THE HEARTHSTONE.

learn too early thnt he was handsome and rich.
However, we'll not tlk of him any more, but
You shall pack n trunk and joln me at Miss De-
lnny's the day after toemorrow, I nmmy own
1ilstresy, nid entt start for homo as soon a8 yott
pronounce yourself veady.,”

, Amd with this understanding, Mrs, Uarroll left
1T,

CIHAI"PER XVIIL
LEFT-TU HIS OWN RESOURCES,

A dirst, Frank demnurred st partigge whh his
Kister, expecially to g comparatlve siranger,

“You bave tired very quickly of onur sechi-
slon,” he commented, @ Bat why not have told
me w0y that I mighl have tnken you to Dubiin
or London myselt? Yoo kuow, dear Roste, 1
am nelther e Yhor an unreasonable hrother,
who would neslectl or pefase Yone requests,’

¢ Yot ave the best and dearest of Franks 1" she
exclubtned, eoming bl his chade saad putting
her arts romind bis neck, o9 But You are very

much mistaken o thinking me tired of this
e,

I sl gladly retuen 1o i, ulftor i few
dissipation”

NI vdrown from e by that free-
sistible o, fishionable soelely ! Mres, Car-
coll s tallied of her gay acqraintanees, til you

are Jongdng to see and be seen, Am 1 not
clght 2"
Rosiumond did not answer him directly,  She

was asKing herself whether she onzht not toteld
fHim the actunl veasons for tuee projectiad flight.
What woulld he say when he learned that Jaord
Cilntare was the auete at whose naure ho had
seen her shudder ad shed tears of mingled anger
and sorrow ?

But, on the other haml, she feared lest such
 revelntlon from ber Hps mibght Induee him to
demianml from ford Glianore an explination of
his~ canddaet, This would, tnall probgbility, ead
W a quurrel, for Frank was flery-tempered when
hix honoue op bis sister's wias brought into ques-
ot § aad even It the Visconnt displayed taoct
umtl good fecling enough to avoeld an open rap-
ture, he wouhl conelude that Rosamond hnd fled
to wvnid him, and e flattered aecordingly,

Mrs Careoll bas so warmly invited me to be-
Ner patest,” she sald, ot liest, > that it has been
difficalt to refuse. The chintgge will not do me
any harn; amd, however frivolous  you may
think mie, 1 must honestly own that [ wish to
sisit Dablittw,ds her, Wikl you not consent to
Tet tie o

“Ruee, Masther Feank, ye'll not deny hor?”
put In Adlie, who was kaltting at the window,
&OTIsu ford 1o miysolf of steange bods and
faees, Bt Miss Rosle™s young amd lively; anid
shell he bringing as baek all the news and the
faxhlons,  Muosha, there's been none hers sinee
Kitty Mugrlee hued it new pair of elogs, wild red
bows tothem ! And winy be she'll got us o bets
ther recelpt than Bihiy's tor making parsnip
wine—not that 'l ever belave there's  goond
liquor to he-made wid them things, that's not to
be Jivensd to grapes, no ways at ald "

@ Thaen, for the sulte of the parsnip wine, ah,
Rozamond, T must consent to part with yout”
Inughed her brother, s Serfously, dear Roste, 1
win glad for you to taste the pleasures of life
now st then, 1T wonld not wish to condemn
You to play the hermit always,  Goal enjoy
yourself, 'l write you n choegue on our hanker,
so thut you may be abls to hrlulge yourself In o
few addltions to your wardeobe ) amd when the
gnletles of Publin lode theiv chitfas, glve me
dne notleg, mirk L will hasten to enonrt you home
nganin.'”

