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I'll go straight to old Glyunford, who is the hest
of the lot, and tell him we’ve settled it ; and
ask him to have the wedding from his house.
That would have a better look, as Marin's my
own sister ; but, if you prefer it, I'l pay yonur
expenses 10 Seaton-by-the-Sea, and we cun he
warried from your mother's 1°

‘Then Laura spoke, and in quick and passion-
ate accents,

““ It cannot be, Mr. Bingley,” she suid, 41
am prateful to vou for your yproposal, but |
cannot be yonr wife,”

“How do you wenn !t What fori”
Bingley, roughly, aud with an angry seowl.

“ Beeanse,” answered Laura, gaining cournge,
‘[ do not care for you ax o woman should eare
for her future husband,  We-we have nothing
in comnmon with cach other.”

* Whut d’ye mean by that 7 asked Bingley,
very angrily. ‘* Nothing iu common ! D'ye
mean that Pm not as good ws yon are 7 -

S Oh, no!” seid Laura ; ¢ but we should not
suit each other.”

““ Rubbish 1" retorted  Bingley,  ““Just a
girl’'s romantic nonsense, and nothing else. But
't tell you what it s, Miss Laara,” he con-
tinued, with a darkening conntenance ; *'m
not a fellow to be trifled with.  1Xye suppose |
would give myself all this trouble, and gone to
all this expense, for nothing? Not 10 1 got
you out of this confounded serape about the
notex lor a purpose ; that purpose was that |
had taken a faney to you, sud intended to
wirry you ; and o not geing to be cheata, |
tell vou very plainty.”

** But | never promised to marry you €' aaid
Laura.

** No, vou did not,” auswered Bingley, © heo
canse 1 hadn’t asked you ;o bat 'von must have
understood  very welll 'm not a particularly
shilanthropie man, and d've suppose T would
ane wasted all this moeney, and Jost the chanee,
too, of funling ont the sioundrel who rolidad
me ; for it must have been some une inmy own
entablishment.  DYye think T would have done
this out of pure henevolenee 17

1 -1 hoped s0,” faltered Loanra,

“Then I wouldn',” <aid Binglev. **] lid
it because you are a pretty pich” and T wanted
a pretty wile, and 1 took & sort of faney to yon,
There, that's honesty, isn't it

suid

’

“ But~but, Mr. Biugley, T can’t many
you !
“You must!™ said  Bingley,  frowning.

*Cowe, I don't want to threaten vou !t 1 dont
want ta remind you that, bhut for me, you
would have had w policeman’s hand on your
shoubder before now. budon't want w sav that
even now--now, mind yee-a word from we
would place yonin a ¢onmon ganl?t  Bat it's
true, all the same. You are in my power as
much a3z on the day when you first came here
and paid in the marked and stolen notes; as
mueh as on the day when 1 weat 1o Seaton-hy.
the-Sea, with the deteetive’s Jetter in my pocket,
to tell me that two of the Jost notes had at last
bieen paid fnto a bank by one dohnson, a grocer,
Iy see the situation now T But 1don't want
to he wonpleasant. 1 only wunt te make you
understand why 1 didall thicfor vou, and that 1
mean to have you iu return for sy money,”

Laura had grown paler and paler during this
long speech, and as Bingley ended <be burat
into tears.

“ Bat what happiuess would it brivg von o7
she said, with a sab, almost choking ber ntior-
ance.  “*If—if yvou did foree me 1o warry you,
anly misery could come of 1.7

CThat’s my ook-out,” sadd Bingley © **and
if 1 chioose to ran the misk, T must tako the cons
sequences.  Hot why shouldn't we e happy?
'mowell off, 1 ean give youas good a position
as my sister Maria has there at Bridgenonh
Houxe ; apd-—well--hang 1t I von object to
my establishtent here, T ocan wdford to retire
from*® business any day.  Jlow can 4 mn sy
more? [ offer you a good heme—oa gentloman’s
mansion, in fact - a carviage aud every comfort;
and 1 don't think any reasonable wontan conld
require more,”’

“But 1don't want anything, Mr, Dingley,”
wid Lanre, fwploringly. ¢ Please don't ask
we to be your wife, and 'l work, T'H bog—do
anything, in fact—to repay vou this money 7

