1 should havethought you were happy in your present
positionlesaid bis brother, mildly. You have Perriam for
a country bouse, and your entresol in the Faubourg St.
Honor&-snug, and not very expensive. When you are tired
of Perriam yon go to Paris. When you are tired of Paris, you
return to Perriam. You have boots and slippers, and bruishes
and combs, and a dress suit at both places-no packing-no
bustle-and your valet here is your cook and general servant
there. What could be pleasanter, if one must move at all y'

" An empty life at best," said Sir Aubrey, U and monotonous.
The fact of the matter is," he went on, in a bisiness-like tone,
" that for sone years past I have felt it my duty to marry. If
I have shrunk from that duty-preferring the repose and se-
renity of a bachelor's life-t have felt mysclfguilty of moral
cowardice. It is hard that Perriam should descend to one
who is all but a stranger."

" Horace Perriam-a starched prig in the War Office," said
Mordred. IlThere is not such another kitchen garden in the
west of England!" ho added, with a sigh. "If you could tind
some one of suitable rank, I don't say a duke's daugzhter-hut
of suitable rank-some good old family-bearing arms which
the Perriams need not blush ta quarter with their own."

This was harping on a string which Mordred had been ac-
customed to hear twanged by his elder brother. lie was sur-
prised to find the Baronet indifferent, or even coriutemptuou,
about the question of rank,

" As te family," he said,i the Perriamsought to be like tho
Bourbons-great enough ta give rank to their children with-
out aid from the mother. The sons ofLouis Quatorze wereall
princes. My son will be Sir Aubrey Perriam by and by, and
he could have been no more than Sir Aubrey P'erriam if poor
Giinivere bad boen bis mother."

Mordred made baste t agreeith bis brother. He rarely
disputed a point with any one, nalesa it vere a purely literary
question, such as the reason of Ovid's exile, or Tasso's maui-
ness, or the identity of the man in the Iron mask. or the anthor-
ship of Juniins's letters.

h You have tensorne one, perhaps, whom youî admirc-
some young lady belonging to one of our county familles,"
said Mordred. lie could not suppose that bis brother's oye
had fallen to any lower depth than the county familles.

Sir Anbrey winced. He had been so bigoted a high priest
in the temple of the family god, and the family god was Caste.
How could ba justify such sacrilege as would be involved in
his admiration of a village schoolmaster's daughter?

"*I have certainly seen sanie oneI admire," ho said, with a
curions shyness, an almost juvenile shame in this late-born
love. A young lady who is very pretty, very amiable, alto..
gether worthy of admiration. A young lady whose affection
might make any man prond and happy. But she is not of a
particularly good family; or, if ber father belongs to an oki
and respectable family, which is nt, impossible, since bis
name is a good one, ha is reduced in cirennistancts and mocu-'
pies a somewhat humble position."

"A curate, perhaps," suggested Mordrei vaguely.
"No, ha is not in the churchl."

Good gracious," exclaimed Mordred, with an awed look,
I you don't mean to say that be is in trade ?"

INo, he is not in trada."
Mr. Perriam breathed more freely.
S I am glad of that," ha said. II live so secluded from the

world that it might see unimportant ta me, but I shouldn't
like ta think that any stigma of that kind could attach ta unc
in future. The actual fact might b glossed over in ' Burke'a
Landed Gentry; but people would remember It all the same."

Never mind detailsmy dear Mordred," roturned Sir Au-
brey, 99 after all, what I have been talking about is perhaps
but an idle dream."

" You ought to marry," Raid Mordred, thinking of bis kit-
chen garden. He begrudged the heir the reversion of those
neat walks, by the box.bordered beds where a narrow lino of
hardy flowers, stocks, sweet William, mignonette, or nastur.
tium sereened the brocoli and onions that grew within the
boundary. The dear old gardon, with its ared earthenwara sea-
kale pots peeping out of the greenrery, and that delicious herby
odour which sweetens the atmosphere of country kitchen gar-
dans.

" Ah "said Sir Aubrey with a sigh, ilI shall nover marryunless h is for love."
Mr. Perriam smiled approvingly across the wide shining

table; but bis soul wax full of wonder. All human love, ex-
cept bis mild affection for Aubrey, bai withered in his hoart
thirty years ago. Indeed, there ad never been warmth enough

in that placid temperament to ,kindle the flame of love.I
men ho looked upon as a race apart, useful douibtless after
thoir lower kind, but to be kept at the furthest possible dis-
tance by the Sage. Marriago Mr. Perriam regir(dld as a stor
necessity for elder sorns. The younger scions of a grent race
more happy, coild «lip through life untried lin the matri

nieial furnaco. That anyone should cinmber himiself with a
wife, save when conpelled to that burden by the e Oxigfeies of
a fine estate, secied to .air. Perrianm alnost inicredibl. A
wife who would doubtiless take( odl volumes of his books, fron
their slielvos, to inislay thein, or imeddle with his papers nIli,
thanked Providence for having malde hini the cadet of the
House.

