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WRIGHT'S COAL TAR SOAP.

e W. V. WRIGHT & C0,,

SOUTHWARK STREET,
LONDON,

Sole Proprietors of The Coal Tar Pill (“ Pilula
Carbonis Detergens”’) and Sol’xgtxon of Coal Tar
(*“ Liguor Carbonis Detergens ).

CAUTION.—Purchasers of Coal Tar Soap should
see that the words Sapo Carbonis Delergens are im.
pressed on each 'Tablet.

NOTE.— Wright's spécialities of Coal Tar may be
obtained of any Chemist in the civilised world.

Best GLACE Sewing Cotton.

Bpecially ded for its softness of finish, strength,
and regular quality, Suitable for hand and machi’ne use,

ALEXANDER’S KNITTING COTTON
is noted for its superior quality.

SOLD BY ALL WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
DRAPERB AND HABERDASHERS.

“8APO CARBONIS DETERGENS,” ANTISEP-
TIC, DETERGENT, DISINFECTANT.

The most healthful, agrecable, and xefreshing Toilet

Sonp in the world, By its daily use freedom from

infectious diseases is secured; the complexion ime~

proved ; pimples, blotches, and roughness removed ;

and the skin made clear, smooth, and Iustrous.

“ Tt is the only true antiseptic soap.”’—Brit. Med,
Jowrnal,

“In our hands it has been most effective in skin
disonses,”~Lanoet,

“ An unfailing remedy for unpleasant odour from
the person,”’—Medical Times,

IN TABLETS, 6d. and 1s, EACH,
ALEXANDER'S &&iné orion
SEWING " st e neu i dactiog ase
COTTON. o 30w TanE, Gueapsiae, E.C.

Rimmel’s Choice Perfumery, | (yeEweis, susROIDERY, AND ‘Bﬂg,,i%' MORSON'S PREPARATION OF

ING,—At lagt ladies can mark their own mat

RIMMEL'S TOILET VINEGAR, by FRANCIS'S PATENT TRANSFERRING CLO'

A pleasant tonio and refreshing adjunct to the Toilet and Bath, By placing the cloths on light or dark matérials, can > °
a reviving soent, and » powerful diginfectant, 19, 29.6d., and 58, transfer any pattern to same. A sheet of white and blue, H RE

RIMMEL’S LIME JUICE AND GLYCERINE, genoils and sheet of designs, sent free for 30 stam T6RLY RECOMMENDED BY THE

1d stampé b MEDICAL PROPESSION,

8.
Gives the hair a beautitnl gloss without grensing it; 18, 6d, 6] d directed envelope, and gamples of clot!
RIMMEL'S PURE WHITE GLYCERINE SOAP '& E:Yl "’g’é‘ g‘“i fig sent. Patterns of every kind in § SEE NAME ON |
‘I'ie best for gottening and whiténing the skin, 6d., and 18, Smedkein ;Cap' 0’: cmg ‘l’i’;hﬁl:e‘i'ar i’-’%’: Gtsid.- ;li;gg::. 3 .
RIMMEL'S VELVETINE, 15, 63, ; Tea Coseys, 18, 6d. ; Aprons, 25, ; Handkevohief Sold in Bottles
An Imperooptible and adhorent Tollet Powder, 15, 6d,, and 28,0, § Snchets, 1s.; Antimacassars, 1s, 6d.; also on Cloth, a a8 Wine, from 38
RIMMEL'S AQUADENTINE, ‘§ Velvets, and Sergle Ap‘pileton's Crewels, ‘any colour, TLozenges, from s, 6d
A fragrant florad extraot whieh cloans, whitens, and preserves 1s. 9d. dozen. [ kin 8 of Ladies’ Own terials Globules, fri ; e
thotecuh, rofreshes tho mouth, and sweotens the breath, 25,6, § Traced quickly and cheap, Holland and Maroella obules, from 2s. And as
= RIMMEL, Dresses and Pinafores, from 1s. 9d. each. Fancy Wash- Powdgr in1oz bottles at 5s, each
Dorfumer by Appointment to H.R.H, the Pri ing and Silk Braids from 8d. per skein, Patternssent.~ | By all Ci and Mahufacturers,
orfumanby Appoiatmen oI H. the Princess of Wales, § B, Fraxcrs’s Noted Embroidery Wnrebouse,sbg, Han« MORSON AND SONS
96, Strand ; 128, Regent 8. ; & 24, Cornhill, London. § way Street, Oxford Street, W. Established 1860, SOUTHAMPION EOW, RUBSELL Q.. LONDON.

remmr e 2Nt TN IO D NLVER TAILSI

® -
UDDIMANS CELEBRATED SPANISH WASH, for RENEWING CrEANSING, THICKENING, and
# PrEe
Lty h“c};mti: %:mﬂn.ﬂf Jﬁi“ aﬁmt;e gge o:r Tnxizﬁrma Gnut,h'is a nmt }z;.nd ﬂ’ewr-faibmg re'medy for pro;x::)l:ing fhe
] 3 1 W, om illnegs or other ca E ii

all seurf or dnndﬂﬂ.‘leg.vt;gethq skin puraT nngnllxea.iﬂiy. dl‘? Bottfas, g:e%d. %ng“g.maufoagng T g
*  wee numerous Testimonials and favourable Opinions o

Wholosale London Agents—Messrs, LOW, SON, & HAYDON, 830, Strand h St
3 of the Manufacturer, =~

A. P. MUDDIMAN, HIGH REET

’s Free Trial, Easy Terms of Payment, and Carriage Paid, ~
» WEIR'S 55s. SEWING MACHINE
2 ‘For Families, Improved and Patented (Prize Medals),
T . WEIR'S 4%s. SEWING MACHINE
e o one e T b |
WAlR'S NEW PATL. ’ . [ BEPHE  TIHIS POWDER is utirivalled'in destroyin i
Shuttl 2 Mach t. Machi ! N 4 gevery species
by ot iskor b n seanap, Erospeotos | | GHRRNG N SN BR] ot cimive Tt and gty hnealas L cren e

;3 through any Chemist or Hairdresser; and

LEIGHTON BUZZARD :

o

e __and Sumplesfree.” - @, IR It is strongly recommended to Famivres, £, :
- ~ 2 CARLISLE STREET, SOHO SQUARE, W. S F or o, o, as beag s i i spoliation, and e
. A L E A S curing that complete extermination of those pests to sleepe
e : " o : ing apartments so difficult to gnard‘agaiug

% INDISPENSABLE TO TRAVELLERS.
Sold by all Chemists, in Tins, 15. and 2s. 6d, each, or

¢ . BY
: . $IIIY AUTHORITY,
D‘QG%‘QQ_/—\._N SR
Ths QUEEN’S OWN, with large eyes and Patent Ridges, to facilitate sewing,
100 post free of any dealer for 1s. Also PATENT ELLIPTIC EYED Neecdles §
for the Crowel Work and PENELOPE, Crochets in grent variety.
Wholesale only, 47, GRESHAM STREET, LONDON.,

A BEAUTIFUL SET OF TEETH,
N GOS}

; Free by Post, 14 and 33 stamps, trom

THOMAS KEATING, ST, PAUL'S SHURCHYARD, LONDON.

eV
| % B E E T L E S | Avoid wortbless imitations ! Ask for *KEATing’s Powpun,”

w
and take no other, and you will not be disappointeq,

ey e THE MERM
: - X215

JOH NELL & cO.8. |

P £ ishenesag SHUTTLE LOCK
§ A s & E JOHN GOSNELL & Co’s . Guaranfetkﬁ:ggdgﬁxﬁﬁcﬁnzomn.s g
a o 3 st ] it] Machine ; sews
8 , i i to Carpets ; stitches eanvot
£ é g GHERRY TOOTH PASTE, i i ;g:iei xnd working to oy oo
5 § DO 80 AT owom, and you will never use ) uired, ‘Works by Hand o o Tusit
§ g,: o any other vreparation for the Teeth. G ’ L extra stand, 555%5?3&: ‘-.nill‘oggben
é 5 » I your Chemist or Perfumer does not keop it, §  \ o = Jjj - Plundreds of Testimonials teceived.g
S AN 5 you will groatly oblige by forwarding his Ao e AT A S o iples of Work, post 4
a ¢ T $ N‘ame . a Addr“s, ‘with 18 stamps, to ',‘.\ ‘ \ THE ATLAS SEWING MACKIKE 8
JOHEN Gg%“ﬂ:'iﬁ & Co., 93, d"'l’%l%;;) Thames St., London, : e AL itix;%eg,tg i ST SuE, }
2 nd you will receive, propaid, a Pob by retn S & eely Camdon To d
Bt shulenihis matabiacid & e e 8 o gy B
ANDES | o ) ey B UEIEE GoMELEEToNT]
Y | N Chemists, & [ s nnzeanio WALTON'S KAUSDERMA®
. = i x ! ohilblaing, rouzhnoss. rods e:' n nng preventiig chapped hands, eracke,
- Perfumers, and Jrints of eruvtions-ana disliguremenits O e fhes, nook. arime i hadds. T8
X 4 wd Haivdtessers Hot ‘a’l',z)&’ Gaxin, cleansing, nlso healing qualities, render it o’ most Mportant
314 pie et e sl A el o o s et
5 11 : alt ovér the a‘i;e,“::ﬂ"t."té’f;tf,’,‘} <kin, giving to the camploxion Eho seal blowm of TOuH: WILORt
; B ce 13, 6., 43. 6., ®e. Sold. by all Y 17 :
i Known for the last 80 years as|  World, ortt and T, WALTON, Gty iat Ghomsss AV RatoCR B R
tho best restorer and bea.uti- BUY ONLY |ete. , and produces a beautiful orl‘gig;_nrxltli&sargiig ng in romoto distriots oan obtaln it from any chemist, froe
s iv, ] . 2 Agents—Sanzer. & § , 150, O: 5 ( ",
fiey of the hair ~ (ROWLAND'S!and delicate complexion. M. Swann, Ruo CAstiiions, Barta o amamt b e, ey ghea Tork,




NOT LOVED, ygp WEDDED.

BY THE AUTHOR op ¢ GWYN,”

CHAPTER xxvV,

JEALOUSY’S BITIER pRyuyy,

GERARD saw the visitors to their capys
mounting his horse, raised hig h:tn":gei}?;?g,_f

standing on the drawing-room balcony, angd rode
away with them,

No. 685.—VoL, XIV,

“PHEY AVOID ME—THEY ARE HIDING,”

*“He is going with her,” muttered his cousin,
through her small, white teeth. “He does
love her—he does ; and she him. Never mind :
wait until I am Countess of Lethrington, I will
not then take it so passively. Oh!” with a
burst of fury, “that I could bow that proud
head with shame before her friends at daring to
love a man engaged to another.”

That idea got possession of the girl’s jealous
mind, ever craving to nurse a wrong, if only
imaginary, until it would have almost delighted

LADY ESMER MURMURED

her to have found Gerard on his knees to
Lucille, if she could only have brought so-
ciety to witness the scene, and humbled her
rival.

So the weeks passed, and the last evening but
one before Gerard’s marriage arrived. On it
Lord Vavasour, the Earl's godfather, gave a

rand fancy-dress ball in his and his cousin’s

onour,

The idea had filled Esmer with rapture. For
hours had she studied the book of costumes with
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Mademoiselle Stephine, consulting which would
best suit her,

“I wonder what Lady Westbrook will wear £’
she said, meditatively.

* Tiens! it would be no guide, your ladyship.
She is fair, you are dark.”

“Idid not require a guide,” retorted Esmer,
proudly. “My taste, I hope, is as good as
hers. Stephine, which is the handsomest; she
or I7”

* She for de blonde,” was the wiso response;
“you for de brunette; you need de richer
coulenur.”

“Then I will go as this Spanish Infanta. Sece,
Stephine.”

‘“Ah, you will look superb. With your dark
eyes, your small hands—you will look a prin-
cesse.”’

And so Esmer did. Her petife figure and
elfish beauty gave her the appearance of a prin-
cess out of a fairy tale. Well satisfied was she
with herself, and the words of real admiration
with which Gerard, attired in the costume of a
French mousquetaire, greeted her.

“1 shall outrival my Lady Westbrook to-

night,” she pondered, leaning back in the oar-:

riage by Lady Davenant. * Pale beauties
never look so well in fancy . dress as dark
ones.”’

‘When, leaning on her cousin’s arm, they en-
entered the splendid rooms, already filled with
a gay assembly of motley costumes, that put
chronology to the blush, Bsmer’s oyes eagerly
sought the means of ratifying her speech and
gratifying her self-love. Hor heart was buoy-
ant—she was happy because she was triumph-
ant. A
Abruptly, while they were moving on—ag if
it had been arranged beforehand—the crowd of
Fuests separated, and somo yards in advanco,

acing her, Bsmer beheld Lucille.

She was dressed as Berengaria ; her golden
hair streamed far below her waist, and was held
back from her white brow by a simple crown.
A pleased smilo rosted on her countenance as
she leaned on the arm of her cousin, dressod as
Richard Ceeur de Lion, :

Esmer’s hoart fell, as Gerard’s leaped. What
was there in this woman which dominated,
awed her, and filled her soul with fury ? The
gitl's white teeth came sharply on her pome-

ranate lip as she heard some one — Lord
,nn%?ton—-—sa,y close to her:

“By Jove! there is Lady Westbrook, as
Berengaria ; ' the belle as usual. By Jove! if
she’d only come as an angel, she would make
us all saints by a mere flutter of her silyer
wings.”

Esmer lifted her eyes to Gerard’s. What did
he think of her P

The Earl’s face was so cold and impassive she
could not read it, only she folt him turn, appa-
rently desirous of avoiding Queen Berengaria.
‘With a sharp, hard laugh, she said : :

“Don’t run away, Gerard. Lot us speak to
her majesty, who ought to be an angel with
silver wings. Did you not hear her called so p
You are not afraid?”

He looked quickly, sternly at her, then his lip
curled with pitying scorn.

“Come,” he said, *“ Esmer, you are the eroator
of your own misery. No, I do not fear Lady
Westbrook, as you shall see.”

They mot, exchanging a few words ; Lucille
genuinely ﬁraised Esmer’s toilet, but the girl’s
ha.pginen ad gone, :

She danced first with Gorard, then he danced
with Lucille. Ismer was their vis-d-vi8, and
sho could not keep her eyes off them. Hor
evening’s pleasure was ruined. 'Whenever both
were out of hor sight she grew restless and
foverish. Bhe was sure they must be together,
Thus will & mean, d]'ea,lous, suspicious mind
create, as Gerard raid, its own eaunseless misery.
Such is the fruit of jealousy.

It was about midnight when Esmer's solf-
torture reached its height, Leaning on the arm
ofa ga_rtper, she was promenading the ball-room,
her brilliant eyes searching rgstlessly for Gorard
and Lucille. Everybody seemed there but those
two. They had been dancing together last—
they must be together now. Whers could they
be? Oh, if she counld but find them !

Her veins throbbed with the fever of re-
strained passion, and, finally sinking on a couch
in the conservatory, she begged her companion
to fetch her an ice. <

It was merely an excuse to bealone. Direotly
she was she crossed to one of the open glass doors
leading to the grounds, and, leaning there, let

o air blow on her hot temples.

'he night was misty, yet with a chill in its
breath that felt refreshing. As the girl stood
gazing out over the lawn to where the trees
and shrubs commenced, sho saw the shadow,
apparently of a man, pass quickly into them.

Esmer started up. Her desire, her prayer, wa8
answered. She had found them. They had
sought the grounds, where they were sure of not
being disturbed. .

ithout an instant’s reflection she drow her
velvet mantle about her, and, cunningly keep-
ing in the shade, swiftly crossed the grass and
penetrated the alley wherein ghe had fancied the
fignre had disappeared.

Noiselessly, rapidly, every pulse throbbing,
burning with expectancy, she proceeded, search-
ing, listening, but in vain—all was darkness,
silence, solitude. S

*“They avoid me—they are hiding,” she mur-
mured, in a burst of fury. * Yet I will find
them.” ; :

She renewed her quest, unconscious in her
excitement that her satin, pearl-worked slippers
were little suited for the damp ground. All
was futile, and twenty minutes afterwards she
found herself again on the lawn.

“ It is useless this time ; they have, no doubt,
returned.” gels

She drew her mantle closer, shivering; for
the first time she felt the chillinesy of the
night. It was chill as her angry heart. Then
she hastened back to the bright, warm ball-
room.

As sho stepped through the glass doois she
perceived two gentlemen coming out of the
conservatory, which extended along the whole
length of the house. They were Lord Vava.
sour and Gerard. Perceiving her they hastened
forward.

“ My dear Hsmer,” said the Earl, “do not
stand by the door. The night is damp, you will
eatch cold.” :

“I was so warm, I wanted a little air,” she
said ; adding, with forced gaiety, * but where
have you been hiding p”’

““ Seold me, not him,” laughed Lord Vavasour,
“Ioarried him off for a chat in the library,
where we forgot time in polities. Ididn’t know
we had been so long. You look cold; allow
mo to lead you back to the warmer apart-
ments.” :

Esmer took his arm, and, as they went,
said :

* Where is the queen of the ball, fair Beren-
garia, my lord ? 1 have not seen her latoly.”

“Oh! Lady Westbrook? She had to leave
nearly an hour ago, having to put in an appeat-
ance at the Premier’s. Such are the ardnous
necessities of fashion, my dear Lady Mort-
main,”’ :

Hsmer’s heart fell. All her jealousy, then,
had been without foundation? "She felb sick,
discontented, irritable, wretehed.

“Qerard,” she whigpered, beckoning him o
her, “my head aches. Do you mind leaving "’

“On the contrary, I shall be delighted. 1’1l
fetch Lady Davenant.”

And_Esmer drove heme thoe most miserable
instead of the happiest of Lord Vavasour's
guests.

“ But to-morrow, to.morrow,” she murmured,
leaning back, her eyes closed, “I ghall be
Countess of Lethrington.”

it

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE NEW SITUATION.

“I NRVER was so surprised in m{ life, deax,
never, You were so very comfortable, I thought
you were a fixture.”

The speaker was a slightly-made little woman
of over forty, with a brisk bird-like movement,
a bright, clear, bird-like eye, a chirpy voice, and
the kindest nature in the world,

The scene was a patlour in thehouse in Perey
Street ; the time, morning, and a neat, plain
breakfast was on the tablo; ono ‘side was
oecupied by the small, bird-like lady, the other
by no less & person than Maria Saproni.

She was, perhaps, a trifle paler, but a smile
was on her lips as she sat leaning over the pages
of the Times and tracing down the columns of
5 Whntﬁdﬂa"

Miss P-ye@lx;oh for this proved the hostess’s
name, was the ftdian’s only friend. Chance
had thrown them together years before.

Maria in her loneliness had eagerly clung to
the kindly soul, and had made her her confidante
respecting one of her engagements wherein she
was not happy. Whereupon Miss Pyefinch,
drawing herself to her full height, four-feet-four,
and looking as if she were going to peck somo
one, had exclaimed, resolutely:

“My dear, you must not stop here—you shall
not.  It’s a shame—you a young girl and a
foreigner. How can you help your pretty face ?
and it is very pretty.” If these men will make
love to you, and her ladyship hasn’t the nerve
or power o proteot you, I say you shall not

stop.’

“I will not,” had responded Maria quite as
decisively. ‘ And her ladyship approves; she
pities, and does not blame me. But—" now
helplessly and despairingly—* where can I go ?
I am friendless, and a stranger in London.”’

“ Not friendless,” pecked Miss Pyefinch.
“Where can you go? Why, to my home, of
course. It isn’t rich ”—apologetically, then—
“neither am I. I, too, have few friends, and
only a small” annuity; bub it’s enough to
afford me the pleasure of your company, my
dear—that is, if you don’t object to plain furni.
ture and plain living, when they are graced
with & hearty welcome 4

Concluding, Miss Pyefinch, according to a
habit she had, pushed np the knot of hair orna-
menting the back of her head, which knot had
a ;{ropensity for getting into the nape of her
neck.

Maria had gratefully caught at the offer,
since when the little-annuitant’s home had
always been hers when she was oub of an en-
gagement,

“I was as comfortable, as happy as I have
been in my life; nay, imore so,”’ remarked
Maria, answoring Miss Pyofineh’s specch open-
ing this chapter. Y

*“ Yet you have left. Peouliar ;" and the little
woman pushed up the lage oap, which now, in
later years, covered the lknot of hair until it
gave her the appearance of 4, cockatoo,

“ Never mind its peculiavity, dear friend,”
smiled Maria, apologetioally, * Suffice I have
left, and now must look out for another situa-
tion, Please listen to thig 1~

“‘ Wanted by a lady, single, o companion.
Nothing menial. Must be amiablennd ovliging,
also must like dogg—'?

“ Stop—stop-~stop I” interrupted Miss Pye-
finch, putting her fingers in her eats. “ Won's
do at all, my dear! Nothing menial, only you'd
have to wash Mimi and Fido everg morning, cut
up their diurnal chop, and take them==poor
asthmatical ~creatures! — for their constity-
tional.”

¢ Well,” proceeded Maria, laughing morrily,
“ what do you think of this P—

““Wanted by a lady a formalo amanuensis,
Must write rapidly and distinetly from dicta.
tion. 1If possessing ans;'r literary powers, an
admiror of the works of John Stuart Mill and
an upholder of ®Woman's Rights’ preforred.
Address, Miss Tomasina Amazon,’”

Miss Pyefinch fell back, uttering a musical
peal of chirping laughter. .

“Oh! my love, what a contrast you and
Miss Tomasina Amazon would be I she cried.
“T can seo her, I'm sure I can. Hatand mantle
of as masouline a cut as possible ; bootis with
soles defying damp, blue spectacles, umbrella,
black bag, large, hard features, and, my dear,
a grave suspicion of a moustache. You'd have
to write all her lectures, and worse, to hear
them. Bave us from female stumpeorators.
No; better wash Fido than that.” !

“If I'm so difficult to please I shall never
get on,” smiled Maria. ‘Baggars must not
be choosers.” Ah! stay, hers is another 1=

“f Wanted a lady’s-maid ; must bo lady-
like in manner and appearance. Apply betweon
eloven and twelve at No.—~—— Chostor Square.’

% &b-h-h 1 ejaculated Miss Pyofineh, slowly
and reflectively as she pushed her oap on to her
forehead, “that sounds something  better,
Chestor Square is a nico losality. But you
should try after something highor than alady’s-
maid, my love—indesd you should.”

“I would ; and such was my inbention,” an-

| swered Maria, taking uf. her ooffes-cup ; “ but
8 1

owing to cirenmatances I should profer this om-
ployment. It is loss publio. A lady’s-maid’s
rad 1mg;d not go beyond her employer’s dross-

iug-g fn."’

Miss Pyefinoh paused meditatively. Then, g
wistful, woman’s curiosity in her eyes, blended
with a little pain, perhaps, ab her friend’s retbi-
cePc&;_ ;he said :

‘ y this secrecy, my love? Wh , you
tell mo I mustn’t even’let your name bhe ly{n(.)VW;l
here. It all seems so yery, very strange, Can’t
yo}ll trust me T

There was & moisture in the bright, dark oyes,
and a sadness in the soft, treblo v%icé. g5

Maria was touched, and could not rosist the
appeal.

+ Trust yon,” she exclaimed, *wh

; 1 hy should I
nob?  Dear Migs Pyefineh, 1 hositated from no
mistrust, only because the secret is searcely my

own, It o g 2
R y;)ﬁgpms others; but I know I may
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“ You may, my dear.”’

So Maria, glad on her side to unburden her-
self, told her tale. When she concluded, Miss
Pyefinch, rising, clasped her hands in hers.

*“ My love!” she ejaculated,  whatever Lord
Carisford may be, I know not, but of this I am
certain—had he married you it would have been
no misalliance. A man 1s exalted, not lowered,
by wedding a brave, high-souled woman, though
she be poor. Heaven bless you, my dear.”

*“ Ah, Miss Pyefinch, your opinjon would not
be the world’s,” laughed Maria,

“The world’s " with an irate thrust upward
of the cap, “Then the world is as far from
common-sense as some people’s Christianity is
from the pure charitable precepts of its Founder,
We all want to go to Heaven, I suppose ? We
all regard it as Gospel truth that there thero is
‘no marriage or giving in marriage ; that God is
no respecter of persons.’ Yet in this atom in
space, we_set up an idol ealled Caste, and fall
down and worshiy it,”

Miss Pyefinch was quite in a frenzy of pecks,
during which her cap underwent many changes
of position.

“ My dear Migs Pyefinch, for sharoe, you are
a Radical, a Co_mmunist," laughed Maria.

[y dear child, I am no such thing. ¢ Liberty,
equality, frate;mty P 1t’s all nonsense, because
it’s all impossible, unless you cast eve man’s
intellects in the same mould, and a pretty lively
world it would be then. No - divide the world
between Tom and Harry to. ay, and before the
year’s out Harry would have the lot, and Tom
be working for him as usual,
barrier be between education and ignorance—
the innate gentleman and the innate brute 3 40¥;
my love, they are to be found in all classes. But
as Tean’t alter the world, it must remain in its
darkness. So tell me this,” and taking Maria’s
hands again, she regarded her kindly : “ thereis
only one thing that can make nobler the course
you have taken. This Lord Carisford loves
you, Child, do you love him ¢’

A moment Maria was silent; then her lips
trembled ; she bowed her head on the good-
:a,tm-ed little woman’s ghonlder, and burs} into

ears. ‘ :

“Oh! dear Miss Pyefinch, with m
soul,” ghe exclaimed, ¢ Why should 1'Y
from one who I know will give me her friendliest
sympathy, When I saw Lord Cecil I felt I
beheld my fate. Ican never love another; I can
love but him.”

X uessed as much, T repeat, my brave girl,”
said Miss Pyefinch, elas ing Maria affection-
ately to her, “Heaven bloss and reward you.
‘Well, after all, T know uot whether it isn’t,
on the whole, happier in the long run to be
worthy golden opinions than to possess golden
oys.”’

s The ice once broken, Maria and her friend
talked long over the affair, then half-past ten
striking, the Italian prepared to start to try her
fortune at Chester Square.

Maria had been oceupied by so many other
thoughts, that it never occurred to her until she
had knocked at No. — Chester Square, that a
character would be required, and she could nob
refer to Lady Westhrook, What was she to do ?
She must leave it to chance, for already the door
had opened, and a stately footman was super-
ciliously waiting her to state her business, while
he r;?ec}ted . : ”

“If this s hanother lady’s-maid, I pass m
word she’ll do.” . AR

Maria having shown Jeames’ suppogition was
correct, that gentleman, bending from zj_s stately
dignity to an affable condescension, encourag-
in%'ly remarked, as he conduoted her across the
hall and upstairs to the boudoxg:

“You hare the sixth a’rea y. But I don’t
think, miss, none of ’em sooted. l.l.l.ﬂ{;h !
nervis or huppish #” he added, sotfo voce, when
ihlsc’t companion only slightly inclined her
ead, :

As thoy had trayersed the hall, Maria, invo-
1Qnt&rlly raising hor eyes on he%ﬂng a door open,
loai rooived emerging from it an exceedingly

whole

Rensatilook) young man, with a girl, evi-
g:gtiy i S?gei" higlgfng’lovingly on his

Tho Ttaliap’s g, nce and the gentleman’s had
Sty ouben (e atter T howed o, a
fésge ¢ former Tiad gracefully acknow-

“ By Jove! who is that P tnquired
man of the young lady ' inquired the young
to conceal her lggu lﬁ% K{O Was hiding her faco

had seen

“Who? Oh, Hector! if Honori
; : t tionorig
ou bowing thus, as to a dy hoss 1" oy
Zleverly migﬁcke&' him. _a’ Shens 1" and ghe
 Well, Cassie, why shouldn’t T? Who s o
“ Some one, I suspect, who want’s to be en.
gaged as mamma’s lady’s-maid.”

“Nover! By Heaven ! Cas, the world’s turn. | to

I say, let the real | f;

hide it | M.

ing upside down, then—gentlemen hold the
stirrup while the cad mounts.”

“Qh, ,f.,ie! you wicked boy. If mamma heard
Foure=e

* Better than Honoria’s doing s0,” he laughed,
gaily. “D’ll te]l you what, Cas, if this house.
hold intends to have such a lady’s-maid—"

*“ And such a governess,” eried tho girl, shal-
ing her finger.

" Well, yes, and such a governess,” he added,
“there’ll be followers enough to please Honie.”

“Followers! How low you are, Hector,”
langhed Cas. “That’s servant-girl language.
I blush for you, 1t you talk s0, you will
make Miss ton jealous.”

“Should I?” smiled Heotor, yeot colouring
slightly.  “Now, Pussy, it’s my turn. If
mamma heard you! Dooes Miss Langton make
you her confidante, pray ¢’

“1 do not intend to tell you.”

*“Not if I give you akiss, and promiso & gallop
with you on your chesnut mare # Come, what of
Miss Langton p”

“I've excited your euriosity or vanity—
which £ cried Cas, roguishly. * Now I'll tell
you. I am sure she is inlove; but I believe
she doesn’t care for you one bit. = There !’

“ And I believe that too,” said Heetor, mimick-
ing his sister, who had darted ug)stairs. “That
woman 2 lady’s-maid !’ he added, leaving the
house. ““ What superb eyes! I wonderif mother
will engage her.”

Meanwhile Maria had been ushered into the
presence of Mrs. Mannering and Honoria, the

ormer of whom was a little awed, the latter
mightily impressed, by the Italian’s appearance,
Such a lady’s-maid must give style to her em-
ployers. ~Consequently Maria’s statement of
her capabilities was exceedingly well received,
especially the names of the high families whero
she had been employed.

Mrs. Mannering tried to look as if titles were
“household words,” but she began to feel a
little frightened. Maria seemed so grand, and
sucha lady. But Honoria had already deeided ;
and when that was so, the affair was finished,
The titles had determined her, while the climax
was reached on hearing Maria was an Italian.
anneriug, smoothing her dressing-gown with
her jewelled hands, said :

“ Well, signera, I think we may gef on very
well together. - I don’t objeet to the wages ;
money ain’t of any account to me. But there’s
one thing that may be a drawback : my lady’s.
maid was taken ill suddenly, and had to go
home immediately, loaving me without a soul to
do my ’air. Now, when eould you como #

‘“If, madam,” answered Maxia, cagerly catch.
ing at tho opportunity it offered to avoid mens
tion of Lady Westbrook, * you would be satisfied
with these written characters whieh I have
brought, instead of waiting to apply, I would
come to-day.”

¢ To-day 1”” exclaimod Honoria. * That's the
very thing, mamma. You know Lady Bunby
Portsoaken’s ball is to-night, and Craft dresses
our haixr frightfully,”

“True, my love. P'raps, signora, the letters
will be enough.”

They were duly examined. As the mother and
daughter read, their eyes wandered furtively to
the stamped coronet and the erest, Truth must
lurk therein; the words of their owners conld
not possibly be doubted; so the matter, to
Maria’s socret roliof, was settled without any
reference to Luoille, and she departed, promising
to return-in a fow hours.

“They seem very good peo o,” she said, in
answer to a query from Miss Pyefinch. “ I like
the her, and one thing “much contents
me, I do not faney it is probable I shall en-
?qunﬁer in their circle any of Lady Westbrook's

riends.”

That ovening Maria won the gratitude of both
mother and daughter. Never had they been
dressed to Jook so well, and, perfectly satisfied,
they sailed down to the carriage, and rattled off

Lady Bunby Portsoaken’s bail,

eft alone, Maria turned down the lamp, and,
taking her old bosition en the rug before the
five, fell into reverie. Her thoughts fled back to
Lucille. She eould not help comparing heyr
Eesent engagement with her last, until her
shes were heavy with tears that did not fall,
when she was startled by a pleasant yoice
adressing her: ;

“Pardon my intruding upon your solitude,
signora,” it said; “but I xma,gined You might
feol lonely here the first night,’ ;

Maria, looking up, beheld a tall, gontle, grace-
ful swoman smilingly gazing down at her. It
was the governess, Miss Langton.

“What a sweet, lovel[v; face, yet how gad!”
she exelaimed, mentally, before she found words
acknowledge the kind consideration,

After a hurried whispered conversation, Mrs. |

CHAPTER XXVII.
ESMER'S AMBITION REALISED.

WHEN Esmer awakened after the ball, the cupid
clock was striking ten, and a bright sun was
finding its way throuzh the rose- colonred
curtains. Mellowed though it was, the light
pained her eyes ; she still felt tired; her head
ached, too, as if a tight band were round it,

She wonld not rise yet ; she would have a cup
of chocolate, and sleep longer. In turning on
her lace pillow, to resume her slumber, her gaze
rested, through the silken curtains, upon Made-
moisells Stephine.

She was arranging a wonderful complication
of creamy satin, lace flounces, snowy flowers,
and pearls. :

It banished sleep;
cry of ecstacy.

“Oh! Stephine, how lovely !I”” she exclaimed,
clasping her hands,

“1b is a chef-d’ cuvre, my lady,” rejoined her
companion, drawing a foot or so away, and
viewing the bridal-dress she had tastefully
arranged with a critical and admiring gaze.
“You will look angelic. Mais vowr, Lady
Esmer! Tt came last night ; the Karl thought
you would like to see it. You will wear it at
your first Drawing Room, when you are presented
as the Countess of Tethrington.”

Fetching a large Morocco case, Mademoisello
Stephine opened it, displaying to Esmer’s en-
raptured eyes the dazzling gems of a countess’s
diadem, .

“Ah! dear Stephine,” she cried, * to-morrow
—to-morrow I shall have the right to wear it.”

Bsmer thought no more of sleep. She was
anxious to dress, to try on the wedding-robe,
to see the perfect fit of which one of Madame
Dejacour’s head women was in attendance.

This important ceremony, the jewels, tho ad-
miration of Lady Davenant and her daughters,
the visitors who came to inspect the handsome
wedding presents, rendered that day one of
great excitement to Esmer. Never had she folt
happier—never appeared so beautiful. Her
complexion was vivid, her eyes vivid, Hor tiny
figure, asit flitted about, looked like some bright,
dazzling, tropical insect. Gerard watched her
with real admiration.

“ Good-night, my darling!” he said, shortly
after dinner. ““Lady Dayvenant tells mo I must,
not ’remain later this evening, or I shall tire

O‘u. i

“You tire me, Gerard! The idea!” she
laughed. “ Yef, still I shonld not liko pale
cheeks for to-morrow. People would think I
was; éso_rry, instead of being as happy as happy
cou

Esmer started up with a

be,”

As the Earl stooped to kiss her for this
agp;went aﬁecpxon, he could not prevent the
thought occurring, swhether the happiness arose
entirely out of love for him or the accomplish-
ment of an ambition,

“And now that you are going,” proceeded
Esmer, keoping his head down by her arms
clasped round his neck, so that she might look
into his face, “I will tell you a surprise I have
for you.”

““ A surprige P”’ he smiled.

“Yes; the name of my chief bridesmaid,” she
replied, still holding bim prisoner. * What do
you think it is ?”*

* You told me—Rosey Dayenant.”

“Rosey Davenant indeed!” And Tsmer's
head moved contemptuously. “She is not suited
to be chief bridesmaid to the dgughter and bride
?[_L;l an Earl, Gerard. No, La.gy Westbrook,
There.” :

The Earl started violently. Nothing on earth
could have prevented his doing so; and his
co%ntena,nca displayed grave annoyance, as he
said :

“Esmer, why was this? After what has
passed between us, I ualpeat, why §”

* Because I thought I should like it.”” and her
eyes glittered into his. “ I thought I should
liko the bello of the season to he my brides-
maid ; so I asked her, and she conseated, To
please me also she promised to keep it a secret
rom you.”

““From me !” broke out Gerard. “You agked
Lady Westbrook this p”

“Noj; nob exactly in thoge words. I asked
her not to tell; for I knew it would be n plea-
surable surprise to you her paying me this com-
pliment.”

“ And what did Lady Westbrook ggy ?” in-
quired the Farl, with difficulty curbing his
anger.

ESheloohd,atmeguietl amoment,afterwards
smiled, then answered, she would yield to my
desire with pleasure, adding to herself, though
I heard her, ¢ Perhaps it would be better ;’ of
course she meant not letting you know.”

Such was not Gerard’s opinion Ho guessed
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that Lucille had read the character of his future
wife, and could imagine how full of pitying
scorn her smile had been. She, as he; no doubt,
had become aware how society had coupled
their names, and had recognised that her con-
senting to become Esmer’s bridesmaid would
give the death blow toany yet floating suspicions.

Still he could not blind himself to his cousin’s
meaning. Regarding her almost sternly, he said :

“If your words were true, Esmer, I could
excuse you; but oconfess, was it only as a
pleasant surprise to me that you did this

His glance was of the description she could
rarely encounter. Her eyes fell, a vivid flush
suffused her cheek. He understood it all.
When the cup others had forced to his lips
was apparently the sweetest, she dashed into
it the bitterness of gall.

‘ Esmer,” he oried passionately, taking in the
evidently wretched future in store for both,
“ you will not let me love you ; you do not love
me, for affection never dwells where there is
mistrust. Omne day you will repent this terrible
jealousy, the bane of your existence.”

He moved from her, far from dreaming how
soon his prediction was to be realised.

In a second, his gousin was again at his side.
Her hands olasped his arm, hysterical tears
were in her eyes.

“ Gerard, cousin, forgive me,” she pleaded.
“All you say is true. I was jealous. She is so
beautiful, so—so graceful ; but from this moment
I cease to be, I trust you, Do not to-night let
us part like this ?”’

**Foolish child, for your own sake keep this
promise,” he answered. “There,”” he added
rather wearily as he kissed her in token of
pardon, “ you are making yourself ill; you are
excited and feverish, I should say go to bed
early. Good night.”’ :

© went, and Esmer, 80 happy as to be really
penitent, not caring for the Misses Davenants’
company, retired to her own apartments,

“ You look tres fatigué, my lady,” remarked
Mademoiselle Stephine, on her entrance. * There
has been too much excitement ce jowr. If I
might advise, I should say go to bed.”

“I think I will; T do feel tired,” responded
Esmer, gaping. *“ Besides, to-morrow I must
rige earlier ;" and her eyes brightened. *“Oh!
Stephine, think before another sun sets I shall
be a Countess !”

That thought followed her to her pillow, and
even in her sleep which was broken and restless.

Meanwhile, as the clock of Westminster,
giving the signal to other clocks, struck out
midnight, Lucille sat alone before the fire in
her dressing-room. Attired in a soft white
swansdown trimmed dressing-gown, reclining
in a low chair, her hands clasped on her lap, and
her eyes bent on the fire, she was lost in reverie.

Abruptly she directed her gaze to her brides-
maid’s toilet placed ready for the morrow.

“It will be a trying ordeal,” she murmured ;
“one I am sure maliciously planned; one I
would not have stooped to, had it not been to
blind the world to the truth. No way fitter.
Had Lady Westbrook loved, or been loved and
deceived, she would, they will say, soareely play
bridesmaid to her rival.”

Sighing, she placed her hands before her
face. A trying ordeal indeed. On that morning,
to which Esmer looked forward so triumphantly,
Lucille was to stand by, and, smiling, hear
uttered the vows which made another’s the
only man she had ever really loved. As, men-
tally, the confession rose to her lips, she moved
her head quickly, and coloured.

“ It seems 80 cruel to say—even to think it,”
she murmured. *Poor, poor fellow ! His affec-
tion was sincere, if—if mine was not !”’

Going to a book-case where she kept some
favourite volumes, she brought one back with
her. It was the same Maria had selected, and
discovered on the fly-leaf thename “ W, Selwyn,”
It was at this part that Lucille opened it, and
her eyes rested on the name until they grew dim
with tears.

¥ J_Poor, poor fellow!” she remarked again,
closing the volume. ‘Better, perhaps, as it
wag. I know, now, mine was not love. I never
loved but once, and that——" She stopped;
then added, proudly, as she arose: * What!
am I so destitute of maidenly pride that I
can love one who is to be the husband of an-
other? No! as Heaven hears me, from this
moment, Gerard, I must—I will forget you !””

ike some beautiful priestess performing a
holy rite, ghe raised her fair arms and her eyes
upward, as if in ratification of her vow. In a
& tew seconds an angelic peace took possession
of her features. Her arms slowly dropped to
her side; she had fought, and conquered.
Half an hour later she was sleeping calmly, a
smile on her lip.

How did the Earl pass that last night before

his wedding ? With one exception, in no wa
different from those other nights since he resolved
to fulfil his duty in every point to his cousin.
From that time his countenance had lost much
of its brightness. A cold passivity held pos-
session of it in repose ; while, like his manner,
it was more staid, and lacking of spirit.

This night’s exception had not been of long
duaration. Once more his face was his usual
face, as, unlocking his desk, he drew out a
packet containing a once-worn glove, a knot of
ribbons, and a few faded wild flowers. Per-
haps he ought never to have kept them; cer-
tainly he must not now.

A spasm of acute mental agony convulsed
him as, for a space, he regarded these stolen
treasures ; then, overcoming the eager longing
to press them to his lips, approaching the fire,
reverently he placed them on it, watehing with
clouded brow until they were consumed.

“ As they perish,”” he murmured, *so dies
my love ; for to love now would be a sin. Oh,
Lucille, Lucille !””

As the name burst from his trembling lips,
his own seemed whispered in his ear, like in an
angel voice,

Night deepened, and he, too, slept, becoming,
even as Lady Westbrook and his cousin, the
* Man of Dreams, so arbitrary of sway.”” Thus,
the mind no longer under self-control, Gerard’s
stole back to Lucille, Lucille’s to him ; while
Esmer’s dwelt on the countess’s diadem, and
the precedence it would give her when it graced
her brow.

Bright was the morning which heralded
Esmer’s wedding-day. The canary in the sit-
ting-room carolled as if its little throat would
burst with exuberant song of gratitude for the
sunshine; while the white Maltese spaniel—
Gerard’s gift—went through a whole set of
geometrical problems, in order to catch his own
silky tail, being, probably, seized with a fit of
canine domestic economy tomake both ends meet.

The household of the Davenants was up be-
times ; and the household—even down to the
little scullery-maid, who was to catch a beatific
view of the bride and her attendant bridesmaids
from the area step—was in a perfect flutter of
excitement.

The bride’s trousseaw was now represented
by large portmanteaus, ready-labelled * Paris,
vid Dover.” The large dining-room had been
surrendered to Messrs, Carter and Routs, active
young men, who knew—none better—how to
provide the most recherché of recherché wedding-
breakfasts; and, in the Davenant household,
the most critical national question must have
given place that day to the god Hymen.

Of all, Esmer, the most interested, was the
most spiritless ; indeed, she was out of humour.
The moment of her ambition had arrived, and,
as so frequently is the case, the very anxiety,
suspense, and longing deadened the pleasure.
She was petulant to her maid—irritable even
with Mademoiselle Stephine. The canary made
her head ache; so the small songster had to be
covered up from the bright sunshine. Floss
annoyed her by his snapping and merriment ;
consequently, had to be banished—at which he
was by no means sorry, taking refuge in Rosey
Davenant’s apartment,

Then the bath had not been warm enough,
and had given her a chill ; her hair had never
been so frightfully dressed, nor the chocolate
go tasteless.

*“There’s no pleasing her ladyship to-day,”
grumbled the lady’s-maid to Mademoiselle Ste-
phine. “Ineverdid! Andher wedding-day,too!”

“ ('est egal, Janet,” responded mademoiselle,
soothingly, *‘It is nervous excitement, (’est
tout ; she is uneasy as to her appearance.
‘Wait until she is dressed, ma fille, and her veil
on. That will please her. Never was une de-
moiselle more vain,”

“Never was a maddermozell more ill-tem-
pered !”” muttered Janet. ¢ Thank goodness
I'm not going to travel with her. A pretty life
she’ll lead the Earl! I know her!”

But to-day the lady’s-maid did not know her.
Had she, she would have recogrised some excuse
for this petulance.

. Nevertheless, Mademoiselle Stephine was
right. When Esmer, fully attired, with veil,
wreath, and bouquet, saw herself in the glass,
the smile came back to her lips, the sparkle to
her eyes, while a bright glow was on her olive
cheeks, as she descended to the drawing-room,
where her bridesmaids, and Lord Vavasour, who
was to give her away, were waiting.

Even at such a moment a jealous pang smote
her as she beheld Lady Westbrook. How lovely
she looked |—the chief, indeed, of tho brides-
maids, As Esmer recollected her own small
figure, and its deformity, and how Lucille’s
splendour cast her into the shade, bride as she
wus, she repented having asked her, Was

Y | there to be no happiness in this young life?

—none but her own mind must render bitter ?

Was it this which took the light from her
oyes, the colour from her cheeks, and made her
feel as if a clond, dark and chilled, shadowed
the brightness of this day, that put the climax
to her hopes. She began to feel almost weary
of it. TLord Vavasour, noting this languor,
rallied her, bringing the colour back by the time
they reached the church. i

The edifice was crowded, and eager, admiring
eyes followed the bride ag, leaning on the arm
of the tall, handsome bridegroom, she advanced
%o the altar, where a bishop and two clergymen
were to unite them.

A brief space ; then, as the organ pealed forth
its jubilant “ Wedding March,” Esmer and

Gerard rose up man and wife. The latter’s’

ambition was achieved ; she was Countess of
Lethrington.

Dead Sea fruit—Dead Sea fruit, after all!

It seemed to Esmer a whirl, a dim unreality,
this ceremony—the signing her name, the con-
gratulations— a dream, from which she must
awaken. _She began to wish it was all over, and
she could get a little rest for breathing and re-
flection. 4

But there was the breakfast to go through
yet, with the speeches, and good wishes. The
champagne, however, revived her; it brought
the warm blood back to her cheeks. ‘Fhe
breakfast was pleasanter than she thought.

Finally, Lord Vavasour, rising, proposed the
health of the Earl and Countess of Lethrington.
As the name fell on Hsmer’s ear she broke into
a hysterical laugh, attracting every eye to her,
covering her with confusion. The laugh was
unbecoming in a bride; it was foolish, but it
had been out of her power to prevent it. She
lowered her head, and bit her lip at the idea
that Lucille had heard her.

The slight silence which had ensued was
broken by Lord Vavasour continuing his speech.
Then came the request that Lady Westbrook
would cut the cake.

Smiling she arose, receiving the knife handed
her; but the rich condiment was destined not
to be cut that day. As Lucille was about to
perform the ceremony, Lady Davenant cried :

“My lord—my lord, see; Lady Lethrington
is not well 1"’

It was s0; Esmer had sunk suddenly back on
her chair,

All was instantly confusion; the guests de-
clared that once or twice they had thought she
looked ill. Meanwhile Gerard had assisted his
wife to her own room followed by Lady
Davenant, Lucille and the eminent physician,
Sir Mordant Cullam who was one of the guests.

In a quarter of an hour the physician re-
appeared, and beckoned the Earl from the break-
fast-table.,

“My lord,” he said, “I fear I must be the
bearer of unpleasant news. Her ladyship’s
illness is of no ordinary character ; the Countess
appears to be labouring under great cerebral
excitement, while she also seems, from
what I can ascertain, to be suffering from a
severe, feverish cold, such as might be occa-
sioned by a sudden chill, or checked perspiration.
Lady Davenant, however, deems this lmpqgslble,
for even at the ball she was warmly clad.

‘¢ Grerard,” exclaimed Lord Vavasour, who had
followed his godson, “ I see it all. Do you re-
collect when we found Lady Esmer standing at
the door of the conservatory ? She said she had
found the rooms warm "’

“I do, it must be that, or ——

‘It was that, my lord,” said Lady Davenant,
joining them. * Sir Mordant is mght. I have
been questioning Lady Lethrington’s maid, who
says that on her ladyship’s return frqm the ball
her satin slippers were soiled and quite wet, as
if she had been walking on dewy grass or
wet ground. Silly, silly, thoughtless ohild, ghe
must have gone into the grounds.”

“My lord,” remarked Sir Mordant, T feas
you will have to defer your departure for the
Continent. Herladyship mustnot be moved yeot.”

“Is there danger " asked Gerard, with' real
co‘x“%;?l'ger' Oh, n Esgold

: » 10, no! Colds thus caugh
and not attended to, as the case here, my lgrt%
are always rather ticklish things ; but, every-
thing depends on the patient’s constitution, and
I believe Lady Lethrington’s to be a good one.
Lady Westbrook is with her, Her ladyship has
th% touch and tenderness of a born nurse.”

~d° the wedding-breakfast was interrupted,
and quietly the guesty withdrew,

efore night Esmer was delirious, the victim
of her own Jealousy.

[To be continued,]

“Not Loved Yet Wedded,” commenced in No, 676 and
Part CLXVI, - . ‘
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“YOU SKETCH VERY UNEQUALLY, SIR INNIS,"”” VIVIEN OBSERVED.

THE QUEEN OF THE SEASON.

CHAPTER XXVIL
WHAT SHE CAME FOR.

Ir the feelings are very much excited, it is always
difficult, if not impossible, to take any correct
note of time; and so, perhaps, Lord Esselyn
deceived himself when he judged that several
minutes must have elapsed before Marie spoke.
When she did, it was so faintly, so hoarsely,
that he could scarcely distinguish what she

said : .

“Unfasten this door! There is no mneed to
take precautions as if I were a common thief !
I would have eluded you if I could; but, now
that you have recognised me, you can do your
worst. I will make no more attempts to
escape ; you may do with me as you please.”

“ Why are you here at all? Why have you
left my sister P’ he asked, as sternly as he
could.

““The housekeeper sent me away. She said
I looked pale and fatigued, and bade me go and
rest awhile.” & £

“ And you came here because it was quieter
than any other part of the house, and my
sudden entrance startled you; that was your
only reason for trying to hide from me. Am I not
right #” eried Aymer, joyfully seizing upon such
extenuating circumstances; for he was very
loth to condemn her, even on the evidence of

x?c b ,genqas,

& N°‘!‘ said Marie, ¢ setting her teeth toge-

dli‘:; xfa 001 ‘:Rll nob lie, even to save myself from
. wa

to-n'ight." 8 not chance that led me here

““Then you did have some other motive for
coming o my study, and for touching——" He
glanoed significantly at the open desl, and again

or face was hastily concealed, as if tho shame of
this discovery were more than she could bear :
but still she did not refuse to answer him:

“Yes, I had some other motive; I aonfess it.
But what I proposed taking from your desk I
would have replaced at some future period. I
hoped to do so before you could miss it.”

Aymer thought he understood it all now, In
the “secret drawer he had placed, a few days
earlier, a considerable sum of money, in notes.
He had spoken to his sister,in Marie’s hearing,
of this money ; and some hidden, but pressing,
need might have tempted her to appropriate a
portion of it until her own purse was reple-
nished. If so, the person most in fault was
the Countess, who was sadly dilatory in paying
ih(ladsalaties due to the members of her house-

old.