Bingley's evil-looking countenance finshied,
and a hand expression passed over it

I you mean by that,” he said, “that you'ti |
borrow thiz money of Mr. William Glyntord, or

some otiter of your admirers, 1 may as well oli
you at once that T wan't take it. No, my
young lady ; Tdon't want the money 1 1 want
you. That's my price for kevping yon out of the
clutches of the law, amd 1 mean to have it. As
I told you at Seaton-by-the Sea, neither Withiam
Glynford nor all the Glyatords that ever were
born could save you if [ chiose to spesk the
word. 1've no doubt he'd advanee this money
for yon—no doubt ot that !  And Bingley
laughed unpleasantly, ““ You ure a pretty girl,
and he's a rich man, they say : but if he were
twice as rich, and ready to muarry yvou--ay,
ready to marty you to-morrow—he could not
help you. You have committed an offence
against the law—un offence that would leok
very dark after 1 had given wmy evidenee aainst
vou, and after Johnson, the grocer, b said
is my. D'ye think,” coutinu~d Bingley,
scowling, “that I am a mun to be turned from
my purpose by afew tears? No. 1 give you
your choice, and that is, to bo my wile, or puss
the next ten or twelve years of your life in penal
sorvitude !"*
. Laura sauk down on a chair near her. What
a choice was hers ! A gnol, or this conrse man,

gnal—the girl shuddered as she thought of it——
and shame, shamne, and William Glynford's con-
tempt and scorn for evermore !

“Will you give me time—time to think ?’
she said at last, looking up in Bingley’s hard
and mngry visage.

‘“Reasonsble  time only,” he answered.
“Come, Laura,” and he laid his hand upon
her shoulder ; * don’t you act like a fool ! You
have got to marry me, ko you may as well make
the best of me, and ') be o good husband to
you, if you'll be a good wife to me. There!
that's fair enough, isn't it? | wasn't o bad
husband to poor Sarah ; she's dead and gone
now, but she was glad enough to have ma, |
can tell you.  But we needn’t talk about that.
I'm in o different position now.” (And Bingley
drew himselt to his full height, and felt full of
pride as he thought of Willoughby 1ally
*I've a bit of land uow I can call my own, and
a house that no lady iu the land would Le
ashamel to enter.  And 1 aoflerall this to you.
Come, my girl, don't let’s have any more words,
but nawe the day, and you'll never regret
i

“ et me
Loaurs, rising.

¢ Well, what do vou eall time P'" answered
Bingley.,  **Let me see ; to.day's Thursday.
Well, then, on Sunday afternoon 1’11 call open-
Iy ar Pridgenorth House to get your answer,
Don't forget that your choiee iy whether you
will marry me or goto Farnhame Gaol.  For |
woubd do it, girl,” he continued, almost jierce.
Iy, ¢ Before William Glyoford, or any other
yvouny fellow, should come between you and
me, I would sme you taken away in the prison
van | But there, there ; don't ery ¢ It will be
ult right, if yon ure wise, and don't throw away
a good chance when you have got it !"

have time, at any rate " said

CHAPTER XV.
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Laura scarcely kuew how she got home after
her painful interview with Bingley-—scareely
how the rest of the day passed after she had !
listrnrd to his proposal and hic threats,

St went and sat by the sick children, and
heard their fretful complaints as if ina dream,
Ahe knew her stiuation, and yet could hardly !
reatize 1. To marry Bingley U It sermied ton
munsirous, too hideaus a thing to be true, and
vt she Kiew that true it was,

She sat up that wight with the children, and
each hour that struek seemed to her to sonnd -
ke o knell, Ovne haur searer Sunday after-
noon, awl then another!

“ Bat nn, uo s Veannot do it she thought,
starting np.  And then, rewtembering the choiee
she had, sank down again with a groan.

She Jooked so i when morning came tha
the trained nuese spoke 0 Mrs. Glyntord aboat
her daring the forencon.  * That youny lady
11t strong enough to sit up, Mrso Glynford,”
she <aid.