Mo Rostitnond  went, and  the quict lLouse
seemed suedly dull without her; yet, in his se-
vret heart, Frank was relleved by the know.
llge that her sdfectionate eye was no louger
upon hix movenients,  As Allic Brean never
presined to interfore with him, he wos now free
to search for his falr incognltin us long and as
closely as he pleased ; and he rucked his braing
W Iny plens and fnvent lagenlows traps for sunr-
ing the shy and bexutiful bird, which would not
be lured to bis hand.  Allle began to complaln
that « Musther Frank pretly well lived in that
dingy ould chambrer, where thero was nogetting
at Lhim, widout a hody were as nimble as o
squlreed, und us Hght of foot as n 1y, The meals
stoodd HH they got cold, and he never cume to
them, except when driven to it by the duwn.
right starvation,'”

Lord Glunore called a few days after Rosa.
momi*s deparore, and Frank reluctantly came
down  frots the Abbot's  Chiaitber Lo recelve
him.  The hope of belng  ghuddened at somo
hoppy moment with n visit from the huly or
the shumrocks made him serapulousty attentive
1o his tollet, but this did not concenl his sunken
eyes, ik the weary look that bls Jong nnd de-
pressiug witeh had given hilm,

‘The Viscount asked {f he were 1), but searcely
hueard the reply.  1he had been ushered Into the
room where he had secn Rasaumond on his pre-
vionsx vIslt, aned his gize was fixed upon the door
by which he entered, In the expectation of see-
ing ber appear,

There hud been o Hitle lueal exeltenent eon.
cernbiyg Lthe discovery of 1 private sttt on Lond
Glanore's estale, al  this tople afforded somo
conversation for the geatlemen, but it flngged
ere long,  Frank had o susplefon that his mys-
terjous diemsel would, in gome inserutable man-
ner, discover his absenes, and take mlvantage
of it tu xeek the chamber I seareh of her brice-
let; while the Viscount was longlug to ask for
Rosnmond, yet dared net.

At dast, he rose to go. ¢ WL you convey ta
Your slster my compliments, and regret that
have not hud the pleasure of xeelng her?”

s'To Rosnmond ?—oh, yes,” unswered Frank,
absently ; aud his visitor was provoked into ndd-
fny, o Does Mlss Dalton purposely avoll me?”

Immediately his young host  was alive to the
strangeness of this question.

6 My sistor—Miss  Dalton—purposcly avold
you? 1don't understund you. Why should
she?”

“ Why, Indeed? I have the deepest respect
for a young lady whom to kuow i3 to admlre 2"

Frank was a Jittle annoyed at this,

+ Your lordship is very polite—too polite, for
we are plaln people, and prefer plain lannguage.
As to my sister avoiding yon, I ought to have
meationed that she ks from home.”’

st Aud you are here alone? I no longer won-
deral your looking moped.  Let me drive you
with me to the lodyge, und lkeep you there us my
guest unutlt Miss Dalton’s retarn.”

Bt Frunk shook  his head, ¢ I conld not
weary you with my socloty for wecks, and you
are mistnken in supposing thut I am dull. I
I1ko to be nlone somotimen.”

o And she wil be away for weeks ! snid the
Baronst unconsciously uttering his thoughts
sloud. ¢ [ beg your pardon,” he ndded, ns ho
suw Friank’s look of haughty surprise. ¢ I was
mentally asking myself what chance there
would be of prevailing upon you to cruise with
me nlong the Spanish const while you ure abso-
lutely your own master. My yncht ls a coapital
suller, und you would bring Giwk a porifolio full
of sketehen”

« It Is o tempting offer,” Frank admltted,
« but I caunot leavo howme just al present. I
thunk you, but I am obliged to decline your
kindnoess”

Lord Glanore wasted n good denl of timo In
trylng Lo Induce him to alter his detorminntion,
and did nob rise to go till ho saw that further
eatreaties would be thrown away.

As ho was pussing the mauutel-plece, ho was

w—

attrncted by n mininture of Rosamond, which
hier hrother had just hung there.

The llkeness was an oxceltent one, and hls
fordship stood gnzing nt 1t D FPrank grow fm-
potlent, and nsked If he knew whose porgratt it
Wils,

It )s Rosnmond herself! 1'ne rosomblance
In mnrvellons; but shoe does not wear ghut pen.
sive look now—it belongs to the days when I
first knew her,”

« When you flrst knew her! crled tho us-
tonished Frank, « Is this meant for a Jost,
or "

1t was ton liate to recull the Ineautlons abser-
vatlon, so hiv lonlship quietly sald, ¢ My dear
Tailton, 1 il no Intention off mystifying yon, I
thogght you must be aware by this timo that I
suw your slster on two or three oconsions, nt the
wallery of o pleture dealer from whom I mado
severs! purehases, 1 luuld not then succeceded
the title of Glanore, but was krnown as Sir
Charles Tresillan.”?