Aymer was young and romantic enough to
feel both grieved and annoyed to find his
fair Marie—this pretty, refined unknown, whom
he had invested with every good quality—-de-
scending to commit such an act as this! Still,
he was too generous to reprobate it very se-
verely. She was alone, and friendless; he
would remember this, and urge her to havé
more faith for the future in the kindness of
Vivien, who would have aided her freely if ap-
pealed to. :

““ We will say no more of this stupid affair,”
he exclaimed ; “I am sure it will not happen
again. Why did you not confide to'me that your
funds were low? I should have been pleased
to give, or lend—""

A ery of angry astonishment from his auditor
made him stop, in no little confusion,

“ QGreat Heaven! he thinks that I came to
steal from him—to take his gold! Am I fallen
80 low in his opinion as this ?”’

Aymer began to feel as if he were the culprit,
and not Marie, when she confronted him} with
her dark eyes flashing unutterable scorn; and
yet he was relieved too—so much so, that, pre-
gently, he began to laugh at her resentment.

“Don’t stab me with your frowns, ma’m’-
gelle, though I plead guilty of deserving them !
I beg your pardon on my knees” (figuratively
this time) “for my unlucky speech; but when
damsels place themselves in equivoocal positions
they ought not to fly into a passion becanse
a very natural construction is put upon the
circumstances under which they are discovered.”

« Natural!” she echoed, disdainfully ; ““your
excuse does but aggravate the affront. Do I
look like a pilferer ?”’ 5

“You look, at the present moment, like Juno,

in one of her thunder-and-lightning moods—
terrifically furious, and furiously beautiful !”

“ What have I done that you should insult
me by such an accusation ?”’ she exclaimed, still
panting with wrath. “ Will you not examine
your desk before I leave the room, and assure
yourself that your treasured money is un-
touched ? Shall I turn out my pockets, to
prove to you that I have none of it about me ?”’

“It’s the first time I have ever been talked
to as if I were over-fond of gold and silver!”
retorted Aymer. ¢ What have I done to have
this accusation brought against me? I always
thought my cash and I parted company too
easily ; and I may surely add, in my own defence,
that [ am always ready to lend to anyone who
wishes to borrow.”

“ This is nothing to me !” gaid Marie, impa-
tiently. “I bid you count it, that you may
agsure yourself I have not tampered with it !”

“ Hang the money! Has it not been thrown
in my teeth sufficiently ?”’ cried Aymer, begin-
ning to get cross too. “I have acknowledged
that I made an absurd mistake when I allowed
myself to suppose that yon were about to honour
me by making use of it.”

“A false speech, my |lord,” she interposed,
before he could say more. ‘“Such an act and
honour are not to be named in the same breath !
You did think T had been robbing you; so why
try to gloss it over ?”’

How exasperatingly she dwelt upon his mis-
take, and how charming she looked with her
lip pouting resentfully, and her nostrils dilating
as she surveyed him. She was gaining the advan-
tage so entirely that Aymer was obliged to act
on the defensive.

“ Would it not save a Erea‘b many words and
much unnecessary trouble if Ma’m’selle Marie
were'to frankly tell me what it is she has been
seeking in my desk "

Her colour rose, and she was at a loss for a
reply ; seeing this, Aymer mercilessly pursued
his advantage :

¢ Perhaps she came to place within it some
pretty little gage &’amour—I beg pardon—gage
d’amitié, 1 should have said. No? Perhaps,
then, the spirit of order prompted her to assort
the papers it contains, for I cannot flatter my-
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gelf she takes sufficient interest in my corre-
spondence to care to peruse it. Alas! no one
writes billet - douw to me that are worth
perusing.’’

“Then you burn your letters #”” ghe observed,
rather irrelevantly.

“ Not when I have a profound interest in the
writer. Try me. If you should feel inclined to
send mo a penitent little confession that the
spirit of feminine curiosity impelled you to dip
your fingers in yonder confused mass of circulars,
bills, programmes, race-cards, and so on, to try
\Ivliut you could extract, I'll keep it as long as

ive.”

“ Merei, monsieur ; but I have no such con-«
fession to make,” she retorted, drily. “It is
quite true thab I opened your desk; it is true
that I had an object in so doing, but I could not
stoop fo read a letter addressed to another per-
son. No,no !”

“ And yet, as you have just acknowledged,
you opened my desk ? Will you not tell me what
for? I am racking my brain to remember
what it contains that could interest you.”

“ Do not rack them any longer. I have not
found what I sought? if I had it would not have
signified, for it was of no value to you.”

Lord Ksselyn made a comic gesture of per-
plexity.

“ Ma'm’selle Marie, the Egyptian Sphinx
pales into nothingness before you,” le cried,
for he was amused in spite of his vexation.
“You grow move and more inexplicable. Talk
of Psychos; pshaw ! what is Psycho compared
with Marie the mysterious. But it is customary
when anyone propounds an enigmsa which you
cannot guess to supply the solution, so I give
it up. I’ve had millions of guesses, and all to
no purpose; be good-natured, and rede me the
riddle without more ado.” :

“¥ will, in my owd time. Will you unlock
this door, my lord ?”’

“1t is only bolted, oh, most incomprehensible
of maidens. One toueh of your finger and you
are frec—free to go away and laugh in your
sleeve at your humble servant. The vietory is

yours as usual ; you are more clever at fencing |

than 1.”

“Indeed, I am in no laughing mood,” she an-
swered, with a sigh that was almost a sob.
“uch victories cost one as much pain as a de-
feat. I am ashamed, humiliated; I did not
think when I came here that I should be foreed
to stoop to acts that make me despise myself.”

“T wish I could puzzle out the meaning of
what you are saying. Whoe had forced you to do
this ? What is the secret trouble that causes
you to look so unhappy? Ah, Marie, why will
you not trust me with it? Do you remémber
how you said that if ever you consented to con-
fide in anyone it should be in me? I am not
over wise, but I would counsel you to the best
of my ability. You should never repent your
faithin Aymier Esselyn,” .

But Marie snatched hiof hand out of his olasp.
Hig low, tender tones had repelled rather than
propitiated her, -

When sho replied it was with brusque irony
and frowning glances:

“How you can talk, and plead, and protest,
and mean but to befool me all the while ! I
will have no more of it. I pray you,my Io}'d‘,
either to accept my apologies for this intrusion
in the same spirit that they are offered, or carry
your complaint to the Countess, a.nd let her
dismiss me.”

“ Not for worlds would 1 expose you to Lady
Tisselyn’s anger,” was the immediate response,
“Nor willIspeak to anyons of this rencontre if
you wish it to remain a sectet betwixt our-
gelves.” ;

“T think I have already told you, my lord,
that I do not like having secrets with anyone,”
said Marie, haughtily.

“ HWspecially me, You think I shall presume
upon your confidence ; but why? Have I been
50 ungenerous in my bohaviour to yom sinee
you have resided in my house 7’

But Marie, who with trembling fingers was
ossaying to open the door, did nobt ehooss te
answer this, and the Barl began to feel affronted
at what he considered her ungracious refusal
4o lie under the smallest obligations to him.
He would not offer to render her any assistance
ag she endeavoured to find the littlo bolt that
provenited her egress, till she gave him an en-
treating look, and faltered : :

“My lady may wake and ask for me. They
may searoh for me ; and if I am found here—""

She said no more: for Aymer, who was never
proof againstfeminine distress, instantly stepped
forward, threw the door wide open, and then
moved aside to lok her pass, She darted awa,
like an arrow from a bow, withont a farewell
word or backward glance, leaving him irefully
looking affer her,

¢ Ungratefal little puss! She behaves in a
most extraordinary and suspicious fashion, and
when I civilly ask for an explanation, turng
upon me ag if sho were the aggrieved party, and
flies off at last, Ieaving me in as great a maze as
over. Now what could she have wanted from
my desk P’

He moved the lamp close to where it stood, so
that the Iigﬁxt might shine more fully upon its
recesses ; then, with folded arms and wrinkled
brows, gravely contemplated the heterogeneous
collection it contained.

“ No s there’s nothing there that can account
for ma'm’selle’s researches. It might be
labelled like one sometimes sees the letters—
“contents of no value’. There is certainly no
accounting for feminine caprices; but why hers
should take such an unaccountable turn—-—
Hallo! what’s this?”’

At his fest lay a photograph, his own—one
that he had been suva.ilod upon to sit for when
last in town, and had offered to Vivien; but
when that young lady made some impertinent
comments on the streak of down just visible on
the upper lip, he had revoked the gift, and
tossed the carte into his desk, where it had lain
ever since.

“Tf my memory is to be depended on,” mused
Aymer, “I saw this caricataro of my divine
eountonance only yesterday, when I was search-
ing for something else, and it was then in the
photographer’s envelope. Did I toss it out my-
gelf, either purposely, or by accident? Noj I
did not—I’m positive of it, and here’s the proof.
The envelope lies here, where I left it ; the carte
has been dcliberately removed, and must
have been dropped whon I made my unexpected
appearance on the sgeene. This, then, is the
identical article ma’m’selle intended to carry
away ; this photo, which, as she very truly
avowed, is of no use to its owner. Humph !
but what did she want with it? Why was she
overwhelmed with confusion when I detected
her in the act of appropriating it? Can it be
because she feels a flabtering interest in me—
myself P’

But just as he arrived at this agreeable con-
clusion, steps approached; he heard his own
name loudly called, and the photograph was
thrust out of sight for the present.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
WILY WOMAN.

Lapy Vivien came downstairs in the course
of a few days to play the r6le of the interesting
invalid, clad in the most exquisite combination
of cachemire and furs, with a half handkerchief
of Brussels lace tied loosely. over her fair hair, so
as to conceal the unsightly strapping that
covered the still unhealed wound Her head had
received from the falling statue.

She was just languid enough to enjoy being
waited on, and made much of by her friends;
yeot not sorry when some of those most eager
at first to pay her atfention gradually relaxed
in their civilities, and she was left to the care of
Cregsida, the most affectionate and awkward of
nurses, and the petits soins of her brother and
Sir Innis Hathertield,

r. Douceby avoided the small drawing-room
where her couch w s placed, protesting that his
nerves were so delicately strung that the sight
of suffering inflicted upon him the most exquisite
torture ; and Lady Vivien, pale, distraite, and in-
capable of listening to his efforts at conversation,
was not half as pleasant a companion as the
more sympathising widow, Mrs. Carmichael.
The shy Mar(}uis hovered about her ladyship’s
couch ; but after receiving one or two decided
checks to his attempts to engage her in conver-
gation, he, teo, retreated, Vivien had no time to
spare for flirtations with awkward lads. A few
wooeks, and the London season, of which she in-
tended to be a queen regnant, would commence ;
before then she was firmly resolved that, at her
feat, helplessly eaptive to her charms, she would
have the outwardly-indifferent friend of her

| brother.

Sir Innig was the first man who had regarded
hLer ealinly and critically ; whose eyes had dis-
cerned her faults, and permitted her to seeit;
who, instead of gladly, proudly wearing her
chains, had never, till the evening her accident
occurred, testified more interest in her than ho
evinced for any other lady with whom he was
domesticated. She had proposed to gnub him
when lo came to Hsselyn——to malko him com-
?te}gend that Aymer's boyish belief int his per-
ections did not constitute him a hero, or even a
sensible fellow, in the opinion of Aymet’s sister ;
and she had been prepared to make him feel very
gmall and insignificant before she cendescended
to enrol him in the ranks of her humble adorers ;
but it was immensely provoking to know that

it was she who had been snubbed, she who had
been made to feel her imperfections and little-
ness instead of the baronet.

Never yet had Lady Vivien deliberately striven
to win a heart. Alas! that the fascination of a
fair face should be so great, while real worth is
uncared for! Yet soit was; hearts had been
but too readily offered for her acceptance; and
when a wooer had been blandly but firmly
rejected, she had always been able to say to here
self, “1t is not my fault that he has to endure
this disappointment. I cannot help it if he was
so egotistical as to think that his admiration
was worth more to me than what I received from
other and better men.”

She had been gratified by the homage offered
her; she had dressed, sang, smiled to secure it,
but only as the incense due to her beauby and
her rank. Never till now had she said to her-
self : I will not rest till he has confessed that
he loves me; till I have revenged myself for
every slight he has inflicted on me ; till his prido
is under my foot, and I can make him bow his
hanghty head, and do whatever I choosoe to
demand.”

It was a bold determination, and she had no
gleam of hope to work on save those few pas:
sionately-spoken words when she lay before him
fainting with weakness, and apparently uncon-
scious ; but Vivien was a passionate and wilful
gitl, ready to risk or dare anything rather than
endure the stinging sense of such mortification
a8 Sir Innis’s coolness often caused her.

o was cool gtill in spite of his kindness.
He was the first to sce wihen she wantod any-
thing ; the first to hasten to her assistance, if
she let her book fall, or her pillows required
altering ; but then there was none of ithe em-
pressement of the lover in his manner, nor could
her thanks, however softly murmured, or how-
ever prettily they were seconded by her grateful
glances, cause the slightest change to pass over
his imperturbable features. If she were ever so
gentle and winning his pulses did not seem to
quicken, nor did his eye rest more tenderly upon
her ; and if she grew impatient, and spoke to
him peevishly, he only raised his shoulders and
hig eyebrows a little, and strolled away, to
return whent she was in a more placable mood.

“Ho must have lost his heart before he
camo here,” she decided one day; bub when
she hinted this in a careless fashion to her
brother, it was promptly negatived.

“ Hatherfield a victim to the blind god! Not
he, indeed. If he had formed an attachment,
he is too loyal to be philandering here with
Cressy and the Estridges; he wonld be at the
feet of his lady-love; besides, ho frankly told
me not long since that he had net found the
fair dove, fond dove, &c., who i8 destined to be
his beanteous bride.”

¢ It’s my opinion that he is one of thoso in-
tensely egotistical men who are incapable of
feeling affection for anyone but themselves,”’
Vivien exclaimed; but Aymer had ceased to
testify any annoyance at her strictures on his
friend.

“If you are right, what a happy fellow he
must be! What aches, and paing, and miserable
moments he will be spared! I wish he would
teach me his secret. I'm too impression-
able myself. But I'm afraid talking so much is
not good for you, Vivien, dear ; your face is quite
flushed.””

“ With vexation at your ridiculous speeches,”
she retorted.

“Is that all? Then I’ll release you of my
presence. Here’s Hatherfisld—tallkk of the
angels, &c.—he shall be my substitute. Innis,
my dear fellow, come and try whether you can
amuse this poor dear invalid, and win sweeter
words for your pains than she has been givin
mo. I am dismissed as not worth listening to.”

Sir Innis, who had been walking, came for.
ward [directly, and put into Vivien’s hand the
bunch of snowdrops he had brought in with
him.

« Avmer does not ‘give me much encourace.
ment y;:o undertake the office he offors m‘;l”%";o
said, pleasantly. “If he, with his fund of r’endy
wit and good humour, caunot find something
entertaining to tell you, what success am I
likel:glto have in my endeavours p*’

“Please don’t talk as if I were a ohild,”
said Vivien, plmnt‘V,eIY- “ Aymer’s high spirits
aro rather overpowering when one’s head aches
oppressively, and I believe he provoked me into
calling him absurd; but 1 did not wish him to
trouble you to take hig place.”

“ It will neither trouble me to talk nor to keeg

Silen‘.’gi,‘l have had some experience wit!
§

nvalids,
‘

‘Oh ! don’t call mo that. Tam quite tired of
seelng everyone put on a sympathetic look as
soouas they enter the room, and try to walk more
softly and lower their voice,”
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“T was merely going to observe that I know
how easily the nerves are acted upon when we
are too weak to do anything but lie still and en-
dure whatever our well-meaning but often mis-
taken friends inflict upon us; so pray do not
hesitate to order me out of the room if I am
in your way.”

“Thanks ; but I had rather you stayed, un-
less it wearies you, I am afraid I am very
exacting P’ 5

Vivien looked up with a penitent air as
she said this ; but she bif her lip, for the polite
disclaimer she expected to hear was not spoken,
Sir Innis merely bowed, as if the remark were
unangwerable. : i

“ 1t is the first time since my childhood that
I have been really ill,”” she went on; “and I
suppose you will say that I ought to congratu-
late myself en that faot ¢’

“I don’t know. There are lessons of endu-
rance learned on a sick bed that are often of
inestimable value to us.”

“And you think I stand in need of such
lessons P -

“I was speaking in general terms, Lady
Vivien. Pray do not attach a signification to
my words that they were not intended to
convey.”

“ Did you think me in danger that evening my
folly was so sharply punished ?”” she demanded,
presently. “I faucied you were rather uneasy
about me, weren’t you £’

“So much so that I searcely know what I did
orsaid. If I shocked you with any incoherent
expressions, please impute them to the true
cause—my anxicty lest medical aid should not
arrive in time,”

- Again Vivien’s lip was compressed,

It would have been a great shock to Aymer
if anything had happened to me. Perhaps it
was of him you were thinking ?”’

It was of him I thought,” Sir Inuis gquietly
assented ; and Vivien, finding that he said no
more, turned restlessly upon her couch.

“1 shall grow nervous and feverish if I lie
here and recall such horrors; let us talk of
something else. After all, I will play the child ;
80 amuse me, §'il vous plait, monsieur.”

“ Willingly ; but how? Shall I tell you a
fairy story, or would you prefer a tale with a
moral, or shall I read to you "’ %

Vivien made a petite movement of disgust.

“Or play noughts and ervsses on a slate with
me, or birds, beasts, and fishes ? This is making
a baby of me with avengeance. Are you at the
end of your resources P—have you nothing better
to propose P’ )

“Tam afraid not; for I heard you say yester-
day that you were tired of chess, and con-
sidered dearté and besique detestable.”

“Talk tome of yourself, Sir Innis,”” she said,

imperiously. “*Yon have been a great travoller ;
tell me some of your adventures,”
_ “With pleasure. Shall I illustrate them with
some sketches from my folio? My deseriptive
powers are not very great, but with the aid of
a few photographs and drawings I may beable
to bring before you more vividly the places of
which I shall speak.”

He went in search of the portfolio, and Vivien
sab up to examine its confents, for she had an
idea that here she might find some clue to the
inner life of the draughtsman.

“ You sketch vory unequally, Sir Innis,” she
observed. * Here are half a dozen views drawn
witha vigorous pencil, eertainly, but not to be
named beside this scene near Chamouni.”

“ That is not mine,” he frankly avowed. It
wag painted for me by a yonng artist, whose
acquaintance I made while in Switzerland.”

¢ You should advise him to come to Londen ;
snch pictures as he can paint would surely
obtain universal admiration. But perbaps it is
- his Jove of his arb that keeps him on the Con-
e ; king with great

* No,” replied Sir Innis, speaking with grea
,dﬂ:hbal'ationx,’ “it is mot that; it is a foolis

assion for a lady whose affections ho is afraid
© ¢an never hope to win, which has made him
a wanderer in other lands for the last two or
thﬁe%yms."

C20W very romantic!” oxclaimed Vivien.
“One does not often hear such a love story in
this matter-of-fact ninetoenth century.”

“You do not regref 16 :

2 o t, do you ?’’ asked Sir
Innis, “Surely this friend of mine is wasting
his life and his talonts when ho wmoons about

solitary places, only wq b tibe il atrt
and making himsel g fs e o
e tho toy ho mwbm ho cannol

“ How ring it is to SRRt L i
contemptuously sgok'en of usm of my sox

Sir Innis laughed, and apologised ;

“I was thinking of the pretty face, the
Grecian nose, the delicately-chiselled lips, and
the deep, blue eyes, not of the lady herself, It

is with her beauty he is fascinated. Shemay be
the best or the worst of her sex, a seraph or a
virago, for aught he can know ; he has held
very little communication with her. A few
hours passed in the society of a beautiful woman
f};ght not to change the current of a man’s
ife,”’

“You are so dreadfully prosaic,” pouted
Vivien, "“For my own part, I am quite inte-
rested in your artist. What deep feelings he
must have! How faithful he is to his lady-love !
I am sure he must have been thinking of her
when he painted this, She is a cold?hea.rted,
ungrateful creature, or she would be proud of the
affection she has inspired.”

¢ In fact—to put it prosaically—she ought to

‘come down from her high estateand marry him.

Is this the course you would adopt if you knew
that you were the belle demoiselle who has in-
spired my artist friend ?”’

Vivien did not answer. Perhaps she con-
sidered the question impertinent, or she was not
ready with a reply te it ; but, by dropping half
a dozen of the drawings, she effected a diversion.
By the time the scattered papers were collected,
she had found other work for her thoughts, and
with parted lips, and widely-dilated eyes, was
bending over a water-colour sketch, which so
engrossed her that when Sir Innis spoke she did
not hear him,

s

CHAPTER XXIX.
REMINDED OF THE PAST,

WoAT was this picture that had such strange
interest for Lady Vivien St. Orme? It was
crude, and unfinished, nor did the subject strike
a casual observer as an inviting one, for it was
but the dingy interior of an old house—four bare
walls, a form merely outlined on a truckle bed,
and a window in a broken roof, through which
only a pateh of cloudy sky was visible; but
the light from this window fell on an exquisitely-
drawn face, upraised to it—the face of a very
young girl, dressed in the conventual garb of
a Sister of Mercy—the face of Vivien herself
some three years before the present time.

There was perplexity and even terror in her
eyes as she glanced from the picture to Sir
Innis, who had been furtively watching her
changing features; but he met her gaze with
the greatest composure, asking :

“ What have you thers that interests you ?”’

“ Nothing. I mean ib is a strange—that is,
an unpleasant sketch. TIs it yours?”

He leaned forward to look at the pieture. She
was tempted to draw it away and prevent his
seeing it, but checked the impulsa.

“ Mine? No. My ’prentice hand would not
bring ouf the lights and shadows in a few deft
teuches as you see them there. It is the work
of the artist of whom I was speaking a little
while ago.”

Vivien hurriedly thrust the serap of cardboard
under some others, for Cressida was coming,
and when that young lady begged permission
to examine the folio with her, she contrived to
slide it beneath the cushions on which she was
reclining. .

No one must seo it lest they should recognise
the likeness, and ask qfuestions which might
result in a revelation of the story that she
could not recall even now without a shudder.
Ah! Heaven, what shame, what humiliation
that adventure had cost, nay, was still costing
her! Tt had placed her in the power of an
unprincipled woman, who remorselessly taunted
her with the disgrace that would rest upon her
if it became known. The artist, then, to whom
Sir Iunis alluded, must be the Englishman who
had shared her captivity in that dreadful house ;
he had remembered her face well enough ’so
paint it from recollection. Would that his
memory had been less faithful !

Then her thoughts toek another but equally
tormenting direction. Did Sir Innis perceive
the resemblance the picture bore to herself ?
Perhaps the adventure had been confided to
him, and he had discovered that the proud,
fagtidious Vivien St. Orme was none other than
the rash girl whose affection for her brother
hia.d betrayed her into such an unpleasant posi-
t

mented on the drawings and listened to the
explanations given her by Sir Innis; but at
last she ventured a question :

“ Your artist friend—has he ever been in

P&r' P’! ¥
| '“?think not. 1 have never heard him speak

of having visited that city.” : ;

She began to breathe more freely! and surrepti-
tiously took another peep at the picture. After
all, it was not so very much like her; and the

on.
* She lay with closed eyes while Cressida com- |

(room in which the sister stood was so roughly

sketched that it might have been drawn for &
garret in a third-rate London house, instead o
the attic in the squalid dwelling of the Andrés.
Besides, the Englishman she had encountered
there would surely be too honourable and re-
spectful to claim any previous acquaintance
with her, if ever an unlucky chance brought
them in contact with each other.

Then Vivien’s cheeks began to glow painfully,
for she recollected how Sir Innis had told her
that this young man was wasting his days in a
hopeless passion for some lady. Could it be
for her? Heaven forbid! She could find
nothing amusing in his romantic passion now.

I shall tell my friend that you have praised
his sketches,”” the baronet observed, as he was
putting them together.

“Pray don’t!”’ was the hurried response.
“My opinion of them could not be of any
service to him.”

“But the artist, like ths poet, cannot exist
without praise,”” she was reminded. “Did I
tell you that I have advised him to come to
England p’

Vivien wineced.

“You have ? Oh, why P

“ That he may either be convinced of the folly
of his passion, or encouraged to hope that it will
be rewarded. It seems to me that the most
manly course he can adopt is to seek an inter-
view with thislady, boldly tell her how dear she
has long been to him, and ask her if she will
endeavour to reciprocate his affection.”

‘“ How could you do this ?’’ murmured Vivien,
wondering how she was to escape the dreaded
rencontre if the artist acted on this advice.

Do you, then, think the lady will be obdu-
rate? But why? If she can boast of her
ancient lineage, he, on the other hand, has the
fame of his genius. She may have an ample
dowry; but with his brush he can coin an
equivalent, and, with her smiles to encourage
him, who ean say what he may not achieve ? Do
you not agree with me ¢’

“No, no; let him forget her. She is doing
her best to forget him,” was the vehement
response, 10 sooner ubtered than repented,
Would not Sir Innis guess that she had some
unavowed interest in this arbist?

‘I am sorry you do not share my faith in the
lady’s generosity, for it is the advice I have
given her lover, and, if he acts upon it, he will
return to England immediately. Will you not
unite with me in wishing success to his
wooing P’

“ No,” said Vivien, so harshly that Cressida
looked up, and asked if she was thirsty, or did
she feel hungry, or would she like to be fanned,
or—dear, dear, how was it that she, Cressida,
never could hit upon the identical thing darling
Viva wanted P What would she like P

“ Only to be let alone,” murmured the latter H
and on this hint the baronet earried his folio
away, and Cressida followed.

As soon as the door closed, Vivien tore the
sketich into fragments, and tossed them into
the fire burning on the hearth, then threw
herself back on her couch, telling herself, un-
easily :

““ Ho is coming ; he will see, he will recog-
nige me, or, worse gtill, he will wear my ring,
and Aymer will know it, and ask how it came
into hivl possession, ‘Will he, like the Countess,
demand proof of the tale I have to tell, and
taunt me with its improba.bility when I confess
that I have none to give him ¢’

[To be continued.]

 The Queen of the Season™ commenced in No. 676 and
Part CLXVI.

Wonen.—Oh, the priceless value of the love of
a true woman ! Gohf cannot purchase a gem g0
precious ! Titles nnd honours confer upon the
heart no sugh serene happiness. In our darkest
monients, when disappointment and ingratifude,
with corroding eares, gather thick around, and
even gaunt Fover;y menaces with his skeleton-
finger, this love gleams around the soul with an
angel’s smile. Time cannot mar its brilliancy.
distance cannot weaken its influence, bolts uad
bars cannot limit its progress; it follows the
risoner into his dark cell, and sweetens the
gome morsel that appeases his hunger, and, in
the silence of midnight, it plays around his heart,
and in his dreams he folds to his bosom the form
of her who still loves on, %g:gh the world has
turned coldly from him. couch made by
the hands of a loved oneis goft to the weary limbs
of the sick sufferer, and the potion administered
b‘i the same hand loses half its bitterness.
The pillow carefully adjusted by her brings re-
pose to the fevered brain, and her words of kind
encouragement revive the sinking spirit,
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PARIS FASHIONS.

THaE new models in vobes de chambre are of fine
percale or holland, made in the Princess shape,
with very fine, narrow, double fluting down the
front, round the collar, sleeves, and pocketw, or
else with dentille Barcelone, forming deep facings
down the front, with narrow band in the middle,
on which are placed the buttons. Collar, cuffs,
and pockets trimmed with similar lace.

Another model consists of a very long, half-
fitting paletot and skirt of Alﬂuce.percale,_or
Rouen toile, plain or striped, and trimmed with
fancy braid. This can be worn as a breakfast-
dress in the country ; it is very pretty in striped
percale, blue or green, mauve, or rust and
white.

In toile éerue it is embroidered in white and
black braid mixed, forming very pretty and
effective patterns, and edged with bands of
broderie Anglaiso.

In new costumes this month wo noticoe, first,
for morning toilet a long blouse polonaise, of
striped brillantine, a very pretty fancy woollen
material, made loose, and fastened with a band
round the waist. It is trimmed with a band of
cream-coloured- brillantine, finely braided, the
pattern of the same colour as the stripe. Same
trimmings round the sleeves. The skirt is of
the darker colour of the stripes, and trimmed
with twé pleated flounces of the striped fabric,
put on with headings.

Also a costume of zephyr toile, skirh trimmed
with fine plissés, alternately stitched down and
en coup de vent, that is, fastened down at tho
top only. A second skirt, trimmed with one
plissé and heading, is draped up by means of
buttons. The bodice is a jacket with looge
fronts, fastened round the waist by a band, and
trimmed round with a narrow plissé, This
jacket ig finished with a large square collar, the
sleeves with frillings.

An afbernoon costume is of plain noisette beigo
material ; skirt trimmed with two narrow
flounces of noisette and buff striped flounces.
Polonaise of the same beige material, trimamed
all round with a striped frilling, draped up at the
back ; in front a similar frilling is quilled all the
way down. Pocket and sleeves of. the striped
material. Sleeveless paletot of noisette beige,
trimmed round witha striped frilling, fastened in
front with a bow and long ends of the same
faille.

Another pretty costume is of plain silver-gray
mohair. Upon the skirt there are two flounces
of the material, put on with narrow headings
and edged with a bias-band of very finely
checked "dark blue and silver-gray mohair, A
similar bias-band goes all round the polonaise
and tho half-fitting paletot. The paletot is open,
with long revers of thesame checked material ;the
facings upon the sleeves and the pockets are
also of the same, and the buttons down the front
are gray, embroidered with blue. This costume
is also pretty in buff and brown.

A more dressy costume is of grizaille silk.
Long skirt, trimmed round the bottom with a
small gathered flounce and five narrow bouillons
with a heading. TLong Princess polonaise,
merely trimmed round with one frilling all
round, it is bridled across the frent and draped
behind, finighed in two long square lapels.
Frillings and bows to match, to finish the neck
and sleeves. :

The demi-cintre paletot is still the favourite
model in mantles ; we also see, however, this
month, very prefity black silk mantles, in shape,
small cironlar, with long squara or rounded
lapels in front. Trimmings of fluted frilling,
fringe, or lace, with passementerie or broderio
all round the outlines.

The Breton jacket ig a nice modal for young
ladies, It is made in fancy cloth of any shade
of colonr, embroidered in wool to mateh round
all the outlines and across the plastron.

Another styls of Breton jacket is double-
breasted, and trimmed with close rows of the
flat silver buttons, called sequins. Thoe sumo
are placed upon the large square jackets and tho
sleeveﬂ.. e

Mostjackets, however, are made in the palstot
shape, of the same material as the dress, and
-without sleoves. : : :

Embroidered braid is as fashionablo as ever;
but the camaien style is in better taste than
that of contrasted colours.

(Dum‘s«yﬁon of Engravings on pages 408 and 409,)
No. 1.—GARDEN. -CHAIR,

Of bamboo, with seat and back of crash, em-
broidered with crewel.  Tho stripe at the back
I8 ornamented with a deep furniture-fringe.

_of braid, two chain,

No. 2—BRACKET FOR SUMMER-HOUSE.

The foundation is of polished deal, with
drapery of erash worked with designs in cross-
stiteh with crewel or ingrain cotton. The de-
signs shown in Nos. 11 and 18 will be found
suitable for this purpose. If preferred, the top
of the bracket may be covered with a piece of
furniture-velvet or erash, The edge is finished
by a cord sewn on,

——

Nos. 3 ANDp 20.—~GARDEN-CHAIR,

Of polished deal, ornamented with erash, em-
broidered with crewel on an application of cre-
tonne'designs. The lace trimming which is shown
in No. 20 is composed of mignardise, lace stitches,
and twisted bars. A tracing on transparent
linen of the lace ean be sent %rom the London
Publishing Office of this Journal for 84.

No. 4—INSERTION : CROCHET.

1st Row of Centro : Five chain, one roll-picot
into the second. (A roll-picotis worked thus :
Turn the cotton six times reund the hook, draw
through the stitch the roll-picot is worked into,
then draw through all the loops on the work to.
guther.) Repeat for the required length.

2nd Row : Five chain, one roll-picot into the
geeond of five chain, one single into stitech the
roll-picot was worked into in the 1st row, one
chain, one single into the first stitch of five
chain of 1st row. Repeat throughout the row.

3rd Row : Three treble under the one chain,
one chain. Repeat.

4th Row : Two treble between each treble of
last row. The other side is worked in exactly
the same way.

No, 5—~TRIMMING : WAVED BRAID AND
COROCHET.

Begin in the centro between the two lines of
braid. ‘Work one.single into two points of two
pieces of braid together, two chain, one treble in
the depth of the scallop of braid on each piece
Repeat.

18t Row of Hdge: One single into the depth
of tho scallop of braid, eight chain, one single
into point of braid, eight chain. Repoat.

,2ud Row : One siugle under the sixth of first
eight chain, ten chain, one treble into the third
of ten chain, two chain, one single into the
second of next eight chain, two chain, one single
into the sixth of next eight chain. Repeat.

3rd Row : One single under the two chain of
lagt row, two_chain, thirteen double under the
loop formed by the ten chain, two chain. Re-
peat.

For the heading :—

1st Row: Like the lst row of the edge.

2nd Row: One single into the sixth of eight
chain, five chain, one single into the second of
next eight chain, two chain. Repeat. :

3rd Row : Three treble under the five chain,
one chain. Repeat.

No. 6.—EDGING : CROCHET.

For the centre, work four chain, one roll-
picot into the first, eight chain, draw through
the last ntﬁ;oh of the four chain, eight chain,
ene single into the stitoh the roll-picot was
worked into. Repeat for the length required.

For the edge, three double separated by three
chain under the eight chain of last row, threo
chain. Repea,t._

Fpr the headizg, one double uuder the eight
chain of last row, five chain. Repeat.

No. 7.—TRIMMING,

Of cloth or velvet, embroidered with coloured
silk, and pinked at each edge.

Nos. 8, 14, 16, 18, AND 20.—GARDEN-TABLE,
WITH EMBROIDERED COVER.

The table is of deal, with polished legs. The
cover is of crash or Java canvas. Bither of the
designs Nos. 16 and 18 may be used. A quarter
only of the design is shown. The drape is
worked in eross-stitch with the design shown in
ﬁo. 8, and is ornamentad with the lace shown in

0. 20,

No. 9.—TRIMMING,
. Ot fancy woollen braid, suitable for ornament-
ing dresses, mantles, &c,
Nos. 10 axp 12.—INSERTIONS : DARNED
NET.

Suitable for trimming cravats, veils, fichus, &e.
Flossette for darning net can be pupplxed from
the London Publishing Office of this Journal for
3d. per skein, and 1d. postage,

LSS Ry
No. 11.—DESIGN FOR GARDEN-CHAIR,
BORDER, &o,

This border is suitable for a vari .
poses, such as seats and cuhio;znf?,‘;y ;:.r g;,
ohairs, borders for table-covers, &, The work
is in oross-stitch, for which orewel, ingrain
cotton, or wool, may be used, according to taste,
No. 12.—8es No. 10.

No. 13.—BORDER IN EMBROIDERY OR

DRESSES, MANTLES, &c. :

This design may be worked on cashmers or

silk with coloured sewing-silk.
No. 14.—Seo No, 8,

i)

No. 15.—TRIMMING FOR WASHING-
DRESSES.

This design is worked on bands of holland or
any washing material with coloured ingrain
cotton. The band is finished on both sides with
narrow torchon lace, :

No. 16.—See No, .

No. 17.—TRIMMING FOR DRESSES, &c.

This may be worked upon any material upon
which threads may be drawn, such as linen,
Qi‘olland, or a soft untwilled woollen material.
Lhe threads at the side aro drawn and interlaced
with silk, wool, or cotton. The threads arealso
drawn and knotted to form the fringe. Theem-
broidery is in satbin-stitch,

No. 2'18.—See No. 8.

= l{No. 19.—-VVORK-POCKET,

sillks, covered with darned i
design for which will be found in léJlg.t ,18, %'1‘1)%1;188.
A piece of blug sills, measuring 18 inches long
and 7 inches wide, is required for the pocket ;
this is covered with cream-coloured net, orna.
mented with five bands of embroidered net,
Turn up 5 inches of the silk, and sew the sides
noeatly together; the remainder is left to fold
gv«lar. It is fastened by a button and button-

ole.

No. 20.—See No. 3.

No. 21.—EMBROIDERY FOR PETTL
COATS, &a, :

Worked with white ar ingrai
ki on Torp oo e and colour(fd ingrain

—

+ The Proprietors of Tug Youna LApIEs’ JoURNAL
t?eg respectfully to inform their numerous subscribers
that they have made arrangements with Messrs,
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Streot, W., and 46,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with their
best Berlin wool :—Black and white, 53, 3d, per 1b.
Common colours, 6s, 6d, per 1b. Iugrain, Azuline,
and Humboldt, 6s, 11d, per 1b. Shaded and Partridge,
Zg. 6d. peg Ib..b Gag-green, 8s. petx]'.lb. N. B.—To save
lme, subscribers are requested to apply dir o
Mr. Bedford. . g i

THE HOME,

. HOUSEHOLD, _

PrusERVING Ecas.—The most eertain and
most lasting mode of preservation congists in
covering the eggs in a jar filled with lime-
water, and keeping them in a cool place,
The lime-water is prepared from quick-lime,
or that which has been slaked but lately, b;
placing it in a quantity of water greater than
would cover the ezgs. ~ The milk of lime which
is thus formed is allowed fo stand several hours,
The clear liquid that separates itself from the
excess of lime used is the lime-water, which i
poured off for use. Limo.watey not onl tm
vents the evaporation, singe the eggg 1;:'
plunged in tho lignid, but the alkali which i(;
holds in solution cloges the bores of the shell and
provents all f_ermentation, either of the g s
of the organic mattey which the water i?ig ]‘::
contain, Eggs kept in this wa, %

ddin, ; ¥ are good for
gllz]e : argsl’a‘i%i? s twelve op fourteen months after

& SANITABY.
UBE FOR THE Toorgioms, At

: ¢ —Ab a_meeti
gfs!;lx:e l}o;lldon Medical Society, Dr, Blake,ng
b eur%u:i ed practitioner, said that ho was able
el €. most desperate caso of toothache,
Wil 0 dlsea.s'e was conneoted with rheump-
AL ¥ the application of the following remedy :

um, reduced to an impalpable powder, two

drachmg nitrous spiri i
‘ g ; pirits of ether, seven drachms.
Mix anq apply to the tooth. !
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WOMEN'S DOMEST/O, USEFUL, AKD
LUCRATIVE EMPLOYRENTS.

No. XXV."
Wz have to resume the subjeet commenced in
our last number, “The Daily Governess.”
'Fhe veewrring seasons of recovery of nerve,
tone, spirits, and mental strength which ave
aviilable to the daily governess, and which are
represented by her intervals of absenee from
her charge, are not only a precions boon, bat are
sorecognised. The advantages of heér position
in this respect, indeed, are so thoroughly under-
stood, that many ladies are willing to take the
samo salary as daily governess, which they
would take if they were resident witli the family.

This means, that they estimate the privileges
of independence ab the pride of their rent, and
one or two meals every day; for this is the
sacrifice they are prepared to make in order to
énjoy them. If a lady, to give figures by
way of more clemly illustrating the case, values
her services as resident governess at £80 or
£100 per annum, she will frequently be glad to
take the same salary as daily governess. And
unless pradence or economy imperatively dice
tate to her the necessity of making as much
money in a given time as ‘she possibly can, irre-
spective of considerations of ease of comfort, it
is impossible not te sympathise with a prefer-
ence for » mode of lifo whieh leaves the go-
verness free to pay the attentions demanded by
filial duties or domestic ties; free to enjoy her
own distractions in her own way,and in her own
nabural or seleeted eirele, and at liberty, further,
to culbivate those social intimacies from whieh
may arise an eligible marriage.

‘We have already said that the advantages of
the position of the daily governess are fully
recognised and appreciated by ladies engaged
in the work of instruction; and it is only
anather way, and perhaps a more praotical one,
of re-stating the same proposition, when we say
that appointments as daily governess are in
great demand. In most cases it follows that
they are also in lopeless demand; and the
anxiety of ladies to secure them has the nataral
result of competition in every other profession
or departwent of a profession, that, namely, of
decreasing the scale of remuneration.

But the full effect of the ““run” upon non-
resident engagements is even yeot understated.
The_daily governess may devote on the ono
hand a part of her working time, or on the other
hand the whole of that time, tothe duties of her

e supported by ladies who are more or less
independent of any. exerfion for their main-
tenance or eomfort, and whose time is, therefore,
comparatively speaking, of little financial value.
'The laudable desire of such ladies to help in
procuring money for their needs; or, again,
the equally praiseworthy desire to employ a
portion of their timein doing something tangibly
useful to themselves and other people, intro-
duces a very formidable feature into the

eneral competition. The labour of those

dies who are so far amateurs that they
seek for employment as recreative, or as a
minor addition to a more or less adequate
provision for their persomal expenses, may be
to tho full as conscientious and thorough as the
labour of ladies whose principles of duty and
conscience aro fortified by the noecessity they
are undor of acquiring and sustaining a repu-
tation upon which they must depend as their
only hope of sunceessful bread winming. But it
is natural that the double incentive should be
strouger than the single one; and it may be
generally assumed that work will be done most
efficiently by those who are obliged to under-
take it for the pure elements of a livelihood. The
latter havo more at stake; and are nob in a
position to run the hazard of failure by any
lack of effort or painstaking. All parents and
guardians are not quick-witted or unselfish
onough 4o recognise this faet; and it thus
bappens that the lady who is not compeiled by
external cireumstances to show the best results
for her ingtruction, is preferred on speciously
eu"“q”?’?“l’l’l‘fﬁtﬂfles o one whose more varied
necessities compel her to seek a higher scale of
reguzg:atxﬁgio =
n tho w would seem to be a  course
for a lady 1ot to risk her chances of ;:lie :ppoinﬁ-
ment as governess by making s resolution to
accept only a daily one; n thera ave cir-
cumstances which shut Ter ouf frop; ghe possi-
“bility of performing the functiong of a resident
governess. The governess, in generl, may, if
she prefor if, endeavour to procure an engrige-
ment on the daily system ; but she will gathar
from what we have said that it will not be wi
for her rigidly to exclude from her

: plan the
altornative of a resident appointment, 3
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A LONDON ROMANCE.

—

CHAPTER I.
PORTLAND PLACE.

“ AND therefore; my dear Lilian, I frust I may
regard that matter as settled.”

The speaker was a portly; rather pompous
genfleman of somewhere between forty and
fitty, with a flovid face and a tight ctavab ; &he
hue of the oneé appearing the resnlt of the other.
He stood on the hearthrug of a handsomely-
furnished dining-room in a house in Portland
Place; one hand was behind his back, the other
swang his gold eye-glass, while his glance was
bent on his daughter, a graceful girk of over
lt‘;vgnty, seated at the table where luncheon was
aid.
Lilian Gray was an exquisite blotide, with soft,
caressing, violet eyes, whieh eould look very
mirthful ; but now tears were on her golden
lashes ; her cheek was pale, and as she sat back
in her chair her little hands plucked nervously
at her lace handkerchief. v

“Putting myself aside; papa,”’ she pleaded,
in a tremulous, musieal, sympathetic veice, *“it
seems 80 hard, so eruel, so unjust. Why should
our feelings change because our position has?
When Charley went away we were abont as
poor as he, and you would never have thought
differently of him if Unele John, of whom you
had lost sight for twenty years, had not died in
India, leaving you all his property.”’

“ Ixense me, Miss Gray,” responded her
parent; swinging his glass first to the left then
to the right, “I should have ‘thought very
differently, as any human being possessing an
average amount of common sense would, of a
man who promises what he does not perform.’”

“ Burely it was no fault of his, papa; he was
not to blame. How ceuld he help the misfor-
tunes which overtook him #”’

“Tub, tut, tut! What man is, in his own
opinion, to blame for not succeeding in life ?
Somebedy says ‘every man if he had his ambi-
tion granted would be a literary man.’ I say
he would rather be s wealthy ome. Charles
Filden said, ‘T’ll go to Australin and make a
fortune.” He goes, and doesn’t. It doesn’t
matter to me the reason why, but he docsn’t ;
and I consider I have every cause to rejoice
that when he proposed for your hand, Lilian, 1
would permit nothing like an engagemaont
between you until he returned with that fortane

“ Charley tells you the reason, pupa. The
Australian Bank, whers he had placed his
money, broke. The rains, the natives, and I
me::;l not ,vvhat, destroyed his land, oconge-
quently—- :

“He retmrns to England, if he ever should
return, a beggar. He ought to have been more
careful, but he was a reckless fallow from the
first.  Now, look at the contrasst : Bdmiind
Neville apparently went out much about the
same time as Charles Filden, and at the very
moment when all London is talking of the
former’s establishment, his horses, and his
wealth, you receive a letber from the latter
bemoaning his poverty.”

Lilian Gray’s pretty face turned red, then pale,
at the mention of Edmund Noville, ‘the rich
Anstralian, of whom, as her father had re-
marked, all London was talking.

Mr. Gray did not fail to perceive the change.

“I believe,” he remarked, raising a glass of
claret to his lips, ¢ Mr, Nevillo rides with you
to-day in the Row ¢” p

¢ He asked your permission to do so yesterday,
papa, and you gave it him,” a‘nswewed Lilian,
indifferently.

“Of course I did. As your acecepted suitor
he has a right.”

“Accepted P Oh! papa,”
¢ surely you will not foree me #o this? I like
Mr, Neville much, but—

. You still think of that fellow Filden " kroke
in Mr. Gray, weathfully. * Miss Gray, am I
your father or am I not? Do you owe me
obedience, or do you net? Mr. Neville desires
to address you as your suitor, I have granted
him his desire, and request, as I have said, that
Itmafiyi’!;?g&rd the matter as settled. Yeu under.
stan
g “ Porfectly,” said Lilian, coldly, inclining her
ead.

¢ And your answer P’

“ That, being my father, I will obey you,”

She roge from her seat as she spoke, and
moved to the door,

“ Lilian, come here,” exclaimed Mr. Gray,

Wwide | looking after her.

She returned at once and

waited his will, her
soft, sad eyes raised to his,

1 ] he deelared he would acquire. Why didn’t|
grofewon. And either of these characters may | he ¢’

plea,dgd Lilian, [ 1

'de‘e‘:i,{:or bl

“Tell me,” he proceeded, “did you in any
way engage yourself to Charles Filden §”’

* No, sir, becwuse you forbade it.”

“Then no tie exists between you ?'’°

“ None, save—save ouz love.”’

““ Of that he has proved himself unworthy, A
man who caunot make a livisg for himsdlf has
no right %o take a wife. Such being the ease,
I may as well tell you that, owing o Mr.
Neville having to leave for the Continent next
autumn, I have consented that your marriage
shall take place befors that time.”

A startled; bewildered expression sprang into
Lilian’s eyed; but she did not speak. Of a
gentle spirit; she had ever stood in awe of
her father, who, in poverty as in riches, had
ever made his will sapreme. [ilian would have
beeti a bad representative of ¢ Woman’s Rights.”
Thus she only bent her head in submission, and
hurried from the room to her own apartment.
Here, securing herself from intrusion by look-
ing the door, she drew from her pockek a lebter
written on thin paper, and bearing tue post-
mark ¢ Adelaide.”

1t was from Charley Filden. When a poor
curate’s son he had loved Lilian, but lacking
means to wed, had bravely resolved to win a
fortumo for her in the New World. He had
startod full of hope as was she, so did she

_trust him ; bub searcely three years hud elapsed,

and she held in her hand the sad ennfession of
failure—of heavy losses ~of broicusiearted
despair. Opening the letter for the fiftieth time,
she read :

“ My Owx Swear, Dnsgesr LiniAN,—

¢ Almost at the samo time aat the
mail brought me the joyful news of youv change
in fortune, my own was utterly ruined. y
land had failed; and the bank wnorsin I had
deposited :all my gains—hoarded with such
miserly oave, for every shilling brought me
nearer to you, darling—stopped piayment; and
despairing, Heart-crushed, comperaticely penni-
less, I found myself confronting tho *utare, with
all the hard fight again to be fougst. Still onl
say, sweet love, you will wait for me, and I will
fight it—the next time with suecess.”

“Oh, Charley, poor Charley!’ exolaimed
Lilian, her eyes too dim to read move, Bending
her fave on her hands, she shed bitter tears—
te;m'g which seemed the requiem of her hopes as
of lis

——

CHAPTER 1L
EOTTEN BOW.

LiriAn GrAY's marriage with Edmund Neville,
the rich Australian, was a thing decided. Society
talked about . Match-making mammas and
eligible d&ughters envied the lady’s good for-
tune.. Lilian, herself, foreed to yield, was re~
signed. She-had not heard again from Charley;;
but then she had not answered his letter. What
could she have said if she hud ? That she was
a weak, timid woman, so accustomed $o be ruled
by the paternal command, that even in this she
had yielded. No less.

1t wanted just a month to ker wedding-day,
when, attired for riding, she stood in the draw-
ing-room awaiting Bdmund Neville and an old
friend, a Mrs. Arbuthoot, who kindly cha-

' peroned hier whem she went abroad.

Lilian looked remarkably well in a habit, and
not o mirror but repeated the tale, that never
had she been prettier shan on this affernoon.
Her golden hair was fastened in earcless braids
behind with a blue ribbon ; and the top hat,
which becomes few women, well suited her
delicately-cut features, softly shadowed by her
veil. Her whxg lay beside her, and she was
fastening her daiuty riding-gleves, when Mrs.
Arbuthnot, a wmiddle-aged widow, was wshered

1.

“I hope I have not kept yom waiting, my
dear,” she exclaimed, gaily ; “but en the very
eve of starting, that Sir %’nnstile came in, and
ke is a true button-holder if any man ever was.”

“ Nay,” smiled Lilian, “there needs mo apo-
logy ; Mr. Nevillo has not come yet.” i

“ Not come | Gracious, what a lover ! Exouse
me, my dear, but when poor Arbuthnot was &
suitor to me, I’ve heard him say that when we
had made an appointment, he used to hover fgr
a full hour about the house with his watch in
his hand, that he might be at the door to the
minute. Do yoy know it has strack me once or
twice that Mr. Neville is not a very enthusiastio
lover—one yather of the cold, though perhaps

is quite enthusiastic enough for me, I
assure you,” smiled Lilian, sadly, as she played
with her whip,

““Ah, my love, I see you can’t forget Charley
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Filden. Poor Charley! But really, Lil, your
father is perfeetly right; in your present posi-
tion he is no fit match, while Fdmund Ne-
ville—""

‘ Hush,” interrupted Lilian, * he is here.”