© Why uot ¥ answered Mres, Glyuford, sharp-
Ty, **3he must sit up--she's paid for teaching
the children 1 and when they are ton il 1o b
wanght, it is her duty to nurse them. Don't pnt
any folly of that Kind into her Liead, please,
nrse,”

Bat, during the day, Lavra grew so ill in her
miserable Httle attie upstairs that even Mrs
Glyuford was foreed toawimiv that ““she was fit
for nu:hin}.: ~a p0oT, useless ereature, ot worth
the money ~he cost.”

Some sueh bard, coll words as these were
spoken by the seltish womar, and were heard
with no small disgost by her husband.

COMuaria,”t said Mo Glyvaford, senior, af |
were vau [ wonld be a litthe mere eivil to this
veung buly o oshe is onot unlikely ta be your
niece-in-law sote doy.”

“CWhat doyou say 7 exclatmed Mrso Glyn.

ford.

Mr. Glivaford, signifieantly,

C Nopsen<e ' | don't Lelieve i1, satd Mrs,
Glvoford, 10 Ldid believe ity I would turn
her out of the honse to-day,”

he absurd, Maria, William i« not the man to
stund by and see anogil he likes ill-treated.
You remember that locket vou made such a fuss
about 7

certsinly.  William Jdid not give her
aid Mrs, Glynford, eagerly.

“ And William is too good a fellow to play fast
and Joose with a woman’s heart § and so ] just
advise you to be vivil with Miss Keane,”

Mrs. Glynford felt very angry, but had enough
setise Lo are that her husband's advice, in a
worldly point of view at leust, was good.  What
nade the idea of William Glynford marrying
her governess more galling to her was that her
nephew-in-law held o higher social position in
the town of Farnhame than she did, and was »
weleome gaest in several houses whose doory
were closed against herself. The Glynfords
were, in fact, an old #nd respectable funily, and
Mr. Glynford, senior, was considersd to have
married beneath him.  Then Mrs. Glynford was
not poputar.  She was good looking aund rvich ;
but the higher classes i Farnhame justly called
her vulgar.  People ol taste shrugged their
shoulders sometimes after a visit to Bridgenorth
House. With less finery and ostentation she
would have wmade her way better: hut she, of
conrse, aid not see this, but thought money the
grandest and most imposing thing in the world,

agajpst whom her very soul revolted! Hut a

and sho was constantly (virtually) showing her

<Willia admires her very mach,” answered -

“ And o imbiee William to publish the bauns -
to-mmorron T aadd Mreo Glyntord, senior. ¢ Dan'y

“ He just didd, then U answered her hushand. |

purse. But she had always courted William
Glynford. She hoped he would marry well,
and thus improve her own position. But she
was rather afraid of him ; never quite under-
stuod whether he was in jest or earnest; and
knew that, in the Glynford character, there was
a vein of obstinacy which was apt to develop it-
sell very unpleasantly upon certain occasions.
She felt, in fact, that if she turned Miss Keane
out of the house, William Glynford (if it were
true that he admired her) would be almost cer-
tain to take her part—perhaps, even as her
husband suggested, marry her governess at
once.

Mrs. Glynford wes furious at the very idea;
but what could she do 77

She was cold aud hanghty in Ler manner to
Miss Keune at times during the next two daye,
and then tried sometines to be civil,

And for poor Laura to give up William Glyn:
ford was the least bitter, perhaps, of the agony
that she was called upon te endure.  Her 5
might he all gray, and cold, and sad, without
his love ; but she could have gone away and
worked, she thought, and lived on quietly,
loving him in seeret and to the last,

But to be foreed to marry Bingley ; to live in
the same town as another man's wife, or to have
her name hranded and disgraced for evermore !

This was her choice as Bingley had put it be-
fore her, exaggerating, perhaps, the counse-
yuences of her breach of the Jaw to suit his own
purposes.

Jut even in her misery she thought of Mud,

She wrote to her yeung sister on the Friday
morning, breaking as gently as she could Wil-
limin Glynford’s opinion that it wonld be well
for her to wuit a year or two before venturing
to brave the ardeal of public eriticism.

On the Saturday night she recsived an answer
to this letter, written while Maul was in a
state of intense excitement and disappointment,

* Jt was eruel, worse than cruel,”” she wrote,
“of Mr. Giyontord to raise hopes in my mind
if he only meant to disqppoint me. 1 could not
wait-—could not live through long, dreary
vears,"”

Such, and more to the same purpose, was the

Cletter which Laura held in ber eold, trembling

hands on the Sunday when Mr. Bingley had

“said that he was eoming openly 1o Bridgenorth

Honse in the afternoon to learn her chotee.