‘Pranquilly as these sentences had beeu spoken,

the Viseount's heart beat fast as ha paused for i
reply, aml saw Frank’s bhrow darken.
s ] have lomge wishied to sueet with SirCharles
ilinn,™ sald the youtyg man, with stern em-
phusis, 1 have an klen that ho owes mo an
explunation of suie impertinenco addressed to
my sister,”

s On my honour, T am nnconseious of having
glven Miss Dalton cause to be offonded with me,
1 thought her charming, and with all duo re-
speeet, U told her so"

s Tuklug an aunmanly advantage of her youlh,
and my laabllity to protect her! Frank hotly
interposed,

« Reproach me i€ you will,” Lord Glanore re-
plied, with equal earnestiess, s hut bellevo my
waxsurane:  that I am vnconsclons of having in
any way annoyed or  displeased  Miss  Dalton,
What can 1 say that will convinee you of my
sinecerlty

s 1 have not professed to  disputo 1, sald
rank, collly. We wil), therefore, sy no more
on thls subject.  For my lgnorance of the nane
your lordship bore prior to our acquaintance, 1
liitve only my own heedlessness to blame.”

« Nay, 1 hitve been neglectful in not mention-
Ing it ewrlier,” his lordship observed, with appa-
rent candour, s But one does not care o des-
cunt on ong's genealogy, and I was not certaln
till I ealled here, that the Miss Dalton I had the
pleasuee of knowlng o London way Lthe slster of
the man to whom I owe my life!”

He spoke with great cordiality, but ho could
not dissipate the reserve of manuer Frank
had unwittingly assumed, While giving due
credonee to the Viscount’s assertions, Rosa-
mond’s brother felt that all was not told.
From Rosunond herself he meant to demand
the explanations he was determined to have.
I{e grew more and mare dissatisfled as bhe re-
collected that she hud been conceallng from
him the Wentity of Lord Glnnore with his
former patron.  Was It to avold Aim that she
haul been sodeslrous of accompanying Mrs, Car-
roll to Dublin, and why?  ¥rank sot his teeth
In hls s, and his faee took o vengeful cnst as
he recullixl the emotion she had onco testifled
respecting Sir Charies, and coupled it with her
silence now, Iither his petted sistor had wenkly
glven her heart away unasked, or this pleasant,
plansible Viscount was a villain,

With the briefest roplics to Lord Glanore's
eivil speochen, FFrank saw him to his carrlage,
s then sut down to writo to Rosamond.  Too
fmpetuouns to awalt the coming of the man who
cullected the letters twicon week, he hade Larry
siddle his horse, and although Alllo remindeil
lm that the dinner wus on the table, and
would bo spollt entirely, he merely stayed to
swillow 2 biscult and n gluss of wine, ere he
gulloped ofl' to the noxt post town, to leave his
opistle nt the oftice bijmself, -

1o was 30 weary on his veturn, that he gladly
exchnnged his boots for the slippers 3Mrs. Brean
brought him, and ngreerl with her that ho stood
In need of u gomd nlghit’s rost.

As he went slowly up-stairs, ho pnused at
the entrance of tho long, ruinons passnge lend-
Ing to the Abbot's Chamber.  Was it worth
while visiting 1t ere he sought ropose?  Alas!
the falr spirlt that onco haunted It soemed of
Into to have deserted 1ts precinets.  Even the
flowers which had once bhotokened her visits
haed witherad diys sfuee, aad no dolleate hand
hud renewed them.,

He stood- for scvernl seconds debating whether
he should or shouhl not steal softly onward, and
glance around the silont apartment. Then, with
raphkl but nolscless streides, he traversed tho in-
tervening distunce, and  ontered  tho doserted
apartment, to him the most Interesting and
provoking spot on earth,

Tho hinges of the groat oalten portal, which
he had tuken tho precaution of olllng, swung
brek, and Frank stepped over tho threshold,
ralsing his lump above his head as he did so,

A fadnt sound, as of some one crying out in
surprlse or terror, eaught his enr, and, at the
sumo moment tho rays of the light he earried
glenmed on the slender flgure of tho lady of thoe
shamrocks,

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTERILY.
® TUE TRUK TITIAN COLOUR.”