Edmund Neville was a handsome man of about
thirty ; tall, gentlemanly, and of a fair com-
plexion. He had languid eyes, and his manners
seemed to harmonize. With perfect self-posses-
sion he greeted Mrs. Arbuthqot, ];issed Lilian’s
hand, coldly apologised for his b_emg late, then,
offering his arm, led her downstairs. =

“Well, upon my word,” thought the widow,
gathering up her skirts, as she followed, * if m
Sam had not been more of a lover than that,
should never haye been Mrs, Arbuthnot. And
the girl actually seems pleased at‘it.”’

The Row chanced, on that afternoon, to be
unusually thinly attended, and without the
rails on the grass under the trees the Piccadilly
exquisite, and the City clerk with his wife and
family, loitered at their ease.

Among those watching the fair equestrians
was a man, who, from his style and dress, at-
tracted general attention. He was tall, with
broad, well-made shoulders, which set off with
a manly grace the loose velveteen,coat he wore.
His features were handsome, his expression
frank and genial, while a well-kept, red-brown
beard descended low over his chest. Finally,
on a head of wavy, curling hair rested a broad-
brimmed tourist hat, turned slightly up at the
side. He certainly was not an exquisite,
nor a City clerk; he might have been an
artist, given a little—as the genus is prone—to
eccentricity, 1In any case, he was a gentleman.

From half-past one he had been at the Row,
either walking or leaning over the rails, his
clear gray oyes moving swiftly here and there
under the shadow of his hat. It was now past
three wkan he, like all the rest, was startled
by a quick, sharp, feminine ory. The stranger
rose erect from his bending position and turned ;
when his countenance went as pale as death,

Galloping towards him, nay, almost passing
him, was a spirited chestnut mare, whose rider
had evidently lost all control. Her hat was off,
her hair streamed over her habit, her face was
ashen white, her hands laid listlessly before her,
her form swayed helplessly in the saddle, her
eyes were fixed on him—the stranger.

“ Lilian I he gasped. “ Idiot—madman—she
will fall I’

In a second he was over the rails, catching
the mare’s rein; then his arm encircling the
fair rider, he lifted her from the saddle.

_, “Oh! Charley, come back,” murmured Lilian
Giray, as she sunk fainting on his shoulder,

To bear her from the Row to one of the seats
under the trees was no difficult task to Charles
Filden.  Oblivious of everything else, he was
gazing with passionate fondness into her pallid
countenance, when Mrs, Arbuthriot, scared,
alarmed, laid her hand on his arm. :

“Charles Filden,” she whispered, reproach-
fully, “in Heayen’s name what do you here ?
Go instantly, Do not mak
you have already. You should never have come,
Do you not know——"" Fo

“ Everything. That the love Lilian gave mao,
by her father’s command she has given to
wnother. He does not surprise me. I read his
character well; but it would bo madness to
conceive my darling as mercenary.”

. You wrong her. She must obey her father’s
will.  He is rich, you—"

..*Are a beggar,” interrupted the young man,
bitterly. “Yes—yes, you are right.” I will go,
but on one condition ; Promise me an interview
to-morrow with Lilian,”

“ Impossible ; her father will not permit it.”’

“ He need not know it, Mrs, Arbuthnot., You

were once my friend ; be so now.”’
3 The widow was in a most painful dilemma,
“hould Lilian, now being attended to by a lady
friend and Edmund Neville, recover and see
Cl}?ﬂey, what an esclandre thers would be !

You foree me to comply,” she said. “ Come
to my house,'(‘?romwell Gardens, to-morrow at
eleven, If Lilian will grant an interview you
shall see her.” :

 Charley, with a_few words of thanks, raised
his hat, and strods oft through the crowd, which
stared at his handsome, well-built figure, then,
contemplating Lilian, wondered,

e

CHAPTER III.
CROMWELL GAEDENS.

EXACTLY to the hour appointed Charles Fild,

attired just as he had been on the pre:-iaou; d:;:
knocked at Mrs, Arbuthnot’s residence, Crom-
well Gardeéns., Op being admitted he was at

once ushered into the drawing..
found the widow alone, i e

2 worse scene than | k

““ Mr. Filden,” she said, rising to greet him,
¢ you took an unfair advantage of my position
yestesday. It was cruel, very cruel to Miss
Gray, who is not her own mistress. Yesterday
you said you knew that in a menth Lilian weds
Edmund Neville,” she said quietly ; ““yet you
give her, give yourself, the pain of this inter«
view. B

Charley gripped his hat in both his hands ;
a sharp spasm contracted his features as he
rePlie , bitterly :

‘Why? Can you not divine, madam?
Would you refuse me the smallest serap of
consolation? You, too, kiow all, Have I not
suffered enough ?”’ <

The widow looked into the pleasant, manly
face, now so full of pain and expectancy, and
was troubled. ;

“From my heart I pity you, Charles Filden,”
she said. I would haye saved you both a use-
less agony : I am unable—she is there,”

She pointed to an inner drawing-room. Charley
pressed the extended hand gratefully to his Iips,
then disappeared through the folding-doors.

Lilian had heard his voice, and, pale and
trembling, was awaiting him. As he entered,
abruptly throwing out her small hands as rather
to keep him off than in greeting, she cried,
piteously : g

 Charley—Charley, forgive me! The fault
is not mine. Why did you return "’

He took the cold hands, pressing them to his
lips, his heart, then said, with intense emotion :

‘“If not yours the fault, then whose, Lilian ?
Why did I return? To look upon you once
again—you in whom my happiness is centred—
to tell you vy love could never change.” R

She raised her head quickly, meeting his
glance with tender reproach.

“ And do you think mine can ever, Charley ?’’
she exclaimed. “ As I loved you once must I
always? At another’s will we may give our
hands, we cannot our hearts; that is beyond
our power.,””

. “Then youlove me, Lilian P’ he cried, a bright,
joyous gleam in his eyes. * You do not of your
own free will wed Edmund Neville "’

“Charley !” She said no more, but the tone
wasg all-eloquent.

*“ Then why wed him ?”

“Because my father commands, and you
know him as I do,” she rejoined ; then,
with sudden despair, she added : * Oh, Charley,
you have come too late. Pity me, my word is
. given-—be merciful I’

¢ Merciful! How can a man be merciful,
Lilian, when his very life is being plucked from
him ? Heaven alone knows how fondly I loved—
I trusted you. What matter no word of promise
had passed between us—did such an affection as
ours need it P That bound us surely. Oh! Lilian,
could you but know the blessing that belief in
you has been my strength, my comfort. Do
you recollect when last we walked together,
Just as we said farewell, stooping, you gathered
some forget-me-nots, and placed them in my
ands. I vowed I would only part with them
with my life—that they should be my oom-
banions—my consolation,in my distant, friend-
less home ; and they have*been so. Soe.’”

Drawing from his pocket a small crystal
phial he held it towards her. Apparently
within lay a tiny heap of dust. Charles Filden
held it awhile in his hand, pressing it to his lips
breathing upon it until, under the warmth
through chemical agency, to Lilian’s amazo, the
flowers seemed to form themselyes into their
origiynal shipe.

“Yes,” he prooeeded, passionately, 1}
golitary wateh-fires ; in the dreary bﬁ{a,h : auyzig;g
disappointment, danger, sickness, this hag

he expostulated.

| Lilian, and I have arisen

brought me happiness ~ and hope. In mo-
ments of despair it has recalled you to me,
strengthened, strong
to overcome all obstacles. Now I return—for
what 7 :

She was sobbing bitterly, and did not speak.
He went on:

“ Returned for what? To say I have a home,
though a poor ome, in Australia. To ask you
to be its mistress. To forego wealth, the Old-
World friends, for my sake, Though not
rich, may not our affection content us? Lilian,
Lilian, I await your answer; will you make
this sacrifice P’ - -

“Charley,” she exclaimed, eagerly taking his
hand, “I am weak, but you have made me
streng. Take me away—oh! take me to
Australia as your wife. Gladly will I leave all.
It is no sacrifice I make, dear, Rather do I
implore you save me from the miserable future
which is in store.” il

He had caught her to his heart; his lips had

sealed the compact; when they were startled | ;
asunder by voices in the other drawing-room, to 1

A second after, Mr, Gray rushed in, followed

by the scared widow, and Edmung Neville, calm
and imperturbable.

“Then it’s true, every word of it!” gasped
Mr. Gray, crimson with rage. ‘““ He is here.
Lilian quib the room. I wish to speak to—to
that fellow alone. I will talk to you later.”

“Before I obey, papa,” said Lilian, cou-
rageously, but drawing mnearer Charley, “I
want to ask Mr. Neville kindly to release me
from my engagement. When he knows all, T
feel he is too generous to refuse. Ho is aware
I taccepted him at your eommand, but I find
the love I once gave is impossible of recall. I
intend to marry Charles Filden, and go back
with him to Australia, If he has. to work, so
will I.”

Mr. Neville, smiling, bowed; but Mr. Gray,
growing redder and redder, was about to reply,
when Charley, raising his hand imperiously for
silezlnce, and putting Lilian’s arm under bhis,
said :

‘“ One instant, sir. Kindly answer me a single
question. Had T realised the fortune I vowed
I would for Lilian’s dear sake, would you then
have refused her to me ? Answer me, I entreat;
much may depend upon it.” 2

“Had you done anything so meritorious,
sir, I could not have refused, as you had my
promise.””

“A hundred thanks for that confession,”
broke in Charley Filden, with a bright, joyous
laugh, “for there ends the comedy, as, praise
Heaver_x, it is no drama. Mr. Gray, I have to
apologise to you, to Lilian, and to society at
large, for my “poverty is a hoax. The wealthy
Australian, of whom yourself, as all London,
have been talking, is not old Ned here, my best
and dearest friend, but your humble servant, and
no other.”

‘ Charles Filden,” remarked Mr.
a stare of bewilderment,
enigmas.”’

“Then, sir, Iwill explain. The fact is, by a
most unforeseen piece of luck, I had just put
the finishing stroke to a speculation which ren-
dered me wealthy for life, when Lilian’s letter
arrived, announcing your difference of position.
I can’t tell why, but as I read the idea entered
my brain that, if you imagined me poor, yon
would still reject me. This was no matter of
surprise ; but a doubt followed, for which I have
had every cause to be ashamed, that Lilian
might also be biassed by this sudden access of
wealth and the admiration of richer, grander
suitors. Hence—I hold myself no way excusable
—I got Ned, who was returning with me to
England, to purchase me house, furniture, and
horses in his name, also to lay siege to Lilian’s
heart through her father. At one time, I con-
fess, I feared I had lost her ; but—"

“Oh! Charley—Charley,” interrupted Lilian,
half-laughing, half-crying, “you certainly dee
served to !”

“I own it, dearest. Still, am I forgiven ?”’

As he took her small hands in his, and looked
fondly into her sparkling eyes, Edmund Neville
remarked, sotto voce :

“My dear Mrs. Arbuthnot, the cat is out of
the bag. I think, as we came up, I saw luncheon
laid in the dining-room. Don’t you fancy we
are de trop here ?”’

“ Mr. Neville, in_all my life I was never go
much surprised and delighted!” exclaimed the
widow.

“By Jove! yes. It will be all over the town
before morning. Quite a London romance, ign’t
007

“A London romance,’” laughed his companion,
as he conducted her from theroom, “ which wil]
assuredly have St. George’s, Hanover Square,
for an ending.” E. W. p,

Gray, after
‘I am not a guesser. of

e
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MY LADY JANET.

CHAPTER XXX.
ANNOUNCEMENTS.

LADY JANET twisted her white hands together,
and, peering into her silver-framed mirror, was
shecked at the agitation painted om her face.
She went and bathed it in tepid water to bring
colour back to the soft cheeks; she bound up
her hair afresh, unassisted by her maid, and
then changed her silken costume for a white
dress, with a plain gold necklet and cross, and
a few real lilies of the valley in her golden hair.
She looked lovely thus, as any poet’s dream, fit
to inspire the verse of a Tennyson or a Rosetti.
The ° Heavenly Damosel”’ of the latter could
hardly have looked more angelic. Yet fair Lady
Janet was sore and angry at heart—angry, of
all things, with Lord Challoner for forcing her
into an engagement,

“I will break it off,” she said to herself,
between her shut white teeth; “and if I first
break it off with Max, I don’t see what harm he
can do me. Yes, I will first get rid of Max, and
when that is forgotten, I will walk straight to
grandpapa and tell him that I quite mistook m
feelings .toYva,rds Challoner, and that I won’t

ma im,

After that Lady Janet descended to the
library, where she found Lord Challoner most
anxiously expecting her. He sprang up when
she entered, and advanced to meet her, his eyes
shining with excitement and joy.

¢ Oh! my precious darling, how you torture
me by keeping away from me!” he cried out.
“ Hiyv is it, Janet, that when I would shed my
blood and give my life to please you, you are
8o cold towards me P’

Lady- Janet looked down at a spray of
geranium she held in her hand.

“I am mnot demonstrative, William,”
answered, gravely.

‘“ Not towards me,” replied the jealous lover ;
“but you can be towards others.”

She raised her brown eyes inquiringly to his
face, and a faint pink dyed her fair cheek.

“ What do you mean ¢’ asked the young girl,
haughtily.

“I mean, of cgurse, only that favourite of
yours, Miss Spindler, whom you kiss and call
a darling, and that hideous old yellow hound
whom you likewise kiss.””

Challoner’s eyes were aflame with love and
anger ; he felt that Lady Janet, all plighted to
him as she was in the eyes of the world, was
still divided from him by the width of the
universe in soul, in spirit, in heart; very sus-
picious, most miserable and anxious he felt ; and
yet this young noble’s love was of that insen-
sate, mad sort, that he would willingly have
married her had he even known that she loved
another man. His was the very folly and ecstasy
of passion; without her life seemed valueless to
him as a parcel of old rags. His youth, his
strength, his manhood, his intellectual vigour—
his vast wealth, his sounding title, his manors,
and estates, and castles—his wines, and horses,
and diamonds—his plate, and carriages, and
servitors—his devoted mother, his loving sisters,
his kind father,—all these blessings and rich
gifts from Heaven weighing as dust in the
balance against the smiles and coveted caresses
of that one slight, fragile girl.

“I will not caress the dog in your presence,
Lord Challoner, and I will not call dear old
Spindler darling either when you are near.”

Lady Janet was very cruel. Girls can wound
and pierce a heart that loves them sometimes,
and take a savage pleasure also in the anguish
they inflict. Thus did slight Lady Janet, look-
ing half-sleepily out of the brown eyes at the
passion-wrought face of her lover. “Casting

earls before swine,” is it, to throw precious

uman love at the feet of an idol, unfeeling, and

091?, and hard, as was this delicately-reared

girl,

1 It may be said, with truth, that Lord Chal-
oner had only himself to thank that he had
Tagged Janet Eustace into this engagement
:g":‘mt her will. That is true; but his love was
et ntenge, his suffering so acute, that one would

fg‘“‘ 2 truly womanly heart to feel a few

e'; of pity.
foeliny g::g: gadbimt one }fp'arl:il Spehwq.s i
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E up1 11;0 h:lx;' suddenly, and
: + er will, with desperation to
is heart ; for she wag oold: ooy, and cruel to-

g&rgin}gﬁ; oggallglpressed passionate kisses on

“I love you, Janet, and }

it geems to me that
%ggkglluui)?g(ﬁge ™me,™ ho 8aid, in a voice nearly

o

Y | room,

¢ Let me go, please,” she said, in a cold voice

of displeasure. “I thought you kmew that,
even as a child, I always hated to be kissed.”

3 SliOle het geleased her, folding his arm?, a,ncé
ooking with his honest gray eyes, almos

with the look of a famished %lt;us;xd on a coveted
morsel of food. Betrothed to her! — good
heavens! And with all the higher powers of
parents and exalted grand:parents smiling on the
proposed match, and yet she shrank from his
honest, if too demonstrative, embrace, as if he
had been some rough “navvy,” coarse, brutal,
and dirty, instead of an Oxford scholar, dn
English noble, who might one day help to
guide the helm of the nation—he, Lord William
Challoner, heir to the noble Earldom of Chandos.

* * %* * *

Now the announcements of the * dance and sup-
per to be given at the Assembly Rooms, Pen-
dowen, patroness the Right Honourable the
Countess of Chandos, the proceeds to be devoted
to her ladyship’s hospital at Aberglade,” were
posted all over the town of Pendowen.

The Fleurelands family were considerably
excited. Colonel Fleurelands’ arm was so
much better that he was now able to leave his
and appear in the parlour, where he
scolded and grumbled, snarled and raved, from
morning till night ; but when he was told of the

‘dance, and that Sir Arthur Ashmore had re-

turned to Atherstone, he asserted that it was
his intention to call on the great man ome
morning.

“He is quite}l on intimate terms with my
brother, Sir Anthony, and once, when the regi-
ment was quartered at Gibraltar, Sir Arthur
dined with the mess. Yes; I shall introduce
myself. No doubt I shall be asked to dine, and
I shall go, if my arm s in a sling,; it will be a
comfort to get a meal decently cooked, after the
diabolical messes they send usup in this lodging-
house.”

At that moment Clare entered with a basin
of soup. The Colonel’s brows met in an omi-
nous scowl. He had not been out in the fresh
air since the night when he had been tossed out
of the carriage when returning from the pic-nio,
and in consequence his appetite had failed.

“1 smell it from here; it is an abomination !”
cried the Colonel.

“I made it myself, uncle,”” began Clare,
“ according to the receipt-book ;”’ and indeed the
soup gave out a most pleasant odour, and looked
brown and rich.

But the Colonel took wup a [spoonful and
looked with an ugly leer into thelovely fage of
his niece.

“You made it yourself ?”” he whined, in a
hideous voice meant to mimic the dulcet tones
of Clare. “ Perhaps you wounld like me to
fling this spoonful over your dress.”’

Clare, who was delicacy and neatness itself in
her plain attire, shrank a little at the horrible
suggestion.

It is really difficult to admit that this ill-
tem%ered little cur of a Colonel was a gentleman
by birth, position, and education ; he did not
fling the seup at Clare, but he suddenly opened
the window and threw it out upon the grass.

“ There,” said he, with his grim smile, ¢ that’s
one thing I have done that I am glad of. No
rascally lying woman with a story of her widow-
hood and six children will have that soup given
to her by those charitable hands of yours. Miss
Clare, I hope you will continue to make soup
all your life to the same good purpose. I'm
sure you must feel quite philanthvopic ‘after it,
don’t you P’ - 4

“ Oh, uncle!”

“Don’t you?” thundered the Colonel. I
will have an answer. Don’t you feel yourself
a sort of saint now that you have made that
soup and that I have flung it out of window ?”’

“ No, uncle.”

“No, uncle!” mimicking her tone. * Well,
then, I’'m sorry you don’t; and now shut the
wmc}?w, and go to Halifax as fast as ever you
can,

This was the kind of life which the Colonel
led his relatives.

Clare was leaving the room when Rosalinda
en‘t‘eIre(iii. @

MHlung the soup out of the window, m
dear,” said the Colonel to his daughter. K I{
was delicious.”

“Papa,” returned Rosalinda, ignoring the
goup, ““we all mean to go to this ball at the
Assembly Rooms. Fancy, all the officers will
be there, and Lord Challoner,”

“Tam glad you can all afford it,” cried the
Colonel. 5

“ Ah! papa, you won’t refuse us, and Sir
Arthur will be there.” ¢

“I will go,” said the Colonel, pompously,
after a pause.

“I don’t think all of us_ought to go,” said
Rosalinda, casting a grudging glance ab Clare.
“T think we shall seem such a ridiculously
large party—thrée girls. Let one of t_hem" stay
at home—Clare, you don’t eare for gaiety.

But the Colonel was in the mood to contrg.
diet everybody : :

“She shall go!”’ he snarled; *if you do
make a ridiculous] party ; and I shall go. We
will all go. I shall stand up in a quadrille my-
gelf if T find a decent set, if not I shall sit and
watch the others ; but’] mean to introduce my-
gelf to Sir Arthur, of course!”—and then
Colonel Fleurelands arose, and strutted about
the room with his usual air of self-importance.

Rosalinda flew up-stairs so make all sorts of
arrangements for the adornment of her fair

 solf, to consult her mother, and t. arrange the

ugliest combination of colours sh> could de-
vise for the purpose of defacing the beauty of
her cousin Clare.

Clare herself, having handed her uncle a
daily paper, for which he had asked, and having
been peremptorily told by that amiable gentle-
man t0 leave him in peace, and not to disturb
him by the rustling of her dress—of course,
using an ugly adjective before the word dress—
Clare herself sought her sister in her apart.
ment, and here the two held consultation ove:
their 3éess for the dance at the Assembly
Rooms. :

During the past week the visits of young
Mr. Arthur Morgan to the villa lodging-house
had been pretty frequent. Rosalinda and her
mamma had always contrived to be in the way,
and no word had the young man spoken that
could in any way be construed into the meaning
that his heart was full of, but that he lacked
the courage and opportunity to utter. Yet
Anna saw how the game lay: she knew well
that the young man whose acquaintance with
herself began while she sat, thinly protected from
the weather, on an unsaddled horse, and he led
him by the bridle through the passes of tne
Welsh mountains, was yearning to offer her
his heart, and to ask her to promise to be his
wife. Consequently and naturally, Anna had
ceased to do her hair in hideous Chinese
fashion, and to wear ill*assorted colours for
the sake of making herself look absurd; and
now she set her bright wits to work to make
herself and her sister each appear as pretty as
possible at the forthcoming Assembly.

Max Carstairs had been in the previous after-
noon, looking pale and distrait; but he had
passed his word to his friend Marston that Lo
should be at the dance, and, for some subtle
reason, beautiful Clare was not loth to allow
her loving sister to rule that she should wear
what became her, and set off her pale but ex-
quisite, complexion to perfection.

*‘ Her will is very strong,” said Anna, setting
her elbows firmly on the little toilet-table, and
pursing up her red lips; “ but so is mine, Clare.
Presently she will be in with a hundred hideous
devices for our disfigurement; but I am deter-
mined we will look charming, both of us; You
shall be ravissante, as the %‘renoh say—a per-
feot dream of beauty ; and Max Carstairs——"

Anna paused suddenly ; Clare blushed vividly.

“There!” cried Anna, “I knew you were
losing your heart to that man! Clare, is it
wise P’

A flash shot from the glorious eyes of Clare.

“Is this kind, Anna ?”’ she asked. * What
grounds have I given for you to accuse me in
that fashion? Have I said I thought Mr, Car-
stairs a noble-minded young man, gifted and
graceful, and one also with a high standard of
right and a compassionate heart? I think
him all that; he speaks so tenderly of the poor
whom he has attended in the hospitals. Bub
he has mnever given me the least reason to
think that he holds any exalted opinion of me.
He has never flattered me ; he has never flirted
with me.”

*“No,” replied Anna, slowly, “he is & man of
}:he world—one who will ¢ see his way clear,” as
it is called ; that is, begin to build his fortune
before he thinks of a wife, and then, mark my
words, Clare, he will marry a rich one.”

Clare’s beautiful head drooped. Anna watched
her narrowly; then she went up to her, and
clasped her passsionately to her heart,

“Clare, darling, you ought to marry a
prince!” she said. .

And Clare answered, slowly :

“I may be wrong, but it seems to me that
Max C:.rsta.irs E a prin:e a.mong men.”’ 3

“I never heard or saw anything so abomi-
nable in all my life I””  cried Rosalindb,,
S es S inighb of s 0

was the night of the dance at the Assembl
Rooms. ~ All the Fleurelands family stoog
dressed in the sitting-room, g aiting the arrival
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of the cab that was to convey them to thoe|

festive seene.

Anna had allowed her tyrannical cousin to
dictate the most hideous head-gear for herself
and (lare, had listemed while ske forbade the
wearing of fresh flowers in their hair, as thowgh
she meant to be obedient te her orders; and
then, lo and behold ! just as thexe is positively
1o time to alter a riband or a button, the two
sisters enter the room looking positively ¢harm-
ing, a3 Anna had predicted. Anna herself in
whito crépe, with real vine-leaves in her shining
brown hair, arranged tastefully ; a wide, green
sagh, with trimmings of imitation vine-leaves
on the skirt; a eross and neckiet of white aqua-
marines, which had belonged to her mother :
the white and pale green subdued amd set-off
the rather too ruddy tones of Anna’s fresh com-
plexion. She looked like a country majden, but
full of grace and refinement. Clare wore white
orépe, with full, rose-colonred trimmings, and
one splendid, rieh, dark, real rose nestled amid
her raven tresses. Exocitement had called the
faintest pink to her ivory skin; she looked,
indeed, beautiful. :

Rosadnda was radiant in a white ball-dress,
with gold stripes, and she wore pearls in her
hair and on her neck; but her sallow face was
flughed with anger, her eyes looked dull and
angry.

* Real leayes and flowers—snch affected trash !
Papa, do make them pull thom, out! And
Anna’g hair done in that absurd way, instead
ﬁf b!'eing tucked away in the fashion that suits

er!” .

“Rosalinda, I have ceased to be a Chinese;
I am again an Eoglishwoman!” cried Anna,
lightly.

“ Ah! you always reiainded mo of o bedpost
with all o curtains pinuned up for the room-
sweeping, when yon wore your hair like that !”
snarled the Colonel. “I always thonght yon
did i$ to annoy me.”

At that junetnre the eab drove up, the Fleure-
lands famisy entered, ani were driven away to
the Assembly.

* * * ” *

Maxz Carstairs was in evening oeostume, with
white tie and white gloves; he was going to
the Assembly Rooms. Why was he going?
e could hardly have told you. .Onl{ two days
nefore he had received the follewing letter from
Lady Janet, by post :—

“MY DEAR SIR,

“I must beg you, after all, to for%et
that you ever spw me. It woulfl be impossible
for me to see you again, save on distant terms g
circumstances.are too strong for me.

“JaNET.”

How often had he read and re:read the cruel
litfle note. It was in her handwriting; and,
singethen, he had seen My Tady Janet passin the
carringe, and she had deigneg him no look of
reocognition.

And yet, though his heart felt like 3 lump of
lead, Max Carstairs was %oiug 1o this ball. The
results were to bo cvitical for all fthe personages
of our story,

[ Y

CHAPTER XXXI.

Max had read amd re-read Lady Janeb’s cruel
little epistle many times. :

In the language of some faghionable novelists,
the meaning thereof had * burnt itself into his
soul,” so that he fully ecomprehended, and
writhed over the nnweloome truth that his love
had cast him asido as a child throws away a
@ broken, useless toy, To spy he was heart-

. broken does not ex;;lam the nature of the lover’s
ain. Wrath he felf, and a semething like con-
wpt, which, ?erhugs, enabled hin: fo bear the
bitter smart of the insult, and tke nmutterable
diloa{ppipt_gnept of the Joss.
course he told himself that he had been a
madman, when he had frusted to the promises,
aud believed in the lasting love, of a little avis-
tocratic amaiden, fitled, and an heiress, and bus
just released from the thraldom of a sohool-

room.
Still, he had go bolieved, and he had loved,
and gtill loved Lady Janet with a very strong
and passionate love.
How was it, then, that he had made up his

mind to go to this county festivity, at the Pen- | f,

dowen Assombly Reoms, where all the magnates
~of the gounty were to be assembled togethe, and
dance at one end of the hall, while ho, and
sueh as he, were to danoe ab the othar P
How was it that he had made wy his mind to
oo MR Pt g o
) A Walta wi rd Challoner, an
givmg him, Max Carstairs, a cold bew, or per-
aps searcely any recoguition at all P

Perhaps poor Max could hardly have answered
these questions himself,

Layhow, were it a craving for excitement, or
a dosire to show the faithless lady that her
coguotries had net deprived him of his manli-
gz;{: and self-reliance, he was going to the

Heo was dressed for the ball, when there came a
rat-tat-too upon the door of the house; and
immediately afterwards Mr, Marston and $wo
officer friends entered. They had come in g
cab to call for Max, and the four started, gaily
enough, for the ball,

The building called Uhe Assembly Rooms at

| Pendowen ig a large, square-faced, drab-coloured

house, close to the sea. It contains a good-
sized billiard -room, a refreshment=room, a
library “in cennection with Mnudie’s,” and a
very long room where lectures are given, con-
gerts are held, various troupes of artistes dis-
port themselves, and amuse the seaside
visitors during the summer season, and where
also, occasionally, a ball is given, as on the
pregent ooccasion, either for some charity, some
whim, or some reason best known to the givers,

As the four young men passed through the
handscme, paved entrance-hall they heard the
strains of tﬁe German band in the ball-room in
front, the click of palls in the billiard-room,
where indefatigable piayers were bysily losing
or gaining husf-crowns ; and in the refreshment-

r~oom the sound of voices and the drawing of

cockks. "The supper-room was on the other side
of the ball-room.

Max smiled and chatted with the rest, and
entered the room and glanced round. She was
not there; the golden-haired fairy who was all
she. world to him was abgent—a single flash of
his eye round the room told him that. But
there was already a goodly assemblage of gaily
and prettily-dressed damsels, and stalwart
youths, and bearded men, waltzing, waltzing,
waltzing, to the music of Strauss. The melody
was exceptionally lovely,

“By CGeorge!” said omo of the officers,
“there’s a girl to set a follow’s heart beating,
‘Who is she, Marston ?°*

Now the officer in question had an eye-glass
in his eye, and altogether a supercilious and
patronizing manner. Max felt meore irritated
than the eccasiom seemed to demand when he
saw that the beauty which had excited the ad-

‘miration of the languid and splendid Captain

Hawtree was none other than the pensive, darlk-
eyed Clare Fleurelands.

Clare was not yet dancing; she had only
been a few minutes in the room. She sat next
ber sister. She looked besutiful, he ackmow-
ledged to himself; a faint colour in the soft
oheels—a liquid light in. the glorious eyes—a
smile on the rosy lips, 3

‘We believe we have already described her
dress: natural flowers at the breast and in the
dark hair—flowers which lent a warmth fo
the pure robe, and marble tintings, and rayen
tresses. The form, the expression, were alike
perfect. 3

“ By George!” muttered Caplain Hawtreo,
“introduce me somebody. Who 4s the gl 7

We all kunow that ‘men think more of a
sought-after woman than of the most amiable,
neglecbed one in the world.

Hitherto Max Carstairs had thought Clare
lovely, graceful, amiable, gifted ; but he had
never thought of her charms in eonnection with
himself. Lady Janet Ilustace had absorbed
every wish of his heart. Now all at once there
shot through his brain' a new sensation, a fan-
tastic thought, a half-explained wish :

¢ 1£ I had known her before. She is beauntiful,
true, and good, and gentle as she is beautiful.
I am certain of it—and even now—and Captain
Hawtree is a consummate donkey.”

Neot an elaborate phase of thought, nor an
edifying or polished conclusion to arrive at;
but the action was prompt that followed. Before
Captain Hawtree could decide if his gloves
fitbed well, before he had finished pulling his
moustaehe, Max stood by the side of Clare, and
asked her to join in the waltz ; and before two
minutes were well over, behold the two whirling
round in time to the melody. -Clare was light-
ness and grace iteelf. Captain Hawtreo stood
aullenlg, and watched her. Presently he re-
nmarked to Marston :

“Why the plague do you push thab fellow
forward on every oecasion. ho the dickens
is ‘k‘w—-only a oad of a student is he ?”’

Only a fine fellow, and one who will reach
the fop of his profession if he lives.” And
Marston walked away. :

“Meanwhile the two danced on without fatigue,
and without taking note of time, and presently
they paused, but only because the music ceased,
and then Max led Clare to a seat, and stood
beside hes, irresolute for a space.

She spoke first, made some remark on the
adornments of the room : each panel of the wall
was painted to represent some sea-monster,
fabulous or real, and she hazarded somo criti.
cism, in which Max heartily concurred. How
it was neither of them could fell, but it hap«
pened that they glided off into a flow of con.
verse that might be termed small talk by some
and tall talk by others; bub insensibly Max
found himself listering to the dark-eyed girl,
while ghe . spoke of life as a valuable gift, to be
used for tho good of others and the improve.
ment of ourselyes ; trials and dlsappomtments,
large and small annoyances, vexations—what
were they but the discipline which ought and
should train us for a nobler, grander future ?

He was in a eynical mood that night, and he
told her so, and that he hated the world, and
almost all that it contained. 5

Clare gmiled, shook her head, said she did not
believe him; and then Max, almost without
asking her, led her out in a quadrille. After
that etiquette forbade that Max should con-
tinue to devote himself to her, and Captain
Hawtreo gounced and Max stood watching
bis marke attentions with feelings of strange
2NN0yance.

[To be continued.]
"My Lady Janet” commenced in No, 672 and Part CLXV,

THE WIFE'S REVERIE,
O Hearr of mine, is our estate—
Our sweet estate—of joy assured P
1t came 50 slow, it came so late,
Bought by such bitter pains endured ;
Dare we forget those gorrows sore,
And think that they will come no more ?

‘With tearful eyes I scan my face,

And doubt how he can find it fair ;
Wistful I watch each charm and grace

I see that other women wear; =
Of all the secrets of love’s lore,
I know but one, to love him mores

I see each day he grows more wise,
His life is broader far than mine;
I must be lacking in his eyes
In many things where others shine,
O Heart! can we this loss restore
To him, by simply lovisg more P

I often see upon his brow
A look half-tender and half-stern ;
Bis thoughts are far away, I know ;
To fathom them, I vainly yearn:
But naught is onrs which weut before
O Heart! we ean but love him move!

I sometimes think that he had loyed
An older, deeper love, apart
From this which later, feebler moved
His soul to mine, O Heart! O Heart !
What can we do? This hurteth sore,
Nothing, my Heart, but love him more !
S. H.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

Wy is ambition like a weathercock P—Be.

ccause it is a vain and glittering thing to
-a-spire. :

WHaY is a newly-married couple like a pair
of sugar-tongs P—Because they are two spoong
Jjoined,

BriNgiye Tuinas To A Focus. — Young
lady (to bashful admirer who has just called):
“ Really, My, Miffin, I’ in a great hurry—haye
an engagement with a lady friend; but—j¢
ou’'ve come to propose to me, I may wait,”—
ew York Ameri}an. g - .
SUFFRAGE in Japan has been pu b ool
use. A village was harassed by a midnight
robber whom no one could detect, so an inges
nious inhabitant proposed that each T
shonld write the name of the man he s
on g slip of paper and pub it in a ballot.hox, O
the votes being taken bhere wera fiffeay for —
man and the rost Foro blanks. Tho robbor was
astonishe cedings  Was
?eoss'egg his identity. g8 that he ‘con

A REVENUE collector recont]
mation that a person “kept g, tyg
ing duty.” The collector called
“You keep a trap, I understanq - 08" —
“Have you a license for that trap #—_No”
Down went an entl:g of this candid admission
hPiHe o ook, DI 7ob Hays 5 iches a0k
year ’—"No.” Another entry in the book.
Why did you not take out 5 ligenss 2 ¢ I
did mot think it was necessary.”—¢ How many
wheels has it p”’—c¢ Nomne,” — “None ! Whi
what sort a trap is it PP A mouse-tra'p Y
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Special Notice to Subscribers,

Ty Prevent Delay and Disappointment,
ALL-ORDERS
¥OR
PAPER PATTERNS, TRACINGS, LACE,
AND POONAH PAINTING'MATERIALS
Should be sent direct to the Ofice, Mérton
House, Salishury Square, Fleet Street, London,

. NOW OPEN,

At the Office,
MERTON HOUSE,
SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LONDON,

A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THE YOUNG LADIRS’ JOURNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

OF ALL THE LATHST

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

FROM PARIS EVERY MONTH,.
PASTIMES.

DECAPITATION .
T'm formed of lime, of stone, and brick,
And plaster, too, and many & stick.
Behead me now, and you will see
An English river I shall be.
Behead again just one time more,
T’1 tell you what your hands are for.

C. E. B,

DECAPITATION AND TRANSPOSITION.

Entire, T segn,rate ; behead me, and I shall forsake
you ; repeat the operation, and 1 form part of your
dwelling. New restore my head, remove my second
and third lesters, and I am an underground vault,

PGS 1 - o
BURIED POETS AND POETESSES:
;7

I daresay you can borrow your cousin John's, on
condition that you replace it before he returns.

2. :

You are sure the name over the door is Lane and
Co.? O, Kate! if we have lost our way.

ENIGMA,

I am a character which nobody yiews in the same
favourable light that I do myself; and yet, theugh
silently dwelling near the heart of a friend, I confess
1 am a stranger to myself. Imake a fair show in
humility, but, truth to tell, I am more wra;
in pride. With the gifted L may rank myself, for L
have always taken a foremost place with the in-
genious, the imaginative, and the inventive. With
painting and music T am also familiar. I enjoy the
society of the witty, though I am also compelled to
follow close in the train of the stupid. [ shun the
beauty, though (strange mixture of contradiction
that I confess myself to be), living with the refined,
T cannot resist the beautiful, and am never to be seen
with the ugly. You will ever find me eurolled with
the charitable, and I always attend the sick. Yeb
here, again, does the inconsistency of my character
appear, for I am also sure to be found with vice and
infamy ; and though 1 shun the cruel, and never
desert the innocent, yet there is not a compartment
in the inquisition in which I am not to be met. Like
a migratory bird, I am seen but one month in the
year; and in the frozen regions of Iceland and the
sunuy plains of India I hold the same important
station.. I headed the Teraelites in the Wilderuess,
&nﬁm& Pisgah’s heights viewed the Promised
Land ; bus Jordan’s waves or the shores of Cangan
have never been favoured with my presence.

town and counbry, and consequently take up
my abode in solitude; and yet 1 have no n
society, I mix ab pic-nics, where I join myself with
each division—indeed, they would be nothing with-
out me—put, domiciled with a hermit,
b  of amusement, and am never to
theatra, ball-room, or race-course.
Was united to another, but the present

and free,
death ean

< ney i .
eternity er grasp me in his arms;

Will never he without me.
Lo . L. P. B.

SOLUTIONS oF PASTIMES IN No. 684

Buriep ANIMALS, - 3
4. Qaifel 5. DOG-S'G.lherﬂFer' 2. Lion, 8. Fawn

CHArADES. —Epitc o
(4) Me. 2. Glafics;zom, tnﬁ‘i‘gi)(l(),u]:é

Bandoline, thus : (1) Band, @) O, (3) Line.

Buriep PORTS AND Porrmssng,.—1. Southey., 2.

Homans, 3, Scott,

ped up’

1 avoid
objection to

I shun mosb
be seen at the
In past times 1
enlightened
28e, deeming n, separation necessary, Iam now single
‘With the immortal I have ever lived ;
and time and

2) Pit, (3) O,
,((%) s’m&? 3,

NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY.

s

As our Correspondence has greatly increased with the
increased popularity of owr Jowrnal, and, as further
space cannot be spared in the Jowrnal for replies thereto,
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im-
mediate importance by post within a few days of their
receipt. A stamped, addressed envelope miust be Jor-
warded for the reply, and in no case shall we answer n
envelopes addressed to be left at a post-ofiice. Our
subscribers must mob expect us to reply by post to
questions that are mot of urgent importance.

In future we shall not insert requests for the words of
songs or poems unless accompanied by a stamped
and addressed envelope, with the nom de plume of the

{Zsender and the nwme of the song, &c., required, written

~ insida the enwelope.

TorrE.—(1) I you look at the engravings in our
Fashion Supplements, you will see all the newest
styles of dressing the hair. (2) Witha litfle more
care it might do. (3) 1t is not mecessary for very
young children.

Mippy.—(1) We are unable to tell you, as it is not
a matter that comes under ournotice. (2) We think
not. (3) Painting the bunions with iodine will some-
timeg decrease their size.

G. B. Stape.—¥our question is not the first of its
kind we have received. We can only tbribute the
idea to a morbid fancy, which should be checked
when it arises.

Rusx.—(1) Try Mr. Muddiman’s Spanish Wash s

ou will find it advertised in the covers of the
Journal. (2) Rub your hands before the fire with
whisky, put plenty of glycering on at night, and
sleep in loose kid gloves, with the palms cut out.

UNA May.—(1) Unless you take lessons in deport-
ment we know of no way for you to become profi-
cient in what you desire, uniess you shrewdly ob-
serve the movements of those of your friends and
acquaintances who are acknowledged to be graceful.
(2) Becoming overheated whilst walking at a mode-
rate pace indicates physical weaknesg. Yoi probably
require a tonic. You shonld consult a doctor. (3)
Glycerine will improve the texture of the skin. (4)
The following is an excelient dentifrice : 1 oz cam-
Phomted chalk, § drachm powdered cuttlefish-bones,

drachm powdered myrrh.

TroveHTFUL —(1) Consulta medical man ; although
it may be observed that people who mcrease in size,
whilst taking plenty of exercise, are generally the
reverse of unhealthy. Banting’s pamphlet might
give you some hints. We have known several persons
who have congiderably reduced their bulk by follow-
ing his rules.
question ; if you are leaving, not to return again, it
is polite to bow when you leave.

_ Mora.—We refer you to answer No. 7 to « Eliza,”
page 399, No. 684 ;

Boxny Jans.—(1) Wash'the rugs in a strong lather
of soap and water, rinse in clear water with blue in
it, shake till nearly dry, and nail out on a board, to
prevent shrinking as much ag possible, (2) See
answer No, 7 to ‘¢ Bliza,” page 399, No. 684. (3)
P. P. C.are the initials of the French words, *pour
prendre congé,” signifying to take leave.

Boor Wonr,—Yes, the right of translation is re-
gerved,

Darsy.—To work the following Cable. Pattern, cast
on sixteen stitehes. 3 :

1st: Row: slip one, as if for purling, knit one, purl
twelve, knit two.

ond Row: Slip one, as if for purling, knit to the
end of the row.

3rd Row: Like the first.

4th Row : Like the second.,

5th Row: Like the first.

6th Row : Like the second. .

7th Row : Slip. one, kuit one, take the third pin
and purl three, then the first pin, purl three in front
of the last three purled, take the fourth pin, purl
three in front of last pin, then with the first pin purl
three, knit two. :

8th Row : Slip one, knit one, knit three stitches
from the third left-hand pin--that is, the twelfth
to fourteenth stitches of last row.

Now, with the same right-hand needle, knit off
the threo first stitches from the left-hand needle,
which has eight stitehes upon it. With the same
right-hand needle knit off the three stitehes from
the left-hand needle with only thres stitehes upon
it. With the same right-hand needle, knit the throe
nearest stitehes, and then knit the two last stitches
for the border.

Eueenie.—Seo answer to ¢ Dnis‘y.”

A Maxx Girn.—The framework for alum baskets
should be of wire, with wool tigh'ly twisted zound it.
Take as much water as will about twice cover the
bagket ; pub in it as much alum as the water will dis-
solve, making what is called a saturated solution.
When it will take no moxe, filter it through a piece
of brown paper into a saucepan. - If you wish the
Dbasket to be coloured, add the dye hefore filtering.
Madder and cochineal will produce crimson; gam-
+ 1 boge or tumeric, yellow; sulphate of copper, blue.
Boil the solution until half has evaporated, then

ur it into o jar large enough to hold the basket and
ﬁﬁnm@. Put it carvefully in a cool place until erys-
tallized. <

Zoto.—~We do not lmow anything of the firm you
inquire about.

(2) We do not quite understand your 4

MIcHAEL AND Mary.—(1) The 14th of October,
1860, was a Tuesday ; the 8th of February, 1862, a
Saturday ; the 29th of June, 1863, a Monday; the
15th of February, 1856, a Friday. (2) You will see
the newest styles of dressing the hair in the Supple-
ments. :

Braxca py MAESTRO.—(1) The lady merely bows,
and sips her wine. (2) The best excuse would be to
tell the truth. No gentleman would wish a lady to
waltz if it made her ill. (3) Ouida’s novels are pub-
lished by Messrs. Chatto and Windus, 74 and 75, Pic-
cadilly, W. The price is 5s. each.

A. 0.—(1) Bethnal @reen Museum closes at ten
o'clock ».a. on Saturdays. (2) M.B. stands for
Bachelor of Medicine ; B.A., Bachelor of Arts;
1.A.M., Royal Academy of Music. (3) Yes.

Fairy.—(1) Mr. George Usborne, Brydges Street,
Covent Garden, is an advertising agent for most
foreign newspapers. (2) We cannot tell of anything
that will prevent the dye rubbing off the alpaca.

HARRY'S N.—(1) Wash the grebe with curd soap
and water, and shake it dry before the fire or in the

sun, (2) Yes.
SHAMROCK.—QI) Scarlet geranium sgignifies “T give
you preference;”’ shamrock, light-hearted;’” violet,

pink moss rose-bud, * hidden love.”
(2) Holding a small piece of orris-root in the mouth
will sweeten the breath. (3) You can purchase
drawing copies from Messrs. Windsor and Newton,
Kathbone Place, Oxford Street. (4) Ivy-leaves
soaked in vinegar and placed on the corn will remove
it in a short time. (5) ''he 18th of December, 1856,
was a Thursday. (6) Yes.

Apa.—(1) It is very indiscrest fora lady to talk to
a gentleman who accosts her in the street. (2) If
the gentleman is desirous of returning to his formen
intimacy, he will not require much encouragement.

Anrria.—(1) If you senda stamped envelope we
will gend you the words of the song you require.
(2) Consult a clever medical man.

MarTHA W.—(1) As we do not know the cause of
the scar you mention, we cannot possibly tell you
what will remove if.

M. (Chelsea).—Light-gray cashmere, trimmed with
black, black grenadine, or mauve, may be worn for
slight mowurning, also white, trimmed with black.

NELL—You will find directions for knotting in
No. 561. We have not given any directions for the
other things you name.

Errie.—It is possible to learn French grammati-
cally without the aid of a master. Ahn’s ‘ First
French Course”’ is a useful book for a beginner.

P, W. D,—(1) Rum and castor-oil in equal parts,
well shaken together, and rubbed into the roots of
the hair, will increase its growth, (2) Aunie signifies
“ grace, goodwill;” Ada, “ornament ;” Clara, “ clear,
light ;* Jane, * God’s gift;* George, “a cultivator;”
Thomas, ‘o twin;” Walter, “yuler of a ‘host;”
William, “helm of many.” (3) The 18th of October,
1862, was a zaturday.

Marcarer C.—You failed to send a stamped en-
velope for reply to your letter. "

Nerne K. (Windsor).—The bride would have to
sign her own name, which would, of course, be the
surname of her own father, not her step-father, (2)
Yes. (3) It is injurious to eat_alum, as it is an
astringent. We have neyer heard it would have the
effect yon mention.

¥. O.—As we do not know the cause of the erup-
tion, we cannot possibly preseribe a remedy for it.

Srsste ALpEN.—(1) To Pickle Tongue : Rub it well
with salt, and let it lie four or five hours; pour off
the foul brine; take 2 oz saltpetre beaten fine, and.
rub it all over the tongue; then mix § 1b brown sugar
and 1 oz salt-prunella, and rub it well over the
tongue; let it lie in the [pickle three or four days.,
Take a brine of a gallon of water with common salt
strong enough to bear an egg, 4 1b brown sugar, 2 0z
saltpetre, and 3 1b baysalt; boil it a quarter of an
hour ; skim well, When cold put in the tongue. Let
it remain a fortnight or three weeks, turning every
day. kither boilit oub of the picklg or hang in wood-
smoke to dry. (2) Any person carrying a gun is
required to pay duty. (8) If you read our ** Paris
Fashion ** articles you will gain the fullest informa-
tion on this subject.

MintE.—(1) Strawberry-juice rubbed on the ince
at night, and washed off inthe morning without soap,
Will remove freckies. (2) Decidedly it would be im-
proper, if you did not know the gentleman. (3)

Ymodesty ;"

Glygerine. (4) ‘The gentleman would consider it bis
1Earivilege to do so, if he invited you to accompany
i,

J. J.—Washing the hair in strong soda and water
will destroy its colour, and render it very brittle.

MENA.—(1) A bairdresser woild be able to dye the
hair you have any shade. (2) The polonaise is very
fashionable this summer,

J. D. A.—~Your pastimes are aceepted with thanks,

I, J. W. is thanked for contribution of pastimes.

I, J. is thanked for answer to Gueries.

QUERIES.

B. I, will be glad if any reader will send her the
recipe to make an Aberdeen cake.

A. T. B. will be much obliged if any reader will
gend her the names of the poems in which these lines

oceur: .
o4 « Qyer the grass we stepped,
Never a voice to part us.”
And :
« Ag I walked by the sea,

T feel that its breadth and depth for ever
Are bridged by his thouglits, as they cross to me.’

Tondon: B, HAWRISON, Salishury Ct., Fleet St. 14:Ce
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“WE MAY STOOP T00 LOW, EVEN TO OBLIGE A LADY,” SAID SIR INNIS, AS VIVIEN TOOK OFF HER HAT.

THE QUEEN OF THE SEASON.

CHAPTER XXX

SAYING ADIEUX
ANOTHER w S .
eek, and Vivien had so far recoverad

from the eff A
fonger a.ne e‘;‘m’agf t_ll;:r It:i(;oxdent that she had no

by this time the guogt: a{ing the invalid; but

beginning to say their ag;, Esselyn Manor were
X o
No. 686.—Vor. X1v, and depart to fulfil

other engagements. Mrs. Carmichael, who had
just found out that she was a very timid traveller,
returned to town under the escort of Mr,
Dpuoeby, who was alternately flattered and
frightened at the manner in which the charming
widow clung to him. The Misses Estridge,
after angling in vain for an invitation to prolong
their stay, went off to tell all their circle of
friends how stingy the Countess was, and how
openly Lady Vivien was throwing herself at the
head of that stupid young Marquis; indeed,

they took the trouble to hint to the latter that
Vivien St. Orme was an incorrigible coquette,
but the warning did not prevent his acceding
gratefully when Lady Esselyn pressed him to
remain a little longer. .

The Countess propesed to rest and recrnit her.-
self before the London campaign, and had laid
her plans, as she considered, very neatly.
Cressida and Aymer, Lord Mandeville and
Vivien, would form a pleasant party quarrée,
and could amuse themselves without calling

A
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upon her for any great exertions or vigilance.
But she did not bargain for any addition to this
number, and when Lord Esselyn insisted that
Sir Innis should not leave them, and he con-
sented to lengthen his visit, she was seriously
annoyed.

“ How very wrong-headed Aymer is,’” she com-
plained to her step-daughter. ¢ He positively
refused to see the frown I gave him when he
asked Sir Innis to stay. I hate to have people
forced on me whom I do not want.”

“ What difference does his being here make
to you?” Vivien’s love of justice constrained

" her to ask. ¢ We scldom see him till dinner,
and he makes Aymer attend to the business
affairs of his estate, which neither you nor I
have ever been able to do.” 3

“But he has some secret motive for stopping so
long ; I’m sure he has. Those grave, reserved men
are never to be trusted,” said the Countess, em-
phatically. “If you were as keen an observer
of character as I am, you would know this.””