The dinper-honr was an early one on Sundays
at Bridgenarth Heuse, and upoan this particular
Sunday Willimm Glyaford was coming to dine
there.

Mr. Giyaford, senior, had announced, on
Sanrday night, to bis wife, but before Laurs,
that William would dine with them the n-xt

Sday,

Thus, on the Sandsy morning Laura kunew
that she would s Witlam Glyatord during the

day, and made up her mind to give him Maud's
etter 1) reard,

She kuew also that this would be her last

chaner of doiug so.

I Dingley came in th

ae

mads
fricnd<hip tor ber would be a thing ot the past.
Could she expeut him not to despise her il st
married Biogley ?
broach of the law ?
A few minutes before the early dinuner-hour
she saw William Glynfort arrive.

The poor gitl, pale and miserable, watched
biw, frow her atize winclow, come slowly down
down.

stiirs du the hope of seciay bim o few mintles
Calane,

11

I

the avenus, el went at onee qu’

She did seo him alone,

forward, hobling out his hand, anmd then

shwe Tooked.
C e Are vou not well 1 heaskad. ¢ But 1onee
: +
not ask 5 L am sare you are not)’

ber haml against her sple to still its paiufu
thiobbings,  ** But-- buy, Mr. Glynford, 1 wisl
to speak to you. {
Mrs. Glivnforl comes 1

“ Yes i certainly 1 <aid
pently. )

He was thinking, ** What ean have hoppen
«d to her "

<« This is her letter, " said Laura, in the sam
nervous, agitated way in which she had befor

s.lunkt'n .

about Maud.”
William Glynford

read the epistle. ¢t Poor, ampulsive little girl
Well, Miss Laura,” fre continued, *¢ let it be a
she wishes,
lisher, torany, and she shall have the pleasur

vised her to wait.” .
Laura hetd out her cold and trembling han
to Glyutmd,

tering and broken veice. ' Mr.

be kind to Maud : not to let anything that
may do influenes you against my poor youn
stster 7 ~ »

As these agitated  wonds fell from Laura

afferuoon to ask for
her decision, she knew wolly whatever way she
it, thar Witliam Glyntord's segerd and

Could she expect him not
utterly to seorn Ler if she were arvested for a

Mrs. Glynford had ;
heen at ehnrely, and had taken a deive after her
return, and was, therelore not ready to descend

. when her nepliew male tis appearance,

Thus, when Laura entered the drawing-room

S o one wis there but Wiltiam Givndond.

He turned round as she went in, and came

AW

how strangely she way altered, anel how very ill

s+ 1 have been iil,” answered Lanra, pressing

I wisa to say one word before

o Poor child " sabi Glynford, when he had

I will write to miy friend, the pub.

you write, with my kiud reganis ; aud wll ber
also it was only on her own account that | ad-

“ Tlow can | thauk you 1" she said, ina fal.
Glyuford,
whatever may happen—-however badly you may
learn to think of me—will yon promise still to

lips, William Glynford looked at her in the ut-
most surprise. :

“1 do not understasd you!" he said.
¢ Laura, what have you done—what are you
about to do ¥’

Before Laura could reply, the drawing-room
door opened, and Adolphus John, arrayed in
ruby velvet and white lace, was ushered in by
his nurse,

¢ Ma said, Cousin William,"” he began, ‘1
was to go beside you at once !

““Iudeed ! And why, pray, Master Dolly 1"
asked William Glynford, trying to appeear at
ease,

““ Ma said you had been long enough alone
with that pale-faced hussey !”* answered Adol-
phus John ; **and that was the reason [ had to
2o into the drawing-rcom at once, and stay till
she was ready to come. Didn't she say that,
lessie ¢ added Adolphug John, appealing to
his nursemaid for confirmation of his wordas,

** You shouldn’t repeat tales, Master Dolly 1"
said the nursemaid. with a giggle.

““She did say it! Itisn't a tale 1" reiterated
Adolphus John.