The next morning was bright and warm, a real
June moming ; Sundny morning too, made joy-
ous by the bells of Kingsbury church, chiminga
hymn tune, that sounded sweet and clear across
the intervening meadows, and camo in at Ifu-
bert Walgrave's open window, blending itself
with a dream in which he fancied himself
away from Bricrwood, amidst the gurgeous up-
holstery of o West-cnd mansion, listening to a
voice that was not so sweet 88 Graco Red-
mayne’s.  Tho bells awoke nim at last, and he
looked round him with a yawn, pleased to find
himself-in the quict farmhouse.

' Thank Heaven fora tranquil day P ho thought,
# No ritunlistic ceremonials in an atmosphore
of rondoletin and putchouli, with the thermo-
meter at ninoty ; no Kensington-gardens after
luncheon ; no potty scaudals and inanities all
day long; no drenry, dreary, dreary cight—
o'clock dinner, with the dismal tramp of sore
solitary passcr-by sounding in the intorvals of
tho conversation all through the big dusty
square ; no Mendelasohn in tho ovening, Thunk
heaven for & duy of repose, for n duy in which £
con live my own life ¥

This wus ungrateful. The life of which Mr,
Walgrave was complaining was a life that
ought by rights to havo been very pleasant to
him ; a life which, with mors or less modifica-
tion, he hud clocted to lead for thoe romainder
of his existence.

o got up and dressed, taking plenty of timo
for ail tho opurations of his tuilel, enjuying the
rure delight of not being in o hurry, Hoe had
been wont to live alwnys under pressure ; to
dresy with his watch open on the dressing-
table ; to breakfast with his wateh beside his
plate; to mete out the exnct time which ho
could spare for his reading; to hasten from
place to place ; to spend all his days in a kind
of mental faver, half his nights in restlessness
engendered of uver-futigus,

It was scarcely strunge if he had broken
down at least under such a life. But even now,
warned by the doctors that he sorcly needed
rest, he coulid not Le ntberly idle.  'The habit
of hurd work was too strong npon him ; and he
had brought his books down to Brierwood, re-
solved to get through lonyg arrears of reading.

The Lells vang, and divd out into silnee—
the sweet summecsilence, broken by the lium of
beesand songs of birds, and the cuckow's pluint-
ive minor coming with o fuint muil=d sound
from a neighlouring copse.  "The bells would
ring agrain for the cleven-o'clock service ; but
Mr. Walgrave did not menn togo to church.
Hu intended to abandon himself to the delight
of thorough idleness ; to drain the cup of sim-
ple rustic joys, which were 8o new to him, In-
tent on this, he went down to breakfust in his
morning-cant, whecled fhe table to an open
window, and then ponnced atonce upon n bun-
dle of weekly papers, which e had brought
down to Brierwood with him—the Athe rcu n,
Suturiday Review, Spectator, Obser er. 'Fhis iy
how Mr. Wulgrave enjoyed the country.

The church bells had vung their Inst penl be-
fore ho had finished his leisurely breakfast, or
got halt through his papers ; and the farm.
house was ay quict as some dim empty villago
church which a tourist enters with reverent
foutstep ona summer afternoon,  There was no
one uat homu but Sully the servant-maid, shetl~
ing peas on a sunny dovr-step in the back pre-
miscs, and medituting upon the iniquity of the
lodger, who sut half buried in the great arme
chair—a family institution sacred to the grund-
fathers and grandmothers of the Redmayne
race—with his legs streteched ot upou unother
chair, vending newspapers, white all right-
minded people, not in seevice, were at church,