“1 don’t want to know anything that makes
me distrustful and ungenerous to one’s fellow-
creatures,” retorted Vivien. ¢ Perhaps he has
a motive; but it may be quite an innocent one
after all, I have fancied more than once thab
Lo is interested in Cressida.”

¢ Just what I suspected!’’ cried Lady Esselyn.
“He is craftily stealing into the poor, simple
child’s affection, and ousting Aymer, though pre-
tending all the while that he is his best friend.
I shall warn your brother of his treachery.”

“Do,” said Vivien, mischievously. * It will
amuse him, You will see them laughing toge-
ther over the joke. How can you imagine that
Aymer will ever be induced to wed such an
insignificant, stupid little thing as Cressy ?”’

“1 have his interest at heart in wishing it,”
her ladyship insisted. ‘“Her fortune would
enable him to improve his estate and double
his income. You sneer very rudely at my
plans, Vivien ; but when you are older and wiser,
you will concede that it is the best match your
brother can make. He would be always in hot
water with a high-spirited er exacting woman,
whereas Cressida will refuse to believe that he
has a single fault.” :

“ But they do not care for each other.”

 Neither do you for Lord Mandeville, yet
you will marry him.” -

Vivien’s eyes flashed, and her colour roge.

“Then it will be twenty years hence; by
that time I may have grown tired of having
my own way, and he may have developed into
a more manly and intellectual personage than
he now is.”

“Thero is mo hurry,” said Lady Esselyn,
languidly. “I do not approve of very early
marriages ; and there are, as you know, reasons
why the husband I selech for you should not be
of a jealous or suspicious temperament.”’

“Yes, my lady; I quite understand your
tactics,” Vivien muttered, as the Countess
sailed away. “Your ewn imcome is so small
that you dread being reduced to live upon it ;
and you propose to avoid this by wedding me to
gome good, easy youth, w_ho will not have soul
and spirit enough to object to being saddled
with a mother-in-law. You are a very clever
woman, Lady Hsselyn, and my hatred of scenes,
and Aymer’s easy, good nature, have given you
an exaggerated notion of your influence. But
it is smaller than you imagine. You shall never
dwell benoath the roof of the man who calls me
wife-—never [ :

Lady Esselyn was now too much engaged in
guarding her ward from what she termed the
insidions addresses of Sir Innis, to notice
how Vivien was changing and softening towards
him ; nor, if she had observed if, would she have
had any clue to the two-fold reason that dictated
the young lady’s eonduct.

She could not know that he owed in a great
meagure Vivien’s greeting smiles, and flattering
readiness to accept him as the companion of
her rides and drives, to an instinetive faith in
his chivalrous nature. An unreasonable dread
was upon her of the appearance in land of
the artist who remembered her too well. She had
done her best to forget the adventure in which
she had figured, and now that there was reason to
fear that 1t might be revived, and she would be
greatly harassed and annoyed unless some onein.
terposed on her behalf, and kept this foolish man
at bay, who would do this as well as the shrewd,
impartial Sir Innis ? Oddl{ enough, while pro-
testing that she detested him excessively, she
had discovered that he was the only reliable
person to whom she could turn for advice in an
emergency.

As a rule, Vivien decidedly preferred relying
on hersglf ; m just now she was neither as
strong in health nor spirits as usual, and a
strange noise or footstep would make her start
and tremble, and instinctively glance towards

the baronet, or even cling to his arm if they were
walking together.

These airs of dependence were doubtless very
attractive, for every man likes to feel that he is
regarded as the proteetor of the fair creature
who nestles to his side, and Sir Innis was always:
tender, always considerate ; but he kept such a
curb on his lips and looks that no ome—not
even the lady herself—could divine whether it
was with love, or merely friendship, he regarded
Vivien St Orme,

“You ought to have change of scene,”” he ob-
served one day, when a very trifling alarm had
made her colour come and go with painful
rapidity. “Your nerves do not recover their
tone. Why not try a more bracing air ?”’

' We shall go to town soon for the seagon,”’
she responded. SYes, I know that such a
change as that will be the reverse of invigorat-
ing; but it would be a pity to leave Esselyn
just as the violets are coming into flower. I
like the country so much in the early spring
that T cannot resolve to leave it,”

Sir Innis smiled.

“You answer me as my friend does.” Viyien
held her breath. “ After all, his art is more
precious to him than his lady’s love, for he
writes, ‘how can I leave It ﬁ ]
commencing a picture that will be the most
ambitious I have ever attempted *

A load was taken off Vivien’s mind by these
carelessly-spoken words. Her secret would be

her spirits rose, her health returned, and Aymer

with his friend at last.

Never had she taken such pains to accommo-
date her tastes to those of another. Sir Innis
was fond of sketching; Vivien set up her own
long-neglected easel, or read the works on paint-
ing he recommended.  Sir Innis expressed
his surprise that ladies did not take more

 interest in the pretty science of botany;

Vivien immediately developed an interest in
it ; and with Lord Mandeville patientl
ing a fanciful basket and a silver-handled trowel,
and the baronet to give her his arm whenever she
complained of fatigue, she began to explore the
copses and dells for hardy ferns and the earlier
specimens of our native wild flowers. But
these expeditions came to an end abruptly, for
she was not au fait at the new rdle she was
playing, and had much to learn. Her will and
her opinions had never been thwarted except
by the Countess, whom she despised as a male-
volent woman to be endured with out of respect
to the memory of the late Barl; but now she
was brought in contact with a person of stronger

| mind, whom she might dislike but found it im-

possible to despise, and Vivien rashly gave him
battle, and resolved, no matter at what cost, to
come off conqueror.

It soon became apparent that in the skirmishes
with which the struggle commensced she would

- have to submit to be worsted, but whether she

would eventually retrieve her laurels and gain
a deoisive vietory remained to be seen.

—

CHAPTER XXXI.
MY EADY LOSES HER TEMPER,
Trerr first actual contest arose in this wise.
Cressida and the Earl declaved off the botaniz-

ing expe&itmng—the former because her unlacky
fate always led her into tangles of briers from

| which she was rarely extricated without many

rents in her skirts; the latter because ho

| fancied that in Vivien’s absence he might obtain

a glimpse of Marie, who had so careful
;e?{ufﬁﬁe“}?}a& euzx:bsinco ;ﬁe night of tlkfg
i e had not been able to exchange a
wolriél with WV TR :
owever, Vivien, turning a deaf ear t
Crossida’s ’protest ’t}lat there was muchafnor:
enjoyment to be had in admiring the flowers im
the conservatory, than searching for them k‘E
the_side of ditchos and coming back web and
muddy, set off on a sunny March morning, on

fone of her rawbles, attended solely by Lord
| Mandeville and Sir Funis, " ‘

Let who would sneer at these éxeursions they
were really very delightful ones. The fashion-
able belle forgot to be fastidious and ultra-
refined when she was roaming the woods ; the
Marquis, a nonentity in the drawing-room, could
be quite a pleasant companion out of doors; and
Sir Innis had led such an adventurous, ram-
bling life that he was an authority on all subjects,
and could impart his information without
marrin% it with conceit or pomposity.

The trio therefore were wont to return glow-
ing with exercise and in the best of spirits, but
on this especial occasion the stroll ended less

happily.
g 8& t{:e gummit of a high bank of chalk her

just as I am | hi

safe a little longer—perhaps for ever; after this | unk
was delighted to see her on the best of terms

carry--

ladyship chanced to espy a plant she wanted,
and the Marquis unhesitatingly climbed to pro-
cure it. But in his haste to present it to her
he left the trowel behind, and it was not missed
till they Wgre nai?.ring home,

By this time Vivien was not in the most plac-
able of moods. She had pronounced tho x?lant
to be a rare species of saxifrage, and neither of
the gentlemen agreed with her. The Marquis,
however, deferred to herdecision as soon as she
insisted that she was right, and did not discover
that she was as much provoked by his too prompt
acquiescence, as by Sir Innis’s silent persistence
in his own opinion. : G

““How stupid of Lord Mandeville !”” she ex.
claimed as soon as she discovered the less of
the trowel. “ Where is he ?”

“Qver yonder, gathering the wood anemones
you were admiring.”’ :

“ Pray call him Sir Innis, will you? and tell
him he must go back and find it.”

“Excuse me, Lady Vivien, I cannot be the
bearer of such a message as this, I will send
one of the servants to the bank where it wag
left as soon as we reach the house.”

“Bub it may be gone by then, and I con.
sider the Marquis deserves to be punished for
i3 carclessness, so he shall atone for it. Will
yolufx ?tell him this, or must I go and do so my-
se ik

Sir Innis moved aside to let her pass.

“I scarcely think you would like to speak
indly to such a devoted admirer, but if you
are determined upon it, I eannot prevent it.”

. “Devoted admirer I’ she repeated. “Wasthat
intended as a sneer? and was it on the Marquis

or myself P’

“On neither. Why should I sneer at Lord
Mandeville for being one amongst the many
who admire Lady Vivien St. Orme

¢ And yot you spoke as if—as if —

¢ As if I thought that it would be ungenerons to
requite his eagerness to give you sure, with
a scolding for n simple act of forgetfulness ?
Why go I do.”

 How prompt you are to find fault with mo,
Sir Innis! If ever you comsent to take offico
in the Ministry, I should adyvise that a new
appointment be made, Censor-General.”

Sir Innis shrugged his shoulders.

“ What a very disagreeablo fellow I must bo
for you to consider me qualified for such a posi-
tion.”*

Lady Vivien turned from him pettishly, for
his sang froid was excessively provoking.

“Say what you will, Sir Innis, I do not like
losing my favourite trowel !”” .

“If such a misfortune should oceur, I have
no doubt that Mandeville will be delighted to
replace the implement.’”

“I do not like substitutes ! pouted thelady.
“The Marquis is—— but you need not look at
me so gravely ; I am not going to say anything
slanderous of the lad you have taken under
your patronmage, as you did my brother. How
fond you must be of the adoring homage these

b yy?t”_m tingi d Vivian thought

Lhis was terribly stinging, and Vivian thoug
by the momentary flash of the dark eyes looking

> steadily into her own that it told; yet the
g:xonet answered with tmrnéed composure :
“Yes, it i3 very flattering to my vanity, but
you need not hesitate to abuse my worshippers,

me.” :

or me,
1 was about to remark that the Marquis ig
:lnla_pegi'nonally stupid. Can you contradict
18

. “Not wholly. Ho is warm-hearted and well-
intentioned ; he will, I hope, develop into a
steady, sensible man; but I will confess that
there are moments when I wish he would not
fetch and carry like a well-trained retriever at -
the bidding of a lady who does not appreciate
his good-nahuz&"-

“Y am sure I ys thank prettily,”
the young lady demurely protested. -
u%ﬁ you do your gardener when he brings

you a choice exotic for your hair,
when she fastens your glove,”
Vivien tossed her head.
“Idid not know that men wore go incorri-
gibly selfish as to grudge the small services
courtesy demands from them, unlegs they obtain
an e}c};ulva.lant {91:- thzir pains.”
veryone likes to have that, Lady Vivien
w}‘lgther he be selfish or no,” was the rzply. e,
Indeed ! Your remarks are rather puzzling
sometimes, Sir Innis. Would you have the
Marquis keep an account against me ? So many”
suits spoiled in gerambling through hedges and
ditches for rare specimens—so much shoe-leather
Worn in trotting after n certain demoiselle on
certain days'?. And what payment am I to give
him, if gracious and grateful words count for
no‘t‘hmﬁ in your estimation P’ ’
Ask him to donothing that can lower him in

and your maid



THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

419

his own eyes « or, in other words, treat him as
your equal.” : ;

¢ By birth, cortainly, I will say ‘your lord-
ship’ to the Marquis the next time I have
occasion to address him. What next? This is
only rule the first, What else mustI do to
satisfy your rather—excuse me—exaggerated
ideas of what is due to this foolish, awkward
bOy P>

“AmT to answer this question #* he smilingly
demanded = ¢ Will it not expose me to another
of your cutting comments on my tendency to
lecture ; :

“If I ask a question, I certainly expect a
response,” said Vivien, eoldly.

“Then, if you say to me what amends shall
you make to Mandeville, I, as his friend, must
reply, bohave o him as to one whose deficiencios
appeal to your generosity ; delicately aiding him
0 overgome his shyness and those little wealk-
nesses which expose him to the ridicule of the
unf;hinkin{,’i.l” :

“Take the task upon yoursclf, Sir Tunis. It
will suit you, while to me it would be a most
distasteful one. T am nob so fond of opening
the eyes of my friends to their faults. Now
I bave affronted you!” she said presently,
when she found fhat he walked on beside her
in thoughtful silence. *You think me flips
paixt, i;npertinent, or, perhaps, more frank than

olite P ;

P On the contrary; I was trying to compre-
hend why you speak of these trivial spots on
Lord Mandeville's character as if they were
grave errors. Do you not perceive that it is
only an excessive anxiety to please you that
makes him forget how we may stoop too low,
even to oblige a lady P

Vivien took off her hat, and fanned herself
with it; then turned suddenly to her outspoken
companion :

“Sir Innis, will you fetch that trowel for
me P’

“ With pleasure, after

to the house.” ;
_“But I prefer that you should go now—imme-
diately e -

“{ will do 8o as soon as Mandeville joins
you.” ;

Vivien laughed saucily.

“Then you are not as grumpy in prachice as
you are in precept. Yow are as willing to do my
errands as the lad on whose good mature you
have been lecturing me for imposing ! Monsieur,
I thank you!” and she swept him a mocking
curtsey. * Now prove that you ave in earnest

y going ab once,”

But Sir Innis was not a whit discomposed.
He bowed equally low, and then began to re-
trace his steps; but as he did so the wilful
lady’s mood ehanged.

She flitted after him, and tapped his arm.

“You are too obedient! I beg you to stay
where youare! I was only jesting.” .

“But I am not,” was the grave reply. “I
would rather go in search of that trowel than
hear Mandeville stammer more apologies than
the thing is worth, redden under your sarcastic
hints that it is not the first timo ho has com-
mitted the same mistake, and then rush off in
such haste to retrieve his error, and win back
your smiles, that he will come to dinner tired
and heated, and too late for the soup.”

“Since when have you been seized with this
sudden partiality for the Marquis,” Vivien sati-
rically inquired, “ that you play the champion

or him in this violent manner ¢” y

- I have told you that I like him well enough.”

“And that isall! Then if is to mortify me
that you have been indulging in this treatise on
£ood mannors? No, don’t spare me, sir!” she
added, her eyes beginning to sparkle angrily.
“If you have a still more uncivil reason for

our behaviour, pray let me hear it. Ihave long
nown that Aymer’s bosom friend considers
himgelf a privileged person.” :
¢ Privileged, 1 hope, to run away when his
fair antagonist threatens him with tho loss of
er temper I’ and Sir Innis raised his hat, and
Walked quickly down the woodland path, & turn
of which soon hid him from her sight.
rd Mandeville now came up with his hands

full of g} - 5
tie‘?tl ; ‘{ﬁide'lloato blossoms he had been pa

I have seen you safely

a% & pity {o pick so many! They will

Ili:v;e faded in halt a.nliloll.l,' 1 wag ill the thanks
the g;?:: 4 a5 Vivion selectod two or threo of
unheeded, and lot the rest fall to the ground
“Is it my fgult » & 5

im di A" sho said to herself, eyeing

}‘gﬁlkfésl::;f&f'ﬂty > a8, with crestﬁallen’ air, he
after mo like g, °§‘~“.13 it my fault that he trots
gense for m a'da 20pish little dog P Must I find
orhaps, I o“ :}?em a8 well as myself ? Well,

ﬁ' hut h Pae sl ad a convenience of
im, but he should nog et bRt o

| too.

| dainty toilet, Lady Vivien ?

know that I despise him for it. However, I’1l not
be taken to task by Sir Innis Hatherfield for
what I do!”

She was loitering beside a fountain in the
garden, listening absently to the young Mar-
quis’s clumsy efforts to reinstate himself in her
good graces, when Sir Innis came across the
lawn, dangling in his hand the lost trowel, which
ho gravely presented to its fair owner.

“Dear me ! did I leave that behind ” stam-
mered Lord Mandeville, in great concern, “ How
very sorry I am! How could I have been so
stupid, so awfully stupid! I really—I—"

“Don’t say any more about it,” interposed
Vivien. “ It wasn't of the slightest consequence.
I shall never wse it again;” and as she spoke
she took it from the baromet’s extended hand,

 bowed slightly in acknowledgment, and then | : :
 yyow, who reproved me, and justly; it is to youw

dropped it into the basin of the fountain. :

“ Now we will go and look at the new orchids
in the conservatory,” she said, slipping her arm
into Lord Mandeville’s, and walked away with
him, leaving Sir Innis to follow, or not, as he
pleased.

—

CHAPTER XXXII.
THE FAIR PENITENT.

LApy Vivien had a headache, and could nob
appear at dinner, and Cressida, who, in spite of
the Countess’s entreaties that sho would not
distress herself about dear Viva’s whims, ran
upstairs directly she heard this, in order to con-
dole with her, but came back snubbed.

“If Vivien is really i her brother
Epgan to say; but Lady Esselyn interrupted

im:

1 »

“My dear boy, when ladies are really indis-.
posed they do not curl themselves up comfort-
ably in an easy-chair, with a novel, and issue
orders for chicken and tartlets to be sent up to
their dressing-room. Give Cressida your arm,
and, rely upon it, our dear Viva's only ailment
is an attack of the sulks.”

“Who has been affronting her ?’* demanded
Aymer, but half-satisfied, for Vivien, though
quick to take offence, varely retained her ive for
any length of time.

“ Lord Mandeville, I suppose,” was the reply.
“Bhe was walking with him all the morning.
But it is not politic tonotice lovers’ quarrels,
is if, Sir Innis?”’ Lady Hsselyn asked, as she
signed to the baronet to lead her down to
dinner.

Yes, for once she had spoken truly: Vivien
was thoroughly out of humour; yet, just after
the gentlemen returned to the drawing-room,
she glided in, her lovely face wreathed in smiles,
and was soon engaged in singing glees and trios
with her brother and the Marquis.

Presently she gave uﬁ her place to Cres-
sida, and as_soon as the opening notes of
“ Sweet and Low” arose oa her ear, she went
straight across the room to the window, by
which Sir Innis was standing, enjoying at one
and the same time thie placid beauty of the starry
night and the concord of sweet sounds.

“Do you know what I have come for 7’ she
asked, softly, “To make confossion. I was
very disagreeable to-day."’

““ Do you really think you were ?”” he smil-
ingly demanded ; “or do you say so, expecting
me to reply: ¢ Oh, no! not at all; it was I who
behaved badly ?’ ”’

“If I answer ‘yes,’” will you do so ?”

The baronet raised his eyebrows.

“I don’t like acknowledging myself in the
wrong,” he said, and on hearing this, Vivien
laughed significantly — * unless my conscience
agsures mo that Iam,” headded; and she began
to pout.
 I’'m afraid your conscience is more acoommo-
dating than mine, or else you refuse to listen to
it when it accuses you ; for while I am quite
ready to repeat that I was snappish and dis-
agreeable, I am also prepared to assert that
somebody else was quite as bad as I wagz.”

* Meaning me. Shall T plead guilty 2”’

“Not now; I cannot be judge and penitent
Let me make atonement first. No in-
credulous looks, sir! I will not have you:behave
as if you doubted my remorse.”

c ik Eenttent you may be, but certainly not
in sackecloth and ashes,’” laughed Sir Innis,
with a glance at her pa.ie-blue eveninq-dress,
and ornaments of dead gold and coral. * Wero
you weeping for your sins while gou made this

) i id you say,
with a sob, ‘I'm afraid I was in the wrong,

 but don’t, oh ! don’t let me go downstairs with

my ribbons and laces pinned awry 7"
“We don’t pin our ribbons nowadays,” was
the retort; “nor do ‘we carry our hearts on

our sleeves to bo

| anyone else.

remorse aloud, It is nob the fashion of the

})eeked at’ ; nor proclaim our |-

present century to take either one’s maid,
or the outer world, into our confidence,
go you might have spared me that sneers ¥
flatter myself that my toilet is as ravissante as
my own taste and a French soubrette can make
it; “but still I amnot happy !’ I was very cross’

' to you, and I behaved shamefully to poor Lord

Mandeville.”

She folded her hands demurely on her breast,
and bent her head, saying :

“The confession is made ; I havo not a word

| to urge in my defence; and so ‘most potent,

grave, and reverend signor,” you may proceed to
pass judgment on me !”’

“Must I not first consult with my fellow-
sufferer, the Marquis?” and Sir Inpis made a
feint of going in search of him,

“No, no!” cried Vivien, hurriedly. “It was’

I acknowledge myself in the wrong; but not to
My pride will not let me do
that !

She looked up as she spoke, and laid her
gloved fingers—they were trembling slightly—
on his arm. Oh! those blue orbs, o deeply,
beautifully blue! Who had ever been able to
withstand the witchery that gleamed in their
depths, when Vivien St. Orme elected to try
their power over the human heart! She saw
Sir Innis’s chest heave, and his lips relax beneath
the heavy moustache that partially concealed
them ; ang then he took into his firm, yet gentlo
clasp the little fluttering hand that rested on
his sleeve.

A triumphant smile began to play round the
lady’s rosy mouth. He was but man after all!
A little while and he would be at her feet, as
very a 'slave to her caprices as the poor young
Marquis, for whose weakness he had not
attempted to disguise his contempt. ;

But she had betrayed her exultation too soon.
Sir Innis detected the smile, and imwmediately
he was himself again. Her hand wasreleased, and
his voice was as cold and steady as usual when
he answered her :

“If I must take office at all,” he said,
lightly, “I’d rather be justice’s clerk than
justice; for it is well known that every lady is
queen of her own litfle court, and will only have
the law administered according to her interpre-
tation of it.” 2 f

‘“ A base slander !”” cried Vivien, gaily. “In
this case, at all events, I give you permission io
make your own laws, and promise not to rebel
against them.”

“Pray don’t do that. If you invested me with
authority I should soon be called upon to re-
sign it again, and then we should guarrel.”

““Indeed ; and why P”’ she demanded.

“Besause my right to.rule once acknow-
lodged, I should insist upon retaining it; and
Lady Vivien St. Orme has long been too abso--
lute a queen to be content to play the good
subjeet.””

{* You are begging the question,’” Vivien, with
crimson cheeks, protested. ‘‘I bade you pass
sentence upon me for my offences against my
brother’s friend and guest. We were o bo
%l.ldge”a.nd culprit for the hour, but not for all
ime,

“And I declined office because, although I
should administer my laws to the best of my
ability, I believe that the fair culptit would in-
stantly rebel against my dietum.”

“ Would it be such a very harsh one? You
do not look as if you would be unmerciful in
your severity,” and Vivien’s eyes were medita-
tively fixed upon him,

¢ Not harsh, but difficult for you to obey, for
I should condemn you to be as penitent in
earnest, as your frolicsome ladyship has just
professed to be in jest.”’

“ What a ocompliment to my sincerity 1’
exclaimed the young lady, bridling and flushing,
“Then you think that I have been playing a
part all this while ¢
. “'What does Lady Vivien herself think about
it?” he asked with such sigunificance that she
was embarrassed,

“Indeed you are unjust,” she faltered. I
am really grieved that I displayed such ill-
temper this afternoon. Will you not believe
me now ¢’

¢ Certainly I will.”

¢ And you forgive me P’ she pleaded in soft,
low tones, and with another of those seductive
glances. But it did not win an answering one,
Sir Innis’s voice was hard and cold as ho replied :

“ My dear Lady Vivien, what have I to for.

ive P It was Lord Mandeville on whom you
oured the vials of iour wrath, I did not
now whether to langh or be sorry when you
revenged yourself upon him by consigning the
trowel to the waters of the fountain,” *

Vivien bit her lip. It was not the Marquis
she had been thinking of when ghe committed
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that impulsive act ; but with ready tact she forced
a smile. '

1t was very absurd of me. I do not wonder
at your laughing at my folly, and we shall
want the trowel when we botanize agaln. It
is a lovely moonlight evening; why shonld we
not go and fish it out of its watery bed before
either of the gardeners espies it ?”

“Tf you really wish to have your @rowel
again, I will send my man to the fountain to-
morrow morning,”’ answered Sir Innis, quietly.
«T should not advise you to run the risk of
catching a cold by going out of doors at this
hour.” .

«T never catch cold,” said Vivien; “but I
do mot care to go. I did not intend to do so
when I proposed it; the moonlight makes
everything ook so ghostly.”

She went back to the piano, but could scarcely
steady her voice to join in the part-song
Cressida suggested. What an insensible, cold-
hearted block Sir Innis was! Would any other
man—young and intelligent like himself—have
behaved thus, when a lady proposed to steal
away with him into the soft beauty of a cloud-
less night; to pace with him on the soft turf
of the lawn, her skirts sweeping over the clusters
of March violets that bordered the parterre, and
awakening their sweet odours; to lean with
him over the marble basin of the fountain, or
linger yeb a little longer to stroll down some
sheltered path talking the while in that half-
whispered strain so sentimental and so allur-

ing? ’

% Shall I ask Sir Innis to come and join us in
¢La Carnovale? ” Cressida whispered in_her
ear ; but Vivien’s “No!” was so sharp and so
emphatic that it made® her jump, and utter a
long-drawn ¢ Lox’ I’

[To be continued.]

“ The Queen of the Season” commenced in No. 676 an
Part CLXVI.

BAVARIAN SUPERSTITIONS.

A LArGE proportion of the Bavarian peasantry
unfortunately entertain the superstitious notion
that fire kindled by lightning is not to be extin-
guished. When such an accident happens they
are discouraged, and do hardly anything to check
the progress of the flames. ;

A funeral must never pass through a tilled
field, not even in winter, though it might con-
siderably shorten the way. The peasant is fully
persuaded that a field through which a funeral
has passed becomes barren. Except on extraor-
dinary occasions, no funerals are allowed on
Mondays and Fridays.

A peasant who is in search of a wife never
goes, except on a Thursday or Sunday, into
the house where he expects to make his choice.
The bride and bridegroom are not to give their
bare hand to anybody on the day of their
marriage except to each other at the altar,
otherwise they are threatened with poverty
during the whole course of their union. It is
also a very bad sign if, when the bride returns
from church, she finds anybody on the threshold
of her door. :

When a young girl finds a leaf of trefoil
divided into four instead of three parts, it is a
sign that she will be married within a year; at
all events, she carefully preserves this leaf
till her wedding-day.

On Christmas Eyve the countrymen are ac-
oustomed to drive out a great deal in sledges.
They think that this will cause their hemp to bo
more abundant and higher. They do not _fml to
visit the ale-house and to drink heartily the
same evening, being convinced that this is a
way to make them look well ill the following
Christmas. They never destroy crickets by fire,
being persuaded that those which escape will
destroy their linen and clothes.

hen a peasant loses his way in the wood
after sunset, he avoils calling any person to
show him the way, being convinced that in any
case the evil spirit of the forest would cause him
to plunge still deeper into its recesses.

THE newest fashion is for ladies to have their
bouquets made up into fans now, and the effect
is rather pretty, and no more artificial than the
arrangement that prevails in the ordinary
florists’ bonquets. A piece of stiff cardboard
is out into the shape of an old-fashioned round
fan, and to this the bouquet-holder is firmly
sewed, acting as the handle. The flowers are
then separately stitched on on each side, and
thouih the stitching seems rather barbarous,

e flower-fan is a goodly addition to the
weapons of a coquette’s armoury, and the

blossoms last fresh much I :
up in bouquets. o0 T wikn, tied

MISS MARTINEAU.

HARRIET MARTINEAU had her romance. At
the age of twenty-four she became virtually en-
gaged to a student friend of her brother James.
She was “at first anxious and unhappy. Her
veneration for his morale was such that she felt
she dared not undertake the charge of his
happiness, and yet she dared not refuse becanse
she felt it would be his death-blow. She was ill
—she was deaf—she was in an entangled
state of mind between conflicting duties, and
many times did she wish, in her fear that she
would fail, that she had never seen him, Just
when she was growing happy, surmounting her
fears and doubt, and enjoying his attachment,
the consequences of his long tfouble and sus-
pense ¢ overtook him. He became suddenly
insane, and after months of illness of body and
mind he died. The calamity was aggravated to
her by the unaccountable insults she received
from his family, whom she had never seen.
Yoars afterwards, when his sister and Miss
Martineau met, the mystery was explained.
His family had been given to understand by
cautious insinuations, that she had been en-
gaged to another while receiving his addresses.

Miss Martineau was always thankful that she
never married. She never afterwards was
tempted nor suffered anything in relation to
that matter which is held to be all-important
to woman—Ilove and marriagoe.

THE STUBBORN BOOT.
« Boruer!” was all that John Clatterby said ;
His breath came quick, his cheek was red,
He flourished his elbows and looked absurd,
While over and over his ““ Bother!”” I heard.

Harder and harder the fellow worked,
Vainly and savagely still he jerked,

The boot half on would dangle and flap—
¢ Bother |”” and then he burst the strap.

Redder than ever his hot cheek flamed,

Harder than ever he fumed and blamed—

He wriggled his heel and tugged at the leather,
Till knees and chin came bumping together.,

“My boy,” said I, in a voice like a flute,

¢ Why not—ahem |—try the mate of that boot,

Or the other foot ?”’—*I'm a goose,”” laughed John,
As he stood, in a flagh, with his two boots on.

In half the affairs

Of this busy life
(As that same day

I said to my wife),
Our troubles come

From trying to put
The left-hand shoe

On the right-hand foot.
Or vice versd,
(Meaning reverse, sir,)
To try to force,
Ag quite of course,
Any wrong foot

In the right shoe
TIs the silliest thing

A man can do.

H. 1,

Ligar.—The more light admitted to apart-
ments the better for those who occupy them.
Light is as necessary to sound health as it is to
vegetable life. Exclude it from plants, and the
consequences are diaagtrous. They cannot be
perfected without its vxvifying influence. Itis a
fearful mistake to curtain an blind windows so
closely, for fear of injuring the furniture by ex-
posure to the sun’s rays, that rooms positively
gather elements in darkness which engender dis-
ease. Lot in the light often, and fresh air, too,

1 or suffer the penalty of aches, and pains, and

long doctors’ bills, which might have heen
avoided.

THIRTEEN AT SUPPER.—Some years si
poor Albert. Smith gave a supperyof thiril:le‘:a?:;
that discredited the ancient superstition in a
remarkable manner. Himself on the point of
starting for China, he entertained twelve
friends who were bound for the Crimea, to en-
counter the perils of war as military officers or
as journalists reporting the incidents of the
confliot. Deeming it in the highest degree im-
probable that they would meet again on English
ground when they had once started for the scenoe
Qf danger, the twelve guests met their host with
light hearts, and laughed about the fate which
;ome of them évtonld ‘if coursehen:ﬁuéltegv;nr:‘

ew months. Strangely enough, e 1
turned from the war in perfect health, and
supped again at a table o thirteen with the
hnmorous lecturer,

ONE THING AND ANOTHER

—

Wanx is love like a battle ?~When it comes
to an engagement.

A ParacoN.—Lady’s-maid (enumerating her
qualifications for the place): “I may likewise
hadd, mem, that I halways manages to marry
my young ladies most satisfactory !”’—Punch.

Ir is a mistake to imagine that only the
violent passions, such as ambition and love, can
triumph over the rest. Idleness, languid as she
is, often masters them all; she, indeed, influ-
ences all our designs and actions, and insensibly
consumes and destroys, both passions and
virtues.

A goop story is told of one of our Canons,
Thinking himself unjustly dealt with in one of
the religious papers, the divine called upon the
editor for an explanation. High words ensued.
The Canon attacked the staff of the paper.
The editor defended them: ‘I assure you we
have a Dean upon our staff !”—* Ah!” replied
the Canon, that may be, “but a ‘Bxshop’ is
what you want.” — “Indeed! how so ?’ ex.
claimed the editor. * Why, you see,” returned
the Canon, “most of your statements require
¢ confirmation.” ”’

Ir is said that in Tasmania there ig an in-
sectivorous plant which eclipses anything of the
kind known in this country. The plant grows
in the crevices of rocky ground, is about six
inches in height, with a single verticle stem,
from which project one or two dozen small foot-
stalks, carrying small discs about one half inch
in_circumferenco, fringed with tentacles. A
sticky substance exudes from the ends of the
tentacles and filaments, which effectually retain
a fly and at once convey it to the centre of the
ﬂower, which closes tightly over it, and, accord-
ing to the report, the fly is ¢ digested.”’

A No1sELESS automatic door-cloger, invented
by M. Kriiss, of Hamburg, is described in a
recent number of Dingler’'s Politechnisches
Jowrnal. In it the ordinary weight and pulley
a.yra.ngement is improved on a pneumatic prin-
ciple, 8o that after raising of the weight when
the door opens, it is caused to go down again
slowly. The weight is inclosed in a vertical
brags pipe, which is open above, and has at its
lower conical end a ball valve adjustable by a
screw below. The weight moves up and down
$his tube like a piston; it has a disc of soft
leather at its upper part. On opening the door
the weight is easily raised, the air entering by
thq opening below. On letting go the door the
weight descends slowly, the ball valve falls in
position, while the leather disc has a tightening
action. According as the ball is screwed higher
or lower will be the rate of the descent of the
weight, and of closure of the door. If the ball
valve be completely closed the falling weight is
stopped in the tube, and the door remains open.

HowEevER much nerve a young man mush
possess before he can ask a lady to become his
wite, it certainly requires more for him to work
himself up to that gitch where he can unblush-
ingly ask her father for his consent in the
matter. One Sunday night last summer Bugby
was drawing near the abode of his affianced,
when he saw her father in the yard. What
better opportunity could ever present itself ?
With a trembling step and a giddy brain he
approached to within ten feet of where tho old
gentleman was seated, and gasped, ¢ Please, sir.”
The person addressed made no response. If a
force-pump of 40-horse power had been inject-
ing hot blood into his head it could not have
felt worse. He moved forward about two
inches. ‘Please,sir, [—I—" This wasas far
as he got, for his tongue seemed to bo about as
thick as an Arctic over-shoe. The party ad-
dressed did not seem to move a muscle. Bugby
moistened his feverish lips with his tongue and
then began where he left off : “I love yo——"
He could proceed no farther. Composing
himself a little, by a desperate effort he began
at the beginning: ¢ Please, sir, I love your
daughter and——" This was about one-third
of what he had to say, but it seemed far less,
there was so much remaining. It was now
gotting quite_ dark. The old gentleman’s in.
difference made Bugby more desperate, and he
determined to finish what he had to say, come
life or death : * Please, sir, I love your daughter,
and wish to make her my wife. Do you give
your consent; ?” and with the question he rushed
forward and flung himself on his knees before
the old gentleman, Just then a gust of wind
shook the tree, and the old gentleman, which
proved to be a scarecrow placed there to
frighten the robins, fell over on Bugby and

1;%1;:% dl'mn into the mud. Bugby is still un-
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‘ ASK MY HUSBAND TO COME HERE,” EXCLAIMED ESMER, AS THE NURSE APPEARED TO HESITATH

NOT LOVED, YET WEDDED.

BY THE AUTHOR OF *‘ GWYN,”

CHAPTER XXVIII.
EVEN UNTO THE END.

DrspiTE Esmer’s constitution, the physician,
on his visit the next morning in company with
the local doctor, who had watched the case
through the night, looked exceedingly grave,
The violent chill, and'the excitement she had
evidently been labouring under, had produced
brain fever in a form which occasioned the
medical men considerable uneasiness. Since
the first attack she had fallen into a brief stupor,
which had given place to such violent delirium
as to alarm her nurses. hi

Lucille desired much to institute herself as
one of these. She had been deeply touched by
the sad event; the more so from a secret con-
sciousness of the feelings with which she haa
regarded the young bride. :

The idea that Esmer might die made her
shiver, as if she had been to blame. Under the
shock she did not only feel she must not, but
that she did not, love Gerard. She feared to;
and, compagsionating Esmer, earnestly besought
to be one of her nurses, oy

ut the Earl, hearing of hig wife’s delirium
and Lady Westbrook’s presence in her chamber,
had grown terribly mervous that the latter's
delicate sensibility might be shocked by some
of Esmer’s sentences uttored unconseciously in
er raving, and had entreated Lady Davenant
to B;Ellt%de Lucille to leave.
Sthe sy ]
re?}ig wid haglgzjrogzgg,: on receiving the younger’s

i ear Lady” Westbrook, I am sure mno one
o hpreciate such generous sympathy as our
xio.orbu%", Esmor hergolf when she is aware of
1t DY, even wopg there need, I could not
gg?:;:is?“ t°lf;l‘n nurse. Need, however, does
person réoommevz already sent for an efficient

uded by Dr, Cullam, and from

myself and daught p
e ycate” hters her ladyship shall have

I donot doubt that £

Oram ingstant,” answered

Lucille, with so winning a glance that it quite
charmed the elder lady.

Theny feeling it would be ostentatious to
press her services further, she descended to the
dining-room, where the Marquis of Santyre was
waiting with the Earl.

“Well, my love, how is her ladyship now ?”
inquired the former, as both arose upon her
entrance. 5

“Since Dr. Cullam’s report, my lord, the time
has been too brief for change,” replied Lucille.
+“The Countess seems very ill. I wished to aid
in nursing her, but Lady Davenant thinks my
services unnecessary.’’

She had asked to nurse Esmer! Gerard could
not help looking almost with veneration at the
fair speaker, for somehow, since his bride’s
indisposition, he had avoided meeting her glance,

How pure, how innocent she was! How
free from the meannesses which had wrecked

oor Esmer; and she, with gentle touch and
indly word, would have tended the sick girl,

* Heaven bless her I’ he murmured, fervently,
“May the Father.in heaven bless her 1’

““ Her ladyship is right, my dear,” said Lord
Santyre, replying to his daughter, oo many
nurses, even as doctors, kill a patient, as too
many cooks spoil the broth ; though I, Lucille,
who have seen you attend a dying father, can
be surety for the inestimable blessing you are to
the siok chamber. But the carriage is waiting,”
he added, slightly raising his voice : “and I donot
doubt that Lady Davenant and the Earl, here,
without meaning anything unkind, would at
such an anxious moment prefer our room to our
company.

Gerard murmured
sonroelty. krlxevlvl what ; he
instinctively he avoided saying anything like &
compliment to Lucille, Fortunately his confusion
was att_nbuted to anxiety.

“ Believe me, Lord Lethrington,” proceeded
the Marquis, pressing hig hand, “ we sympathise
with you and the Countess mueh, It has been
a sad termination to a weeding ; let us hope
to-morrow, however, the medical opinion will be
of a brighter description.”

“Thanks, my lord. Dr. Cullam relies much
on—on her ladyship’s constitution ; on that, too,

some response — he
was only conscious that

we must depend,” remarked Gerard, gravely, as
he gave Lucille his arm to conduct her to the
carriage. 3

The Marquis preceding them, they followed
in silence ; but just beforq they reached the hall-
door Gerard could not resist saying, ina hurried,
earnest whisper :

“Lady Westbrook, how can I thank you for
{‘our offer to nurse my cousin—I mean, Lady

ethrington p”’

“My lord, I acted but a woman’s part,” was
the quiet rejoinder. * She who did not feel for
another 8o circumstanced would be no woman.
Thanks are unnecessary.’’

“ We judge all others after our own standard,
hence in your eyes women are angels ; yes, you
must let me thank you,” he conéluded ; then as
he assisted her into the carriage, he bowed his
!ltead, and kissed the little hand before he released
it.

Having watched the vehicle drive off, he
returned to the dining-room. The remnants of
the wedding breakfast remained yet untouched,
but the apartment was deserted, and the Earl,
casting himself into a chair, covered his face
with his hands,

Dared he analyse his sensations ? No. Some. -
thing in the physician’s manner more than his
words had told Gerard there was great danger :
even as Lucille, though in a higher degree, he
cowered from his own past thoughts as if they
had been sin; he cowered from himself, as
though the knowledge that he had never loved
Esmer made him guilty of her present indisposi-
tion.

As he blamed himself for that for which he
was in no way culpable, a strong, pitying
sympathy for the poor young girl, so abruptly
struck down at such a moment, seized him.
It was not love, though it might have been called
by that name in error. Iove cannot be so
created ; yet he felt that henceforth he must
think only of her, nay, that he could only think
of her comfort. <

Lady Davenant having a spare bed-room,
which she placed at his service, Gerard did not
quit the house an instant that night, He in-
stinctively knew Esmor was hovering between
life and death,
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“So young—so young!” he cried. Oh,
Heaven, it must not be !””

In anxious tribulation he paced his room,
sending and receiving frequent messages from
the sick chamber. The latter were ever the
same : delirious, raving, talking incessantly,

Of what? Gerard would have given much to
know. Daring the night, when Lady Davenant
came to him, he learned—though consta,nt,ly
attering words, Esmer did so in such a hurried
manner that their meaning was unintelligible.

The Earl felt relieved, for himself, for
Lucille’s sake, even for Esmer’s own. He
knew the poison rankling in his wife’s mind,
and feared that she might utter cruel, suspicious
accusations which would cause pain, bitter
humiliation to herself and others in the future.

For three days Lady Lethrington’s life was
in the balance; the physician would not pro-
nounce either way. 5

“ We must wait until the fever is at its height
—until the turning point is reached,” he re-
marked, seriously.

‘When that time came, and Esmer laid in an
unconsciousness which was to give place to life
or death, Gerard sat in the darkened room with
Lady Davenant and Dr. Pecbles, the local M.D.
For three hours he had remained, his elbow on
his knee, his head bent forward on his hand,
never moving, but thinking and praying—pray-
ing with his whole soul that his wife might re-
cover.

It was between night and dawn that the Earl
felt a hand on his ghoulder; starting,
he raised his face pale and worn. It was the
doctor. ;

“My lord,” he said, with a smile, *the
stupor has given place to a quiet sleep. The
Countess will live.” :

“Thank Heaven!” ejaculated Gerard, fer-
vently, like one who had been abruptly relieved
of a heavy burthen, and as he spoke ho fell back
in his chair insensible,

‘When the physician arrived, he confirmed
Dr. Peebles’ declaration. Lady Liothrington
would live; but every care must be taken to
keep all excitement from her, sho being naturally
excitable. She must be kept quiet, very quiet.
A relapse would be perilous.

So two days passed. Esmer was slowly, very
slowly gaining strength, yet she was doing so.
‘When in the evening, after she had lain for over
an hour as if asleep, she drew the curtain back,
the action brought the nurse to her side, Lady
Davenant and her daughters having unavoids
ably to be absent that evening. «

* Where is my husband ?”’ she asked.

“ Downstairs, your ladyship.”

““ Ask him to come here. I must, I will see
him !” exclaimed Ksmer, imperatively, as the
nurse appeared to hesitate.

‘The woman, noting the sudden kindling in the
dark eyes, fearing to excite her, rang the bell
i?r z;. servant, and despatched a message to the

arl. .

In a few seconds Gerard entered the room.
Approaching the couch, he leaned over its
occupant, and affectionately kissing her brow,
paid : .

“Well, my darling, they say you want me.
‘What is it? Remember, the doctor forbids
much conversation.” .

Almost with something of her old petulance
Bsmer drew away from his embrace, and re-
marked :

“Sond that murse away, CGerard; I don’t
want her to be spying and listening aboub us.”’

The Earl requested the attendant to retire
for a while to the ante-room.

“ Now, my dear,” he said, sitting down on a
chair by the bedside and taking her hand in
his, “ what is it ?”

She turned her face quickly towards him, her
dark eyes burning with sudden fire and looking
more brilliant from the wanness of her hollow
cheeks.

“ Gerard,” she said, “ they thought once that
I was going to die, did they not ¢’

““There was danger, Esmer ; butit has passed
now, thank Heaven.”

“Thank Heaven!”” and she broke into &
langh which would haye been hard, ringing,
and full of scorn, but for her feebleness. ¢ Why,
Gerard, do you play the hypocrite ? You wounld
have been delighted, overjoyed, and so would
she, at the barrier being removed.”

At this unexpected, unfounded charge, the
Barl involuntarily started from hig seat, and
contracted his brows. He felt cut to the
heart,

. “Esmor,” ho oxclaimed, * what 1s the mean-
ing of this? Tg it possible you can dare—is it
possible that these base thoughts—:-’
stalfe stopped abruptly, recollecting her delicate
0.
“Esmer,” he proceeded, gravely but kindly

now, “you wrong me equally as I am sure you
wrong Lady Westbrook. My child, you are
ill, and must not excite yourself by such absurd
ideas. Lady Westbrook felt for you so much
that she desired to help nurse you.”

“ Did she—did she ?”” exclaimed the Countess,
with a vivid light in her eyes. “I'm glad they
didn’t let her. She would have poisoned me.”

The Earl bit his lip ; yet he felt he must not
answer her; she was very—very ill; she was
evidently excited ; he must try to calm her :

“My dear HEsmer, you are my wife and the
Countess of Lethrington; as such you must
regard yourself with too much self-respect to
harbour thonghts so humiliating. 'Ihere—
there, these ideas are ag injurious to your re-
covery as they are foolish, my love. = Let us
talk of something else; you are growing excited
and will b6 ill again, ~ Come, or I must not
remain.”

He spoke affectionately and with an en-
couraging smile.

She caught his hand between her thin ones, |

and gazed eagerly into his face,
“Yes, yes, Gerard, wo will talk of what you

please,”” she said; “only—only I want you to |
promise me something first—to promise most |

golemnly.”

“Promise what, Esmer? What is it you
desire ?”’ he inquired, curiously.

What new whim had this child-wife formed ?

Drawing herself suddenly up on her pillow,
with a strength that surprised him, her hand
yet clasping his, her eyes on his face, she an-
swered, vehemently : :

“Promise me, swear to me, that if I die,
whenever I die, you will not marry Lady
Westbrook 7’ :

Gerard rose up quickly; the hot blood
rushed to his brain, then flew like fire through
his veins. Was this supportable? Surely he
was cruelly tried.” For the moment he was
80 hurt as to be forgetful of the speaker, and
in accents of angry reproof, he exclaimed,
bitterly :

“ Eismer—shame, shame upon you! How can
you insult mo thus? You—my wife 7’

“ Never mind,” she rejoined, impetuously ;
“I care not what you think of me. I repeat,
promise this, Gerard. . If you care for me at all
~—promise.”

. * Esmer, this is absurd,” he protested, eva-
sively now ; for though there was no possibility
of his and Lmcille’s ever coming together, he
felt that promise could never pass his lips.
“You will live long—longer than I1.”

“ Who can count upon life,”” she broke in,
with angry persistence. “ Gerard, promise this
—or—or She stopped, and pressed her
hand to her forehead.

The Earl was alarmed, and warning her of the
danger she ran, tried to soothe her; but she in-
terrupted, excitedly :

“I hate her—hate her! She is so beautiful,
8o graceful, one cannot scorn her; andif T die, I
say you must not marry her. She shall not
woar the coronet that was mine, Gerard, I will
believe you hate me if you don’t promise.”

Before he could reply, happily, there was a tap
at the door, and the nurse entered, followed by
t}xe doctor. Gerard, grateful for the interrup-
tion, drew back. ¢

Esmer regarded the intruders with s vexed
frown. Then the flush dropped out of her choeks,
and she fell on her pillow faint and weak. Dr,
Pecbles hurried forward, much alarmed.

“ Her Iadyship is not so well,” ho remarked, |.

brusquely. “She has been excited, my lord.”

“She has, indeed, I fear, much exoited hergelf,”
responded Gerard. -“I was summoned here ten
minutes ago; I found her exceedingly rostless.
My efforts to soothe her were futile.”

“The nurse sent for me,” remarked tho
doctor, less roughly, “as she says she saw it
coming on a quarter of an hour back.,”’

¢I thank her for her attention, She had the
wisdi_)m Il%m%kedgi

L s, rouble you to quit us, my lord.
Leave the Countess wsi,th me.”q £

That night Esmer’s restlessness had become
again delivinm. She had a relapse; and Gerard
himself went to summon Dr, Callam, The
physician said little ; but the expression of his
countenance was such that, ag the Harl followed
him into the hansom, he asked anxiously :

“Ts there danger -

“ It would be wrong to deceive you, my lord ;
I fear there is great danger. I saw, from the
first, that the Countess’s excessively excitable
disposition was most to be dreaded, and that a
relapse would be—-"" i h

h“ D-tul»’}; remarked the Harl, huskily, as the
physician hesitated.
P No, no, not quite that, my lord ; but danger-
ous—decidedly dangerous.”” i
In silence, Gerard leaned back in the hansom,

It was the abuse of sensitiveness ; but he felt
almost as if he were answerable for all this.
Still, could he give that promige p

Hour after hour beat out its regular course,
and the doctors yet remained in the sick room.
Gerard remained in the one adjoining, a prey
to the most terrible anxiety. ‘The only sound
breaking the silence was the voice of his wife,
raised in delirium, :

Frequently he heard his own name, ag she
called upon him ; but, thank Heaven! he neyer
heard Lucille’s.

Onee or twice they had come to feteh him to
Esmer, his name being ever on her lips; but she
had mot recognised him, :

Dawn “was just breaking in the east in cold,
chill gray, when Dr. Cullam entered the apart.
ment.

“How is the Countess—better?” inquired
Grerard, eagerly.

= lord, I fear not,” was thoe reply, accom-
panied by a grave shake of the head. "‘ There
is something evidently on her ladys}_mp 8 mind,
What it is I know not; but she incessantly
entreats you to gromise something. Whether
you can do this I am unaware, only I think it
right to inform you it is the sole chance of
giving her rest, perhaps life. Her mind seems
thoroughly imbued with it ; she will listen to
nothing else.”

Perhaps life! -

That moment appeared to Gerard to comprise
a whole age of agony, He turned away to the
window, not willing to let the terrible suffering
betra:ye& on his features be witnessed by the
physician,

“Doctor Cullam,” he said, with a wild hope
of escape, “ wherein lays the use of my promiss
ing ? Th‘q Countess does not know me.”’

*“ She will now, my lord, or I should not have
come. Within the last half hour there has boen
a change. She is partly conscious; but her
brain finds no rest frem this terrible excitement.
My lord,” proceeded the physician, gently, but
firmly, “it is my duty to tell you that the
Countess is in immediate and imminent peril.
If this excitement isnot allayed she has notlong
to live.” é

Gerard’s lips compressed until the colour fled
from them, His hands gripped each other
tightly. There was a short, fierce struggle.
No ; he could not see her die— he could not ba
guilty of her death.

*“ Dr. Cullam, let me go to her,” ho said. © First
let me tell you, as an old friend of our family,
that what her ladyship demands is ungenerous
—a cruel insult to her husband. Nevertheless,
I cannot let her suffer; I will yield.”