", For love," repeatel Aubirey to himself, "for love! lie,
Mordred and ail the world woild laugl at niy flly, if I dared
indIulge it. L'ove at tifty-seven yea ztrs of agi., and for a girl yoiing
enouîglh to lie my graid-daught'r. It is too wild a foli'. Ye
if a trn affection could be possible to a ial Of m' Vagt it
ought to be posible for ie, i have fnot frittered away rny
stock of feeling tpon passing fancies. My lite ha4 been free
from the follie, that waste the hearts of sone ien Late as
the day comes, 1 ought to be able to love truily, ant to win a
true heart, if 1 have but courage to seek for one. ShallI iseek
it where this new fancy draws m, ? Shall t trust the augury
of eyes and lips that spenk but of innocence and trutlh ?"

Tho butler came to light the candiles in the ali silver
branches, of pseudlo design.

(To he "onfinted.)

ST A NZA..

Tranrslated tby .John Readel,.

oh ! whereforo i ,my wui buwed 'iown
With orro ? Shaiow grin, heguno

Who, im<h the il"wer with beauty crown
Wil nrvt forgot to clottio MAison.

fi.
Th''ugh I ble lne and sv m monind,

'rhouîh r'onîii an i table iipt'yb.
My Go,,d who Rive« the b ýirdse their t.,l -

ie never wil ml 1ei n .

111.
Wh y then shiul'l trouhle vex my «<il

T e is o tho rrae ? My F'ath heirtYearnieth z, me. And In! the g,,l-
O'f ail i Ileaven and ne'er to part.

IV.
There, at tho evert5l"t inm Thrr.ne

1 hilt hoh< m1ny S a'.utir" fa.,
And. even sit know, be known.

Bloo ,em in i ilnitide d gran

V.
Then. crage, heart ! and i otnt.

And h'avenwar diire-t thr flight;
il by G< ' wil thyt courne be h'ont.
Whit""'r hofail , miiust be right.

V I.
ni mninent and 'ri d l .t.

T i hlifrram b -unicl by the to'nb,
Ard t hen, .eH tj a brden an.

The 'spirit win it.' endle h me.

. ;a t a e fel1 I.e

TiHE MOORISH DOCTOR'S PA RC'lMENT.

in the chaibe'r cof a hainom i ;> at Dan JS ,iTri"v
d'A itantara, I)c-ttr of in iii., da..î rîlî<quOi y (if
distiriatî, but 1 e<'sna~nthingi!n the 'wurid î.i 't he
dress which lie wer", twent y rea d and a pasale opinion oi
himseif.

Althouglh hardly m'ore thlan tweity vears of a' h' had
ade Sveril attempts t attai n oîl 'ce adii'l h wa.< rtuitn-
.. gbisLeon w it h the hope caf <,hîaîn iîîg 'li)U c~i rci

Count Don Alonzo Mendo', wio owvne'd ettw"n, 3icro n i
Zamora a magnificent domain alrdeady visited hy our dociIt'r.
linfortunately the first questincns ho put iih nnkeper in-
formed him of the Count, death.

Don Alonzo dead ! "ai he wlii stupefaation.
IdAnd buried'" added the innkeeper
The castle is then c'cuip'ied by' hl'î 1: hir ?
The soie leir was theu nphew of thie i<mnt and h ha

gi'en orders to the notary to Fel1 the ldonalin. i b'li,, e
will have a new proprietor to-morrcw."

SI shall wait to offer him my s'rvices." thought José. Andi
he retirned to his roomt. 'here h" 0founid amiong oi her thinc'
some books and maniscripts said to have beenî l.ft Iy
an aid Nlo4,rimli doctor, year., 'I~,' le amilmed 1-iiîctI
thtbiing the folios nd theîî r ai.sî Ita the liaeripts i
read over several which contained nothing more than general
instructions on the transmuitation of metals, but i'inaiyi he
found In a leaden case a roll of Iparclment wiich attraç't,'d
bis attention. It comprïsed magie receipts for the ac'oiiiplh.
ment of certain prodigies, such as transformation, îuetamor-
phosis, and bilocation. Then he caiie upon this paragrapl

or MAKI.O TOUn wrtIL so, aoasc.R wLÂ aIn or iNsTsr
TANSOUS ACCOMi'LSHEliXT«.

The young doctor started with joy.
" ly the rood," he exclainmed, Il if thaut mens cceedi i

ask nothing more."
He read i the recipe' indicated in the maniuîseript arîi fiound

nothing therein contrary to faith. Itîuliced to obtain th'
promised gift, to pronounce a certain prayer, before falling
asleep, and to drink the contents of a little phial hidden at
the bottom of the leaden case.

José souight this phial, uncorked it, and saw that it con-
tained a fuw drops of a black and odorous liquid. lie hesi-
tated a moment, rad the paragraph agnin and noticed a post-
script which had escaped him before.

The postscript read thîis
"g Our weakness is a providlential harrier opposed by Deity

to our folly.'
Afler roflecting a moment on these woris, lie bore the phial

to bis lips and pronounced the long formula which was pro-
scribod. H hiad scarcely done so when his eyes iosed and
ho fell asleop.

Don José knew not how long ho had siept, when lhe saw theu
daylight streaming throuigh bis little window. He orose with
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