The papers were finished nt Inst,  Mr. Wal~
grave laughed once or twice over the broad co-
lunms of the Saturduy—that half-cynical laugh
which is called o snigger—pished and pshawed
au littlo now and then, and tinally tossed the
hoap of periodicals aside, muttering the usuul
remark, that there was nothing in them.  All
the freshness of the morning was gone by this
time, and the sun was at his meridinn, Mr,
Walgruve strolled into the garden, took out his
capavious cigar-case as he went along, and
1ghted his wnoontide weed; Ho walked over
the same ground he had explored on the pre-
vious evening, stared at the roses, admired tho
old cedar, thrended the grassy mazes of the or-
chard, peeped into the farmyard, and made
friends with an ancient gray donkey of benevo-
lent aspect, whon he found resting his chin
contemplatively on a five-barred gute ; made
fricnds with the donkey, and thought of that
brightest of English writers, Laurencs Sterne,
who has assocviuted himself with the asine spe-
cles for all thau, The donkey is by nature o
socinl benst ; it is the chief atliction of s life,
perhaps, that horses refuse to know him,

There was onoe uld man in the faem-yaed, sit-
ting on the low wall of u pigsty, asleep in the
sun.  Mr. Walgruve cume and went without
awnkening him,

“ Thatis what rest meanz,” he said to him-
self, ay he walked xlowly awny. 1 daresay it
i3 perfect Lliss to that man to sleep in the sun
with the odour of pigs in his nostrils.”

When he had made his circuit of the garduen,
dawdled ever so long under the cudar, and
sniffed at the roses, he went back to the house,
Morning church wias over. He sinele ronst
ment, and saw a family party sitting at dinner
in the parlour opposite his own, He caught
Jjust a glimpse of u youthful head, with reddish-
brown hair, but he did not see the face belong-
ing to it.

% The true Titian colour,” he said to hinself,
with only » passing glance, and walked into
his sitting-rvom, incurious.

T'he maid came presently to ask if he would
take any luncheon, No ; unless a basket of
soda-water, which he hud ordered, hud come for
him, he would take nothing. No basket had
arrived. Goods were conveyed from Loundon
to Edinburgh in ~:ss thne than from London to
Brierwood. Thers wis no ril neares than Tun-
bridgo junction, and only a sleepy old carrier
to bridgu the intervening distance.

The maid returned to her dinacer in the back
kitchen ; and Mr, Walgruve, having drained
the cup of rustic pleasurey, yuwned, and lovked
wistfully at his law-books,

Ho had promised the doctor that he would
rest, and had worked hard till thres o’clock thut
morning. No, he could scarcely go to his law-
books to-day. He wandered round the room ;
cxamined its artistic decorastions—ancient
prints representing the death of General Wolfe,
the reformed House of Commons, Danicel in the
lion's don, and a0 on—with agrim smile ; look-
ed ot Izank Whalton, und Johnson's Lic'ionary,
and an old volume of thy Furwer's Jinyazine ;
and after this survey went buck w the table by
the window,

¢ I suppose T had better write to Augusta,’ ho
said to himself, opening a ponderous russia-
lenther desputch-box. ¢ OF course she'll ex-
peet o letter,  What can I write about 27—that
old man aslecep among the pigs, or that friend-
ly donkey ? or shall [ got into raptures about
the roges, or that girl’s voico lust night? There's
not much materinl for a Morace Walpolo at
Beierwood ; but I mast writu something.”

1Is took out a quiro of paper stamped with a
great gothic monogram, and began :

& My dear Auguatn,"—S'( She's the only Au.
gusta I know,” he snid to himself; % so it would
bo a lapse in grammar to call her denvest.”)
“ My denr Augusta,—Just a line to inform you
of my establishment at Bricrwood, which is o
pleasant old place enough : donkeys and roses,
and pigs and strawberrios.and-crenm, and all
that kind of thing ; but dirclully dull. I have
rend all the papers, and fear I shall be driven
to going to afternoon service at Kingsbury
church, by sheer inability to get rid of my day,
How horrified you will be by thoe lovity of that
remark! But [ had intonded to indemnify my-
self for all [ have suflered from your favourite
Mr., Reredos, of St. Sulpice, West Brompton, by
& temporary lapso into pagnnism. 1 daresay
younre receiving your ususl Sunday droppers-
in—discussing the scrmon, thoe contents of the
plute, whether liberal or otherwise, and tho
bonnets—while I write this, And then you
will o to tho tiardens, and walk up and down,
and wonder ut the steange boings fromn lower

doaps of socicty whom you meet there. Did
you go to Covent-gnrden last night.? I sece
they gavo f.a Facorita. ‘The air here is purity
itself, and I think will set me up very shortly,
I meun to obey the doctors, however, and with-
draw myself from the delights of civilised life
for n time—until the winter torm, in fact, I
noed not sny that my thoughts follow you in
this seclusion, and that I wish you were here
to brighten my solitude. Give my best re-
membrances to your futher, and belicve me to
remaia your affectionate
Husenr Wararavg ?