“ My lord, there are more brave men than
those who perish on the battle-field,” quietly
remarked the physician.

They entered the sick-room, when Gerard,
leaving the doctor at the door, approached the
couch, from which the attendants instantly
withdrew. On perceiving him, Hsmer sprang up
with the fictitious strength of fever.

“ Gerard—husband !”’ she cried,  you are here,
Come, come—closer—oloser.” 3

He went to her, encircling her with his arms,

“ My poor child—my darling !”” he said pity-
ingly, “ be composed.” x ,

*“ Promise — promise — promise !’ she inter.
rupted, in a hoarse whisper, her whole frame
quivering and torn by excitement. =

“ My poor, poor child,” he began, “only you
promise to get well, and I—— ‘

Before he could conclude, a greab change camg
over the girl—she uttered a sharp cry, ang
dropped back against his arm. . :

Alarmed, Dr. Cullam hurried forward, then he
bade Gerard withdraw. 4

Half an  hour later all was over— Hymep,
Countess of Lethrington, was dead.

—

CHAPTER XXIX,
ONCE AGAIN.

Trrreen months have elapsed singg Bsme

closed her, eyes upon the world, with jq pleaE
sures and its pains. The victim of hep oW jea~
lousy, sho had lived to have her ambjtioy realized.
For a few brief days she had been Countess of
Lothrington. In the family picture-gallery her
portrait would hold its place, and her history

| would be recited by future descendants, Noxt

to hers—did Gerard weq again P—must come
another face. 'Whose p What mattered it now
to her who slept in yongep quiet chureh, whose
earthly bourne was maykeq by the marble
monument raised o smer, Countess of Leth-
rington, agod 19 ¢ ;

@ very night Succoeding the funeral found
f'h?y };Jar%)a, bassenger in gy ‘gx;,mas train travel-
ing 0S fivel‘- His sorrow lad booen deep—sin.
cere. Still, the first bloy over, the peaceful

tearth covering the restless, solf.torbured spirit,
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did he not experience, despite himself, a sense
of relief—of freedom ?

Why hideit? We are writing of men and
women, not angels, . Yos; nevertheless he felt
too much compassion for his young wife’s me-
mory not to respect it, and he fled temptation.

Self, perching on his shoulder, whispered
warningly—If you fly her presence, she will
believe you have recalled your love, and, pro-
bably, from very pride, wed elsewhere. But
honour, with calm, truthful, self-searching eyes,
murmured in response—If such is to be your
fate, so be it. To think of self iy sweet, but in
the pure code of the religion of humanity it is

nobler to think rather of others, even of their |

memory. ;

So Gerard fled from temptation, that he

might not fail in ﬁt‘tipg respect to Esmer. 'The
idea never swayed his decision, that all society
had its eyes upon him, curious, expectant ; it
never occurred to him until afterwards.
» Already had Mrs. Grundy, over that prover-
bial cup of Bohea, modded and winked saga-
ciously, and wondered how soon it would bo
before “ The funeral baked meats (would) coldly
furnish forth the marriage tables.”” Whispering
also to her gossip that she would give something
to witness the first meeting between Lady West-
brook and the Earl.

“My dear”—sententiously — we have long
grown wise enough not to measure the heart’s
sorrow by the depths of the crape. Grief at
times is all surface, even as the hatchment put
up for public gaze. Mark my word, the Harl
will shut himself up in the Hall for a month or
80, then he’ll return to town, and then—well,
we shall see.”

Consequently, Mra. Grundy looked astonished
and nonplussed when it was ascertained that
Gerard had gone abroad, where his stay was
indefinite. For nine days society canvassed the
matter ;° then, save with his particular friends,
tho Earl dropped out of thought, and for
fifteen months no rumour ever occurred to recall
him to mind. No news reached England, He
was as though he existed not.

During this period he had travelled far and
much. He had drank coffee in Arab tents, and
on their fleet steeds had traversed the arid
plain of Sahara, an Englishman, alone with the
wandering descendants of Ishmael; he had
smoked the chibook in Persian caravanserai;
he had lazily dreamed the hours away on the
verdant banks of the Nilo; he had elimbed
Elbury, and had stood on the shores of the
White Sea, and under the gloomy pines of
Secandinavia. Restlessly he had wandered from
place to place, until, finally, crossing the great
Eurlopea.n plain, he had arrived at Constanti-
nople.

Here, meditating on tho shores of the Bos-

phorus, watching the sails of a British mers |
chantman homeward bound, his thoughts, too,

had drifted in that direction, and a craving
seized him for England; his soul grew weary
of this unrest.

“Why should I not go? Why have I tarried
solong P’ he exclaimed, as one suddenly awaken-
ing. “TFifteen months! What may not have
happened in that time?
due honour to the dead ! =

He arose, bent his eyes in mute farewell upon

the waters of the Kuxine, and before dawn was |

travelling westward.

e planned to stop a brief while at Rome,
Vienna, Paris, thouih craving for London. But
he desired to break
it were, to his friends. It was indeed like a
resurrection ; to them for fifteen months he had
been as one buried. At either of these sities ho
surely should meet some people he knew who
would send the intelligence to England

At Rome, however, he found the season nearly |
Most of the visitors had deﬁm‘ted, and | h

over.
he encountered no one he knew; so he bade hig
valet propare for their departurs on the
morrow.

Restloss now from another -cause, feeling
time most weary, the evening previously Gerard,
mounting his horse, rode to the Colosseumn—
that mighty ruin, that monument of the past 50

ull of memories, that in memoriam of man’s
grandeur of idea, of his vices, and his g?obryd
Jyas ever a favourite haunt with |

that night ho had learned, a considerable {\w
g:;gc arvangoed to visit it, it was to be illumi-

He ronched it lato. Alrcady the party had
;}‘;‘;gs} Ho aould o hoir shadowy fgures

In no h&m;xr &k A 5 S
¢ for any society, especially that
05 ;:sl;u%rl, the Baxl, in whom place of past
g Ur always created a species of awe and

desire for quief et
$hi6 oolummie meditation, mqved away among

Mrlmm the ruins, and hear the echo of

AV

Surely I have paid |

is coming back to life, as |

, and |

Unobserved, however, several of the party
had also come in the same direction, and when
he turned as the period for illuminating the
place arrived, he noted some four or five persons
grouped within a few yards of him, some seated
some standing.

A strange feeling was on him that evening,
rendering the human voice inharmonious and
jarring to tho nerves ; therefore he drew slightly
back into the shade, and leaning against a
large fragment of ruin with folded arms, waited
the starting into life as it were of the vast
amphitheatre.

A hushed silence fell on all, making the seene
and the hour yet more impressive. Then the
light sprang up, and the stupendous avena was
as though day had dawned.

A low, soft cry of admiration very mear him
caused the Earl to turn, stepping a pace for-
ward,

A lady was seated on a fallen column at the
other gide of the ruin. His sudden' movement
caused her to raise her head. The light fell
upon her features and his. She rose quickly,
then, involuntarily, two hands went forth to
meet, two voices ejaculated, simultansously :

“ Lord Lethrington !’

“ Lady Westbrook 1"

Neither said more at the moment, but in such
cases eyes are more eloguent than words; and
Gerard’s eager, questioning gaze was answered
by a tremulous lip, tremulous with a joyous
smile that could not wholly be contro{led, a
blushing cheek, and drooped silken lashes.

Those fifieen months had not wrought that
change which he had so dreaded to contemplate.
Something whispered him Lueille was free. As
they stood there, hand elasping hand, nearly
two years of their lives seemed to roll back, and
they were again in the Chiswick grounds, their
love confessed.

As is general, the woman was the first to see
the necessity of self-control, and to recover it
Looking up, with a bright smile, she said :

¢ This, my lord, is an unexpected pleasure. Wo
thought you had turned hermit, and renounced
the world for ever. The Marquis is with me
and my cousin ; they will be so delighted to see
you.”

“Scarcely more than I to seo them, Lady
Westbrook,” he answered, his eyes yet drinking
in her beauty, and still clasping the little hand.

“Have you a party here?” she inquired;
“or will you join ours P’

“Had I twenty I should perpetrate the rude-
ness of neglecting them all, rather- than mot
accept your invitation.” :

“Thanks, my lord,” responded Lmeille,
smiling. “I am glad to perceive the anchorite
has not forgotten how to fatter.” S

““Truth frequently appears flattery to thoss
who are
marked ; adding fervently : *“ How must I thank
Heaven for this fortunate meeting. To-morrow
1 should have quitted Rome for England, in
search of that upon which, in my ignorance, I
turned my back.”

“ And that, my lord P’

He bowed his head low to whisper his reply,
for they were now close to the rest of the

pnrb%:
¢ Yourself, Lady Westbrook.”

is eyes strove greedily to read her face—to
learn there that upon which now all his hopes
depended. Was she offended P He could not
tell, for quickly averting her head, and quitting
his side, she hastened to announce his presence
to Lord Santyre.

Gerard did not leave Rome the next morning,
as the reader may divine. The welcome of the
Marquis and Lord Cecil had been of the warmest

seription, especially gratifying to the Harl at
such a period. Society had finally decided that
he had really loved his cousin ; o:f Lueille
guessed the truth, with that subtle, indesorib-
able power, which renders one nature capable of
reading another’s as though it were its own.

Lord Santyre, thereforo, as he noted the young

man’s grave-grown countenance, its older,
sadder expression, felt keen, compassionating
8 ﬁ:thy, and from a Samaritan idea, to force
the Earl out of his gelf-imposed solitude, invited
him first to dinner, then to join his party.

3 Thus at last Heaven had opened to Gerard.
How rapturous were the moments amid the

i gmé,' darkening shadows of the Colosseum, and
08e yet more ra

pturous during the ride home

under the deep blue skies and glor}oua :tmrs of
the south; conversing at times with Lueille, ag
he leaned towards the carriage whish contained
her; or gazing at her as she reclined againgt
the cushions, lost in a dreamy roverio while
others talked.

Was it actually true ? or had he fallen fo sloep
in the Colosseum and was dreaming it all ? Could
it be that he sat once more at Lord Santyre’s

too generous to be egotistical,” he ve- |

table, opposite Lucille, as in those days gone by ?
No, not quite the same ; there was a difference
—a sweet, intoxicating difference. Lady West-
brook’s eyes, on occasions, fell before his now;
not in anger, for a smile fluttered about her lips,
while the hues of the rose bloomed deeper on
her cheek.

“Then you will join our party, Lethrington 7’
questioned the Marquis, as Gerard finally rose
to take his departure.

“If I thought I should be no intruder, my
lord, nothing would give me greater pleasure.
Any society is preferable to one’s own—then
h%w infinitely more so must be that which you
offer I’

His eyes instinetively sought Lucille, but ho
was not gratified by a return glance. Her gaze
was bent on her white, slender fingers, as they
wandered softly over the keys of the piano, and
she did not raise it. :

“I must give you warning, though,” pro-
ceeded the Marquis, “lest you may be in haste
to reach London; that we intend to do so in the
most desultory fashion; stopping at Como,
Mentone, Marseilles, and Paris. There, you
have the programme of our route.”

“So delightful & one, my lord,-that, if any-
thing could enhance the pleasure of travelling
with your party, that would do it,” smiled
Gerard. “I am in mo hurry, now, to reach
London—not in the least.”

Again his eyes strayed to the graceful figure
at the piano. The fair head was still drooped,;
but it was slightly averted. It encouraged him,
and when he crossed to talke his leave, retaining
her hand a space longer, perhaps, than etiquetto
allowed, he said :

“ Lady Westbrook, may I ask if you second
Lord Santyre’s invitation ? Will my presence
in any way incommode you P’

There was just a moment’s pause; then she
looked at him with a shy, bright expression in
ggt eyes, and answered, moving the while from

im :

“I was unaware, my lord, that you were not
only a flatterer, but also would be flattered—
a would-be giver and a recipient. i, my
lord, fie!I””

The soft, playful rebuke filled the Earl’s soul
with joy. He walked back to the once marble
palace, where now he had his rooms—on air.

[To be continued.]
* Not Loved, Yet Wedded” commenced in No. 676 and
Part CLXVI.

BRIDAL SONG.
Bixe for the orange-wreath to-night;
‘With ereamy corollas scarce more white
Than the fair, unfurrowed brow they press,
Or the heart that throbs *neath the bridal dress,
Meekly she cometh with downecast eyes;
Veiled in their depths is the glad surprise
That the soul ¢’er feels *neath a crowning bliss
That seems too sweet for a world like this.
Ring out, ring on, ye marriage bells !
Your silver chime of gladness tells;
Ring out, ring on, ring long and lond—
Ye that have tolled .or the pall and shroud,
Yo that have rung for the sheeted dead,
For thesable plume and mufled tread,
Forget them all, and glad and way,
Ring out this joyous wedding-day !
Forget the coffin and the tomb,
Forget the yew-tree’s mournful gloom,
Tor life i8 young, and life is fair,
And flower-incense fills the air
From orange-blossoms fresh to-day ;
Liing out, ring on, ring glad and gay !
And if—ah ! if—from the days to come,
There falleth a shadow of grief or gloom,
Banish the thought, ring loud and long,
And join your chimes with the marriage song.

. 8 3,

GRAINS OF GOLD.

LT Justice hold the balance, and Meroy turn
the scale.

SuspeNsE has been called the tooth-ache of
the mind. aRE

WHAT you attempt, do with all your strength.
Determination is omnipotent. If tho prospect
be somewhat darkened, put the fire of resolution
go {our soul, and kindle a flame that nothing
but death can extinguish. . .

Living wirn Honour.—The shortest and
surest way to live with honour in the world is
to be in reality what you would appear to bes
and if we observe we shall find that all human
virtues increase and strengthen by the practice
and experience ef them,
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PARIS FASHIONS.

—

Wan fashionable eombination, which associates
a skirt of self-coloured material with a polonaise
of some material to match, but figured, is now
almost wniversally adopted, The only excep-
tion, indeed, to this rule is in favour of toilots
made entirely (skirt and polonaise) of one
plain material. But then one must no go
against this rule, and employ a figured or striped
material, whatever it may be, for the skirt, to
wear with a self-coloured fabric. Fashion, so
tolerant on other points, is inexorable on thig
one ; and ladies who wish to make up new cos-
tumes out of old dresses must bear in mind
that the dress, if figured, should be used for the
polonaise or tunie, and if plain, for the skirt,

The half-long, half-fitting, paletot made of
material similar to the polonaise, remains the
most generally adopted style of wvétement for
walking toilets. It is made without sleeves—
those of the polonaise, most frequently made of
the same material as the skirt, doing duty for
both. For very warm woather the paletot is
exchanged by young girls for muslin fichus ;
by married ladies for by-lace fichus or eapes, crépe
de Chine or faille scarves, &c. But some sort of
over garment, however light and small, is con-
sidered necessary for going out of doors.

Dresses trimmed wilh mandarine pipings and
bows, bonnets ornamented with ribbons,
feathers, and flowers, of every shade of yellow
and orange, are now considered the acme of good
taste. And this favoured mandarine colour is as-
sociated with other shades so as to form the most
bizarre combinations ; tilleul, maize, pale blue,
rose colour, and lilac, are joined with manda-
7ine, and we have even seen sunshades of the
same flaming colour. The latter, however, are
bothin bad taste and very unbecoming, solet us
hope they will not become generally adopted.

Toile and batiste dresses aro very fashionable ;
some varieties with open work designs are ex-
ceedingly pretty. Combined with plain foulard
to matceh, they make up lovely summer toilets.

In fancy fabrics the rough stripes, woollen,
are quite the favourites of fashion ; bourette, a
similar sort of tissue in wool and silk, is
prettier - looking. ~ Then there are woollen
crépons, new mohairs, faconnds, and armures
of various styles, grissailles, fancy pekins (strgped
fabries) and tiny checks, all these combined
with plain woollens or silks make up very
tasteful costumes,

A handsome toilet is of fancy wool and silk
material of several shades of bluish gray, com-
mencing with black. The dress is made in the
Princess shape. The front is trimmed with two
pleated flounces, headed with & bias-band of
dark bluish-gray faille. Above this bias-band
there are clover leaves of faille, piped with
light blnish-gray. A long Louis XIV., waist-
coat of dark bluish-gray faille, is finished with
a frilling of light bluish’gray faille, and trimmed
in front with three bows. At tho back, the
skirt is pleated, and large loops of very wide
grayish-blue ribbon trim the sides. ‘

A walking-costume is of beiga woollen tissue
and brown faille, The skirt, of woollen magterial,
ig pleated lengthways in fromt. . The Princess
polonaise is pleated across, both in front and ab
the back. On each side there are wide facings
of brown faille, cut out in sharp spikes, In
each spike thers is one large button, covered
with the same silk. At the back, the pleats are
fastened up with very wide loops of faille.

An elegant visiting costume is of slate-blue
silk armure, and of plain faille, of two distinct
shades of slate-blue, light and dark, is made in
the Princess shape, of the armure silk, with a
train lot in ab the back; this train consists of
threo double pleats, two of dark slate-blue faille,
and tho middle one of light slate-blue faille ;
there is no trimming upon this train, but the
armure part of the skirt is trimmed with a deep,
finely-fluted frilling' of dark slate-blne faille,
with headings of the lighter colour. A tight-
fitting paletot of armure completes the costume.
The fronts, sleeves, and pockets ave of plain
faille, collar and cuffs of armure, with bows of
faille. Capote of dark slate-blue gauze, trimmed

with a wreath of white and pale-pink chrysan.

themums, with ganze strings,
I,

DESCRIPTION OF

FASHION ENGRAVINGS. Page 424,

Nos. 1 anp 6.—PRINCESS-PETTICOAT,

Of fine longcloth, trimmed with embroidery,
and stitched bands separated by insertion.—
Price of pattern of petticoat, trimmed, $1 ; flat,

Gy >

Nos. 2 To 5,—~HANDKERCHIEFS, COLLAR,
AND CUFF.

No. 2.—Haundkerehief of lawn, trimmed with
an insertion of pale blue-and-white torchon lace,
and a border of lawn edged with the same kind
of lace, pleated at the corners,

Nos: 3 and 4.—Collar and ouff of linen, em-
broidered with pale blue ingrain cotton, and
trimmed with lace to correspond. A suitable
design for the embroidery is given in full size
in No. 5 of the Faney-work page.

No. 5.—Handkerchief of fine cambrie, trimmed

gram embroidered in tillenl ingrain cotton,

—

No. 6.—See No. 1,

—_—

No. 7.—PALETOT,

To be made of the same material ag the
dress, and trimmed with embroidered- bands of
cashmere or silk of a lighter shade ; tabs and
buttons to correspond ; collar with embroidered
corners.—Price of pattern of paletot, trimmed,
80¢. ; flat, 30c.

e —

No. 8. —DINNER-DRESS,

Of mastic-coloured faille, trimmed with
silk fringe. The habit is trimmed with white
lace, buttons of the same colour as the dress,
and bows of mandarine satin ribbon.—Price of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed, $2. Habit,
trimmed, 80e. ; flat, 40c.

No, 9.—HOME-DRESS,

Of stone-coloured cashmere, trimmed with
rouleaux of stone-colour and blue silk. Pocket
to correspond, oxrnamented with blue silk b_uttons.
—Price of patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$2. Tunic, trimmed, 80c.; flat, 40c. Jacket,
trimmed, 60c. ; flat, 25¢.

T

deep

Orders and Remittances for Pattorns or Subserip-
tions to Tue Youna Lapies' JourNAL, addressed to
MapAME GUrNEY AND Co.,
711, BROADWAY, or
New York P.O. Box 3527, and at
172, ArraNTIc STREET, Brooxrryx,

will receive immedinte attention. Canadian Postage
Stamps cannot be received in prayment for Patterns,
Should replies be required, payment for postage of
g:;ter must be forwarded thus: 3¢, for U.8,, 6, for

Canada., .

.

DESCRIPTION OF
FANCY-WORK ENGRAVINGS. Page 425.

No. 1.—COLLAR AND CRAVAT,

i Of white muslin, trimmed with Valenciennes
ace. ?

Nos. 2 axp 9.—SOFA-CUSHION.

The foundation for this is of two colours
of cloth. The centre is black, and the sides
any colour that may be preferred. The design
is worked in two shades of filoselle, purse silk,
and gold thread. The design for the centro is
worked in cording and long stitches, outlined
with filoselle, crossed with stitches of gold
thread. The design for the border is worked
with filoselle, crossed by stitches of gold thread.
The leaves are worked in satin-stitch, ontlined
with chain-stitch. Tho seam made by joining
stitches of gold thread. The extreme edge of
the cloth is pinked out or button-holed with
silk in small vandykes, and cut out. The
tassels are made of filoselle, wound round a card,
and tied at the top and again about half an inch
from the top to form the little ball.

No. 3.—CRAVAT,

Of tilleul faille, with ends of .embroidered
net pleatod.

PRSSEN

No. 4—LACE: DARNED NET.
Suitable for trimming dresses, fichus, cravats,
&c.  Tlossette for darning net" can be supplied
from the London Publishing Office of this
Journal at 8d. per skein.

—

No. 5.—See No. 2 of the last page.

No. 6.—EDGING . TGRCHC;N. gakACF;,_ .
i i 11 cuffs, handkerchiefs
&c]f‘ orOut: ldxgxs]il;xlxgi: Ci‘}x aét;:sr’u and t’iatk-blue, and s
the most fashionable trimming for such articles
for this seasous

with tilleul-and-white insertion and lace. Mono- |

tho cloth is covered with filoselle, erossed by:

for washing

No. 7.—EDGING : CROGHET AND MIGNAR.
DISE,

1st Row : Ono single into wo i ‘mige
nardise together, one trebls into xi);hcg ':egg !flz)lgr
chain, one treble into the same Dicot, R:epeut
throughout the row.

2nd Row : Seven trebles under the four chain
of last row. Repeat.

For the heading, ono single separated by one
chain info each picot on the other side of the
mignardise.

No. 8.—BORDER IN EMBROIDERY.

The border is worked with ingrain cotton of
two colours in cross-stiteh, It is suitable for
trimming children’s pinafores, school-aprons, &e,

r——

No. 9.—See No. 2.

—_—

No. 10.—TRIMMING : EMBROIDERY.

Suitable for trimming children’s washing
dresses, &c. The edge is worked in lace-stitches,
The centre in knot and long stitches,

—

The Proprietors of Tir Youwe LaApiEs’ JoURNAL
beg respectfully to inform th eirnumerous subscribers
that they have made arrangements with Mesgsrg,
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, W., and 46,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with
their superfine fleecy in four-thread, viz.:—Black
and white, 33, 10d; per 1b. Common colours, 4s, 4d,
per lb. Ingrain, Azuline, and Humboldt, 4s, 8d.
per b, Gas-green, 63, 94, per Ib, Two, three, six,
;ty._nd tw;el;g t}xl:-ead, 2d. per b extra. N.B.—To save

ime, subscribers are requested ir
Ar. Bodford. q! d to apply direct to

THE HOME.

——

COOKERY.

SpiNAcH (FrENCH STYLE).—Pick and well
wash two pailfuls of spinach, Put it into a
large saucepan with about half & pint of water
and two table-spoonfuls of salt, .When it is
sufficiently boiled, strain, und squeeze it per=
fectly dry. Chop it fine, and putitinto a stewpan
with 2 oz butter and four table-spoonfuls of
ﬁwd gravy. Dredge inabout a tea-spoonful of

our ; stir it over a sharp fire for two or three
minutes. Garnish with four hard-boiled eggs,
cut in quarters, and sippets of fried bread.

G00SEBERRY CHUTNEY.—1 Ib sugar, 11b salt,
#1b French garlic, & 1b onions, +1b ground ginger,
2 oz cayenne pepper, 11b mustard seed, 11b
raisons, two quarts vinegar, two dozen unripe
gooseberries. Themustard seed must be washed
to remove the husks, the garlic to be picked and
bruised, the sugar made into a syrup with a pint
of the vinegar, the gooseberries boiled in a quart
of the vinegar. When cold put themintoa pan or
basin, and gradually mix the ingredients with
the remainder of the vinegar until well blended
together. Put it into bottles and well cork them

own,

RasPBERRY ViNnaar.—Mash two quarts of
raspberries, lot them stand in a pan to get sour,
strain the juice througha sieve, and to every pint
pat 1 1b loaf sugar, and a pint of the usual
white wine vinegar; let it boil ten minutes ;
gkim, and, when cold, bottle.

Cruaym Cuesse.—Mix a pint of warm new
milk with a quart of fresh cream, a lump or two
of sugar, a spoonful of rerme?; place it near the-
fira until the curd comes ; make a shape of stray
or rushes something like a flat brick; gew the
rushes or straw together, make the top and
bottom in'the same way, but they must be loose ;
put the curd into the shape on the looge bottom,
and cover with the top ; take it out the next day,

and turn it every day untilripe, A one-pound
weight will be sufficient to plage op this cgeesﬁa.
TOILET, :

To REMovE SUNBURN.—A little lemon-juice
pl}tth“;ﬁoa cup of milk, and then the face wa{hed
%; elmllk, 18 a complete remedy for sunburn.

e would not advise its being applied too fre-
q}?entl_y, 3s all things are more or less hurtful to
the skin when applied too often.

- Aﬂothcr.~Fresh,milk, mixed with oatmeal,
18 very beneficial tn.a sunburnt complexion,
IEI:my use  buttermilk with equal  success.
Sulphur, mixed with fresh milk, is also excellent
the skin with.
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WOMEN'S DOMESTIC, USEFUL, AND
LUCRATIVE EMPLOYMENTS.

Yo. XXVI. 2
IN the natural course of our observations upon
teaching, as offering a fuil and varied career to
ladies with a vocation for the same, we have
now arrived at a point where it _becomes proper
to speak of another phase of thig great and in-
teresting department of female l‘x‘ldpgt;~y. We
allude to that occupied by the *visiting mis-
tress,” whose peculiar gifts in certain subjects
are in partial or oceasional demand, for differ-

“ent pupils - or clagses of pupils, with whom her

interconrse will be shorter and slighter than
even that of the daily governess. Her moral
influence will have comparatively little oppor-
tunity for being exercised ; and her power of
teaching will be the almost exclusive canon by
which her competency will be judged. If she
is deficient in this, she fails in the principal
commodity, so to speak, with which she enters
the labour exchange; and for the non-posses-
sion of which she can offer no compensation of
another kind. Soundness, thoroughness, and
gymmetry should, therefore, be emphatically
the qualities of her attainments. The demands
upon her are exceptional; and exceptional,
also, and indefinite,is the compensation which
she is able to command. She may be a cele-
brated vocalist, a light of the oratorios or the
operas, called upon to impart instruction in
singing to the daughters of a duke; or a tra-
gedienne of high reputation, who gives lessons
in elocution -in the family of a millionaire. In
such conditions, her remuneration will be, to a
considerable extent, dictated by the terms she
can command in the public exercise of hor
talonts; at the same time that it will bear a
proportion to the fortune of the heads of the
families in which she exercises in private her
gifts. On the other hand, the visiting governess
may be a struggling woman, who has to seek
rather than wait to be asked; and whose ne-
cessities may compel her to accept a minimum
of remuneration which it would scarcely be
edifying to ascertain. For practical purposes,
we may, with the single statement of their
existence, dismiss such extreme cases of princely
or of depressed renruneration; and say that,
the hour being taken as the unit of caleulation,
the-visiting geverness, under average favourable
conditions, should realise from four to five
shillings an hour. If two consecutive hours
are oceupied, the terms will generally be some-
what reduced in consequence; a circumstance
which the visiting mistress can afford, as in
such a case she has no inactive interval be-
tween her lessons, and has not to disburse any-
thing for travelling expenses. The hour, we
say, is the unit upon which the ca,lcula,tlpns of
the visiting governess are based; but this may
be substituted by the day, in cases of large

.schools, which offer large relays of music
pu{ils.

he visiting mistress is found generally pro-
fessing music, vocal or instrumegtul, chiefly the
piano or the harp ; languages, ancient or modern,
her own, or others; art, drawing in _penc;l,
crayon, and water-colours, instruction in oil-
painting being mostly taught ab the special
School of Art; English subjects, mathematics,
history, language, and literature. The peculiar

method of the visiting mistress forces her into | g

a position as teacher somewhat analogous to that
of a lecturer or professor. She. has not the
opportunity of reiteration which the resident
governess enjoys; and as her chances of expla-
nation are limited, it follows that a singular
clearness should eharacterise her utterances.
We are, of course, thinking of her for the mo-
ment as addressing a class of girls, to whose
awerage talent she must, for the most part, en-
deavour to accommodate her instructions, her
style, and her vocabulary. Without repressing
or retarding the progress of the cloverest, she
will be anxious that the less g{fted shall be left as
little as possible in the rear. The order and disci-
lino of her class would suffer if she were
oosely to allow a practice of interrogation
which might degenerate into impertinence ; and
it becomes her prerogative to anticipate, by the
clearness and aptness of her language, her illus-
tions, and her explanations, those questions
Which experience has taught her to be probably
lurking ypexpressed in the minds of some of
er listeners, It will he her peculiar yvocation
%o deal more with principles, and the philosophy
of events, than is possible to tho general go-
Zergoss,k Who has to insist on the acquisition of
ne ;ﬁfd dates as her habitual routine ; to, give
bre 3’1 O%I;gtehensiveness of view ; and to
trace and elucidate the course of antecedents to

their consequencaes.

[To be continued.] -

A TORN BOOK.
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS,

CHAPTER I

“ My lifeiana torn book.”
—Owen Meredith,

“‘ONLY threo months! Mademoisclle, it is a
century.”

Hoe was a handsome man who spoke the above
impatient words—a man who might have been
an Englishman from his height, his fair, curling
hair and beard, his blue eyes smiling and tender ;
but who 'spoke French, and who was a French-
man pur sang. His manner, too, was a trifle
demonstrative for an Englishman, and even had
he been speaking the Queen’s English, a good
deal of hand gesture and an oceasional shrug of
his shonlders would have betrayed his nationality.
The lady to whom he spoke was undoubtedly a
Frenchwoman. Every graceful movement, every
pretty gesture and gesticulation, the quiet
elegance of her dress, the quaint grace of her
coiffure, were essentially French. They stood
together in a mediam-sized, simply-furnished
room, the only objets de luxe it contained being
a handsome piano and some beautiful bouquets
of rare flowers. On the table was an open par-
tition of Verdi’s “ Il Trovatore.”” The lady was
Mademoiselle Jeanne Delancheze, prima donna
of the opera troupe, then on the eve'of departure
from the pretty town of Caragnoe, in the south
of France. er companion was Monsieur le
Viscomte Gaston Léonma de Chastagnier, the
head of one of the most ancient families in the
department, descended on his mother’s side from
an ancient and royal line, and Caragnoe said that
M. le Vicomte was paying his court tothe ravis-
sante prima donna. Certainly she was fair
enough to excuse any man’s infatuation. The
lovely soft eyes, the pencilled brows, the wild-
rose complexion as yet unspoiled by cosmetics,
the still face which could light up so charmingly,
the voice so exquisitely sweet and clear, the
mutine grace, the pretty dignity—all contributed
to the nameless fascination of Mademoiselle
Delancheze.

“Only three months !’ he repeated. “It is
a.century!”

“ A short ome,” she replied, softly.

“To you,” he said angrily, his brows con-
tracting in a frown.

Sho came softly to his side, and put her
hand shyly through his arm.

“Are wo going to quarrel on this our last
day together P she said. “If it seems long to
you, it is doubly so to me !”

His arm slipped round her, and his lips
touched the fair brow which rested on his
shoulder. For a moment she yielded to the
e;ngrace, then, disengaging herself, with a long
8igh: '

“Do you think it costs me nothing to go ?”
she said. “Oh! Gaston, you know, you must
know, that it is like tearing my heart asunder;
you kmow that in every action, great and
small, my thoughts are always with you. Seao,
I keep your violets here,” she went on, placing
her hand on a small inlaid desk on the table,
“ among my treasures, with my dead| brother’s
hair, his likeness, and a fow flowers, faded even
as your love will fads, Gaston, when I am
one,’

“ How can I punish you for that speech P’ he
said, smiling., “ Jeanne, you know if you would
only consent, I would marry you to-morrow.
Spealk, mignonne, shall it be $

She sat down on a low chair, her colour
changing, her eyes flashing under their long
lashos ; he drew a stool near her and sat down
at her feet, taking both hands in his, and
caressing the little white fingers.

“Now causons,” he said, “*To be or not to
be P’

“Not to be,” she said, firmly. *“Not now,
not ever. Don’t be angry, Gaston.” You love
mo now, I know it, I believe it, but——"

* “I will always love you, Jeanne. Am1I a hot-
brained, ready-tongued lad, not to know my own
mind for ten minutes 7’

§he smiled sadly.

“ Could I love you as I do, if T thought thus?
Gﬂggton, I love you only too well.”

: Yt;n ml‘!"not make me happy, Jeanne !’

The word fell from her lips wil i
bii‘;tt;zinese. % ps with a tinge of

‘ Happy " she repeated. “ Pauwre wmi 1

ROATeR} inppy,’.’ he rejoined. 1 loa;’: you,

Jeanne. Give up this hateful life you are lead. :

ing and be my wife,”

“Hateful I she echoed, drawing away her
hands, with an angry blush,

It is hateful to me, Jeanne, Do you think I

do not suffer to see you, might after night, acting
and singing to please others, letting that man
Jacquemin hold you in his arms, make love to
you, while you look up trustingly, lovingly in
his face,”

Here he was interrupted by a silvery peal of
laughter from the young actress, then her face
darkened, and when she spoke her voico was
hard and cold :

““You scem to forget that Monsieur Jacquenin
is a married man,” she said; “that his wifo is
my friend ; that on the stage as off he treats
me with every delicacy and consideration, and
that in my two years’ career as an actress I
haye never met with an insult.”

She broke off abruptly; but ere he could
reply, she went on passionately :

“I1 love my profession! T have met with
every kindness from my directors, from my
fellow-singers, from the publie, and not even to
become your wife would I relinquish it.”

“And you pretend you love me!” he said,
bitterly. ~ “Ah, forgive me, darling! For
all the world I would not have grieved you
thus 1”

She was sobbing passionately ; he drew her
within his arms, soothing lher with look and
word.

“ This will never do,” she said, when she had
rogained her calmness. “See, Gaston, it is
time for me to start! Shall you be at vhe
theatre to-night P’ ‘

“Yes, with my mother and Berthe. Must
you send me away now, Jeannette? Shall I
see you to-morrow ¢”’

“ We leave by the one o’clock express,”’

“I may como in the morning, then p”’

“If you will take the trouble.”

“Jeanne,” he said, with a little embarrass-
ment, “ you will receive nothing from me but
flowers, but it would give me so much pleasure
if you will wear this.” 7

It was a magnificent diamond ring, of great
value and beauty. “he actress stooped and
to?‘o]l)led his}xand wéth her lips.

on’t, Jeanne,” he said, quickly, *
will tako i, demratild.” - © LoD

“It is very beautiful,” she said, softly,
“but,” trying to smile, “T don’t care for din.
monds.  'Will you go to any jewellers and buy
me instead one of those enamel rings with
“ Toujours " engraved on it, will you not #”* she
went on, pleadingly. “ I done Gaston, un
preve gentilhomme comme wous !  Listen, dear :
if, when I return from Bordeaux, you love me
as you do now, I will take your diamonds and
wear them always. And now you must go, I
m?‘s& noli); be lzltte.” g

y brougham is at the end of th reet.
May I take you ?” g s
: “Bo Iitbl? earle for“rlx\}y reputation,” she said,
rying to laungh. 0, im ’
not take me, Good-bye.;’ Ly

She gave him her hands, and he kissad them
with & certain chivalrons grace of bearing and
manner pleasant to see, and then he went slowly
away, and Jeanne began to prepare for the
theatre where she was to play Marie in “La
Fille du Regiment.”

She looked pale and weary, and when she saw
the pretty virandidre costwme laid ont on the
couch, she turned from it with a little move-
ment of disgust, Poor Jeanne !

Jeanne Delancheze was an orphan, the
daughter of a French officer, and for two years
she had performed with much success on the
provincial boards. A lady by birth and by
nature, ab first the young girl shrank from the
publicity of her profession, but gradually she
had grown to love it dearly. At two-and.
twenty she was happy and careless as a child,
but by some unhappy chance she met Monsieur
de Chastagnier, and grew to love him with a
passionate and absorbing love which he repaid
with a passion and fervour strange in a man of
his careless, volatile temperament. Caragnoo
was not & very gossiping place, and the friend-
ship between4hem had not been widely known.
Among those who knew it, two opinions pre-
vailed : Jeanne’s friends, and notably Monsieur
and Madame Jacquemin, saw in if; nothing but
sorrow, or worse than sorrow to Jeanne, while
Gaston’s acquaintances laughed, and said she
was playing her cards well,

The theatrs was erowded on the night of
which I speak; there was but one box on the
first tier unoccupied when the curtain fell on
the vaudeville which began the performance,
and when it rose again the box was occupied by
four people: Monsieur de Chastagnier and threo
high-bred, beautiful women. One, an elderly
lndy exquisitely dressed in black velvet and old
lace, wearing ouo or two priceless jewels, wasg
his mother, the Vicomtesse; a softened likeness
of her handsome 8on; another, a dark-eyed,

laughing girl, was his sister Berthe, fiancée to
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the young Duc de Beaugierre; and the third
lady was Mademoiselle Yvonne de la Roche
Baudois, a beautiful young heiress destined,
said the Upper Ten of Caragnoe, to be the future
mistress of the pare and Chateau de Chastagnier.
Hers was a rarely lovely face, so fair, girlish,
and innocent; a little troubled now, to account
for which Gaston’s coel indifference would
suffice. Perhaps beside Jeanne’s more spark-
ling, expressive features Yvonne's paler loveli-
ness might appear fade and cold, but an artist
would have raved about the perfect features,
the beautifully-shaped face, the large, clear oyes,
the luxuriant fair hair ; a little colour and shade
the face lacked, but that was all, ;

Rather impatiently Monsieur de Chastagnier
watched the opening of the opera, gravely atten-
tive to his mother’s remarks, still, he was absent
and distrait, and his thoughts were far away,
until simultaneous applause announced Marie’s
appearance, and then the handsome, distin-
guished face was attentive enough. If the
piquant merriment of the first part of her rdle
seemed a little forced, certainly the sad sweet.
ness of “ Il faut partir’’ could hardly have been
surpassed ; she seemed to sing with “tears in
her voice.” She ended the song amid a profound
silence, broken by a thunder of applause and a
shower of bouquets.

Yvonne’s eyes were full of tears, and Gaston’s
face was very pale, as his mother gave him a
quick glance. Between the acts Monsieur de
Baupierre came round to present his homage to
his fiancée, and Gaston went off to the green-
room. Monsieur Estenvar, the manager, and
*“Sulpice,” Monsieur Vilfrane, were chatting to-
gether.

The manager saluted Gaston with a courteons :

“ Bonsoir, Monsiewr le Vicomte. Was not
that song perfectly rendered ¢’

The Viscount bowed, saying, quietly :

““Is it true you are going to leave us for three
months, monsieur 7’

““ Too true,” said the * basse,” a little coldly.
“We leave you excellent substitutes in the
persons of Monsieur Jarny and his troupe de
comédie.”

Monsieur Vilfranc seemed to have rather an
antagonistic feeling towards Monsienr de Chas-
tagnier ; it may have been because his intimate
friend, Chevalier the * baryton,” was over head
and ears in love with Jeanne! However that
may have been he gave him a very hostile
glance as Gaston turned to meet Jeanne, who
came in, in her sweeping silken robes, and gave
him a sad little smile.

“ You are ill,” he said, quick
_ ““No,” shereplied quietly, *
full.’ .

“ I have obeyed you,” he said, looking at her
anxiously, as he took out a little box containing
the ring she had asked for, May I put it on
Jeanne, ma chérie.”’

She put her hand in his, and he slipped on
the little enamel ring. Then he stooped and
touched it with his lips, saying, softly :

o W!:en may I put on another yet plainer
ring ?’

“gNevet, Gaston.,”” Then abruptly changing
her tone, she said, lightly: * Vhat a lovely
face that young lady has who is with your
sister !” o

“Yes; a pretty, awkward school-girl "’ he
said, indifferently, a faint colour rising to his
cheek, however. 5 :

*“Most beautiful I” ghe said, dreamily.
““ Gaston, the ideal wife I have dreamed for you.”

He turned from her with an impatient ejacu-
lation; at this moment the call-boy spoke
her name, and without a word she went away,
while Monsieur de Chastagnier returned to his
box, vexed and angry. But his anger fled,
melting like snow in the sun at Jeanno’s
“Salut & la France.”” The house was in an
uproar; women flushed and trembled, men rose
in_ reckless excitement; and Yvonne, with her
fair face quivering with excitement, turned to
Gaston.

“Oh! monsieur, will you throw my flowers
for me ?”’

It was a white bouquet composed entirely of
white roses, lilies, and a fow sprays of maiden-
hair fern, Gaston rose and flung, with unerring
aim, The flowers fell at her feet. Jeanne lifted it
herself, and bowed her acknowledgements, and
in a fow moments silence was restored. The
afterpiece was a fashionable operette, but
Madame de Chastagnier elected to go.

[To be continued.]

ly.
'IYhe house is very

To 1uE WoRrLDLY Wisr.—Revengeis chiefly
a function of memory, and with the majority
of mankind forgiveness is but a form of forget-
fulness. Be very chary, therefore, of offending
those persons who possess good momories,

MY LADY JANET

CHAPTER XXXII.

ANNA, in her light-ﬁeen dress, was spinning
round with Arthur Morgan 5 while Rosalinda
wag dancing with a stout, middle-aged officer.
And then the great people began to pour in.
The Countess of Chandos, her fair danghters, and
Lord Challoner; but Lady Janet, Max won-
dered vaguely, would she come? and there min-
gled with the painful thought another in strange
confusion: “ What can Hawtree be saying to
that girl ¢’

Hawtree was proud, and he loved himself
very devotedly. e made up his mind
to ask none save an heiress to marry him,
and a little conversation with Clare had “shown
him that though well connected she was penni.
less. Decidedly, then, this very retty creature
must never be permitted to develop into a Mrs,
Hawtree. At the same tmge, she was a charm.
ing person, and the Captain thought he would
honour her with a share of his attentions for
that evening at least.

Clare did not even smile at hig languid, if

high-flown compliments. The Captain, accus-
tomed to young ladies who listened to him with
rapture, was slightly nettled at this indiffer.
ence. .
Max watched him sulkily; . then,
his opportunity, when etiquette compelled the
Captain to dance with ‘another lady, he rushed
up to Clare Fleurelands, and entered into con-
versation with her again. Sl

Then there entered the ball-room, looking like
Titania, Queen of the Fairies, Mf' Lady Janet,
fair as a blush-rose, stately as a ily, beautiful
as a dream. She wore a white, gleaming silk,
and her ornaments were pearls and opals; and
her golden head was wreathed with vine-leaves—
her favourite ornament. ;

She was accompanied by that stern and
haughty baronet, Sir Arthar Ashmore, and a
tall, fair, yellow-haired, elderly lady, with the
thin nostrils and short upper lip supposed to
indicate high breeding.

Lady Ashmore blazed in diamonds.
Janet’s grandmamma had returned only the
day before, but had resolved to chaperon her
grandchild herself,

A bow from Lady Janet to Max Carstairs,
and a sweet, surprised gleam in the brown eyes,
and Max had returned the bow, and had felt
that Clare noticed his flushed face,

Not long afterwards he had walked out on
the baleony that lay outside the ball-room,
Clare was with him ; and those two watched the
starlight upon the summer sea, and talked
of all things under the sun. How that evening
passed he could never distinctly remember,

There was supper, and Clare sat beside him,
and he was pleased to keep her from Hawtree ;
but all the while the wonderful eyes of My Lady
Janet, with a sorrowful inquiry in them, haunted
him. Lord Challoner was present, looking that
night quite gleeful and triumphant. Max almost
forgot to dance with Rosalinda, until he over.
heard her remark to Anna that all the men'at that
ball were bears, and after that he danced with
her twice,

At a little after twelve the great peogle went
away, and Colonel Fleurelands, who had not
succeeded in getting himself introduced to Sir
Arthur, called his female relations around him,
They were soon cloaked and hooded, and driven
off, and Max felt that he was loft alone.

The music waxed faster and louder; the
dancers put more spirit into their movements ;
gay young men adjourned, laughing and talking,
to the supper-room, Marston amongst the
others.

“Come, you have eaten nothing, my boy,”
suid the cheerful staff-surgeon to Carstairs.
““You have been sentimentalizing all the even-
ing with that dark-eyed
to think of something more substantial than the
rays of the moon on the waters and the low-
spoken replies_of the little Fleurelands. Come,
tongue and chicken await you, with champagne
or Bass to order.”

“Bass be it then,” responded Max, with a
laugh, and so he was led off,

He forced his spirits 5 he laughed, and talked,
and ate, and drank, and nobody guessed how
cruelly his heart wag divided ~between two
opulons—whether he really had lost all the salt
and savour of life in losing My La.d{ Janet—
Whether he was not at best buta fickle knight,
whose combustible heart was speedily set in a
blaze by the light in a beantiful pair of eies—'-
whether, after 5], Clare Fleurelands— Pshaw !
Clare was poor, and portionless, and beautiful,
and had her fortune to make by marriage !

Certainly—was not that the orthodox way in

seizing | b,

Lady | ha

syren; now it is time.

which, as the world ruleg a prett; ri
woman expects to make he’r fgrtun{;i’po S

What right had he, a penniless student of
medicine, to expect a beauty like Clare to share
his life, to toil with him up that steep hill which
may lead, after long years, to fortune ; but
which offers nothing on its sterile surface that
women love? No fashionable robes ; no glitter.
ing pearls; no “society,” in the sense of ginner—
parties, with entrées, and dessert plates at
three gnineas a-piece, and all the style and glittor
which this werld offers to the rich,

“If My Lady Janet was fit o mate only with
a wealthy nogle, who would be one day in the
Cabinet, and who could pave her footsteps with
gold, then was beautiful Clare fully justified in
seeking some ptosgerous lawyer or merchant as
a helpmate, one who could give her ponies, car-
riages, liveries, dresden, diamonds, dinners, all
the most recherché and ad libitwm,

“ No ; marriage is not for me ; love is not for -
me,” said poor Max, with a sigh,

There floated before his mind’s eye the
memory of Anna Fleurelands, in green robes,
with ruddy cheeks, and small sparkling eyes :
how happy she had looked with her curate in
émbryo, poor ‘as a church mouse! What did
that matter? she was just the very girl to
laugh at difficulties; to wear cotton dresses
gleefplly, and dine off bread and cheese mer-
rily if needs were, and if she loved her huse
and.

“But then, Anna is not a beanty,” thought
Max, cynically, ““ and so must take what chance
offers her.”

All the while he laughed and talked with the
others, and returned to the ball-room, and
danoed'mth Some young ladies whom he had
not noticed before, but whom he found agreeable
and pleasant. And after that he went towards
his home, arm-in-arm with Marston, while three
others followed, and as these young men walked
along they awakened the echoes of the shore
with the sound of a glee, sung delightfully in
parts, for three out of the five—Max was'one of
zhe tethree—h&d good tenor voices and good
aste. :

Anybody might have thought Max very
DY, veri careless, very oblivious of My Lady
iTanelt :t!;d er faithless promises, and her heart-
ess letter,

A pause in the singing, and one of the young
men said abrugtly:

“Lo! behold, my con fréres,
which doth follow us, which stops when wa
stop; and see the form crouches now in the
shadow of yon doorway, Were we in the en-
chanted streets of Venice, or near the portals of
some Florentine church, we might suspect
assassination—the dagger, the pistol, or the
sword ; but aa it is, here on this sublime Marine
Parade, close to the strects where grocers, red-
cheeked and shining-haired, sell tea and sugar
daily ; since we are in theland of the constabulary
force, the School Board, and the Spelling Bee,
let us suppose that yomier female is a creature
smitten by our melodious voices. -Still, I like it
not—I confess, I like it not. I vote we call her
under the glare of the gas, and inquire her
motives P’

The_spea.ker was a ridiculous young man, wh.o
went in for being funny, A laugh greeted his
speech., Max, who was ag silly that night as the
others, ran forward to where the woman was
hiding under the porch of one of the houses on
the Marine Parade. :

- What s it, mademoiselle?”” he asked, lightly ;
“do you wish to speak to any of us ? ;

* Mistare Carstairs,” said & foreign voice he
recognised ; and the young person darted partly
from the shadow, and placed a little note in hig
hand. “ From My L"dg Janet,” said Danetta, for
it was the Swiss maid of Lady Janet who ag.
dressed Max. “I will wait about your house,
when those messieurs are gone, and you, mon-
sieur, shall give me an answer, for I wil] not
return to Atherstone till you haye written it,’

How wildly the poor heart of Max thumped.

Lady Janet—Lady Janet—thig jg g dan-
gerous game you are playing |

—

CHAPTER XXXIII,

MAX ‘concealed the note in hj i
returned to his Watching, ohaffing frigare.” "
Who is she, an olq friend ? a lost love ? the

;I;:(tllz gai?ﬂ' mother P tg]] us,” agked the funny

“The lady
sponded Max,
yo'ublkae."

: “No,101” eried Marston ; “it is some servant
shut out, he has taken French leave, and gone
; and now she awaits the

there is a form,

iﬂ_ Sparing of her words,” re-
With a laugh; “question her if

arrival of the !milk-boy, hoping, when that im-
t person arrives, to be able to slip in and
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pacify her irate mistress by her willingness to
do more than her share of work. These things
will happen at Pendowen and elsewhere some-
times. Don’t let us molest the poor soul. Come
on, it is time all decent folk were in bed ; and I
have a room at the Queen’s cloge here.” :

So the friends parted, and Max reached hig
lodgings. He had a latoh-key ; his landlady
had left a lamp burning, and by its light he read
the Lady Janet’s note :—

“MY DEAR MAX,
“ Your conduct of to-night has showed

me your heart and my own. I cannot sleep—I

cannot rest—until I know the name of the dark- to

haired girl in white, for whose sake I am go
speedily forgotten. You have, indeed, soon
forgotten your vows. As soon as I reached
home I wrote this; and now I ghall give it to
my maid, and tell her, no matter how late it is,
not to return to me until she has found you and
obtained your answer. Death were preferable
to the tortures I endure.

(Signed) S Je B

Through all the tumnlt of joy which Max felt
at this proof of Lady Janet’s love, there mingled
a painful sensation, He was hurt at the thought
that the lovely and highly-born little damsel
should have put herself into the power of her
maid by sending & note to a young man at such
an unseemly hour, she all the while the affianced
wife of Lord Challoner, What must this maid
think of her? What did she think of him,
Max ?