*“What isn't a tale, Dolly ' asked Mr.
Glynford, senior, now entering the room.
“What 'ma said about Cousin William
and—-—-""

““Hash, wmy lad!” criecd his father, catching
Adolphus John in his arins, and throwing bim
in the air.

“ Have you got another kitten yet, Dolly "
satd William Glynford, alse tryivg to distract
Master Dolly’s attention.

** No,” answered the boy. ¢ 'Ma said——'
“ Here is mumma to answer for herself,”
again interrupted Mr. Glynford, senior; for
Mrs. Glynford now appeard, looking rather
flurried and red.

““ 1 must apologize for not heing ready, Wil-
liam,” she said, asshe took her nephew's hand ;
“ but we had a longer drive than usaal.”

“You ure in very good time, I think,” an-
swered William Glynford ; and then he offered
his arm to his aunt, and then led her into the
sumptuously furnished dining-room.

When the dinner was over, and while Mr. and
and Mrs. Glynford were freely indulging in
the dessert, Laura hear! the hall door-bell
ring.

A few minutes later the butler entered the
room, and said something in a low tone to Mr.
Glynford.

¢ Tell him to come in here, of course,” said
the master of the house, in reply. ¢ Why,
Maria,” he cuntinued, looking, lookieg at his
wile ; ‘“it’s vour brother—Mr. Bingley "
tMuaria's” red check. grew rehler at these
words. Never before hal Bingley intruded
himself at his sister’s board since the Glynfords
had lived at Bridgenorth House,

William Glyntort gave one glance—just one
—at Laura when Mr. Binzley's name was men-
tioned by his uncle, and never forgot her look
at thut moment. 1t haunted him for months
afterwards, and always filled his heart with
pain.

“Alr. Bingley,” the next moment annonneed
the butler, and Mr. Glyuford rose and shook
hands kindly with his nninvited guest.

“ Ah, Bingley ! Le said; “glad to see you.
You should bave »one an hour sooner, aund
taken pot-luck with us at our Sumday dinner.”

“Thauk veu, Mr Giynford,” said Bingley ;
“but as [ wast't asked 1 dined at home.  Aud
how are vou, Maria ' he went on, locking at
his sister, who coldiy held out her hand.

Bingley just took it, and then went round to
the stde ol the table where Laura Keane was
sitting, amd shoeck hands with her, and then
boldiv drew a chair ta her side.

1 didn’t mean to intrude myself at your
table,”" he said, lonking again at his sistes, **for
I had no idea that such great people as you
woald diue in the wmiddle of the day; but I
called to see this young fady.””  And he glanced
at Lauraas he spoke,

“Indeed ! said Mrs. Glvaford, in a tone of
intense surprise and disgust.

“Yes,” continued Bingley; ““and { shall be
glad to have a little private conversation with
vou, Miss Keane, when it suits you.”

Laurs opened her white lips, but no sound
came forth, and Mr. and Mrs, Glynford alike
stared at her in astonishment.

*Oh, indeed ! said Mr. Glynford, after a
moment’s pause.  ** Well, pray retire, Miss
Keane, if you have any secrets to discuss.”

“I'H not keep you. long,’” said Bingley,
again  addressing Laura, who now rese, aud
a minute later she and Binglay had left the

1

!

1

e ! room.
@ Then a torrent of words broke from Mrs.
Givnford.

“ Well, of all the extraordinary things,” she
taid, ‘“ that ever happened, that is the most ex-
traordinarv ! What can Richard have to say.
to Miss Keane? William,” she went on, ad-
dressing her nephew, ‘“do yon know anything

'

8

it

of secing her thonghts in print hefore three | of thist”
months are over.  Tell lier so, will yon, when *“1 kaew that Mr. Bingley was aun acquaint-

ance of Miss Keane's, that is all,” answered
William Glynford, in a husky, altered voice.

“ How did he get to know her "’ cried Mrs,
Glynford.  ** And what can he he going to say
to her ¥ ’

*‘ Perhans he is going to propose for her,”
said Mr. Glynford, senior, with a laugh.

“ Nothing of the kind,” said Mrs. Glynford.

She got nerrous with anxiety at last, and

d

I} told her husband that she was determined to go

g | and look after het brother and Miss Keane.
Just, however, as she rose {rom her seat for

'3 this purpese, Bingley himself returned to the