# T think it's abont ns innne nn epizile s was
ever penned,” he said to himself, when he had
addressed his letter to Miss Vallory, 10 Acro-
polis—square, South Kensington,

The fuct of having written it seemed some
relief to his mind, however,  1le enst himself
dowu upon the hard sots, and slumbered per-
haps as sweetly as the ol lnbourer in the farm-
yard,  The afternoon bells woke him, and he
got up quickly, and went to feteh his hat.

“ I'll go and see what the barbarkins are like,"
he said to himself.

He tapped at the opposite door, to ask his
way tochurch. It was opened by Mrs. Jumes,
stiff and solemn in her Sunday cap and gown,
She opened the door wide enough to give Me.
Walgravo o full view of the room ; but the Ti-
tinnesque head of hair was not visible,

“ Gone to church perhaps,” he thought, % or
out in the garden

Mra. Jamas gave him most precise directions
for finding Kingsbury and Kingsbury church.
It \l\'us a plewsunt walk across the fields, she
said,

“ But you'll be Iato, sir,” she adidel; #it'’s
halfan-hour's walk at the least, and the bells
have been ringing nbove a quarter.”

“ Never mind that, Mrs, Redmayne ; I want
to sce the church,”

& It is not much of a church for uny one
from London to see, sir; but the rector's o good
man and a govd prencher ; yow'll be none the
worse for henrring him.”

“ I hope I may devive some profit from his
instruction,” said Mr. Walgrave, smiling.

He went by the mendow-path to which he
bad been directed, hugging the hiedges, which
gruw high above him, rich in honeysuckle and
dog-roses, foxgloves and fern, A deliciouns
walk. He had no sense of loneliness ; forgat
all nbout Angusta Vallory and Acropolis—
squave ; forrot to dreaun his ambitious dreamns
of future success ; forgot everything but the
perfumed air about hiw, and the cloudless blue
sky above his head.  He had nearly two miles
to walk, but to this tired dweller in cities it
was like a walk in Paradise. ‘Though he had
not very long been rolensed from the regimen
of a sick-room, he felt no futiguv or weakness,
and was almost sorry when a turnstile let him
out of the lust meadow on to alittle hilly com-
mon, in the midst of which stood Kingsbury
church—an unpretending building with trees
about it,

Tho servico was conducted in a quict old-
fashivned manner.  That ancient institution,
the clerk, was in full foree ; the number of the
hymn to be sung was put up in white mova-
ble figures on a little blackboard, for the con—
veninnco of the congregation.  The sermon was
# fricndly familiac dikcourse, practienl to the
last degree, brightened by homely touches of
humour now and then ; a sermon which might
fnirly Le supposed to come home to the hearts
and minds of u simple rastic congregution.

While the hymns were being sung, Mr, Wal-
grave looked about him. Ho had taken his
place at the end of the church, near the door,
in the shadow of the little gallery, and could
see everything without making himself conspi-
cuous.

% Yes, there was the Titianesque head of
hair; he recognised it iu a moment, though he
had only caught that brief glimpse through the
parlour window, A girl stvod in ono of the
high pews about halt-way down tho centre
aisle 5 a tall slender figure, in n lavender mus-
lin dress and a straw bonnet, under which ap-
penred o miey of red-brown hair, 1le had ne
opportunity of secing her face during the
serviee,

« I darcsay she has the complexion that
usually accompunics that coloured hair” he
said to himsclf—% o sickly white, pepper-cas-
tored with freckles. But if ono dured guess by
the turn of a woman's head, and that great knot
of glocious hair, one might imagine her pret-
ty.”

Ono did imagine her pretty ; or at least one
was curiously cager to discover the fact. When
the scrmon was over, AMr. Walgrave contrived
his departure 8o as to leave the church side by
side with Grace Redmayne. He saw her glance
shyly at him, evidently aware of his identity.