Hagtily he scribbled a reply, impn.ssion_ed, re-
agsuring. , It spoke of Clave as the “ niece of
Colonel ﬁeurelands, a young lady gentle and
amiable, but the furthest from his thoughts,
saye as a mere acquaintance,” &o.

‘We all permit ourselves these fiotions, indeed
we should be mad did we write down or confess
all the dreams, thoughts, wishes, that cross our
souls, when we think of certain pleasant per-
sons whom we have met. If Max had dreamed
of Clare, he forgot that he had go dreamed when
he read Lady Janet’s lotter.

He took his note, and went to the door of the
house, and stood in the bright ‘moonlight and
beckoned, and forth from the shadows came
Danetta, the Atealthy young Swiss, Quietly
and cautiously she received the lettér, made the
young man a slight reverence, and then sped
swiftly away with it.

Max stood watching her, and again the feel-
ing of pain that Lady Janet should so place
herself in the power of her maid smote upon

im,

“She must love me, though,” he said to him-
self : “not as I love her, but still she must love
me.” And this thought naturally filled him with
ecstasy.

He could not sleep ; excitement, and a sort of
delirious joy, kept him wakeful. At the first
streak of dawn he was down upon the 'shore,
watching the daylight break over the sea, and
wondering when he should see Lady Janet again,

After all, love cannot be expected to subsist
on a stray letter, a bouquet cast in a whim, a
chance look or smile. Was he to devote the
whole of his youth to mere dreams of this beau-
tiful aristocrat, without chance or hope of being
in her society ? No; his pride and his manhood
demanded that he should claim something of a
lover’s privilege, and see and converse with her
sweet ladyship at times,

Then the thought of Lord Challoner crossed
him, and Max scowled at the memory of his
rival, and flung a huge pebble into the sea. The
dancing waves closed over it, and ran, laughin
and prattling, to caress the shore, and a, prosenti-
ment entered the soul of Max Carstairs that
even go, if he hurled reproaches and just wrath
at My Lady Janet in the days to come, she
would, by force of circumstances, be compelled
to take aglittle notice of his pain and anger ag
the waves took of the stone thrown at them.
She must run on gaily with her own set, her
own friends, her own husband, perhaps.

Max went gloomily back to his rooms, and
asked for breakfast.  How the morning wore
away he never could remember ; but towards
the afternoon he found himself strolling up a
8teep lane which led out of Pendowen. On one

ide wag g steep descent, clothed with young
?"k and ggh, Rabbits raced about amid the
b‘;‘.“h:!ld the wild-flowers; at the foot ran a
lB!llg » babbling brook. The other side of the
mmn‘:,:! bordered by a green bank. Along the
Whiohlg :fl tthis bank ran an ivy-covered wall,
Max wa: ‘;Bed part of the Park of Atherstone.
wataliod :viﬁ;ver of the beautiful; he stood and
of 4Hb s’nnsh' & dreamy pleasure, the flickerings
3 athwiet tlﬂe Among the ferns and flowers,
pecvac F the boughs of the treess and the
gleaming of the silver brook gt the bottom,

.

All at once he heard a voice that he knew,
calling him. Was he dreaming ? No; Lady
Janet wag saying, in clear, sweet tones, ¢ Mr.
Carstairs.” He turned. Above the ivy-clothed
wall appeared a Aower of loveliness—the face of
his highly-born love. She wore no hat, and the
sunshine glorified her golden hair, so that Max
stood for a moment or so entranced by this
vision of loveliness, ¥

dy Janet wore a dress of crimson hue, and
a scarf of white lace or muslin. . It was a fanci.
ful and pieturesque costume, such as she
affeated. She waved her jewelled hand rather
imperiously, as though commanding her lover
come to her.
Max obeyed. Heclimbed the bank, and soon
stood under the wall, though on uneven ground,
and at a distance from Lady Janet, whic made
conversation difficult, unless one were anxions
that any ﬁmssers-by might hear all that was said,

*“ You had my note, Lady Janet ? he ventured
to say, in a loud whisper.

She held up her slight finger.

“Yes ; but I must not talk here.”

You can never talk to me at all,” he
answered, bitterly ; “ barriers social and physical
separate us most completely. Yonder ugly wall
is only a type, Lady Janet, of the difficulties
that divide our lives.”

‘“Hush ! ghe said ; “ you are too impatient.
Now, if you will go down into the lane again,
{and keep along until the bank becomes level
| with the road, you will come to a plantation of
| trees, still on this side, divided from the lane
by a park paling. Go on till you come to a
gate ; I will be there and let you in, and we will
walk round the woods together.”’

M“ Will you ?” only too enraptured, answered
ax.

And s0 he followed her directions, and in due
time met the Lady Janet at the gate, and she
admitted him.

And now behold these most unreasonable,
most imprudent lovers walking through summer
woods once more. Lady Janet knew that, if
her grand-parents discovered her perfidy towards
Lord Challoner, she would stand a fair chance
of being sent into a convent for a year or two,
and, perhaps, being finally disinherited alto-
gether. She knew that the wrath of Sir Arthur
would be terrible, and the contempt of her
proud grand-dame simply withering. Neither
of them could for one moment comprehend her
regarding a young man in the position of Max
Carstairs as other than an inferior being, let
his physical beauty, mental endowments and
culture be of the very highest possessed by
frail humanity.

Max knew that, in courting the affianced
bride of another man, he was running a great
risk, compromising his lady-love, and laying up
for himself a whole storehouse of self-reproaches.
Neither of them could entertain any hope of a
marriage for long years to come, and, during
those years, Lady Janet was almost certain to
be hurried into a marriage to please Sir
Arthur,

Knowing all these things, these young persons
still walked like lovers through the summer
woods of Atherstone; and Max grew more and
more enchanted by the beauty and the name-
less faseinations of My Lady Janet. She told
him, piteously and sweetly, that she hated Lord
Challoner, and would rather die than marry
him, She linked her slender arm in his as they
walked, and she told him that she would always
remain faithful to him. She wept a few pearly
tears; she smiled some bright smiles. She said
that she wandered through the gardens and on
to the park wall in a vague hope of meeting
Max—that a presentiment had seized her that,
if she did this, she would be sure to see him—
and she added that Fate must have guided him
to that lane, since there she had seen him when
he had not been thinking of her,

“Not thinking of her!” Max answered—
whon was she absent from his thoughts,
waking or dreaming ?

. She said she had written her first note partly
n consequence of the threats of the mysterious
veiled woman, who had accosted her in the nut-

strangely strong and hopeful on this afternoon,
that they laughed at the terrors of the said
veiled woman, and agreed in supposing her to
be, after all, one of the Atherstone servants,
Wllo.hlld dressed up to frighten them into
it scaitbioay Wi 1

‘It _is somebody whom old Duff has set on,”
oried Lady Janet. “Old Duff is go sharp :nd
watchful, and so anxious I should marry Chal-
loner !”

‘I hope we are not watched now,” said Max,
looking round a little uneasily at the glorious
landseape, painted by the warm colours of the
rosy sunset;.

tree walk at Abergeldy. But the lovers felt so | te

The lovers had left the woods, and were now
in & wild and open part of the park, which com-
manded a closer view of the sea than any other
portion of the grounds. Here the ferns grew
deep, and the deer chased each other, and
sombre firs stood in dark groups; the ground
swelled high.

Atherstone Manor House lay so far beneath
the feet of the wandering lovers, that only its
chimney-stacks were visible in the distance,
just level with the sward to their left.

It was a lovely part of the vast prark. Not a
human habitation was visible ; only the ferns
and the firs, and the rough ground suddenly
shelving down towards the rocks on the beach
below; and out as far ag the eye could reach
the wide, restless Bag of Pendowen, all aglow
with the reflections o! the painted pomp of the
sunset clouds.

*“Nobody comes here, not once in a blue
moon,” cried Lady Janet, with a little, musical
laugh. *TLook, there is not even a shepherd’s
dog to bark at us—I have left all the dogs at
home ; and Challoner is, thank goodness ! safe
in London, He was obliged to go there on
business this morning, to meet his father and
the lawyer. Nobody else will follow me; all
the Ladies Chandos are safe at Abergeldy.
Make yourself easy, Max.”

The lovers were not inclined, now, to part
without making appointments to meet again,
Max waxed bolder than before, and told his
lady-love that he could not be contented to
leave his meetings to chance ; and Lady Janet
sighed, and confessed that she Wwas never so
happy as when with him.

Back again through the woods they strolled.
The sun had gone down ; the dusk had stolen
over earth and sea; the ferns were heavy with
dew. When they came to that portion of the
park where they would be more ikely to meet
carriages, oarts, or pedestrians, they parted,
with mutual embraces and promises, and even
tears; and then Max got, somehow, over a
wall, and Lady Janet sped on down into the
cultivated wooded grounds nearer the house,
and reached her noble home in time to dress
for dinner.

She sat silently under the hands of Danetta,
leaving the arrangement of her hair and the
choosing of her evening-dress to that damsgel. _

“ My lady looks charming in the gray silk,
with turquoise ornaments, and some real forget-
me-nots in her hair.”

““Very well, Danetta ; anything.’”

So Lady Janet was dressed in the gray and
pale-blue. She looked rather pale and tired )
nameless dread oppressed her young heart that
evening., 5

Danetta, who was faithful in her way,
watched her shrewdly.

“My lady is uot in spirits,” she ventured
to say.

Lady Janet flushed, and drew herself up with
gl'l tge pride of an Ashmore and an Eustace com.
ined.

“Pray what have my spirits to do with you ?
Attend to your duties, and make no comments,
if you please !’

Lady Janet had never spoken so harshly to
Danetta before, ‘and the girl rithed under the
rebuke, -

“ My lady is displeased,” she said; “but I
spoke with a good motive, There may bo
others——"" and she paused.

“Others!” repeated My Lady Janet, scorn-
fully; “ what others, pray 7’

“ I believe you have been seen this evening
walking with Mr, Carstairs,” replied Danetta,
speaking rapidly. * And—oh, my lady, I have
no right to speak, but is he worth while your
gotting 'yourself talked about? Last night he
was singing and laughing with those officers on
parade, as merry as you please—not fretting,
a8 you, perhaps, thought. He is very hand- -
some, but, perhaps, wants your fortune, and
Sir Arthur would dismiss all the servants and
kill everybody if he kmew it. My lady, you
don’t know what Sir Arthur is when he is
roused. There is a terrible tale about your
poor aunt Caroline, She loved a German music-
acher——"’

“Hush !” cried Lady Janet. *No servants’
gossip, if you please; I am tired of such tales.
As for myself, it is most impertinent.of you to
suppose that my note to Mr, Carstairs related
to anything save business, though I did say I
would not sleep till I had his answer. If you
mention this subject to me again I ghall be
seriously angry with you !

nd away she sailed in her righ evening-dress,
leaving poor Danetta wounded and angry at
her scorn.

The truth was, Lady Janet’s pride was again
taking arms against ady Janet’s love, and the

nature of the girl, not by any means g very
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strong or a very elevated one, was tortured by
conflicting emotions. She went to dinner.

Her stately grand-pavents sat before the
splendid board, and received her with that bland
courtesy which it is the second nature of the
Upper 'T'en to manifest towards those whom they
delight to honour.

Notwithstanding her long walk, and the
dainties that were set before her, Lady Janet
had but slender relish or appetite, for something
hung over her, she knew not what. When the
dessert was on the table, and the servants had
withdrawn, Sir Arthur said, pointedly :

¢ Presently, Janet, I wish to speak to you in
the library.” When you hear the bell ring will
you come to me P’

“Yes, grandpapa.”

She knew something was coming, she did not
know what; she could not swallow the peaches
or the grapes; she could not even, just then,
pretend to eat fruit; she sipped a little wine;
and then her stately grandmamma arose and
led the way into the drawing-room.

“ You are silent, Janet,” said Lady Ashmore,
coldly.

Lady Janet knelt down on the rug, and held
her hands towards the blaze, The evening was
chilly, and Lady Ashmore, accustomed to the
warm, sonthern latitudes, shivered often during
the chilly Welsh summer. On this oecasion
Lady Janet’s young blood seemed no warmer
than her grandmother’s.

¢ J—do not feel quite well,” faltered Lady
Janet.

Immediately the bell of the library rang
loudly. Everybody knew the sound of Sir
Arthur’s bell.

¢ Go !” said Lady Ashmore, imperiously.

And Lady Janet arose and left the stately
drawing-room, and went down the grand stair-
case, and so on to the long, lofty room, where
Sir Arthur awaited her.

CHAPTER XXXYV.

A-nuer fire burnt in the wide grate, for Sir | P

Arthur, like Lady Ashmore, was mnot well
acclimatized to the chilly Welsh summer. The
baronet sat in a purple velvet chair, with carved
oak frame, corresponding with the ceiling and
the bookease, and the high and elaborate oak
mantel-shelf. Handsome Sir Arthur always
was, despite his sixty odd years; but there was
a stern look now upon the dark, chiselled face
which Lady Janet had seldom seen there before.
Once when, as a child, she had sat in a corner
of the dining-room, playing with her dolls, and
her grand-parents sat at dessert, she had
heard the name mentioned of her dead aunt
Caroline, and she had seen the same hard ex-
pression on the mouth, with its iron-gray fringe
of moustache, that she saw there now. Sge
approached her grandfather, after carefully
closing the heavy oak door of the library, and
she stood in the full ‘blaze of the firo on the
tiger-skin rug. :

“ Janet,” said Sir Arthur, “T have received
an insolent anonymous lebter.”

“ Haye you, grandpapa ?”’

Hor heart beat fast; her spirit quailed with

. tho dread of what might come next.

“ About you, Janet.”

¢ About me, grandpapa

“Don’'t echo me, please. Yes; it relates to
you. It states that you have compromised
vourself terribly. That you give secret meet-
ings to that rascal of a student who pulled you
and old Spindler out of the water. Janet, if it is
true, it had been better that he had let you
drown.”

“Grandpapa!” Her voice was raised in
pleading and in terror.

Sir Arthur arose from the velvet chair, and
paced the length of the room, down to the end
among the shadows. There was only one lamp
alight on the heavy corner table, and that was
shaded, so that there was a bright space around
*he fire, but the end of the room was in gloom.

Lady Janet peered fearfully down among the

“adows, and awaited the reappearance of her
candfather in the glow of the flames, with a

Vpitating heart.

At last he sftood by her side, and asked her,

ternly :

« Ig this tale true?”

“Grandpapa !’

“Silence !”” he thundered. ¢ Is this tale true
or false ? You have good blood in your veins—
you shounld be fruthful. A gentlewoman—an
English gontlewoman—is always truthfual ; if she
is not, she deserves to go down and take her

lace among bhe common herd. Now, then,
ady Janet Kustace, tho truth, if you please.
Are you sending letters to that scamp —walking
with him in the woods and plantations? If
you have done these things sonfess—confess at

once, and wo will see what can be done, First,
I will undertake to have the scamp horse-
whipped by some of my gamekeepers ; next, I
will hurry you off with your future mother-in-
law, Lady Chandos, to France, where she
intends to spend the autumn and winter ; then,
in the spring, she will bring you back to London,
and you and William Challoner will be married
from the house in Grosvenor Square. I wish to
hear the truth, so that this scoundrel may have
his punishment. He = thinks to marry an
heiress ; by Heaven !’ and Sir Arthur smiled a
grim and cruel smile, “I will make a codieil to
my will to-morrow, and the Pendowen lawyer
shall have it drawn up and stamped, that not
one farthing of my property descends to you
unless you become William Challoner’s wife—
not one farthing !’ X

Sir Avthur struck the heavy oaken table with
his elenched hand. :

Lady Janet shrank and shivered, and covered
her eyes with her hands.

So " died away all chance of her ever being
happy with her Max, for the girl would no more
have consented to endure poverty than she
would have walked info a lion’s jaws.

“ Why should I confess what will put my
cruel grandfather into a still worse rage?”’
asked her cowardly young ladyship of her
trembling heart, * Besides, he will set some
wretches on to beat poor Max.”

To do Lady Janet justice, fears for the safety
of Max impelled her to falsehood as much as
her own dread of being shipped off to France,
under the supervision of the worthy, straight-
laced Countess of Chandos. 2

“Tt is all a wicked falsehood, grandpapa,
cried My Lady Janet ; and then waxing bold in
falsehood, she added, volubly: *You really
frightened me so at first I could not imagine
what jyou meant. I have only spoken to that
man twice or three times; I am sure he would
not presume to raise his thoughts tome. I
should like to know who has written thig horrid
anonymous letter. ~Who can it be, grand-
apa P>

Blmpossible to say,” replied tho baronet;
“the thing came by post this aftermoon; the
man went into Pendowen for our mail-bag, and
this pleasant composition was among the other
{eﬁters. You can read it for yourself if you
ike.” -

He went to a desk, took out a letter, and
handed it to the sfill pallid and trembling girl.

Lady Janet went close to the lamp and
examined the letter. A squarve, large envelope,
directed in a masculine hand to—

« Sir Arthwr Ashmore,
Atherstone,
Pendowen,
North Wales.”

The post-mark was Pendelly, a small mountain
town in the mining district, about five miles
beyond Pendowen.

“Take it out and read it,” commanded Sir
Arthur. %

Lady Janet obeyed.

The letter was written on stout cream-laid
note-paper; it was scented with a faint odour
of dried rose-leaves ; the writing was that of a
man, clear, bold, and large :—

“SIR ARTHUR ASHMORE,—

“You are a proud man, a rich, man,
a man to value all earthly honours at more than
their real value, a man to despise all that is
poor, and sick, aund mean, and suffering,
and low-born—an aristocrat to your well-
gloved finger-tips. Sir Arthur Ashmore, the

| writer of this has to the full as much pride as

you have, but ’tis of a different calibre; of that
anon. Now to business. You have a fair
grandchild, and she is loved to distraction by
two men, the Right Honourable Lord William
Challoner and Max William Carstairs, son of a
nobody, student at Charing Cross Hospital ; his
aunt keeps a lodging-house in a dingy street in
Bloomsbury. ‘Fhis young man is clever,

| ambitious, handsome, but above all desperately

onamoured of My Lady Janet. She is fascinated
by his beauty, which makes red-haired Lord
William hideous by comparison. Well, Sir
Arthur Ashmore, let your pride like it or dislike
it, these silly young people have plighted their
troth to each other; they meef, they walk
together linked arm-and-arm ; before they part
they embrace as modest lovers Qo who are
botrothed with the will and sanction of their
parents. Their love-story is a very pretty poem
in itself, but may be most inconvenient in its
consequencos. 1t would not astonish the writer
of this epistle if one fine morning you, Sir
Arthur Ashmore, should awaken to find the
hird flown, the cage empty, My Lady Janet

and Max Carstairs departed by the earliest train
for London, and then will come penitent letters
from the pretty bride. Sir: Arthur Ashmore,
you would let them starve, and rejoice in their
sufferings, and soon it would happen that your
wounded pride would kill you as a blight kills
the corn ; therefore, Sir Arthur, be up and doing,
question your niece, watch her, hurry on her
marriage with Lord William of the red head
and broad acres. Take warning from one who
loves you not, fears you not, hates you not, but
would fain avert sorrow from two reckless
children, and & second humiliation from that
haughty old man, Sir Arthur Ashmore, Barb,
. “Yours to command,
“ AN HonrsT PERSON.”

Lady Janet read this extraordinary effusion
twice before she spoke, and there rose up in her
mind the vision of the veiled woman.

““She, whoever she is, is the author of that
letter,” thought My Lady Janet; but she did
not speak ; she folded up the letter, then she
said, slowly—difficulties were making her young
ladyship very cunning—“I thought that you
never heeded anonymous letters, grandpapa "

‘“This is an extraordinary letter, Janet. I
cannot imagine the writer's motive. Will you
doclare to me on the honour of an Ashmore—
your mother was an Ashmore—that all that
horrible, disgraceful story is false ?

¢ Every word of it, grandpapa.’”

Lady Janet had now regdined her usual high-
bred composure : her young heart beat no faster,
her young cheek glowed no hotter, while she told
this deliberate falschood. She was watbched,
and she must break off with Max, and hide what
was past. Perhapsin a few months’ time Sir
Arthur might forget all about this horrid letter,
and she and Maxmight meetin London—perhaps,
said her vacillating heart; meanwhile she mustbe
prepared to deny any charge that might be laid
against her.

“Very well, Janet, I must believe you,” said
Sir Arthur. “ Of course the author of that
letter must be the scoundrel Carstairs himself,
He shall suffer for it.” i

¢ Grandpapa ! Lady Janet’s voice rosehigh in
her surprise and pain.

“Don’t seream, pleaso. Of course it is he, and
none other. 'The fellow tried to creato an im-
pression; failing that, he has written that letter
to annoy me, and punish you for your contempt. I
see it quite plainly. If I catch him in the grounds

| he shall be ducked in the horse-pond. Now, Janet,

8o ; to-morrow I shall alter my will, and make it
public that I have done so, so that I may put a
stop to all these upstart wretches airing their
vulgar graces in hopes of exciting admiration.
Be a good girl; you and William shall be
married in the spring.”

Lady Janet walked out of the room holding
her head high. All she had gained was that she
would not be sent to France with the Countess of
Chandos. 3

* * # * *

Clare Fleurelands thought of Max Carstairs all
the day following the ball. If he had been fas-
cinated by her, she had been more than fascinated
by him. He seemed to her warm, pure faney, a
hero—a king among men. His thoughts were
as her thoughts—his ways as her ways. Kindred
spirits theso, whom the beauty and tie blandish-
ments of My Lady Janet had separated. But
Clare knew mnothing of My Lady Janet's love.
passages with Max; she believed him heart.
whole, and she said to herself that whoever
the woman was that should win his love, would
possess a treasure above the value of a Prince’s
Tansom. ;

On the second evening after the ball Clare
went for a quiet ramble out of Pendowen, and
across a moor, which led to the lonely cot of
old Rebecca, her protegée. Suddenly she hoard
loud, angry voices, and the savage growl of a
dog.

[To be contiuued.]
“aty Lady Janet” commenced in No, 672 and Part CLXV.

A NEW prison-chaplain was recemily ap-
pointed in a certain town, He wasa man who
greatly magnified his offico, and, entering one of
the cells on his first round of inspection, he,
with muach pomposity, thus addressed the

risoner who ocoupied it: “Well, sir, do you

now Who I am #”’— No, nor I dinna ocare,’”
was the noncbalant reply.~Well, I'm your
new _chaplain,—¢« Oh, yo are! Weel, I hao
heard o’ ye before.”’—* And what did you hear ¢’
returned the chaplain, his curiosity getting the
better of hig dignity.—‘ Well, I heard that the
hs_t twa kirks ye were in ye preached them
baith empty ; but I'll be hanged if ye find it

such an easy maitter to do the same wi’ thig
ane |

3
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AND POONAH PAINTING MATERIALS
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House, Salisbury Square, Fleet Street, London.
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PASTIMES.

DECAPITATION,

When whole, T am a subject that’s oft the school-
boy’s dread,

As he toils along with ink and pen, and works his
weary head. g

Divide me now in two, in equal parts it cannot be,

In the first an article appears, in the rest myself
you’ll see,

Curtailed I am a pronoun, by no gender am I
known,

Single I have ne ; i
shown.e vexr been, old Murray has plainly

Beheaded and curtailed, a border then I am,

Not made by beauteous Flora’s hand, but oft by toil-
worn woman, ;
Tl P, B.

CONUNDRUM,'

‘What is that which everybody must‘ bave and
nobody can buy ? >
: ETW

CHARADES,

DMy first will show u:rlx. erring race,

My second glides along the stream,
‘Whole I amsgaid to have a face,

But thab, perchance, is but a dream,
Amongst the myths I have a place,

‘With witchoraft’s spells I shrieking}E tecem.

2.

A body eorporate my first you’ll see,

My next in every house should be,

My whole is where my first oft meets,

And dignitaries take their seats.

E. C. 8.
BURIED NAMES, ;
(Herownes of the ¥, L. J.)

Do not, fear, Ned, enter.
2 =
Take a Sally Lun, Di. Never mind those biscuits.

3.
‘Would you consider Nell a pretty girl ?
4,
Is Ol a good boy to-day ?
5.
‘¢ Bhe is on the hill,” I answered.
6.
Can you dance a jiz, Wyndam ?
bl K. Y. M.
PYRAMID PUZZLE.
g! break, an animal, a fruit, a bird, hesi-
hggntzals read downwards and across

C.

One §if
tating,
will give a

SOLUTIONS OF pASTIMES IN No. 655.

DECAPITATION,~—F i

ouse, Oun .
DECAPITATION AND Tp. ol
eave, cave. :

. OB:{{RIED Porrs anp Porrnsseg,~1, Jobnson,

Emem.—-Tl\e letter I,

2.

Transrosirion.—Cleave, leave,

NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY.

—

As our Correspondence has greatly increased with the
increased popularity of owr Jowrnal, and as further
space cannot be spared in the Jowrnal for replies thereto,
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im=
mediate importance by post within a few days of their
receipt. A stamped, addressed envelope must be for-
warded for the reply, and in no case shall we answer in
envelopes addressed to be left at a post-ofice. Our
subscribers must not expect us to reply by post to
questions that are not of urgent importance,

In futwre we shall not insert requests for the words of
songs or poems winless accompanied by & stamped
and addressed envelope, with the nom de plume of the
sender and the name of the song, &c., requirved, written
wnsids the envelope.

Magaie MAy.—The nose machine, sold by Messrs.
Ross, High Holborn, London, might alter the shape
olf1 itllcxie soft cartilage of the nose, especially in a young
child.

JessicA.—~(1) In order to 'groperly alter straw hats
and bonnets you would need to apprentice yourself
to a straw hat maker, as there is much more to learn
than you can possibly be aware of. (2) You can pur-
chase blocks of the plaster-cast makers in Leather
Lane, Holborn. (3) You will not find the following
information of much use to youn, unless you under-
stand other branches of the business. 'I'o Dye Straw
Bonnets :—Black : Boil 21b logwood and % Ib fustic
together for four hours; boil the bonnets in this
first, then add 1 1b green copperas to the above mix-
ture, and reboil the articles one hour lon er; expose
them to the air for ten minutes, place them in the
liquid again for an hour; dry and brush. This will
dye twelve bonnets. Gray: Boil § oz of cudbear for
three hours, add 2 oz blue paste; mix with as much
water as will cover the bonnets ; let them remain in
soak ten clear days; rinse and dry, and they are
ready for blocking. This is enough for six bonnets.
Brown: % 1b fustic chips, ¢ 1b peach-wood, o0z
madder; boil these four hours; add § Ib green cop-
peras ; boil for two hours; dry and brush,

Excrzrsior.—(1) You can use nothing better than
glycerine. (2) Mr. Muddiman’s * Spanish Wash
would have the effect you desire; you will find his
advertisement on the covers of our Journal, (3)
Touch the warts about three times a week with lunar
caustic until they disappear. (4) Delectable jujubes,
which can be purchased at any chemist’s, are much
used by public speakers and singers for clearing the
voice.  (5) The engaged ring is usually worn on the
third finger of the left hand,

Mary ANNE.—IHob spices of any kind are injurious
to eat in excess.

Mavp B.—Anythine that will increase the growth
cf the hair will, doubtless, have the same effect on
the eyebrows.

A Hermir.—(1) We are unable to tell you. (2)
Yes, unless they sell their MSS. to a publisher for a
sum agreed upon. It is not possible to answer your
question as to cost of publication. (3) The wallflower
is the emblem of fidelity in adversity. (4) From
6d. upwards. (5) See.our Notice to Contributors
over this page.

JENNY B.—(1) Recipe for Preserved Rhubarb: To
every 1 1b of rhubarb allow 1 1b loaf sugar, the rind
of half alemon. Take off the peel of the rhubarb,
cut it into long thin pieces about one inch in length #
put it into an earthen jar, and cover it with a sufi-
cient weight of sugar; stir it up, and let it remain
all night ; in the morning strain off the juice, and
boil it in a preserving-pan until it forms syrup, then
put in the rhubarb and pieces of lemon finely minced ;
boil about three-quarters of an hour, (2) Plum Cake :
11b flour, £ 1b butter, 11b sugar, % Ib currauts, 2 oz
candied lemon peel, half a pint of milk, one tea-
spoonful of ammonia or carbonate of soda. Put the
flour, sugar, currants, and peel into a basin, beat the
butter to a cream, and mix it with the other ingre-
dients; stir in the milk, then add the carbonate of
soda or ammonia; beat the whole well together;
bake in a buttered tin. (3) Sweet Sauce for Puddings :
Half a pint of melted butter made with milk, three
table-spoonfuls of sugar, flavouring of lemon peel ox
nutmeg. Blackberry Jelly : Gather the berries
when they are quite gi%e and dry ; put them info a
jar, and erush them with a wooden spoon ; place this
jar, covered, in a pan of boiling water. When the
juice is well drawn, strain through a hair sieve, and
allow to every pint of juice 2 1b loaf sugar; blanch
some peach kernels, and add them to the juice, as
they very much improve the flavour; boil in a pre-
gerving-pan three-quarters of an hour. (5) Baked
Tomatoes : 1ight or ten tomatoes ; pepper and salt to
taste; 2 oz butter. Put the tomatoes whole into a
pie-dish with sufficient pepper and salt to flavour
them, and butter in the proper proportion ; cover the
whole withbread erumbs; drop over these a little of
the butter; bake for twenty minutes. (5) Mush-
rooms may be dressed like the tomatoes, leaving out
the bread cruinbs. (7) The quantity of salt used in
making bread must be regulated by taste,

A, H. H.—(1) We have been told on the best
authority that there is no way of preventing the
growth of superfluous hairs. . (2) All answers to
correspondents are quite gratuitous in this Journal,

spiza B.—(1) Early risivg, and as much out-door
ex]g:‘ézsz as p(ossibla, will be most likely to render
our complexion clear and fresh-looking. (2) Unless
{he ink is washed off directly it is spilled on the
wood, it is impossible to remove if, except by
seraping, then polishing overit, (3) Yes,

Lrzzie H.—~Messrs. J. and H. Méintorn, 106, New
Bond Street, supply wax for flower modelling.

JACQUETTA SWIssE,—(1) We do not know the piece
of music you inquire about. (2) Long dresses would
be most suitable for a girl of the height you mention.
(8) No. (4) Music sent to us for approval must be
neatly written on manuseript music-paper. (5)
Influenza is a severe cold in the head.

WiLLie’'s Prr.—See answer No, 1 to ¢ Marie,”
Cogrespondents’ page of No. 685.

RoserrsoN.—The unpleasantness you name doubt«
less arises from a disordered state of the stomach :
a few doses of cooling medicine might remedy it ; if
not, it would be best to consult a medical man. >

Miss D. (Dingwall).— You can obtain tracing
materials and work begun for Roman embroidery
from Mr. Bedford, 46, Goodge Street, Tottenham
Court Road.

AN ENGINEER’S DARLING.—(1) If you ask to seea
postal-guide at any post-office, they would show you
one; they are published every three months for
6d. through a bookseller, or by post for 7id. ; as the
dates vary for foreign posts, it would be of no use
for us to reply to your question, as another guide
would be out before you see this. (2) It is usually
indicative of an unhealthy condition of the stomach,
and sometimes is the result of excessive nervousness.
(38) We are unable to tell you. (4) It indicates
weakness and debility, tonic medicine is probably
needed. (5) We do not believe in luck, whether
good or bad. (6) See our Fashion Supplements. (7)
Tilleul (lime blossom), mandarine, and various
shades of yellow; Sultan is also a fashionable
colour, and all shades of gray and brown for
morning-dress.

Leira.—You will, no doubt, find Mr. Rimmel’s
Venetian Fluid what you require : the price is 6s.
per bottle.

Ipa Sr. C,—We cannot ingert the information you
desire us to do, as it would merely be an advertise-

ment, and we do not insert advertisements in the
Correspondence pages of this Journal.

‘W. E, 8,—Your pastimes are accepted with thanks+
_E. and F. are thanked for answer to query. Pas-
times.declined with thanks.

Dr. D.—Many thanks for your kind answer to
query, ;

W. A. N, Porurg, J. C., GURRNSEY, and DL S, are
thanked for answers to queries,

J. D, A.—Your decapitation is accepted with
thanks., Your double acrosticis imperfect.

CarrorTa, — Your pastimes are accepted with

thanks,
QUERIES,

Isie would feel much obliged if any reader will
send her the words of a song called “ A Dream,” also
¢ Sweethearts.”

ANSWER TO QUERY.

A PuzzrLep ONE.—In reference to the following
lines :— ‘
¢ A handless man a letter did write ;

The dumb dictated it word for word 3
He who read it had lost his sight ;
And deaf was he who listened and heard,”
E. and ¥ beg to submit the following answer ;—
€ A man with one hand the letter wrote,
Dictated by Mr. Dumb ;
A man with one eye read it throughout,
And Mr. Deaf heard it done.”

NOTICE TO CONTRIBUTORS.

. The Editor desires to call the attention of intend.
ing contributors to the following rules respecting
the transmission of MsS. :— «
1.—Original contributions only are acceptable.
2,—Stories of more than 400 printed lines in length
cannot be accepted.
3.—Contributions must be written on one side of
the paper only.
4.—Each contribution must bear on the first page
+he sender’s name and address.
5.—Every letter of inquiry or otherwise respect-
ing contributions must contain the full title of
such contributions.
6.—1In no case can the Editor undertake the task of
g 4D opinion upon the merits or defects of
poems or stories submitted to him; nor can he
specify the reasons which may influcnce him in
‘rejecting any contribution.

+ 7.—Privato letters cannot be sent respecting MISS,
Lach MS. will be attended to in regular order,
and the result notified in this page of the
Journal,

8.—As MSS. are sent voluntarily, the Editor will
not Lold himself responsible for their safe rce
turn; but when a stamped, addressed wrapper
accompanies the contribution, care will be taken
to have such contribution duly posted, in. the
event of its rejection,

9.—When ‘a_stamped, addressed wrapper is not
sent, the MS. will remain for six MoNTHS ab the
office, after notification in the ¥.L.J., where they
will be obtainable upon application, either per-
sonally or by letter, inclosing stamped, addressed
wrapper. All MSS, unclaimed at the expiration
of six months after notilication will be. de.
stroyed.
10.—Contributors who think fit to ignore any of the
preceding rules paust not complain if they find
their MES. are not attended to.

i London: E, HaRrisow, Salishury (., Fleet St., 1.C,
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HAILED A PASSING HANSOM; AND DROVE TO THE DETECTIVE’S RESIDENCE.

LORD CECIL HURRIED DOWN THE CLUB STEPS,
# (ountermand the orders, Delpierre,’”’ inter- | happiness near his grasp ; still, his finger

NOT LOVED’ YET WEDDED. rupted Gerard ; “T have met some friends here, | not really clutcbed it.

s had

¢ » d shall not go to-morrow.” Thus, one evening, while at Mentone, he re-
ST OF Fairar, anDelpien‘e obeyed, wondering at the bright- | solved to learn his fate. They had been strolling

SR ness of his master’s countenance and change of | on the shore, which the tiny waves lapped with
CHAPTER XXX. manner. W hat uncertain people these English | musical kisses. The moon, just rising, though
DARKENING CLOUDS. milords were! not seen, gave a silvery gleam to the twilight ;

L lord,” said » haloyon days those were ! sweet paradise | while a land-breeze wafted out to the lit,gle
gilzl(::l gl:e', nec:;sagl eo,,]-%ae;l: ;:lf’t;u“fm}f“gg ,_g? ’ogrmypus, where all was neetar and am- | pleasure-boats dotting the waters, some lazily
ready—"" : brosia, Yet Gerard was not content. He felt | in motion, others resting on the oars; ex-

No. 687,~Vor. XIV,
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quisite the perfume of lemon and orange-
trees,.

Finally, the party, perceiving the lights taken
in the drawing-room of Lord Santyre’s villa,
moved in that direction, when, calling her
attention to some object in the bay, Gerard
detained Lucille behind. p

“ It is very beautiful, especially on so splendid
a night,” remarked Lady Westbrook, in a low,
murmuring voice, as in harmony with the scene ;
“I shall grieve to leave it.”

“And I—I,” said Gerard, “must go to-
morrow.”’

““ To-morrow !’

He felt her little hand tighten on his arm, as
she lifted her eyes, surprised, to his, Then,

- commanding herself, she went on :

“This is sudden, my lord. I trust no bad
. news i

“No—no,” broke in Gerard, quickly, some-
what nervously. “The truth is that T find I
must not, dare not, remain, Lady Westbrook,
For my happiness I dare not, unless—unless i

He paused, but Lucille made no sign to speak.
Her head was bent. He regarded her with an
eager longing, then, in thrilling, fervent passion,
ejaculated :

“ Lueille, I go, becanse I love you! 1In you
my future misery or joy is centred. Can you
bid me depart ?”’

Silence !

He felt she was trembling. What an agony
of suspense were those brief seconds ! Then
the sweet, pure eyes were looking frankly into
his, the coral lips murmuring words of life :

** You must not go! I bid you remain !”’

They were alone. A kind shadow had sweph
over t{e land. He clasped her to his breast.,
Gently her head rested against his shoulder,
Stooping, he kissed her brow ; then, as he gazed
on her blushing, lovely face, he whispered, in
accents of intense rapture, the words of Mar.
lowe: 2 z

“¢Oh! thon art fairer than the evening afr,

Clad in the heauty of a thousand stars |
Ah! my love—my darling 1’ »

‘Who could portray the bliss of that stillness,
broken only by the musical lap of the waves
singing an io-peon ?

A week later the Morning Post announced the
engagement of Lady Westbrook and Gorard,
Earl of Lethrington.

“1 always told you so!” commented Mrs.
Grundy, wagging her head with much self-satis-
faction’;

* * * *

Everyone who was at all interested in the
matter, either as observer or actor, exclaimed :

“What a pity ! What 4 different morning
from the first Countess of Lethrington’s wedding-
day !” :

Marriage! Yes, two months have rolled by,
and Madame Delacour’s best hands, and Messrs,
Cater and Rout’s brisk young men, are exceed-
ingly busy. Another household is in a state of
fluttering excitement. But sunshine, warm and
golden, had flooded the TLondon streets on
Esmer’s bridal morn ; rain, persistent, and dis.
mal, on Lucille’s. x

“It’s & bad omen,” whispered the supersti-
tious portion of the guests.

“In that case,” remarked the sceptical, ““tha
sun that shone on the previous union should
have been a good one; yet recollect the sad
result.”

No such foreboding ideas visited Lady West-
brook: the happiness of her own heart was 00
intense to be affected by the vagaries of an
English climate. She sighed once, though, as
Mademoisella Fantine placed the lace veil over
her héad, and she regarded her appearance in
the mirror. The sigh, too, was one of regret,
She grieved that Marig, Saproni, for whom her
affection had been dugmented by admiration,
was not; there at that moment,

All the Marquis’s search for the Ttulian had
proved in vain ; neither haq Lord Cecil been
more successful. - Uselessly had Mr. Noah
Seacum sought, frequently creating delusive
hopes, rather to keep the matter aflont than
from any tangible foundation. Maria had dis-
appeared; apparently beyond finding,

‘or a year Lord Cecil, hoping against hope—
fighting against despair—had striven to trace
her retreat, After that, seemingly, he had given
up the matter ; but his uncle, who watched him
carefully, saw, with regret, that he made no
matrimonial advances to any of the marriageable
young ladies in his own' sphere, e

As to Captain Lascelles, ho found his patron’s
Bociety neither as amusing or profitable ; the
ym;hg %oblema.‘u baving' grown serions, and
taken an ayersion to the extravagant luxuries
?;ldd pleasures of youth upon which the o cer

’

g

»

Whether Cecil had really renounced all hope
of finding Maria, or his affection had wearied
and changed, none could tell; the secret was
buried in his. own breast. Even the Captain,
pftelj the other’s marked reticence, dared not
ingquire.

Lord Carisford might possibly have made a
confidante of hig cousin ; but her sudden and
unaccountable indifference respecting the where-
abouts of the Italian had offended as much as
it had astonished him,

About the end of the twelve months, however,
a Lady Flora Desmond had appeared in society,
a beautiful, lively Irish girl of scarcely eighteen,
with bright, pleasant manners, marked by a
charming naivetd, Her sparkling, merry, blue
eyes had speedily attracted around her a little
circle of admirers, among whom soon was
Cecil, evidently drawn by her magical influence.

sord Santyre observed this with considerable
delight, and he decided the old love was indeed
dead, when, while her lively Irish ladyship was
on a visit to Lucille, he came upon Lady Flora
and Cecil en féte-a-téte.

© was seated on a low chair, winding silk,
the skein of which was spanned by my lord’s
aristoeratic hands, a8 “he reclined on g large,
silky rag at her feet, his eyes raiged to hers in
evident content and amusement,

“ Hercules at the feet of Omphale !’ gmiled +
the Marquis, retiring on tip-toe, “The course
of the mountain torrent hag been turned; I
leave its direction to the magic of Lady Flora’s
’witehing glances.”

Thus, when Lord Santyre, forming his party
to visit Italy, persuaded Lady Flora, with her
aunt, to join it, he was not at all sur-
prised that Cecil proposed to accompany them,

Abroad, they must of necessity be thrown
much together, and what better to create lovers
than that. Nevertheless, though Lady " Flora
and Cecil flirted together to desperation, and
quarrelled merely for the pleasure of making it
up again, almost like real lovers, Lord Caristord
never whispered the first person, present tense,
of the verb which forms the axis 4 on_which
human life turns—* [ love,” into La.é)y Flora’s
ear, and they returned to London with it yet
unspoken. ke

“ I positively thought Cecil would have pro-

osed,”” remarked the Earl, regretfully, to

ucille, o

1t is not too late yet, my lord,” she smiled.
¢ Recollget there is something, they say, con.
vagious in weddings. Flora is to be my chief
bridesmaid, and Cecil performs the part of
Gerard’s best man. . Let us wait for the result.
I feel sure he cares for her., He treats no one
to such attention ; while I found them whisper-
ing together most confidentially the other day.
Certainly she does not repulse him,”

“Repulse ! on the contrary, her eyes brighten
under his glance, her laugh is always merriest
when he is by. Well, I hope it will all turn out
as we wish.” i

“ When it does, I shall advertise for Maria,
my lord. I must, I will find her,” remarked
Lady Westbroolk, whose affection for the Italian
nad increased rather than decreased, and now,
at thisg important period of her life, she wished
for her friend to be there.

er toilet completed, and the hour arrived.
Im%ll,g descended, and soon was being driven,
with Lord Santyre, to the church,

Just within the edifice Gerard stood waiting
her. All the gravity had vanished from hig
features ; never had . he looked handsomer,
happier. Those two years, with their trouble,
had fled from his brow. A man may talk love
for a week, yet fail fo éxpress its pure intensity
as much as hemay by a single glance.

, S0 with the Farl—his eyes beamed with fond

pride as, his blushing bride on his arm, he led

her to the altar, | ;

- Onge more Lucille listened to the marriage

rite, but now as a principal., = Then she, as had
smer Mortmain, rose up Countess of Leth-

rington. alicibie 2r bl

None of that indescribable depression from
which Esnier had suffered was hers; yet she
was to be subjected to a brief but tryimg ordeal
before all was concluded. It came as she leaned
over the register to sign her name. ¥

Abruptly the pen trembled in her fingers—it
fell from them—while every vestige of colour
fled from her cheek. 3

Gerard, alarmed lest sho was about to faint,
approached to support her; but turning from
him, in a harried whisper, she addressed the
Marqnis: e i A1

My lord,” she said,  what name am I to
sign P’ ) p

*“ Not Brand, of course, my love—but West.
brook; the one the laws of the country haye
made yours, Since then it is your only name

-l and no other,

 selfish too long ;

Lucille drew g long breath, evidently of
relief, retook the ben, and, in firm characters
for a bride, wrote * Lucille Westbrook.”

So recently returned from the Continent, it
had been arranged that the honeymoon should
be spent at the English lakes, and concluded ab
Lethrington.

In all the days to come Gerard and Tucille
never enjoyed more exquisite. happiness than
ab that period, when, each the gols but all-
sufficient companion of the other, they wandered
on the margin of the silvery lakes, or dat
dreamily side by side on some heathery hill,
with a panorama of exquisite loveliness spread
before their gaze, warmed by golden sunshing
or softened into purple by advancing twilight,

During this time the Earl, lmagining it wonld
please his wife, had suggested her Visiting hep
old home, her father’s rectory. But thanking
him for the forethought, Luecille had expressed
no such desire, giving no reason.

Finally they turned their faces homeward,
and one bright afternoon reached Gerard’s
ancestral home, where triumphal arches, flower.
strewn roads, and a prosperous tenantry weyre
waiting to receive them. £

As Lucille sat by her husband’s side, tears in
her beautiful eyes, her cheek glowing with de.
light, she murmured :

“Oh! Gerard, I am so happy ! These tenantry
are mine now. It shall be my endeavour to
make them love me as they love you.”

Then the husband and wife  found repose
within the Hall, when, she leaning on his arm
with fond, natural pride, Gerard escorted hop
over Lethrington, resting on the terrace over-
looking the lawn, belted by ancient oaks, also
the centuries-old avenue on the left, and to the
right the pretty village of Lethrington, a mile
away, with its little church on the hill-side,
keeping as it were spiritual watch and ward.

Lucille sighed as her eyes rested on the latter,

‘‘ Poor Lady Hsmer "’ she murmured ; “how,
Gerard, dearest, she would have enjoyed this
moment, even as I !’

The Earl, too, sighed as
round his wife’s slender w

“You are mistaken, di
“Fate destined the _poor,.
enjoy nothing. Nature had implanted in her
breast a poison to embitter Il her existence,
She ooultfo hope ; she was ambitious; but jtg
realization palled.”

¢ She loved you, Gerard I’
raising her wondering eyes.

“1 know not—I fear not.
brief life, rendered so by her own disposition,
Why, my dearest, should not you know it p and
what time could be better than this -

Drawing her closer yet, he told her
thing,

“And yon did not promise?”
wistfully, as he concluded.

“No, darling ; Heaven willed
aware of the happiness it had in
though so unworthy.”

“ Unworthy, my Gerard!” Fei B

She laid her cheek fondly against his breast,
and lovingly he kissed the perfumed hair so neap
his lips. X = e

The weeks glided on, neither husband nop
wife tiring of the calm, uneventful existencs ot
the Hall, until one day Gerard, entering the
Countess’s boudoir, coming and leaning oyer her
chair, said, smiling: s o

My darling, this lotus-eating Infejdﬁ ours ig
doomed to cease. Here,” and he he 1 them
forth, “ s a sheaf of angry lotters, calling me
recreant, sluggard, enervated Capuan, | know
not what; for sh%hmng my parliaments y dutios,
especially at,such a period. What ghaj] T do?
Burn them, or—"" | B diai g o ¢

“ Obey 2" she smiled, bending back 4o slas
her arm about his neck. “ The latber, dearest
I am no Omphale to wish my Hercules to playa,
distaff, nor a Delilah to wish him o lose hig
strength, and be derided by hig enemios. No;
I am too proud Ofn ;llgll;e Gerard, we have been
live for himself along, Wénwi‘ﬁusovzméd s}u’),uld

182;;19 E:’r.l’s }‘101150 in Mayffir }?av?r‘r: been
alre. put in org ; g ; c
and his bride quittzlc‘i f:(l)lle i;I}ilmlll‘ ;ecq;t)txon, sy
They it all for it,.
en in Lond

hls arm stole gently

g, he rejoined,
ggfqttungte child to
2

exclaimed hig wifo,

Hers was g sad,

every.
she inquired,

it otherwise,
store for me,

Gersi,rdi’ £ not, I should be.go glad if you
wou d. accompany me to the Royal Academy ?P
fere_ 18 the Second notice, and it speaks so highly
0 ‘.:Mﬂlals’ picture that I long to see it.”

e, my love, the fact is; unfortunately,
that I have much corraspondence to-day. Also
I have to examine g motion which our party in
the Lower House lajd on the table last ?}ght-

If any other afternoon would suit you =



THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL,

435

“ Do not say another word, Gerard. Of course
any day will suit me equally as well. Pray do
not look so repentant,” she smiled. ¢ Think no
more of the matter.”

If women were wise, they would perceive,
though Lucille did it from no such.motive, such
& sweet, ready. compliance, such a recognition
that a hushand may have weightier affairs to
attend to at times than escorting his wife to
amusement, were the very means for them fo
obtain what they desire.

Thus, instead of the Earl’s not thinking of it
again, an hour later, joining his wife in the
morning-room, he said:

¢ Liucille, we will go to Burlington House this
afternoon. Nay, no demur; I have made all
arrangements. My socretary can see to mostof
the correspondence.’”’ .

There was but one way a wife could answer
such a fond attention to her wish, and Lucille
adopted that. If she had only known to what
this yielding on his part was to lead, she would
have cowered beneath his gaze, shrunk from his
touch ; instead, smiling, she answered :

“T will not be ungrateful enough to blame,
but thank you. I shall enjoy the pictures more
zh:la.n ever now, and it is so glorious a day.

Hardly had she uttered the words than the
sunshine in the room gave place to a chill, gray
- gloom. Lucille shivered and tarned pale.

«“Tf—if I were superstitions I should take
that as prophetic,”” she remarked forcing a

smile. 3

« Silly child,” laughed her husband; *“it is
but a passing cloud—see, the sun yet shines
behind.” g 3 ‘

He drew her to the window, and- there before
the luminary of-day was a splondid mass of dark
cloud, its edges all golden, however, like a
beadle’s cape. x

“ If gorrow must come let ng always remem-
ber, love, there are golden linings. Behold, let
th‘ifs Joo prophetic, too, my superstitious little
wife,” ’ i

As he coneluded the cloud had drifted away,
znd a flood of glorious sunshine enveloped the

Wo. :

. The luncheon ended, they were driven to Bur-
lington House. The year’s exhibition was & re-
markably good one, and with real appreciative
delight the Earl and Coumitess strolled through
the rooms.

“You must really have some refreshment
now, Lucille,” remarked Gerard, as théy turned
t0 retrace their steps, ‘Though pleasurable,
nothing is so fatiguing as picture-gazing. I am
sure you must be faing."

A protest was on her lips, when across the
other side of the doorway they were approach-
ing there passed a gentleman; at whose appear-
ance Lucille’s tongne grew paralysed. Her eyes
became dilated with horror and surprise; the
colour dropped from her cheeks, leaving them
bloodless. At the same insfant, a gentleman
following the other, clapping him on the
shoulder, exclaimed gaily : =

“] say Selwyn, my right noble captmn,whel;e
aro your eyes ? You havepassed Alma Tadema’s
picture after all.’’ . :

And to her wild relief both turned in a con-
trary direction to where she was. All had oc-
curred so instantaneously that Gerard,asecond
after, looking upon his wife, never divined the
real cange of the pallor which filled him with
alarm.

“Good heavens !”
You are ill £’ . L SR

_“No—no—it is nothing; that is, you are
right, the afternoon is fatiguing, and I feel
faint,” she murmured.” R e

How gladly would she have sou ht the oblivion
of unconsciousness; but fear forced her to
throw it off ; she must avoid abtracting notice,
and she must quit the rooms without delay.

_ “Ploase lob mo go home,” she pleaded ; let
me get into the fresh air !’ e

Entreating for only that, refusing refresh-
ment, drawing down her veil, keeping her face
lowered, dreading to bo recognised as she had
recognised, leaning on tho Barl’s arm, she
h‘?at’eﬂ‘edi to the carriage.

During the drive home, by a superhuman
:l orb, Lucille forced herself to agsume some-

ung of her usual manner, though her heart
telt sick unto death.
atﬁf“hmg the house, she ran so lightly up-
ma,k: as to remove Gorard’s fond concern, an
nothiné.l’-l'n cred}h her assertion that “it was

But when in her o il
Jooked, the PR oo 420, fhe, foo8
face ; she dropped crouching {;‘_e ﬁhgﬂn o 9;
struck with & blow, anq ho,r g- o0 ais_ ld
piteously to Heaven, oried, 1 & grisf 66 pron
for toars : ) > 10 a grief too greab

he ejaoﬁla._téti, “my love

¢ Oh, Father, have mercy upon me! Hoe is
not dead—oh, after all, he is not dead, for
to-day I have seen him! He lives—he lives!
Walter Selwyn—my husband ! What can I do?
What must [ do? Gerard! Gerard ! Heaven
aid me, or I must go mad!”’

CHAPTER XXXI,

NEWS AT LAST.
During those two years which have been so
cursorily touched, Maria Saproni’s existenceo
had flowed on uneventfully; a trifle mono-
tonous, yet not altogether unpleasant. When
she compared her present engagement with that
of Lady Westbrook’s, of course. the difference
was extreme. Nevertheless, Mrs. Mannering
was too good-natured not to be liked ; a kindly
disposition formed an under-current to DMiss
Honoria's grand airs, while Cassandra’s honest,
outspoken brusquerie amused and won Maria.
As to Hector, she rarely saw him, save if they
chanced to meet on the stairs or in the
passages.

‘The Italian performed her duties well, con-
scientiously, and with good temper, thus ac-
quiring universal approval; while her refine-
ment of beanty and manner, free of all conceit
or agsumption, could not fail to have its effect.

“ Were you always a lady’s-maid, signora p”
one day questioned Cassandra, with habitual
abruptness after she had been pondering over
any subject.

Maria had been trying to bring the ‘profuse
but rather rebellious meshes of the young lady
into some kind of fashionable order, during
which Cassandra’s large eyes had been atten-
tively watching her in the ‘glass.

“Yes ; for some time,”’ smiled Maria. ¢ Why
do you ask ? Do you think me so unskilfal

“Unskilful | Mamma says you are wonderful,
and so praises you as to make all her lady friends
envious. Noj; I didn’t mean that. I meant
whether you hadn’t at any time been anything
better. Like so many poor people say, yom
know, ¢ have seen better days.””’

Laughing,. Mavia shook her head. She and

| Cassandra were on a very friendly footing.

“No; I cannot boast of that,” she replied.
¢ My present position is higher than it has ever
been. My parents were very—very poor.”

¢ Humph {”’. remarked the girl, reflectively,
¢ then there must be a great difference between
poor Italians and poor English.  Why, half the
ladies I meet would give I know not what for
such small, pretty hands as yours. By-the-by,
I heard some one singing in mamma’s boudoir
yesterday, when she was out. Was it nob
you ?”’

“Yes; but I did not know anyone heavd
me.”’ : .

* Hlso you would have stopped? Why, that
is the very reason I should sing, if I had such e
nice voice as yours. I love musie, when it is
good. It’s droll, all Honoria’s masters cannot
make her sing like you, who were never taught.”

“ But I was tancht for two years,” responded
Maria, quietly. * When very, very young, an
Italian lady heard me sing, and was so delighted
that she took me to her home. She had no
children of her own, aud both my parents were
then dead, so she said she would adopt me.
This infuriated her relations, for she was rich ;
but she did not care for that, and for two years
she had me educated; and my voice cultivated.”

“What a dear old lady!” cried Cassandra.
“ Why, signora, did you ever leave her "’

“Of my will I did not. Unfortunately for me
she died suddenly. Her relations immediately
arrived, and, finding she had left no*will, vented
their rage, which had been brooding in their
hearts, against me, by turning me qlfite penni-
less into the streets. An old servant of the
Signora  Patrina, however, took compassion
upon my desoiate position, and I lived with her
until I could obtain employment. I was poor ;
I could not burthen my old friend, so I accepted
the first situation that offered, which was to
attend a little girl of six ; I was thirteen. From
that I gradually rose,” concluded Maria, with
a smile which had in it a eovert bitterness, *‘ to
be, at twenty, a lady’s-maid.”

*“ How romantic! It’s quite as good as the
novels I read. I'm sure you are handsome
enough for a heroine. Can you guess of what I
was thinking as I watched you in the glass just
now, before I spoke ?”’

¢ Indeed, no ; it would be difficult.”

“ That you might be a princess in disguise,
and, signora, 1 begin to believe you are.”

Maria burst into a laugh, full of genuine
mirth: 3 &

«Qh, Miss Cassandra,”’ she said, “ if such a
thing were only possible I should be & heroine,
truly. But, unfortunately, there is no myster¥
in my parentage to carry out the idea; so

must be content with my lot,” she smiled, as
she gave the finishing touch to the young girl’s
hair, and concluded the conversation. .
* Ever after this, with Cassandra and Hector,

whom she acquainted with the incident, Maria
went by the name of the “ disguised princess.”

The Italian had one great source of pleasure:
that was the society of Caroline Langton. The
huaman heart, if properly organised, can no more
Jive alone than the convolvulus.grow to perfec-
tion without support. Thus, the young gover-
ness, hearing an account of Signora Saproni
from Cassandra, had experienced a hope of find-
ing in ler one with whom she might brealk,
oceasionally, the monotony of her life.

This had led her to make the first advance,
and Maria, governed by the same desire, eagerly
caught at the friendship offered. Kach soon
racognised in the other one of a superior order.
Maria saw in Caroline Langton a sweet, gentle
woman—a lady in manner and education; the
governess, in surprise, beheld one innately pos-
sessing the refinement of a higher class, and in-
tellectually endowed.

In a brief space a very strong friendship
sprang up between them; but —and each
secretly wondered—it never went so far as that
mutual confidence which so marks female inti-
magy. :

Maria’s bearing might certainly have led to
the belief that she had, like the * needy knife
grinder,” nothing to tell; but it was different
with Caroline Langton,

The Ttalian perceived that she evidently had
gome secret trouble: under her calm, even
manner thero surely was a sub-current of a
hidden gorrow, It may have been a past grief,
yot it still preyed on her heart, though, perhaps,
it resembled a dull, wearing pain, to which the
sufferer had grown so accustomed as to be
ignorant of its presence, navertheless it was
destined to colour and over-shadow her whole
existence. g

When the governess smiled, the dove-like
gray eyes never lost the dreamy sadness which
lent a touching character to her fair face.

Before Maria had been long there Cassandra,
the incorrigible, had already confidentially in-
formed her of her belief that Miss Langton was
secretly in love, an idea Maria inclined to,
having once surprised her in tears, and gazing
intently at something in her hand, which the
Italiun imagined was a miniature though the
governess concealed it so rapidly that she could
not be sure. : .

s If she love, poor girl,”’ thought Maria, with
a sigh, “I should fancy it is not merely hope-
less, bub that death has removed the dear okject
of affection. Those saint-like eyes look to have
wept a dead love—

« ¢They are the silent griefs which cut the heart-
strings.”””
She concluded, quoting John Ford :
¢ Let me die smiling,’

And she bravely did smile, though care and
sorrow brooded in her own breast, from which
the image of Lord Carisford was never absent.
She felt it no shame now to harbour it there,
for she knew that he would honourably have
won, not insulted her, 3

Thus the two years had passed very calmly
but uneventfully to Maria. She went rarely
abroad, then veiled, having yet a fear of en-
countering Lady Westbrook or Cecil, but kept
as much as she was able to the apartments
wherein her duties laid. o

One afternoon, a while after TLucille’s mar-
riage—the account of which she had read with
much interest—Maria was seated at work in
Murs., Mannering’s private sitting-room, the lady
and her daughters being out for the whole day,
and Caroline Langton having gone into Regent
Street to make some purchases,

It was a balmy afternoon ; the pleasant
sound of children’s voices rose from the square,
and the Italian, seated near the open window,
sang in a 1mezzo voce over her work. SR

Happening to raise her eyes, she did not imme-
diately lower them again ; but kept them fixed
on the same spot where they had chanced to
fall : that was upon the railings of the square,
against which a man leaned, his face turned
towards the houses.

 There he is still,”” she murmnred, curiously.
“ He must have been there over an hour, I am -
sure. No doubt he is waiting for some one; if
s0, his temper must be a good one if he do not
lose it at being so treated.

Bringing her attention back to her work, she
wasg in the act of resumi.nq it when she was
arrested by the sound of light, hurried feet
cominialong the passage. :

She knew not why, but there was something
in the sound that made her start from her chair
and open the door,
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The person she beheld was, to her surprise,
Caroline Langton. She had just thrown up her
veil, as one in need of air; her face was deathly
pale, and she staggered, as if near fainting.

¢ Gtood gracious !”’ exclaimed Maria, alarmed.
¢ Caroline, dear, what is the matter? You are
ill. Come in here.”

She had taken the other’s arm, and now led
her back into the sitting-room. The governess
came passively. Her hand was pressed to her
forehead, while her gaze was vague and stony.

“Thank Heaven! I am here at last,” she
murmured, dropping into a chair, and speaking
to herself, not to Maria. “I thought my
strength would have failed me long before.
Now—now 32

The words died on her lips, and she slid to the
floor insensible.

Though much alarmed, as she beheld her
friend’s still, pallid face, Maria refrained from
summoning aid.

Instinctively she felt that whatever the cause
of the governess’s indisposition, she would hold
it the greatest kindness for her to keep it from
the household.

She was, consequently, much rejoiced that the
unconsciousness was not of long duration.
Scarcely five minutes had elapsed, when Caro-
iline’s eyes opened and stared bewilderedly about

er.

““ Where am I? Where is—where——"" she
asked, confusedly, and with an expression of
fear.

Then, stopping, she covered her face, and
shivered cenvulsively.

“Come, dear, you are better now,” said
Maria, in her sweet, soothing, sympathetic
voice. “You have been frightened, have you
not ?”’

“ Yes,” answered the governess, raising her
head—** yes, frightened—frightened to death by
a face. Oh!’ with an abrupt ery, * what an
unhappy, wretched being I am !”

She bowed her head again, bursting into a
passion of tearless sobs. Her manner was so
strange, so wild and vehement in its outbursts,
that Maria began to feel seriously concerned,
and to meditate if she should not summon help,
when Caroline Langten again spoke, rapidly,
but with more composure :

“Thank Heaven !—oh ! thank Heaven on my
knees, that no one has seen me save you, Maria.
How could I have explained it all to Mrs, Man-
nering and her daughters ? I cannot explain’it
even to you. It mustremain a mystery,though
I feel you are my friend—Heaven help me !—the
only one I possess. Unaware of the reason,
you, toe, I am sure, will assist me, for—for I
cannot leave this house again ; that is, until I
quit it for ever, and that I must do very, very
soon.”

“ Loeave here !"’ repeated Maria, wonderingly.

“Your eyes appeal for a reason, though your
lips are mute,’”” pleaded the poor girl in a
paroxysm of despair, clasping the Italian’s hand.
“But do not ask—do not. Only I must leave

7

here—I must, lest

Maria’s countenance had grown quite calm
and firm. She, with her stronger intellect, saw
the need of it for her friend. The latter was
a prey to a nervous terror, and required a firmer
mind to rely upon.

Aware of her own pure purpose, free from all
prying curiosity, she said, as the other stopped,
at the same time placing her arm round her
waist :

“ Lost the person, whose face you have seen
to-day, should find you. Is it not so ?”’

““Who told you that ?”’ ejaculated the gover-
ness, raiging her eyes in terror.

“Your own words, dear. Listen, Caroline:
do you think we have heen so long together—do
you think I have felt so sincere a regard for you
without discovering you have a secret sorrow ?
No, indeed ; I have grieved for you; but would
not seek a confidence which was not offered.
But now I ask for that confidence for your good.
You say I am your only friend ; you are in
trouble—ovidently great trouble, and oh! the
misery of possessing the burthen of a secret you
may not whisper in another ear, and find relief
from sympathy. Caroline, I, too, am alone in
the world. I love you. Will younot trust me?
Believe me, you may, and I will help you if I
can.”’

There was a pause ; then the other, throwing
herself on the Italian’s bosom, exclaimed :

¥ will trust you, Maria. You have tempted
me beyond my power to resist. How 1 have
prayed for some one to whom I might tell my
suffering—from whom I might win some pity,
for my secret is killing me. You, I know, will
feel for me.”

I am suro of it, dear, with all my heart.”

“Thank you, but I cannot tell you just now,
nor must it be where we may be disturbed. I

must be alone awhile, to regain strength and
courage. In half an hour come to the school-
room, and you shall hear my history.”

Maria promised, and the other hurried from
the apartment.

When she had gone, the Italian, resuming her
chair, rested her elbow on the sill of the open
window, and, her chin on her hand, fell into a
reverie, of which Caroline Langton was the
object.

Happening to lower her eyes after awhile,
they again fell upon the man leaning against the
railings.

His attention seemed attracted by herself, On
the impulse of the moment, she arose, and drew
a little back,

“ Still there,” she exclaimed, surprised ; *“and
apparently watching this house.”

Then she started, and an expression of intelli-
gence broke over her face.

‘I8 yonder man he whom Caroline saw? Is
it he whom she fears p”’

Unable to answer the question, she once more
looked down at the square.

The man had gone, and, the half hour having
elapsed, Maria proceeded to the school-room.

That evening Lord Carisford found in the
letter-ruck at his club a letter awaiting him.

It had no post-mark, having been left by
hand.

He recognised the writing instantly; it was
Mr. Noah Seacum’s.

For nearly a year Cecil had ceased to hear
from the detective. It caused him the more
eagerly to tear off the envelope. Was there
news at last ?

The missive was brief and business-like,
running after this fashion : :

“My Lorp,

““Though my repeated failure made you
doubt my ultimate success in the case which you
know of, I took the liberty of not mistrusting
my own powers, and, from experience, being a
stranger to defeat, proceeded with the matter on
my own responsibility. The person you were in
search of is found. If you are still interested in
the case, and will favour me with a call, I will
give all particulars.

“ Your obedient servant,
“NoAH SEacuM.”

Before Cecil had concluded, the blood was
rushing like fire through his veins.

? Maria Saproni was found! Could it really
o P

Quickly he consulted his watch. Half-past
seven; the hour was not too advanced.

He hurried down the club steps, hailed a
passing hansom, and drove to the detective’s re-
sidence.

No, Lord Santyre, the mountain torrent was
not checked, nor was it in Lady Flora Des-
mond’s power to divert its course; as she knew
—if she thought about it at all—as Cecil knew,
for these two young people happened to possess
a certain secret between them with which
Lady Flora’s aunt and guardian Lad not been
entrusted.

[To be continued.]
“*Not Loved ¥Yet Wedded,” commenced in No. 676 and
Part CLXVI.

SUMMER.

It is a sultry day ; the sunhas drunk

The dew that lay upon the morning grass;

There is no rustling in the lofty elm

That canopies my dwelling, and its shade

Secarce cools me, All is silent save the faint
And interrupted murmur of the bee

Settling on the sick flowers, and then again
Instantly on the wing. The plants around

(Feel the too potent fervours ; the tall maize
Rolls up its long, green leaves ; the clover droops
Its tender foliage, and declines its blooms.

But far in the fierce sunshine tower the hills,
With all their growth of woods, silent and stern,
As if the scorching heat and dazzling light

Were but an element they loved. Bright clouds,
Motionless pillows of the brazen heaven—

Their bases on the mountaing—their white tops
Shining in the far ether—fire the air

With a reflected radiance, and make turn

The gazer’s eye away. B

A YOUNGSTER, while warming his hands over
the kitchen fire, was remonstrated with by his
father, who said, * Go away from the stove ; tho
weather is not cold.” ‘The little fellow, looking
up at his stern parent demurely, replied, “I
ain’t heating the weather —I’m warming my

hands.”

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

“You’'RE very pointed, and I feel it,”” as the
young lady remarked when she ran the needle
into her finger.

AmonNa the newspaperreporters in the French
Senate is a young lady about twenty years of
age.

CaLico, the well-known cotton cloth, is
named from Calicot, a city of India, from whenco
it first came., Calico was notknown in England
until as late as the year 1631.

Trr Armenian women are veiled just ag
olosely as the Turkish females, and man is
scarcely ever permitted to see their faces. ¢
keep my wife for myself, and not for my friends,”
was the reply made by an A.rmemg.n, who was
interrogated as to why he did not introduce hig
wife.

Is it unlucky in Scotland for a woman to
marry a man whose surname begins with the
same letter as her own ? In the Eastern Counties
of England this couplet is current :

* To change your maiden name, and not the letter,

Is a change for the worse, not for the better,”

THE Queen’s state saloon on the Great
Western Railway is made entirely of boiler-
plate, and so lined and padded that if the
carriage were to go over an embankment and
then roll to the bottom, the chances are that
the occupants would escape uninjured.

A FACETIOUS physician, an old bachelor,
said the other day to a single lady : “ How can
you, with a clear conscience, answer St. Peter,
when you shall reach Heaven's gate, for your
heartlessness in refusing so many marriage
offers P’ The lady archly replied : “I shall tell
the apostle that Doctor did not ask me.”’

It is not known precisely how the name
“ kettle-drum’’ came to be given to an afternoon
tea, but when the ladies in Charles 11.’s time
ocame in from a hunt they were served with a
light entertainment which was called the
“drum,” and when tea-drinking became the
order of the hour, no doubt ‘“ kettle’” was added
to make the term significant.

TrE Mayor of Coventry is doubtless the
politest man in England. Mayfair tells this
story of him : He had the honour to take the
hostess in to dinner. ‘I dontknow, Mr. Mayor,’’
said the lady, * whether you are afraid of the
measles, but my little children have them,and I
myself have had a slightattack.”—* Madam,” he
said, “I should be only too delighted to take
anything from so charming a source.”

ITis not generally known that the manufacture
of the Sevres porcelain is a government mono-
poly, and has been so since 1760, at which time
Louis XV. bought the establishment of the
company. From that time to the present it
has always been directly under the control of
the French king, consul, emperor or govern.
ment of the time, and its superintendence
confided to the most eminent_somntlﬁo men of
France, wany of the ablest artists of the country
being constantly employed in its decoration. In
the destruction and hayoo made in the royal
palaces of France, and in the chateaus of the
nobility, at the Revolution, & great quantity of
this valuable porcelain was broken, and, perhaps,
the finest specimens were transported to foreign
countries.

—————/—‘——\
FORKS A MODERN FASHION.

rug hundred years ago forks were unknown
;II‘IHEnghnd. About the first English Sovereign
who is known to have had a fork was Queen
Klizabeth. Several forks were presented to her,
but it is doubtful whether she used them on
ordinary occasions. A writer thus diseribes the
uncleanly way in which our ancestors ate :

Each man had his own knife, and at dinner
seized the joint with his hand, and cut off what
he wished ; the dish was then passed on to the
next, who did the same, The knife then cut up
the portions into small pieces, which were put
into the mouth by the fingers of the hand un-
occupied by the knife,

In many parts of Spain, at present, drinking-
glasses, 8poong, and forks are rarities; and in
ta.verng in many countries, particularly il some
towns in France, knives are not placed on the
table, because it is expected that each person
has one of his own, a custom which the French
seem to have retained from the Gauls. Bub as
no person will any longer eat without forks,
landlords are obliged to furnish these, together
with plates and spoons,
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MARIE DROPPED ON HER KNEES, PARALYSED WITH FEAR AND ANGUISH.

THE QUEEN OF THE SEASON.

CHAPTER XXXIIIL,
IN PERIL.

AGAIN a coolness sprang up between the Lady

ivien and Sir Innis, and for two or three days
she was always to be found walking or driving
with Lord Mandeville; and while treating the
baronet with such excessive courtesy that not
aven Aymer—jealous for his friend—could find
anything to complain of, she contrived to make
him feel that he was not in ber good graces.

Still she gained no satisfaction by it. Sir
Innis seemed as unruffled by her indifference as
he had been by her blandjshments. If invited
to take part in her pursuits he cheerfully con-
sented ; but if, as was more frequently the case,
he found himself studiously excluded, he did
ot testify any annoyance, and appeared as
happy in Cressida’s or the Cqun!iess 8 society
as in hers. Vivien was beginning to admit
that her fascinations were not as all-powerfal
as sho had hitherto found them, when a circum-
stance occurred that gave her an advantage of
which she was not slow to avail herself,

Sir Innis, at the request of the Earl, had been
one morning as far as an outlying farm on the
estate to decide a disputed point in some repairs,
and wasg taking a short cut back to the Manor

ouse across some fields, when he was startled
by the soreams of a woman.

The shrieks were so loud and piercing that

o hurried in the direction from whence they
zeemed to proceed, but had scarcely reached &

veib“""d gate leading to one of the adjacent
pay “.‘ée.s' when Miss Cressida Smith tumbled
over 1t In such o, headlong fashion that but for

:};iigru(;'?glfi.interposition she would have had a

As it : ¢ s
o m'z lonwit;t: :;:‘: gﬂllpped from his supporting

: rags, where she sat starin
around hert_wﬂdly &nd’p&nting for breath ; a.%‘.
the Bafneh ime clutching both the baronet’s
Ll;:idr:! in her own and shaking them again and

“So much obliged, you know,”

s soon a8 she had recovered herself Zﬁ?ﬁ%ﬁﬁg

to speak. “Oh! dear, I ought to be very
thankful that I am alive, and so I will be when
I have breath enough! The narrowest escape
I ever had, Oh! it was awful!”

“What has happened? Are you hurt?’’ he
kindly asked ; then added, as she gave a con-
vulsive start and glanced fearfully over her
shoulder, *or have you been frightened, and
by whom P’

“Only my elbow,” said Cressida, releasing
him that she might rub the bruised joint. ‘I’'m
sure I’ve knocked the skin off, or it couldn’t
smart so. Oh, desperately, Sir Innis; who
wouldn’t be—frightened I mean—swhen attacked
in that way ? And I never could run in my life,
and my dress torn out of the gathers and getting
under my feet, and tripping me up at every step
as dresses always do at such times, don’t they?
Mad bulls ought not to be allowed any more
than mad dogs.”

“Do you mean to say that you have been
pursued by one? Good lieavens! how came
you to venture in the way of such a creature ?*’

Don’t ask me to explain anything,”’ an-
‘s‘wered Cressida, rocking herself to and fro,
for my mind’s all in confusion. I only know
that I felt as if I were going to die, and screamed
my very loudest at every step I took, and that
horrid brute raging and tearing after me. And
I must have died if it hadn’t been for the gate
and you.”

“But my dear'Miss Smith,” observed the
baronet, approaching the gate, and looking over
it, ““ there is no bull in sight now, whatever there
may have been. Are you sure the animal was
mad "

“Quite; its eyes were frightful to behold!
and you see I was taken unawares, being on my
knees, plucking a bunch of daffodils, and no idea
of da:nger,"tlll the bellowing thing, and— oh,
gracious !” she suddenly clasped her hands.
“Oh! poor dear Vivien, how could I forget
her ? What a heartless thing T have been not
to recollect that I left her at the meroy of the
hideous beast. Oh, fly to save her !”

Sir Innis no sooner heard the name of Vivien
than he leaped the gate, and dashed across the
field to seek and assist her, his heart throbbing
madly with terror lest he should be too late.

It was inexpressible relief to discover that

Cressida’s raging bull was only a cow ; but the
poor creature had just been deprived of her
calf, and was restless and wild enough to be
troublesome though mnot actually dangerous.
‘Wheu the baronet drew near, she was bellowing

“piteously, and roaming to and fro, always re-

turning to one corner, from which, with some
difficulty, he succeeded in chasing her.

There on the top of a high bank, to which she
had contrived to climb, stood Vivien, helplessly
clinging to the bmnches of a tree that prevented
her from making her way into the next field.
She began to laugh at her ridiculous position,
as soon as she saw Sir Innis, and encouraged by
his assurance that the ereature whick had driven
her there was really harmless, consented to let
him assist her in her descent.

“ Cressida !”” she ecried, agitatedly, as soon
as she found herself once more on the sward.
¢ Ts she unhurt ? I don’t think I should have
felt so terrified if she had not soreamed so
dreadfully "’ and then Vivien laughed again.
“ How silly, how childish, you will think both
of us, to be frightened nearly into hysterics by
a poor cow !”’

But the laugh ended in a burst of tears ; and
these were wept in the arms of Sir Innis, which
suddenly enfolded and sustained her till ske
blushingly released herself.

“I was very thankful when 1 saw you
coming,” she murmured, as they slowly followed
Cressida, who had rushed on to alarm the
household with a frantic tale that Vivien had
been gored, and Sir Innis was doing battle with
the bull. * Did Cressy send you to my aid ?”’

T did not wait to be sent. She told me—""
and then the baronet stopped, and drew a long
breath, and Vivien saw that he was white with
suppressed emotion. “Ah! I do not know what
ghe told me! I only comprehended that you
were in danger. Don’t question me—don’t ask
mo to describe what 1 felt, for I cannot. Heaven
be praised for your safety!” i -

Vivien was awed by this burst of decp feeling,
and neither of them spoke again till they came
in sight of a posse of servants, headed by Aymer,
hurrying to their aid. Then the ridiculous be-
eame once more in the ascendant, and the young
Earl would have atoned to himself for the fright
he had undergone by teasing his sister unmer-
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cifully, if Sir Tnnis had not interfered to prevent

it

“My poor daffodils!” said Vivien, pausing
when they reached the house, and displaying &
couple of crushed ones she had fastened in her
belt. “I had gathered such a lovely bunch of
them, and these are all that remain! I think
T shall keep them in remembrance of this morn-
ing’s work.” -

“ Give them to me,” said Sir Innis. ‘““Nay,”
headded, when she coquettishly drew them away
from his extended fingers; ‘“it is the first gift
I have asked of you! Can yourefuse it me?”

% But these silly flowers are fading already !
They are not worth your acceptance !”” she ob-
jocted, pleasqd to be able to keep him in
suspense.

“Ts it not from a deeper motive than merely
for their beauty or their value I ask you for
them ?”” he exclaimed. ¢ You are too discerning
not to see— but here he checked himself
abruptly. ¢ Will you give me your daffodils,
Vivien ?*

She put them to her lips, glanced at him
shyly, then, with averted face, held the flowers
towards him.

Sir Innis wrestled with himself for a brief
interval: he had resolved never to place himself
at the merey of a finished coquette, bub prudence
is not always in the ascendant, and he suc-
cumbed.

Seizing the little trembling hand that offered
the flowers he gently drew her towards him.

#Take care!” he murmured, hoarsely, and
agitatedly. “If you grant my first request it
will embolden me to make another. It will be
more generotis to withhold your gift altogether
than to let me take it, knowing as you do—as
you must—iwhat inferences I shall draw from it.”

“Not so serious, please!” said Vivien. “I
have often been-asked for a flower from my
bouquet, but not in such a stand-and-deliver
fashion as this. You are as grave as if—as if
you would not toss my poor Lent lilies—is not
not that a pretty name for them P—away as soon
as they are withered.”

%1f you think I should do this,” he answered
gravely, almost sternly, I cannot be surprised
that you give them unwillingly ; and I owe you
an apology for making such a request. I hoped
you were beginning to know me better.”’

He released her hand and drew back a step,
yot Vivien did not attempt to go. ’

“But would you keep them? and for my
gake P’ she whispered.

« And, for yowr sake,” he repeated. “ When-
ever I looked at them I should say to myself, on
the day I first had these I saw Vivien St. Ormo
in tears, but those tears were wept on my
breast!”’

« Rather a watery reminiscence I’ laughed the
young lady; her conscious eyes still, however,
avoiding his. ¢ You had better let me retain my
daffodils ; I have no wish to be remembered by
you solely as a—a silly girl whose terrors were
exaggerated ones.”

«Am T to have those flowers ?”” he demanded,
as he once more took possession of the fingers
in which they fluttered. ‘ Although you jest
with me so lightly you know that I am in sober
carnest.”’

“Taka them, if you will,”” she cried, suddenly,
and let them fall at his feet. “If I listen to
you any longer you will make me think that the
cold, eritica Sir Innis Hatherfield has fallen
under a spell. - Who has been playing the sor-
covess? Not I, indeed! I am too much afraid
of Aymer’s Admirable Crichton to attempt it

“ ¥ou were not afraid of me an hour ago,”
he reminded her; and Vivien's fair face grew
erimson.

“Tg it fair—is it kind to taunt me in this
way? Bub you are always severe on me, Sir
Innis!”

“Viyien, do yon say this solely to be con-
tradicted—solely that you may hear me tell
Fon""

“Not now !’ she eried, hurriedly drawing her
hands away, for somehow both of them had
been taken into his. * Some one comes! Ah!
lot me go before these burning cheeks of mine
are seen and commented on.”

“ But you will give me a patient hearing pre-

gently #” he urged, following her rapid footsteps. | ¥

“Yes—yes, some other time, To-morrow,
perhaps, or—or, when you will;” and, with one
tender smile, one half-bashful, half-sancy glance
of her blue orbs, she was gone.

«Ho ig mine!” she cried, exultingly, when
she had reached the seclusion of lier chamber.
¢ Just as I was beginning to despair, this royal
doer has tangled himself in my toils. Lot him
struggle ot of them again if he can! Now,
Sir Innis Hatherfield, you shall pay, and dearly
too, for the coldness and disdain with which
you have treated Vivien St. Orme!”

CHAPTER XXXIV.
MY LADY’S TACTICS.

Vivien chose to remain in her room for the rest
of that day, on the plea that her nerves had been
greatly shaken; mor did she. descend on the
morrow till the gentlemen were equipped for a
;idet to a country-house some fifteen miles dis-
ant.

To this hospitable dwelling the Countess,
Vivien, and Cressida were also invited. The
coming of age of Squire Hordley’s son and heir
was about to be celebrated, and it had been
arranged that the party from Esselyn Manor
House should remain' at the Grange for the
three or four days of the festivities. Aymer
and his male friends had agreed to ride over
early, to assist at the rehearsal of a musical
entertainment, and Lady Esselyn, with her fair
companions, were to follow at their leisure.

“Tf we do not come at all, you must make
our excuses,”’ Vivien gaily observed to her
brother. *1Itis on the cards that we may not
lend the light of our presence to these good
folk.”

Sir Innis began to survey her keenly and
anxiously, and Aymer asked if she said this
because she felt more unwell than she had led
them to believe.

“No,indeed ; I am not ill—merely disinclined
for the ponderous gaieties of Hordley Grange,
and, therefore, not averse to making yester-
day’s fright afford me a reason for evading
them.” :

¢« T should notrbe sorry to be spared the ball,”
Lady Esselyn admitted ; ©so, if Cressida will
not object, let it be understood, Aymer, that our
putting in an appearance to-night is uncertain.
We can drive over quietly to-morrow in time for
the so-called private theatricals. Poor Mrs.
Hordley ! why will she persist in attempting
entertainments for which she has not the tact
to carry out successfully ?”’ ;

So Sir Innis was forced to depart without
having exchanged a word with Vivien beyond a
lingering adieu—without having succeeded in
obtaining more than one brief, but encouraging,
glance from the bewildering blue eyes that were
bent on the ground as soon as he drew near.

« Mamma,” said the young lady, ag soon as the
figures of the equestrians were no longer visible,
g there any reason why we should not spend
the term of Aymer’s absence somewhere else ?
We shall be moped to death in this dull house.”

Lady Esselyn, who was just stepping out on
to the portico to speak to a gardener, came
back to stare wonderingly at her step-daughter.

“ What do you mean, Vivien ? 'We shall join
Aymer to-morrow 1"

] think we had better not. One of my ad-
mirers is growing troublesome, and I prefer to
avoid him.”

% Not the Marquis! Don’t tell me that you
are wilful enough to dream of refusing so ex-
cellent a mateh P

“ Restes tranquille,”’ answered Vivien, calmly ;
“it is not poor little- Mandeville yet. You
can, if you choose, give him a hint to follow us.”

““But where would youn go? This is so
sudden, so strange!” the Countess cbjected.
“Pell me your motives for proposing it.”’

¢ Perhaps I have none.  You will not believe
this P Bh, bien; so long as my whims do not
interfere with your schemes for niy marriage,
what signifies ?”’

Lady Esselyn looked undecided.

¢ I never know how to interpret you, Vivien.
Whom can you be desirous of avoiding ? Not
Sir Innis Hatherfield? He dare not address
you after—after—"’

“ Go on, mamma—it is useless pausing now;
after your telling him, more plainly than truly,
that I was all-but engaged to Lord Mande-
ville? It was a pity to soil your conscience
with a fib that he must have detected, as well
as your reasons for telling it !’

“Vivien, you are impertinent !’ cried the
Countess, angrily. ““If T have hinted some-
thing of the kind to Sir Innis, it is solely because
Iam desirous of preventing you from entangling
yourself with a man of his character—prou
%o a fault, stern to a degree; one Whose wife
must be, : like Cmsar’s, above suspicion, whic
on —’

Vivien was white with passion as her im-
perious gesture silenced the sneering gpeaker.

“ Merci, madame, but we have gone over thab
ground so often, that, if I am gonded much
more, I shall throw myself on Aymelr’s mercy,
I should have a stouter champion in him than
you imagine.” :

“1 do not want to quarrel with you, child,”
said Lady Esselyn, smoothly ; * but it is my duty
to watch over your interests.”

% And a most unpleasant duty we both find it.
However, this has nothing to do with the point

in question. 'Will you either take me to the
South Coast, or let me spend a week or two
with my old school friend, Mrs. Everdell ?”

“You shall not go to her!” said Lady
Esselyn, spitefully ; ¢ she encourages you in set-
ting me ab defiance. If I must take you away,
where shall it be? A watering-place in early
spring is always empby and detestable; and
what excuses can I make for such a sudden
flight? What will my guests think of it ?”

“They are nobt your guests, but Aymer’s;
you are not always so unwilling to offend them.
As for excuses, the state of my health—nerves,
I should have said—will suffice. You are
alarmed about me ; your almost maternal affec-
tion always makes you take the alarm about your
darling Viva so quickly ! and you are hurrying
me to the coast, thabt sea-bathing may restore
the tono of the aforesaid nerves. That will do,
will it not ?”’

« And Cressida ?”” demanded the frowning and
irresolute Countess.

“ Goes with us, of course. That’s the best
of her—she’s so persunadable. I will goand tell
Marie what to pack, while you write a note to
bo left for Aymer.”

It is very odd. If T were sure that you have
no hidden motive for this caprice—"

“I have a dozen, but the leading one is that
T choose to avoid Sir Inuis Hatherfield.””

“ Really P’ queried the Countess, gazing at
her with some lingering distrust. But Vivien
met her look steadily, and replied :

“Really and truly.”

“Tn this case, I cannot object; on the con-
trary, I am delighted to find that you have the
good sense to prefer the coronet of a mar-
chioness to vegetating on amediocre estate with
a surly, conceited baronet.”’

Long before Sir Innis had given up his hope

that Vivien would yet arrive at Hordley Grange
that evening, she was on her way to the Isle of
Wight ; sometimes condoling with the Countess,
whose peevish complaints that, in the haste of
their departure, she had forgotten so many
articles indispensable to her comfort, were un-
ceasing ; sometimes laughing at Cressida, whose
rueful bewilderment at finding herself en route
for a deserted watering-place instead of a ball,
wag positively ludicrous.
. “1 fly, but it is that he may follow,” mur-
mured the exulting Vivien to herself. “I will
never marry him, never ! but he shall not know
this till he has atoned for the indifference,
whether pretended or real, with which he has
treated me.”

Her conviction that Sir Innis would soon find
an excuse for presenting himself before her
enabled Vivien to bear with smiling patience
the fretful humours of her step-mother. And
these were legion! As soon as Lady Esselynhad _
actually quitted the Manor House, she began
to doubt the wisdom of the step she had been
induced to take, and vented her annoyance on
everyone about her. ' :

At fivst sho declared that she would not stir a
step beyond Ryde, but, at the end of a couple
of "days, she was driven from . her comfortable
rooms there by, as she asserted, Cressida’s pro-
voking carelessuess. That unfortunate young
lady, wandering on to the pier with a book, had
remained sitting there exposed to a blazing
sun and north-casterly wind, till her face wag
so frightfully scorched and reddened that her
guardian was horrified. | -

«Tf Miss Orossida Smibh, she was severely
told, “ had no regard for appearances, she might
have shown a libtle consideration for the lady
with whom ehe resides. There were officers
ctationed at Portsmouth with whom she—the
Countess—was intimately acquainted. What
would they hink of herif they chanced to see
Jer, looking as blowzy and ‘vulgar as a dairy-
maid in a farm-honse e

So the mortified Cressida, thickly veiled, was
borne off to Ventuor, where, Lady Esselyn ob-
served, she could be passed off as an invalid
until she recovered her complexion ; and, finally,
after driving the propritors of three hotels
almost beside themselves with her exactions
her ladyship settled down in a house at Bon.
chureh, kindly offered for her use by a lady of
hgr acquaintance, oo highly connected to be
a Iffmted even in the persons of her household.

¢ ore Aymer, at the expiration of a week or so
after the flight of the ladies, came to join them;
bﬂ‘i‘? he came alone. :

Y What have you done with your friends i
Vivien demanded, as sho ran to meet him.

“Nothing.  How well you are looking, Viva!
The change seems to have braced you already.”

“Yes, yes ; Iam well enough. Bub you don’t
ﬂ»'nSWer my question. Where is Lord Mande-
ville P’

“Gone to Epsom. He has entered one of hig
horses for the Derby ab the instigation of young
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Hordley, who has assured him that it ig his duty,
as a peer of the realm, to support the noble
pastime of horse-racing.”’

“Silly boy !’ was Vivien’s comment on these
tidings. ¢ Has Sir Innis, true to his favourite
occupation, gone to play the Mentor to this
rash Telemachus, and see that he is not cheated
too openly ?”’

“ Not very likely, ic it ? Tiiandeville ought to
have sense enough to ake care of himself, and,
if he has not, dropping a few hundreds will do
him good.”

“T suppose you speak from your own bitter
experiences ; but how you fence with my ques-
gions! If your devoted friend has not gone to
Epsom, how is it he did not accompany you here?
1 thought you could not live apart.”’

«T did not ask him to come with me ?”’ Aymer
explained. “I knew my lady would look her
sourest ab him, and that you would scold me for
forcing him upon you ; 80 when he arranged to
go from Esselyn to his cousin’s, the Duke’s,
where he has been due for this fortnight or
more, I did not attempt to dissuade him, How
do you like Bonchurch ?”’ :

““Not at all,”’” said Vivien.

«Tndeed! Why,I thought it was a charming
spot. How much longer do you stay P’

«“Not another hour, if I can help if. We
ought to be in town now, preparing for the
season. I cannot bear to have my dresses made
in such a hurry that they are not sent home till
the last wminute, when they must be worn,
whether I like them or not.”

«What & ceaseless worry a lady’s toilet
always seems to her,” cried Aymer, casting up
his eyes, ¢ If ever I marry, I'll settle down in
Tooland, where the costume never varies, and my
wife will have no excuse for harassing me with
her millinery troubles.””

“ 'hat speech was as selfish as men’s generally
ave,”’ retorted Vivien, who was oub of temper.
“But come with me to Lady Tsselyn, and leb
us hear when she will be ready to leave this
place ; she is as bored with it as Tam.”

“However, the Countess, to her step-danghter’s
chagrin, positively refused to stir till Cressida’s
fontures had resumed their pristine hue.

“You dragged me here against my will,” she
said, fretfully, ¢ exposing me to one of my neu-
ralgic attacks, and compelling me to leave
everything ab the Manor House to the meray of
the servants. It is owing to you, indirectly,
that Cressida has made such a disgraceful fright
of herself, and I will not leave my present
quarters till she is once more presentable.”

“T4 is very provoking, said Vivien, aloud ;
“bus he will come,” she added, sotto voce. “He
cannof have understood my flight as & rejection
of his sunit. Impossible! He will easily find
some excuse for following us now Aymer is here.
T have only to be patient, and I shall soon have
him at my feet again.”

<« Whom are you writing to ?”’ she demanded,
the firat time she saw her brother take up a

en.
e Hatherfield ; I promised to let him know if
you were quite recovered.”

« Ho testifies a very flattering interestin my
health,” said Vivien, lightly.

“We were all anxious about; you till we re-
ceived the Countess’s telegram from Ryde ; then
it suddenly struck me that I could guess why
you played lo malade imaginaire.” .

“ % Indeed !’ :

“Yes, and indeed. You saw whither my lady
mamma was trying to lead you, and felt
Hiat it would be kinder to Mandeville to run
away than to let the poor Jad screw his courage
to the sticking-place, and make you an offer,
only to be rejected. I told Ha.ti}erﬁeld'lr was
Suro this was your reason for leaving Esselyn.

% And he agreed with you o :
¢ T’m not sure that he made any reply. He's
not sentimental enough to enter much infto any-
one’s love affairs.”

“He will come,” Vivien repeated to herself,
softly. ¢ He will not imagine that I could seri-
ously propose to avoid him.” . :

'Y;Bt the days went on, Cressida’s florid cheeks
gradually toned down, the Countess began
talk of starting for the town-house of the family
H‘ Bﬁrgﬁi‘wn? Square, and still Sir Innis Hather-

fhes ivien’ was
inoomple:g_ appear, and Vivien’s revenge Wa

—

CHAPTER XXXV.

e t}::‘f 'Tnll;a LAND-SLIP

L the fair schemer secretly chafed af this
AT e baronet's self-oontrol, and Lady
Hssoyln tormented Cressida with cosmetics, and
permitted hier no_ exercise but carriage drives,
yot no_ diet likely to increase her oxcessive
g?@b:;lljéfmt, Aymer was thoroughly enjoying

golf you wanted. Here it is.

Marie was engaged in finishing a seb of
hangings in erewels, which were to be presented
by the Countess, as her own work, toa young
bride, and she satin a window of the room where
Lady Bsselyn lounged away the greater portion
of the day, that her ladyship might occasionally
sot a stitoh or two in the work, or criticise her
labours as they progressed.

1t was true that the Earl could not exchange
a word with the patient worker, but not even
the presence of the Countess could hinder him
from gazing at her. Then there was such a
subtle pleasure in being near her, in sometimes
touching har dress as_he passed, or picking up
her scissors, and hearing her murmured thanks,
that & man of more reflective temperament
would have been startled at the strength of his
own feelings. But mnot so the young Earl of
Haselyn. He was accustomed to act on impulse.
He knew that he admired Marie; he believed
that she liked him ; and he longed for an oppor-
tunity to enable him to extort from her the flat-
tering avowal. 4

Tn the meantime, he frequently surprised his
step-dame by the unwonted patience with which
he sat and listened to her harangues ; and when
these became intolerable, he climbed the steep
sides of St.Boniface, or penetrated to some of
the fairest nooks on the southern side of the
pretty island.

One evening, coming in from a long stroll, he
found no one o greet him. The ladies, he was
informed, had gone to a concert at Ventnor.

He glanced into the room where Marie gene-
rally sat. Her work lay on the table, her chair
was empty ; and & carelessly-put query elicited
that she had taken advantage of the absence of
her mistresses to walk to the land-slip.

Aymer’s eyos sparkled. There was the long-
looked-for opportunity at last; and in a very
few minutes he was en route for the wild, bub
self.

It was too early in the year for tourists to be
encountered. A silence that was almost solemn
in its hush hung over earthand sky as the Harl
rapidly traversed the most trodden paths, look-
ing on every side for a glimpse of the graceful
little figure he sought. Bub it was not till he
drew near the steep and rugged steps leading
down to the shore that he beheld Marie.

She had descended to the fishermen’s cottages
lying just beyond, and the children there had
given her from ome of their tiny patches of
garden-ground a bunch of fragrant wallflowers.
She was so intent, sometimes on her posy, some-
fimes on the sea view, that she did not perceive
Aymer until she was drawing near the summit
of the rocky staircase.

Heo sprang down the few intervening steps as
soon as he saw, by her start and change of colour,
that he was observed, and gaily accosted her:

« Well wet, ma belle amie! The Fates have
been propitious this evening, and you and Lwill
jointly thank them for their good nature !’

“ Pormit me to pass, my lord,” said Marie,
gravely. “I have walked further than I in-
tended. Unless I hasten, it will be dark before
I reach the house.”

“ But you will be safe with me. I shall be
delighted to be your companion and protector
for one sweet, short half hour.”

Marie raised her eyebrows. =

“Did my lady depute to you this office ?
What would she say if T re.turned thus escorted ?
No, no; I will go alone, 80 be good -enough to
let me pass.” |

“ Grant me five minutes and I will. I have
something to whisper in that shell:like ear,
protty Marie. I have learned your secret,”

She compressed her lips and her eyes began
to ﬁ%sh og]inogsly.Y = bt

“You have ou know why—
to England P v-Why L oo
« Perhaps yes, perhaps 10,” was his teasing
response.
son‘ght in my desk.”
¢ Then give it me, and let me go,” she cried,
agitatedly. *“I will not say one reproachful
word to you if you will do this.”

Why should you reproach one who is proud
to find himself so well esteemed by you? If it
vexed you the other night, forgive me. 1 could
not know that it was this poor likeness of my-
I wish it were

better _work your acceptance.”

tl{fﬁlz ‘E&):&:bglelp}iobogruph he tendered, cast
a ul glance t i i
i s ce the while, and slipped
; ¢ But you will give me one little don d'amowr
in return for mine®’ he cried, boldly passing
his arm around her. “Nay, Marie, you shall
not refuse me. I only ask you to bestow ono
tender saluto upon the original ingtead of tho
insensible copy. : 3

But with withering scorn she turned upon him.
s ]

beautiful, spot to which she had betaken her-:

| culture.

“But anyhow, I know what you

“ Did you think, then, vain, mad Englishman,
that it was because I loved you I would have
stolen this picture ? Or that I will let you soil
my lips with your false kisses? Never, sir—
never | Releage me! You must, you shalll”

And she pushed him from her with such force
that he staggered and fell. To her hororr, his
effort to save himself was ineffectual—the path
was £00 narrow, too steep. Inamomenthe had
crashed through the fringe of bushes that con-
cealed the precipitous sides of the cliff, and
disappeared from her view—thrust from that
height by the hand of the wretched girl who
dropped on her knees, paralysed with fear and
angunish at the result of her burst of passion,

[To be continued.]

The Queen of the Season” eommenced in No. 676 and
Part CLXVLI.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

2 ]?NVY shooteth at others and woundeth her-
self.

MeN usually follow their wishes till suffering
compels them to follow their judgment.

WHEN you bury animosity never mind putting
up a tombstone.

No science is speedily learned by the noblest
genius without tuition.

Hr who talks only of himself is soon left
without an audience.

Tue world itself is a volume larger than all
the libraries in it. Learning is a sacred deposit
from the experience of ages ; bub it has not all
future experience on the shelf.

STANDER.—Who ever heard of slandering a
bad man? Who ever heard of counterfeiting a
bad note ? Slander, as a rule, is the revenge of
a coward. It is geneéraily the besb people who
wro injured in this way.

Drosrr and falsehood, whatever conveniences
they may for a time promise or produce, are, in
the sum of life, obstacles to happiness. Those
who profit by the cheat distrust the deceiver,
and the act by which kindness was sought puts
an end to confidence.

WOMAN’S ATTRACTIVENESS.
PrRSONATL attractions mosb girls possess—ab

‘any rate, in a sufficont degree to render them

atfractive to somebody, for although there are
standards of beauty, yet these do not prevail with
all persons. There is something won@'prful in the
difference of aspect which the same face wears to
different beholders. Probably, the philosophical
explanation of this is that what is l‘udden from
all others becomes immediately and instinctively
apparent to theeyeof love. How can 3 moderately
good-looking girl increase her attractions? By
She must cultivate her mind. An
jgnorant, illiterate woman, even if she attracts
abtention, cannot retain the interest of an intelli-
gent man. $he must do this by reading, by
study, by reflection, and by familiar conversation
with the best and most highly-educated persons
with whom she comes in contact. Butb the heart
must be cultivated as well as the hgad. “Of all
things,” exclaimed a most elegant and refined
gentleman, after nearly a lifetime’s familiarity
with the best society—of all things give me a
softness and gentleness in a woman.” A harsh
voice, a coarse laugh, trifles like these have
suddenly spoiled many & favourable first expres-
sion. The cultivation of the heart must be real,
not feigned. A woman who studies to appear
rather than be good and generous seldom
succeods in deceiving the other sex in these
respects. She who in truth seeks earnestly to
promote the happiness of those around her is

~veryapb to obtain admirers among men. Above

all other requisites in a woman is conscientious=
ness, Without this one touchstone of character,
no matter what her charms and acquirements,
she cannot expect to command the lasting
regards of any man whose Jove is worth having.

DesiriNGg 70 MAKE AN ImPRESSION.—Self-
importance, or, rather, a prevailing conscious-
ness of self, is the most universal hindrance
the attainment of agreeable manners. A woman
of delicate feelings and cultivated mind, who
goes into company determined to bo interested,
rather than to interest, can scarcely fail to

‘please. We are assured, however, that in this

respeot there is something ver, defective in the
present state of society. ‘Al desire to make an
impression, none to bo impressed ; and thus the

gocial intercourse of every day is rendered weari-
some, if not disgusting, by the cohstant struggle

of contending parties to assume the same x

tive position.—Mrs. Ells,
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PARIS FASHIONS.

Taz form of government has, in France, a great
influence upon fashion, When there are a
Sovereign and a Court, they give the key-note,
as it were, in fashionable matters, and all the
world, as the phrase goes, are eager to. follow
the lead. But we are mow a Republic, and
fashion, deprived, so to speak, of its helmsman,
floats somewhat at random, according to the
tide. In certain circles of elegant women, or
in the magasins of some couturiére of renown,
some *particular modification is introdnced in
tho way of wearing fashionable models, but
this does not necessarily become exclusively
adopted. The consequence is it is very difficult
nowadays to say precisely what is worn and
what is not. Never were there such a profusion
of different materials, such a variety of patterns
for dresses, bonnets, and coiffures. There is
perfect freedom, some would say anarchy.
‘While conforming to one general type, a lady
of taste will always know how to choose that
which is most becoming to her face and figure,
hair and complexion. Nor should she be afraid
to tamper with fashion’s rules, and suit them
to her own convenience, rather should she
clearly give her couturiére to understand that
she prefers that which is really becoming to
her to that which is strictly fashionable.
should never be the slave of fashion, either as
to colours or as to fagons. It is a strange con-
tradiction which makes so many ladies wish
not to be dressed like “ tout le monde,” and yet
obliges them to wear such or such a colour.