She was very pretty, That sweet fair face,
which was actually by no means perfect, im-
pressed him with o sense of perfect beauty, It
wns 8o different from—from other faces he
know, had such a tender softness and woman-
liness. # A face to make a fool ofa strong man,”
ho thought. “Iappily I was never in lovo in
my life, and have a convenient knack of ad-
miring beauty in the abstract. If I wero o
painter, Ishould be rabid to have that gicl upon
canvas,” he said to himsclf, « What o Gret-
chen sho would mako .

He walked at o rospectful distanco from her
us they crossed tho common, but ventured to
ovortake her at tho turnstile,

‘ Miss Redmayne, I think,” ho said, smiling,
as he fell back to let her pass into the meadow.

« Yex," she roplicd, with a little timid incli-
nation of the graceful head, and blushing
vividly.

T'Lis was quite introduction cnough for Mr,
Walgrave.

« I have been to hear your worthy rector;
really a charming old man—such a relief after
tho people I have to listen to in town! And
your church is a delightfully rustic old place.
The benches are rather hard, and your charity
children mnko n somowhat objectionnble noise
with their boots. If they could be put sway in
an upper loft somewhere, like Butychus, only
warranted nol to full down, it would bo botter.?

Miss Redmayno smiled, yut folt a littlo augry
with him for what sho considored a sncer at
Kingabury church. It scemed asif ho looked
down upon all her surroundings from somo in.
accossiblo height which he occupiod ever so
ruinote from her. Tho notion was a foolish
one, no doubt, but it pnined her,

Ho went on talking of tho church, tho ser-
mon, tho children ; and anon began to question
his companion about Kingsbury and tho neigh-
bourhood—what scencs and places round about
were best worth sceing, what walks ho ought
to tako; and go beguilad the wuy Ly this con-

vorso, that thoe Sunday afternoon journoy home,

which Grace was apt to considor rather a weary
business, scemed shortened.

She told him about Sir Francis Clovedon's
place, )

“ You will go to see Clevedon, of course,”
sho said,  « It is not a show place—not shown
to strangers, that is to suy; but as you know
Mr. Worl, you would have no dificulty about
secing it.”

“1 haye seen it—oncee,” he answered rather
absently ; ¢ but [ wouldn't mind going over ‘it
again. A fine old house, with noble surround-
fngs,  Rather u pity that it should go to ruin,
isn't it 7

¢ I think it will be restored soon,” Gruce nn.
swered hopefully ; and then went on to tell
the stranger all abont Sir Francis Clevedon,
and the probability that his kinswoman’s
timely demise would place him in u position to
occupy the old house,

Mr. Walgrava listened with so moody o brow
that Giraee stopped suddenly by-and-by, wound.
eid o think that her talk had wenried him, Lo
was not cven conscious of the stoppase, but
walked on for some minutes lost in thought,
until, awakening all ut once from his reverie,
he turned to her abraptly, and begin somne new
subject, talking to her of the furm, ber aunt
and unele, her cousins, her singing,

T hope T dido't disturb youn,” she said, when
ho paid her some compliment ubont ¢ Kathleen
Mavourncen! 1am very fond of music, and it
is my only amusement; but if I thought it
disturbed you—.!

# I beg to ba disturbed like that every even-
ing, though I don't snppose it will materially
advunce my legal studics,  And so you are
fond of music?  Of course I knew that, after
hearing you play and sing; there is o touch
and & tone thut can only come from the soul—
not to be taught by a nasic-mistress, tench she
uver 50 wisely.,  Were you ever in Lundon 1"

& Never,” answered Grace with o sigh.

¢« Then you have never been to the Italinn
Opera, uor to any of thuse concerts which
abound in London. That is n loss for any one
50 fond of music as you nre?

e thought ofall the loss in this girl's life—
u life destined to go on to the end, perhaps,
buricd among green fields and  farmyards.
Here was a wasto Of rare, flower-like beauty,
wel o sensitive sympathetic natues ]

¢ Poor little thing!” he said to himself coma
passionately ; #she ought to have been born the
daughter of o gentleman.  Jb scems o b Al
thing for such a sweet flower to be thrava
wway.  She will marry some great holking
farmer, no doubt; one of those raw-bred lads
who carricd my portmanteau upstairs, most
likely ; marey him, and be happy ever after,
not dreamning of having missed a brighter lite¥

L'hey walked on by the high tangled hedge
in its glory of honeysuckle aud wiid roses, The
barrister fult the very atmoxphers a delight,
after Lonlon, and “society,” and hard work,
and the thraldom ofa sick room,

% 1t is a very sweet world wz are born into,
after all,” he said, «if wo only koew how to
muke the most of it.?

Iis own particular iden of making the most
of life hitherto hud buen, to bring himself to
the vory edgo of the grave by dint of sheer hard
work—work that had for its motive poweronly
o selish solitary man's umbition to push a lit-
tle way in advance of his fellows, To-lay,
amidst this fair rueal Inndseape, which in its
tender pustoral character was moro familinr to
]nm on the canvas of Creswick or Linnel than
in actual fact, he began to feel alimost duubtfal
as to tho soundness of his views, to meditate
even w'huthcr it might not bo better to take
life easily, let Fortune gome to him st her own
time, and take his fil{ of honeysuckle and dug-
roses—honeysuckle wnd dog-roxes, and inno-
cent girlish rociety like this, which sesmesd
only an element of tae pastoral landsenpe and
the summer afternoo .

He found himsel” talking with unwonted
animntion presently-—talking ot himself, us o
man is apt to do when his interlocator is a triflo
benenth him in  status—talking  plensantly
cnongh, but-with o dash of cgotism, of his
solitary life in London chambers, Lis profes-
sional drudizery, and so on,—with a little de-
scriptive sketch of London socicty,

Very speedily he discovered that he was not
talking to a beautiful inanity. The girl's bright
facu flashed back every gloam of brightness in
his talk. She had a keen sense of humour, as
well as of poetry, this country-bred luss; had
rend a grent deal of Light literature, in the tran-
quil idlencks of orchhrd and gnrden ; hud rewd
her Scott, Dickeny, and Thackery, her Byron,
T'ennyson, Hood, snd Longfellow, not once,
but many times, and with a quick apprecintive
mind.

* You remind me of Pendennis,” she said
smiling, when Mr. Walgrave had deseribed his
bachelor lifo.

#Do I? I would mther remind you of sumo
ono better than that sclfish shultow youny cy-
nic- Warrington is the hero of that Luok. But
I supposc a solitary man, working for his own
advancement, always must secem selfish, 1t 1
bnd o flock of hungry children to il for, now,
you would think me quite & sublims charac-
ter,”

#I don't see why ambition should he selfiah,*
Grace answered shyly.  #1 respect a man for
being ambitions, energetic, industrions, thongh
Iamidle myself. There is my dear father, who
has gono out to Australin to make a fortune:
do you think I don't admire him for his cour-
age, tbough it is such a griefto loss hiw

“Of course you ndmire him; but then he is
working for you—he has a motive outside his
own oxistence, and & very sweot one,” ndded
Mr. Walgrave in a lower koy.

“Ho is working as much for Brierwood ns
for me ; more, indeed. Ho I8 s0 proud of his
good old name, and the house and land thut
have belonged to the Rudmaynes for nearly 300
years,

Tho stranger's face darkencd a little,

“Yen,” ho suid moodily ; « even in these phi-
losophical days thers are men who are proud
of that kind of thing. « What's in & uamo?”
One man drags a time-honoured titlo through
the gutter, and squanders o splendid fortune in
unmanly frivolities; another works like aslavoe
to create for himself a namo out of numeless-
ness.  Fools both, no doubt.”

They wero at Brierwood by this time, and
parted at tho garden in quite & ceromonious
mauner. It was almost an adventuroe for Grace.
Sho folt her heart beating all the faster for it ns
she ran upstairs o her own sunny room, with
Inttico windows, and great beams across the
coiling—a room in which mun and women huxl
slept whon James I. was king.

Thero was an odour of dinner in the house
when she went downstairs prescutly, with »

littlo clustor of rod roscs at huer breust, wil w
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