These reflections were suggested to my mind
yosterday at the garden féle given by the
Countess de B. There were, on this occasion,
toilets of rare elegance ; but it would be impos-
sible for me to describe precisely the shape of
the dresses: a long skirt with moderate or
exaggerated train, a cuirasse-bodice, not too
long, open in a V or square, with white frilling
or chemisette, and high collar in the neck
behind ; such was the general style of toilet.
Imagine over these gracefully-arranged tunics
or draperies, long lapels, either quite plain or
very much trimmed, bodices finished behind in
full pleats of the material falling over the train,
and you will have some idea of the tout ensemble
of modern costumes. Softi light materials pre-
vail over faille which is mostly employed merely
for the foundation of the toilet, or for plain
trimmings; if brocaded materials are of three
shades, the two brighter ones are used for
lining of the hollow pleats of a flounce; when
the pleats sway to and fro in walking, this
lining shows very prettily.

As for colours, they are novel and lovely. The
Duchess de M. wore a faille toilet of two shades
of the reddish violet called lie de vin; Madame
de B. a black faillo dress, trimmed and looped
up with beantiful bands of white embroidery.
One most tasteful dress of pain brulé and silver
gray, with rich embroidery patterns of white,
black, and gold chenille. Another very hand-
some black toilet was trimmed with deep white
Valenciennes lace, ornamented with bows of
reddish orange faille, and a waistcoat of the
same shade.

Another again was of pale-blue silk, with
white and réséda-green damassé, fringed with
réséda silk. But the most unique of all the
rich toilets on this oceasion was that worn by
a young lady with brilliant golden hair; her
dress was of tilleul silk, brocaded with sunset
tints of gold and orange. The draperies of the
tunic and train were lined with silk of a deep
reddish orange, artistically arranged and most
effective, warm and soft to the eye. The
bonnet was & dainty little capote of puffed tulle,
where nestled one _large single mandarine-
coloured flower, forming a perfect finish to this
toilet, difficult to wear, indeed, but really and
artistically beautiful.

The mistress of the house wore a plain silk
dress of a bluish shade of green, trimmed with
old point. The little girls were very pretty in
white, with rose-coloured bodice and sash.

Madame de MacMahon, who was present,
wore & very simply-made Princess-dress of
Lyons silk, striped of two shades of gray.

(Description of Engzavings on pages 440 ond 441.)

Nos, 1 anp 2.—JAPANESE CRUMB-PAN
AMND TRAY.

The pan is of black papier-maché, ornamented
with gold insects and beetles. Handle of black-
and-gold bamboo, ' The back of the brush is of
the same material, and ornamented to corres-
pond with the crumb-pan.

One,

No. 3.—EMBROIDERED COVER FOR SIDE-
BOARD.

The cover is of Bolton sheeting or crash, em-
broidered with coloured crewels or ingrain-
coloured cotton. Bands of embroidered linen
of the same colour as the wool used for the de-
sign ave stitched on to separate the two patterns.
il‘he cover is finished by a wide point or mediseval

ace.

i

4.-T-FASHIONABLE ARRANGEMENT
OF DRAWING-ROOM DRAPERY.

The furniture is wupholstered with satin
damasgk, The ground is light olive-green, bro-
caded with pale blue; the fringe is a combination
of the two colours. The white curtains are of
guipure netting.

No.

—_

5—TOWEL, WITH EMBROIDERED
ENDs.

The towel is of huckabaclk ; the embroidery
work in coloured ingrain cotton in cross-stitch.
Next to the embroidery is a wide piece of linen
with drawn threads. Directions for drawing
threads were given in page 57, No. 611, Vol. XIIL.
The lace is composed of mignardise and lace
i}‘)ito‘};gg. A suitable design will be found in

o.

No.

No. 6.— EASY-CHAIR, WITH EMBROI-
DERED COVER,

The cover may either be crash worked with |
coloured crewels, or cretonne with the pattern |
worked in with wool in long satin and cording-
stitches. Directions for crewel work will be
found in the Crewel Work Supplement, issued
with the April Part. The cover must be well
lined, and is finished with a handsome furniture
fringe.

No. 7.—TOWEL, WITH EMBROIDERED
ENDS.

Suitable designs for the embroidery of this
towel will be found in illustrations 8 and 11,
No. 685. They are worked in coloured ingrain
cotton,

8.—~TOWEL, WITH EMBROIDERED
ENDS AND INITIALS.

The embroidery is worked in cross-stitch with
scarlet ingrain cotton; the initials in satin-
stitch. The fringe is composed of scarlet-and-
white cotton, knotted in and tied at intervals.

No. 9.—TRAVELLING OR WORK-BASKET,

Of plaited straw, embroidered with blue wool.
The basket is lined with blue cashmere, and
finished round the lid with a quilling of blue
ribbon. A small leather strap is passed round
the basket to fasten it. :

No. 10.—WORK-BASKET,

Ornamented with a bouillonné of pink silk at
the top, and a kilting of the same round the
bottom. The embroidery is worked on an open
silk braid with crewels of various colours. A
deep silk fringe is sewn to the braid, and falls
over the kilting. The lid of the basket is
trimmed to correspond, and is ornamented with
tassels of pink silk.

No. 11.—COVER FOR CHAIR.

This cover is of crash worked with crewels.
We have given many suitable designs for this
purpose. The cover must be well padded and
lined. The edges are finished with furniture-
fcord and fringe. These covers are well snited
to garden-chairs, as they wash well.

—_—

No.

No. 12—~EMERY-CUSHION.

The cushion is made of blue silk, and filled
with emery-powder. The bead-work for the
top is worked on a foundation of canvas in
squares of four white and four blue beads.

The border is a double row of beads. For the
fringe, pass a needle threaded with cotton
thread two

through the edge of the canvas, !
white and four blue beads y,lternately until you
have made the fringe twice the length you

wish it to be, then draw the cotton again

through the canvas, and repeat all round. This
cover must be neatly sewn to the cushion,

—

No. 18.—NEEDLE-BOOK.

The foundation is cardboard, covered with
gray striped silk, embroidered with roge-coloured
silk, 'The diagonal stripes are worked in light
gray and rose-coloured silk in chain-stiteh, The
book is lined with rose-coloured silk ; the Jeaves
are of white cashmere. The ribbons used to
fasten the book are also rose-coloured.

The Proprietors of THE YouNG LADIES’ JOURNAL
beg respectfully to inform their numerous subscribers
that they have made arrangements with Messrs,
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, W., and 46,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with
their best Scotch Fingering:— Black, white, and
mixed drabs, 3s. 9d. per 1b. All other colours, 4s, 6d,
per 1b. Andalusian and Shetland wools, from 6s. 99,
to 8s. perlb. N.B.—To save time, subscribers are
requested to apply to Mr. Bedford.

THE HOME.

COOKERY.

AppLE JAM.—Peel and core the apples, and cut
them in thin slices ; then put them into a pre-
serving pan or enamelled saucepan, and to every
1 1b fruit add §1b white sugar, broken small,
and put in, tied up in a piece of coarse muslin,
a few cloves, a small piece of ginger, and the
rind of a lemon very thin; stir with a wooden
spoon on a quick fire for twenty minutes or
longer. If the applesarejuicy, when sufficiently
boiled, the jam will cling to the spoon. Remove
the cloves, &c., and put the jam into jam-pots,
and when quite cold tie them down with thick
paper or bladder. To be kept in a cool, dry
place.

QuiNcE JeELLY.—Slice the quinces without
either paring or coring. Put them into a pre-
serving kettle, and just cover with water; put
over the fire, and boil until soft. Remove from
the stove and strain off the liquor. To every
gallon allow 4 1b white sugar, and boil very
fast until it becomes a stiff jelly. .

Tomaro CATSUP.—Cut the tomatoes in slices,
lay them in the kettle, sprinkle salt upon them
boil three-quarters of an hour, and strain
through a sieve; to six quarts of juice add two
quarts of vinegar, 1 oz cinnamon, one of cloves
one of nutmeg, and } oz cayenne pepper, ground,
then boil fifteen minutes.

SALAD DrEssING.—Pound smooth the yolks
of two hard-boiled eggs. Mix with one tea-
spoonful of unmade mustard one salt-spoon of
salt ; mix gradually with these, either one cup

‘of cream, or the same quantity of olive oil;

two table-spoonsful of vinegar. Add a little

cayenne pepper.

ARE LONG ENGAGEMENTS WISE?

WHEN first a young couple are engaged, they
are regarded with considerable interest by all
their friends. But if the probationary period
be extended to a great length, they are unfor.
tunately liable to bore themselves and others,
Awmong friends and in the family the smile of
interest at the outset is exchanged for the
smile of pity in the issue. A girl feels irritated
and indignant when she knows that she ig
pitied. {

Thero is often some amount of affectation
about an engaged girl, which is sometimes
amusing, and sometimes absurd. She is apt to
retire, like a stricken deer, to some lonely glade
in the drawing-room, where she considers gene.
ral society as mere intrusion, and all men,
except the  object,’’ a8 mere nonentities, She
will exemplify tbat selfishness which in nine
cases out of ten belongs to love. Her own home
will have for her_a. subordinate and dem;eaging
interest. She will lose the fresh love of nature
and the keenness of her zest for study. Her
mind will become obviously unsettled. Her
girlhood seems vanished, and a premature
womanhood sets in,

Is it not natural that a wise mother should
seek to take a daughter from such an unsatis-
factory condition of affairs? We are by no
means certain, even if we put ourselves into a
very hard and worldly attitude, that the rough-
and-ready method of getting rid of an injudi
olous engagement by the simple process of
breaking it off is not really the best.

he principle is, that if girls cannot form
!0118 engagements without upsetting themselves
in this sort of way, so far as possible they
ought to be kept from forming long engages-
ments,
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WOMEN'S DOMESTIC, USEFUL, AND
LUGRATIVE EMPLOYMENTS.

No. XXVII.
As we have 80 many inquiries from young
ladies desirous of going to France to teach
their own language, in return for instruction in
French, thore is one phase of governess life
to which it would be useful to devote a few
words that may be important for guidance and
warning. It may be ab the oubset laid down as
an axiom that no young English lady should
venture abroad on speculation ; she should have
some definite and previously ascertained employ-
ment to which to go, unless, indeed, she be in-
dependent in financial matbers, and so free to
choose, without temptation, her own place and
method of acquiring a language, The general
run of English girls who wish to qualify them-
selves as experis in a foreign langunage, will
make that of France their selection, and will most
likely seeic its acquirement in Paris or its neigh-
bourhood. Now except in rare cases it may
be taken as an established fact that English
governesses in French schools never receive
any salary ab all. -~ They are invariably re-
quired to give their services in return for their

opporbunities of perfecting themselves in the

French language, and are always engaged
for one year, the principals of schools preferring,
for obvious reasons, to retain them, but still on
the same cheap terms, for a period of two years
or more. Itfollowsthat theirincidental expenses
of dress, travelling, and relaxation, must be
supplied by themselves or their friends ; must
come, that is, to use a plain and ordinary
expression, out of their own pockets. The
principals of schools, on_their side, engage to
furnish them with board, lodging, laundress, and
instruction in French. During the holidays the
English teacher can, according to her choice or
her necessity, either pay a visit to friends in
her native country, or remain on duby in
the school, where there are pretty sure to be
pupils from other countries who stay for two
or three years without going home, and who
require some modified system of teaching or
superyision during the vacations. The French
governesses in the school, being nearer to their
homes, will generally repair thither for their
holidays; so thab there is practically little
competition against the foreigner who finds it
expedient to remain at her post in seasons when
others are preparing themselves by ehange and
recreation for the lively and re-inyigorated re-
newal of their duties. In Paris or its immediate
neighbourhood it happens that the principals
of schools, so far from paying a salary to their
English governesses, aro able to demand a pre-
wiom. We have heard of a recent case, to
illustrate what we mean by analogy, of a young
man who had just talken his degree in honours
at Cambridge, and who advertised for a tutor-
ship in which he fondly expected to veceive
something, being calmly offered two or three
appointments in which, for his services rendered,
and an annual sum paid by him of from £30 to
£50, he would be admitted to give lessons in
English, and receive his board, lodging, and
instruction in French. Such a case will serve
to point the moral which we wish to enforce;
for in education, as in most other things where
the competition of the sexes is at present
possible, the odds are in favour of the gentle-
man. It should be mentioned that the books
necossary for the course of French instruction
opén to the Hnglish governess in a school in
France, must be paid for by herself; but the
exponse of such books 'is comparatively so
trifling, that it can scarcely be insisted on as a
very substantinl grievance. Again in going to
France the English governess must not expect
the comforts to which she has been aseustomed
at home, or in corresponding situations in her
native land., In most French schools it is said,
for instance, that a tapleoloth for meals is g
luxury as nearly as possible unknown ; and the
relative discomfort is recognised by the prin.
cipals of French schools allowing their English
assistants o take their weals with the parlowr
boarders. It is scarcely surprising to be told
of complaints on the part of French principals
of long experienice and of good position, that
their English teachers are generally incompetent
to impart their own language to their pupils;
or o hear that as a rule they are ignorant o
the laws and usages of orthography which pre-
vail in English educated and cultivated cireles.
Thoe inforence to be drawn from such astatement
is twofold. In one of its aspects it is a charge
againsh the over-coonomy of French principals ;
and in another it is an accusation of the previous
education and social standing of English girls
peeking such appointmenrts.
[To be continued.]

A TORN BOOK.
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS-

CHAPTER II.

 Om, how lovely she is!” Yvonne murmured,
as she leant back in the carriage, drawing a
long breath.  Is she not beautiful, madame g

Madame la Vicomtesse smiled.

¢ When you are a little older, my dear Yvonne,
you won't go into raptures over a provincial
prima donna.”’

Sho glanced at Gaston as she spoke, his face
was boldly impassive, but it softened at Yvonne’s
next words.

“ But she is so different, so unlike any other
actr;sj ; she looks so sweet, and true, and
good. £

Madame de Chastagnier laughed.

¢« Unsophisticated little one,” she said, lightly,
¢ it is easy to see that you have ¢ome from your
convent. Mademoiselle Delancheze is a pretty
woman, and & clever one ; but I have no doubt
no better and no worse than her semblables.”

And the Vicomtesse’s little sneer was quite
perceptible to her son, who spoke hurriedly on
an impulse poor Jeanne would hardly have
thanked him for.

«T have the honour of knowing Mademoiselle
Delancheze,” ha said ; “and I can affirm that
she is  as pure and true as yourself, my
mother.” {

“ Mon ami,” said the lady, in grave reproof.

“Tt is so,’ he went ‘on. *Mademoiselle
Yvonneis quite right. Her owntruth and sweet-
ness enable her to recognise such qualities in
another. What do you think of Monsieur Jac-
quemin, mademdiselle? He . sings well for a
provineial actor.” »

“Yes; very well,” she said, timidly, her face
flushing with pleasure at his words. “ But Made-
moiselle Delancheze Jjs so charming that one
thinks of nothing else.”’ 2

Poor little Yvonne ! I wonder if she would have
so praised Jeanne had she known that she had
won the love of the man she, Yvonne, was
already*beginning to Iov&; so dearly. :

* *

Threo months—Monsieur de Chastagnier’s cen-
tury—have slipped by, and, on a wintry, January
day, his mother learns that Mademoiselle De-
lancheze has returned to Caragnoe. Casually
the news reaches her. The Duc de Beaupierre,
visiting her and his charming flancée, and talk-
ing of a concert which Madame la Vicomtesse
had promised to patronise, mentions the fact.
The concert, which is in aid of some poor families
burnt out of hearth and home by a disastrous
fire, is under the patronage of the great ladies
of the town, headed by Madame de la Noltez,
the wife of the Préfet. It is to be a brilliant
one, and Monsieur Kstenvar has, in his own
name and theirs, offered the services of his
artistes, which have been rapturously accepted.

Vicomtesse, as she thanked Monsieur de Beau-
pierrs for his munificent donation of five
thousand francs in «id of the sufferers. “ Madame
de 1a Noltez was here yesterday ; she has already
disposed of three hundred tickets, and if we
are all as successful the room will be erowded.”

“Yogs,” the Duke answerdd, absently.

His grace was very homnestly in love with
Mademoiselle Berthe; and at this moment he
was attending more to a charming group in the
window than to hig embryo belle meére's conver-
sation. The group was formed by Berthe, in
the prettiest and most coquettish of costumes,
bending over Yvonne de la Roche Baudois, who
was playing chess with Gaston. His handsoma
head was thrown back; his bright blue eyes
were watching with an amused, admiring glance,
the lovely, flushed face, bending over the chess-

pure heauty the shade and colour it lacked.
But with a fellow-feeling making him wondrous
“ oute,” tho Duke detected a deeper feeling than
either amusement or admiration in Gaston’s
expressive glance. Perhaps it was the con-
sciousness of this which forced him to say :

“ Our troupe d’opéra has returned, for I saw
Mademoiselle Delancheze with Madame Estenvar
this morning.”’

A slight start from Gaston, a_swift glance
from the Vicomtesse, which included the flush
which mounted to her son’s brow, and the halt
gu;zzwal glance of M. de Beaupierre’s dark

“ Ah !’ she said, carelessly,  there will then
be time for practice.’”

“A f?;“' victory I”” ‘exclaimed Berthe’'s gay
voice. ,G”*"ms how dare you beat my little
Yvonne i

“She must have her revenge another day,”

he said ; adding, with a little embarrassment, as

“T have no doubt of its success,’” said the-

wen, the excitement of the game giving to its'|ing

1he looked at his watch, “I have an engage- v

ment.”

He went out; but the chit-chat continuned,
and in half-an-hour Gaston returned, looking a .
little annoyed, bubt his brow soon cleared as
Yvonne asked him for her revenge. Shortly
after the Duke took his leave Madame de Chas-
tagnier ordered her carriage and went out, leay-
ing her son and Yvonne, with Berthe as umpire,
over their game of chess,

In half-an-hour Madame de Vicomtesse’s car-
riage stopped at the Rue du Chateau, and that
lady alighted and daintily treaded her way to
the house where we first met Jeanne and Gaston
de Chastagnier.

“1 wonder if she has returned,” she thought
as she rang the bell. “He did not see her, so
ghe must have been out.”

A neat-looking, elderly woman opened the
door, and the lady asked for Mademoiselle
Delancheze.

¢ Mademoiselle has just come in,” the woman
said. *° Would madame give herself the trouble
to walk in.”” The Vicomtesse followed her into
the neat sitting-room. On thetable, lying beside
an exquisite bouquet of violets, was a coroneted
card, which Madame de Chastagnier recognised
as her son’s. A littlo glove, dainty and tiny
as her own or Berthe’s, lay near it, as if it had
been dropped there ; and just by the table stood
Mademoiselle Delancheze, in her walking-dress.
She turned slowly round, and the Vicomtesse
saw that her eyes were full of tears. She started
slightly on seeing who her visitor was, and the
colour mounted slowly to the fair face ; but with
a courteous grace, she placed a chair and waited,

““You are surprised to see me, mademoiselle,”
the lady said coldy, with considerable hauteur,

“T am at a loss to know what procures me
the honour, madame,”” said Jeanne, quietly.

There was a pause. Jeanne’s eyes were fixed
on her flowers, and the Vicomtesse was seruti-
nising the room and its occupant, and was
owning to herself that there was naught to cavil
ab in either.

“ Will you think me indiscreet if I ask you if
you have seen my son ?”’ pursued the elder lady.

« Mongieur le Vicomte called when I was out,
madame.”’ g 3 :

“ Otherwise you would have received him P’

“T have no reason to do otherwise, madame,”
Jeanno said, very proudly, but quietly.

Madame de Chastagnier bit her lip.

“You are, then, on intimate terms with my
son P’ :

Jeanne flushed.

“QOn what——’

Madame de Chastagnier paused. She seemed
to have a difficulty in choosing her words,
as she surveyed the graceful form before
her. The soft, lustrous eyes, the shining
hair, the simple, elegant walking-dress of
dark serge, which made the complexion yet
more brilliant ; there was nothing of the actress,
as the Vicomtesse looked upon actresses, about
Jeanne, and the lady felt the distinction.

“ Mademoiselle,” she said, *I know what my
gon’s feelings were towards you,” with a marked
emp{nasls on the past tense of the verb. * May
L ask you what yours are towards him?

Jeanne lifted her head haughtily. Madame
do Chastagnior had risen, and her fair, proud
face was flushed and agitated. ® The fair proud
face so like his! His mother! Jeanne’s pride
failed her, her head sank forward on her hands
and her face was hidden. It was enough for her
visitor.

“What do you expect from my son, made-
moiselle ? she said angrily. *“ Not marriage, of
course. On what terms will you release him from
his infatuation P’

A sharp cry from Jeanne, as she lifted her
head. ‘ Madawe,” she said, “I permit no one
to insult me. Allow me {o wish you good morn-

1

’

“.Stay, mademoiselle ;’ she said more gently.
“If you care for Gaston, you have some interest
in hi,s, happiness, and you can add to it if you

“Tf T will?”” Jeanne turned to her breathlessly.

“ My words must pain you,” she went on;
“but I know how a woman can love, and what
sho can bear for that love.”

Sho resumed her seat and hesitated for a
moment,

“ Mademoiselle,” she said at last, ¢ my son’s
happiness is very dear to me. I do notknow what
proposals, what offers he has made to you, but,I
Jknow that you stand between him and happl’nesa. .

%1, between Gaston and happiness!” fal-
tered Jeanne. : :

« If (faston marries you, he will be miserable ;
for, mademoiselle, he loves another.”

Jeanne grew pale, even her lips whitened ;
unconseiously her hand closed over the crested
card on the table.



444

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

“There is a young girl, good and beautiful,
of his own rank, who has been destined to him
from her cradle. He loves her, but he fancies he
is bound to you. You know most young men
have these fancies de temps en temps; they pass
away happily, but Gaston is Quixotic enough to
fancy himself bound, and it is you, mademoiselle,
who must—""

“T cannot,” cried the young actress, passion-
ately. ‘I love him, and while he loves me i

““ He does not love you,” eame the impatient
answer. “Ho loves her. Would you owe to
his honour what his love denies 7’

There was a long silence,

“ What would you have me do, madame,”
said Jeanne, at length, in a weak, faint voice—
the voice of one weak and exhausted from a
mental struggle.

‘ But this !’ said the lady : “not to see him
again until after the concert. You will see
them togethev there. If you think he loves
you best, then let it be as yoa will, Sacrifice
our happiness to your own !”’

“I will obey you,” said Jeanne, slowly.
¢ Oh, madame, Heaven pardon you if you have
spoken falsely.”

Madame de Chastagnier rose and held out
her hand.

““I thank you, mademoiselle.”

But the actress did not touch the proffered
hand ; she bowed in farewell, and the Vicomtesse
flushed angrily as she left her. When the
sound of the hall-door closing reached Jeanne
Delancheze, she sank on her knees by the table,
holding fast the bunch of violets he had left for
her; the blow dealt by the daintily-gloved
hand was a severe, although perhaps not en-
tirely unexpected, one. And yet it was but the
cloud like ““ a man’s hand in her horizon.” Alas,
for the gathering tempest !

* * *

During the fifteen days before the concert
Gaston de Chastagnier called five or six times
on Jeanne, being refused admittance on the
plea of her indisposition. But he sent no
tender message, no loving little note of anxiety ;
and Jeanne said, wearily :

‘“ She spoke truly—he does not love me.”’

Small wonder that the fair face paled, and
that dark circles hollowed themselves out under
the sweet eyes. Ernest Chevalier set his teeth
hard whenever he saw Gaston’s bright, frank
smile and clear eyes as he sat opposite his
mother and Yvonne in their afternoon drive, or.
rode by with his sister and Mademoiselle
de la Roche Baudois, or bent over his reputed
fiancée full of lover-like attentions, her face,
radiant now with love and happiness, raised
£o hi

* *

o his,
The eventful evening came, and the Salle des
Concerts, a large handsome room, was erowded.
In the front seats sat the lady patronesses and
their parties, conspicnous among them Madame
de Chastagnier and hers, Monsieur de Beau-
pierre, Berthe, Gaston, and Yvonne—the latter
radiantly lovely in pale-blue robes, and myosotis
in her fair hair. One by one, up through the
brilliant throng, came the performers. Madame
de la Noltez first, leaning on Monsieur Chevalier
(all were equals as artistes to-night); then
Jeanne, with the Préfet himself. The young
actress wore a long robe of heavy, dead-white
silk, trimmed with swansdown ; not a touch of
colour in her face, or on her dress, save the
vivid red of her lips, and the varied tints of the
flowers she held. Gaston was waiting eagerly,
watcling for her, and his face clouded a little
as she passed. On the platform, the Préfet’s
wife, a pretty, sparkling brunette,began chatting
with Jeanne, making laughing remarks abount
the audience, nodding to her friends, and using
her lorgnon with the cool impertinence of a
grande dame, while Jeanne listened and answered
without lifting her eyes from her bouquet.

The concert began with a classioal duet on
two pianos; and while the two performers
laboured away amid the polite inattention of the
greater part of the audience, Mademoiselle
Delancheze lifted her eyes and sent one quick
searching glance at Gaston and Yvonne. He
was bending over her with a tender smile on his
handsome face, and turning away J eanne caught
a triumphant glance from the Vicomtesse.
The interminable duet over, and ended at last
(is that a bull?), Madame de la Noltez came
torward for her first song, Adams’ *Noél.”
She sang it well and truly, the rich, liquid con-
tralto impressing favourably, and the applause
was hearty and spontaneous. Two or three
other pieces followed, and then Jeanne and the
“ baryton”’ came forward. M. Chevalier was a
slender, handsome, dark man, his face was
troubled and anxious, Jeanne’s perfectly im-
pagsive. 'Their duet was from the “ Traviata,”
and excellently well sung. Breathlessly the

audience listened to the father pleading for his
son’s release ; at the words :—
““De ma colombe pure
Pouvez vous étre sosur

Jeanne suddenly looked across at Gaston, with
such a passion of love and grief in her wondrous
eyes, that Madame de Chastagnier was startled
at first, but glancing at the Vicomte she saw
he was occupied with Yvonne. Then came
Violetta’s refusal, and a pause ; Madame de
Chastagnier again glanced®at her son. He was
looking pale and agitated ; and when the sweet,
pure voice rose again, his mother was alarmed
at the expression in his eyes. The last notes
died away amid a thunder of applause. Monsieur
Chevalier led Jeaune to her seat : she sat down
smiling, but very white, and tho last words she
had sung thrilled the Vicomtesse.

** Laissez le moi, jo vais bientot mourir.”

The concert went on, and towards the end
M. de la Noltez came on the platform and pre-
sented his arm to Jeanne, with a little em-
broidered velvet sack; Madame de la Noltez,
at the same time, put her hand in M. Chevalier’s
arm, while she held in the other hand a similar
sack. There was to be a quéte, or collection,
each lady taking half the audience. Slowly
they came down, passing through the audience
with their pretty curtseys and softly-spoken
“For the poor, gentlemen; for the poor,
ladies.”” They began near the entrance, and by
the time Jeanne reached the Vicomtesse she
looked pale and weary.

“ Pour ies pauwres, messiewrs,’ she said
softly to the duke and Gaston, not raising her
eyes.

Yvonne was contemplating her with delighted
eyes. Jeanne seemed to exercise a positive
fascination for her.

“Powr les pawvres, mademoiselles,” said
Jeqixne, very softly, smiling a strangely-sweet
smile,

* And for you, mademoiselle ?’’ asked Berthe,
almost involuntarily, as she paused by her.

“ For me—a prayer,” she answered, low;
and as she passed the Vicomtesse, she whis-
pered, “ Un de profondis, madame.”

No one heard the words but she to whom
they were addressed; her face paled, but her
heart beat quickly with tviumph. She knew
that the girl’s pathetic words meant that she
had won the boon she craved—Gaston’s free-
dom. He himself, absent and distrait, felt how
strongly the old love mingled with the new.
The quéte over, M. le Préfet came forward and
said that Mademoiselle Delanchese had kindly
consented to sing a ‘‘romance,” composed for
the occasion by ome of the townspeople. A

simple prelude followed, and Jeanne came for-

ward, holding a sheet of manuscript musio.
Deadly pale was the fair, proud face, with such
a wild, pleading glance in her eyes—such a
smile, sadder than the saltest tears, on her lips.

Madame de la Noltez and M, le Chevalier
glanced at each other in alarm. The former
thought the girl was over-tired ; but the latter,
with Love’s keen sight, was reading all her
misery,all her despair, and he looked over at
Yvonne and Gtaston with no very kindly feeling
in his heart.

The song began in rather hushed silence.
During the first note the girl’s voice quivered,
and sank suddenly. The music ceased, and the
player turned in consternation. With a sudden,
proud gesture Jeanne threw back her head, and
sang, in her own sweet, rich tones, with a pathos
she had never shown before :

“ Vous qui venez ici
Sécourir la misere,
Pour I'enfant, pour la mére,
Pour les pauvres, Merei I”

The last notes died away; the music flut-
tered out of the little hands, and rested at her
feet. Jeanne gasped once or twice, beat the
air feebly with her hands, and, sinking back,
lay prone, a mass of lustrous silk and swans-
down, an ivory face peeping from among sunny,
disordered hair. Half a dozen bounds brought
Gaston to her sids, followed by a medical man
who was among the audience.

¢ Let me lift her I said Gaston, passionately.
“ None shall touch her—""

But Chevalier put him aside with a groan, and
the low moan :

“You—you have killed her !”’

%* ¥ * * *

An hour afterwards, on the bed in Jeanne’s
room—the room she had left, living, & few hours
ago—lay all that was left of the young prima
donna. It was heart disease, the doctor said,
and discoursed learnedly on the illness, and its
expected and unexpected _results. _Yet, \yhen
they laid her there, still in her dainty, silken

. . -
robes, diamonds gleaming in her little ears, the

flowers in her hair still fresh, it was hard to
believe she was dead. Weeping bitterly,
Madame Jacquemin and Madame Iistenvar
folded her hands over the pulseless heart, and
smoothed the white folds of her dress. The
next morning Madame de la Noltey brought
flowers and placed them about her—in her
hands, on her broeast, and at the little gatin-
slippered feet.

Later came Ernest Chevalier, and looked his
last on the face of the woman he had loved so
truly and hopelessly ; and later, again, Gaston
de Chastagnier. In sorrow, too deep for words
he knelt by her, looking long and tenderly on
the still, waxen face, which had been wont to
glow under his caresses, until the wild ery
broke from him :

“ My child, my poor child! If I could but
give her life!”

His self-reproach was vehement. He knew,
only too well, that he had neglected her; that
with the love and passion he had once regarded
her he regarded another; and his grief was
intense, as all his feelings were apt to be, for
the time. When he left the room, his face was
haggard and worn with suffering ; and the little
enamel ring on Jeanne’s finger had disappeared,
while a priceless hoop replaced it. The ring
which she had refused to wear in life she wore
in death,

A few days after Monsicur de Chastagnier
received a small parcel directed in a handwriting
he knew but too well. Opening it with a
serrement de ceeur, he found three or four letters
which he had written to Jeanne, enclosed in a
slip of paper, bearing these words :

“To give up or to desire to do o, is the
same to a woman. I love you—I can never cease
to do so, but I would not if I could, stand in the
way of your happiness. Forget me, and be
happy. No one will wish it, no one will pray
for it a: I will,*Gaston;nnd yet Ilove you.”

* *

A few months after there was a grand double
wedding at Caragnoe, the brides being Made-
moiselles Yvonne de la Roche Baudois and
Berthe de Chastagnier ; the bridegrooms were
the Du_o de Beaupierre and Gaston. Of ocourse
the brides were lovely, and the toilets rawis-
sante, and both had a fair share of happiness.

Yvonne was pure, gentle and good—and he
lgved her. They are much together, and, for a
French ménage, admirably devoted to each
other. Sometimes Yvonne wonders why her
husba,nd_ always wears on his little finger an
enamel ring, engraved with the word Toujours,”
which no entreaty on her part will obtain from
him, although he gives no reason for his per-
sistence in wearing it. Perhaps Berthe guesses,
for once, passing through the churchyard, her
eyes filled with tearsas she paused for a moment
beside a plain white marble stone (where every
day one might find a bouquet of rare flowers),
which bears this inscription :

In Memory of
JEANNE DELANCHEZE,
Aged 23.
Priez pour Elle.
C. N.

AFFECTION FOR A WIFE.

SHOW love for your wife, and your admiration
of her, not in nonsensical compliment ; not iy
picking up her hmndkercl{njxeféhﬁ‘)}l"l él}(lar Sglovee};}, or
in carrying her fan; not, ou have
means, 'gn ganging trinkets or baubles upon her ;
not in making yourself an idiot by winking af
and seeming pleﬁsedtmg: ll)l;il‘agtzlblets., or follies,

ults ; but show 8 of real good-
gz:sa towards her ; prove, by unequivocal dgeeds,
the high value you seb on her health and life
and peace of mind ; let your praise of her go to
the full extent of her deserts, but let it be con-
sistent with truth and with sense, and such ag
to convinee her of your sincerity,

He who is the flatterer of hig wife only pre-
pares her cars for the hyperbolical stuff of
others.  The kindest appellati that T
Christian name affords j thp o A el
use, especially befor 1sth e best thati you ean
last’ing “my dear”’ j ebot S paople,, Sl
for tho want of i 8 but a sorry compensation
the hugband cheerfa}'l so: t‘lof) lo(vie thﬁt lia]f?s

1 cerfully toil by day, break his
1o i e, e of il i
alth of his wife demand it.

Let your deeds, and not your words, carry to
her heart a daily and hourly confirmation of the
fact that you “value ber health, and life, and

appiness beyond all other things in this world ;

and lot this be manifest to her, particularly
31: those times when life is more or less in
anger.
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MY LADY JANET.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Crnare could see nobody, a little thicket of
brushwood hid the persons of the speakers from
her; but their voices reached her loud
and angry, and even a few of their words.
«Seoundrel ! Rascally scoundrel !”” she heard
a hoarse voice exclaim; and then the dog
growled savagsly, as if about to spring. Clare
was timid with the natural timidity of her
age and sex. Reared in a convent abroad, and
since then having seen but little of the world, it
was not to be supposed that she would like to
walk on to where these loud speakers wrangled
8o loudly, and the dog threatened so sullenly.
Still she did not “turn and flee,” as many
another wounld have domne; an instinet held her
to the spot; she listened, she trembled, but she
did not stir!

“For a crown, I would shoot you through
your silly head, and fling your paltry body into
the mire below,” said the same voice, hoarse
with rage. “I have my loaded gun, and I
value your worthless life, as weighed against the
honour of a noble family, not two straws.”

A laugh answered this menace, and it was a
laugh light and musical, that Clare knew, and,
alas! loved too well—it was the laugh of Max
Car?tairs, of whom she had thought so much
lately.

“You forget, Sir Arthur, that I am younger
and stronger than you are, and I could easily
wrest your gun out of . your hand. I would not
let you take my life so lightly as report hints
that you once took another life.”

« Ha! report credits me with taking a lifo
does it? Rumour’s hnundred-tongnes wagged
fast onceé about me and mine? but that is a
quarter of a century ago, and I silenced all
babbling idiots by the force of the law. If
you wish to hear the truth of that story, or as
much as is known of if, you must journey into
Yorkshire, and then perhaps you will learn how
those of ws punish curs like you.”

“Curs like I,”” replied the voice of Max;
“and what rank in the animal world is yours,
my good baronet ? If [ am a cur, are youa wild
cat, all claws and teeth, and blind fury.”

Clare’s heart beat so fast that she counld
hardly stand. Max was quarrelling with Sir
Arthur—haunghty, heartless Sir Arthur, aboubt
whose antecedents the lodging-house keepers cf
Pendowen told wild, grim stories to their
London visitors. Clare had treated these tales
as mere idle gossip. If Sir Arthur had been a
murderer, which these good ladies did nof
seruple to assert, how was it that he still held
his head so high in the ceunty ; sat occasionally
in the Lower House; went now and anon to
Court; was the High Sheriff of his county ; and
had since those dark days married his second
daughter to an earl ?

The tale was this: That Caroline Ashmore,
his eldest daughter, had wished to marry her
music-master; that Sir Arthur had caught her
when trying to elope; that he had struck her
g0 violent and savage a blow in his fury that
she had never recovered her senses, or only at
intervals ; that she had fallen into a lingering
illness, died, and been buried in the chapel ad-
joining the Manor House of Garth, in Yorkshire,
where the family resided; that it had been
given out that Miss Ashmore was living in
seclusion abroad, when all the while she was
dead ; but that within the last ten years her
varents had acknowledged that she was dead.
)}a.rth Manor, meanwhile, had been disman-
tled, and abandoned to the bats and owls; it
was haunted by the ghost of Miss Ashmore,
who slammed the doors, opened the windows,
and appeared at them on moonlight nights,
looking white and sorrowful, beating her breast,
tearing her hair, and uttering loud ories.

All these tales Clare had listened to, as we of
this nineteenth century do listen to such tales,
with a half-smile, a little surprise that anybody
could be so credulous as to give heed to such
wild fancies, and a wish that education and
enlightenment. were more widely spread through
the United Kingdom. ; :

But here was Max taunting Sir Arthur with
what ramour said, and Sir. Arthur in a mur-
derous rage. Max was in danger from this
wicked and furious old man’s gun. Clare
rushed round the clump of trees, and arrived
soon on the scene of action.

The two men stood at a few paces apart,
glaring on each other ; unholy fire in their eyes ;
their teeth set, their hands clenched. The red
rays of the sunset cast a lurid glow on the
bronzed, massive head of the stern anstpcrat.
Max, slight though stalwart, stood more in the
shadow, and under the gloom of the brushwood ;

his face was white, and the wrath upon it
changed it, transformed it into a something
that Clare Fleurelands had never imagined or
dreamed. Not that her admiration for this
ideal hero lessened one iota when she saw how
angry he could look, because there was nothing
iz}ve what was brave and grand in the anger of
ax,

The baronet had been wandering over the
waste ground, which was part of his vast pro-
perty, gun in hand.

September days were yot a few weeks off,
but though neither partridge nor pheasant were
to be found on this waste land, there were still
a few birds of less importance at which the
baronet, who was a thorough sportsman, did
not disdain to take aim—Iandrail, from the
neighbouring corn-lands on the shelving sides
of the hills.

The baronet had no servants or friends with
him, only a certain hound, famous at scenting
out a hare should one cross his path at half a
mile of distance. This hound—it was a large
black one — lay on the ground growling be-
tween Sir Arthur and Max. The baronet shot
nothing, perchance he met with nothing, and
sought nothing on this August afternoon, until
the wildest chance threw Max Carstairs in his
way ; and then, nettled at the sight of what he
thought a handsome, saucy, low-born lad (all
whose names were not in the peerage were low-
born according to Sir Arthur’s creed), he turned

upon him, and taxed him with being the writer | soul

of an insolent letter, and threatened him almost
with fire and sword if ever he ventured again
within the precincts of the stately park of
Atherstone; and Max had fired up hotly, and
answered the overbearing baronet in his own
fashion, which courage astonished and enraged
Sir Arthur yet more.

Clare, pale and beautiful, came and stood
close to Max. Sir Arthur smiled grimly, and
then bowed slightly to the young lady. Max
bowed also, and his brown cheek took a tinge
of colour. Neither the old man nor the young
one liked this interruption to their hostilities ;
the blood of each was fully roused.

“You will not forget what I have said to you,
fellow 2” said the baronet, turning on his heel.

I shall have difficulty in remembering that
Sir Arthur Ashmore calls himself gentleman,”’
retorted Max; “and I shall never forget his
insults nor his threats.”

“You whelp !”” shrieked the baronet, beside
himself.  Ah, times are changed. When I was
twenty-five I could have knocked you down, and
loft my gamekeepers to thrash half the life out
of you. Now, the ruffianjlower-classes are having
their day, but only for a time; and remember,
if I catch you one inch beyond my park railings,
I'll have you ducked in the horse-pond. But you
will know better than to come;”’ and Sir Arthur
laughed a scornful laugh.

T ghall come if I choose, you contemptible
old man,” returned Max, folding his arms reso-
lutely ; “acd I defy you and your vassals to
hurt me !’

Sir Arthur almost choked with rage. He
handled his gun; he seemed on the point of
shooting Max where he stood, with folded arms
and face which now glowed hot with passion;
then Clare Fleurelands spoke :

“Sir Arthur Ashmore, you are too angry to
trust yourself safely with that gun ; discharge
it in the air. I am mnot afraid of the noise or
the shock.”

Sweetly and yet like a command the young
girl’s voice rang out on the summer air.

Bir Arthur looked at the peculiar, pale beauty
of Clare, her plain yet thoroughly well-chosen

| attire, her slender, perfect form in amaze.

“One would say she was of good birth,” he
thought to himself. A bea.utifﬁl woman may
do much in calming the angry passions of men
if she is wise, and firm, and gentle.

On the impulse of the moment Sir Arthur dis-
charged his gun in the air. Clare did not start
or scream.

“ Now, young lady, I have obeyed you,” said
the baronet. ‘ Your friend yonder escapes, for
the time, having his head blown to pieces, which
I assure you he deserves.”’

Again the baronet bowed. Clare made a
graceful reverence, and without another word
the stately, angry man walked away with a
lordly air. His great black dog arose and
followed him.

Max and Clare looked at each other. Max, to

er surprise, broke into an ironical laugh.

I believe I owe my life to you, Miss Clare,”
he said.  “You have wonderful presence of
mind. Yonder old ruffian does not seem to
belong to this century; he is as wicked and
bloedthirsty as some baron in the times of the
Norman kings, who held the lives of his vassals
cheaper than his dogs. I believe he would have

shot me and tossed me into the mire if you had
not come.”

“How awful!” said Claro to herself; then
aloud: “And why was he so angry with you ?”’

“] cannot tell you mnow,” replied Maxj
“another person is compromised; it is not all
my secret. Will you do me a favour, Misg
Clare? Mention this occurrence to nobody,
no{:P even to your sister. Will you promise
me "

“I promise,” she answered, in a low voice;
and Max felt that his secret was safe.

Poor Clare! had she but known that thesyren
Lady Janet was the real cause of all this anger ;
had she known that Max, in the hot wrath of
his heart, was planning a speedy marriage with
her in spite of all obstacles, her own fear of
poverty included ; had she known that he had
resolved never to profit by a shilling of Sir
Arthur’s wealth, even should the baronet die
that night without a will, and leave all to My
Lady Janet ; had she known that 4ll the young
student’s fancy and heart were devoted to the
high-born, golden-haired girl, then would her
heart have sank for the time, but suffered less
in the end ; for it is better to know these things
sooner than later.

“ You do not think,” asked Clare, presently,
“that Sir Arthur murdered his daughter in a
passion, as they say ?”’

“ But I do believe it,” returned Max, looking
stead,ily at Clare. “I believe it in my very

“ Then he would have been punished ; it must
have been found out,” urged Clare.

But Max shook his head, and looked gloomily
on the ground. 2

“There are more things on earth than are
dreamt of in our philosophy,”” he answered.
“The world wags not as it should wag, fair
lady; it is full of sins and of sorrows which
must make the angels weep if, indeed, they hear
and heed our griefs and wrongs. It is well to
hide all hideous things if we can from the eyes
of the young, and innocent, and happy. Iam a
medical student, and I have looked on much
sorrow though I am young in years. But let us
talk of other things, and forget that ogre
baronet. Where are you going ? Seeking nuts
or blackberries among the brambles? They
are not ripe yet.”

“No; I was going on to a lonely place called
Llanalt, where an old woman lives all by her-
self ; she is nearly blind ; her name is Rebocca.
I have some tea for her, and a warm shawl for
her rheumatic shoulders against the winter.”’

 An angel of mercy !’’ he said, with a peculiar
smile. Clare had a painful fear that it was an
ironical smile. “Let me come with you,”
pleaded Max. “I will add a shilling or two to
your gifts, and after the ogre and his gun, your
nerves may be shaken. May I come with you
and carry that pretty basket ?”

Clare assented, and the two walked over the
moorland together.

Max felt strangely soothed by the presence
of Clare; she was, he said to himself, like a
grand, and gentle, and lofty poem—to him a
something elevating, and refining, and ennobling.
There are women in the world who call up all
that is greatest and best in a man’s soul, who
lull to sleep wrath, anger, clamgur, and unrest,
to point upward and onward, and make him
believe in the power of goodness and the final
trinmph of right. Clare was one of these
women.

Max was in a oynical mood when he set out
for Rebecca’s cot, but long before he arrived
there he believed again in himself, in the future,
even vaguely in My Lady Janet.

Clare, knowing nothing, went on talking in
her sweet, calm fashion, and seeing his kindling
eye and flushing cheek, she took to herself hopes
bright_as the wild-flowers that spangled the
ground at their feet; but she knew not that
the serpent of an unrequited love lurked amid
those blossoms ; she knew not that Max, while
he reverenced her as a saint, and admired her
as a picture, ay, and delighted in her asa friend,
all the while loved madly and hotly My Lady
Janet, and was resolved to make her his bride
without delay, at all risks and at all costs.

So do men win hearts; so do women lose
theirs, and suffer the dull pang which pride, and
wisdom, and dignity compel them to hide.

—

CHAPTER XXXVI.
“Hpgru is the cottage,” said Clare; “it is a
poor place.” %

“ 1t is a poor glaoe, and how the winter
winds must howl about it,” said Max., ¢ Fanoy
Christmas-day in_this lonely hut. How does
the old soul get food and firing? There does
not seem to be a house near,”

Clare pointed to where' the ground suddenly
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sloped down steeply, at a stone’s throw from
where she stood with Max.

“Below there,”” she said, *stands a little
group of four cottages; they have tiny gardens
of cabbages and potatoes ; not very picturesque,
certainly, Some of those women, who live in
those cottages, attend upon poor Rebecca.; one
or other of them comes every morning, lights
her fire, and puts on her kettle. Then the old
soul gets up and takes her breakfast, and
though she is nearly blind, she manages to
sweep out her room and make her bed, Itis a
lonely, desolate life; but Rebecea has some fine
thoughts occasionally ; she could read a little be-
fore she lost her sight, and she remembers what
she hasread. You cannot give the poor creaturo
a greater treat than to read to her.” : ’

*“And. you must be yery good to find your
happiness in giving old pauper women such
treats,” said Max. * What a weird old cottage.
How the four winds of Heaven must howl round
it on stormy nights,”

The cot. was built of gray stone; it had one
window and one door; its roof was low and
sloping. £

“How did you discover this poor old soul P—
how did ly{'ou make heracquaintance ?”’ asked Max.

“ Walking on the moor one hot affernoon
with Anna, we both felt thirsty, and went and
knocked at the door and asked old Rebdcca for
a glass of water.”

“You should not drink cold water when you
are heated,” said Max. :

“Ah! I forgot you were a doctor,” Clare
answered, with a smile; *bnut that was how my
acquaintance with Rebecca began.”

She went on and knocked, and a_fesble, aged
voice bade her enter. Sha crossed the threshold
of the clay-floored hut. The little dresser, bright
with cheap cups and saucers; the three-legged
stool ; the wooden arm-chair; the withered old
dame sitting in it, propped up with a great pillow;
a stocking, with knitting needles in her shrivelled
hands; a little fire of wood on the raised stone,
which served for a grate; a kettle hanging over
it, singing lustily; a caf, gravely washing its
face in the light of the flames.

This was the common-place, yet picturesque,
scene that came before the eyes of Max and
Clare as they entered the ancient hut; but
there was somebody else present, not a neigh-
bour, in a tall hat and linsey shawl, with a
basket of eggs or apples on her arm; not a
curate, lean and grave, from some distant
mountain hamlet, come to raise the thoughts of
poor old Rebecca above the lowly, sloping roof
of her dwelling. No; a woman, a lady, rather
wearing a dark costume of brown cloth, trimmeti
(vivith velvet, somewhat too heavy for the August

B e .

Clare thought the lady, meanwhils, was
dressed in the most perfect taste. Her hat was
of the same colour as her robe; her face was
dark and keen, and had posaibly looked on this
changing world some forty odd years; her fea-
tures were prononcée; her hair black as night;
her eyes large, gray, deep, full of thought and
power, and asort of tenderness that smouldered,
ag it were, under the calmness of her look.

She rose when the visitors entered, and bowed
to them courteously, Max removed his hat,

“You haye come to cheér up my friend
Rebecca ?*” said the lady, with a smile, which
showed white.and even teeth. “I am by no
means a lively personage, and I am afraid I so
perplex Rebecca with my odd fashion of dis-
courso that she is more disquisted than com-
forfed by my visits. I believe the curate told
you t0 be warned of me, did he not Rebecoa ?”’

“ Well indeed, and indeed,” said the old
Welsh woman brigkly, and turning her poor dim
eyes upon her visitor, “you do talk strange,
but it’s being a scholar mia’am. I can’t read—
never could very much. Is that Miss Clare?
bless her pretty face; little I can see, but I sec
she’s as clean as a rose and a lily in the face.”

Clare laughed. ; 3

When a Welsh peasant wishes to describo a
lovely complexion, he says it is clean. A
translation we suppose of the equivalent in
Welsh for fairiand clear. s

*“ I hope so, Rebecea,’” she said, weetly, “ and
this gentloman, a friend of ours, is come to see
you; and since he is a doctor, he will tell you
what will cure your rheumatic pains. Will you
go and talk to her P’ she asked Max.

Max went over to old Rebecca. The lady in
brown rose from her seat, and offered it
courteously to Clare Fleurelands.

I believe poor Rebecca is not richer in chairs
than in other wordly goods,” she remarked.

* “She oceupies the large one, then there is. the
stool, and lastly, this the visitor's seat. Pray
ta.lse it, T have rested sufficiently.”

£ Thm‘“k you, I will sik on fthe stool,” replied
Clare, “Pray keop your seat.”” And she took

the stool and sat where she could see the wild
moorland gleamin3 in the sunshine, through the
half-open door. %

“This is then a visit of charity,” asked the
lady, brusquely., 1 presume you ave a traly
charitable young lady, not one who pokes her
nose and her tracts, her warnings and her intor-
ference, into every poor man’s house, leaving a
quarter of a pound of teg. at Easter, and some
plums and sugar ab Christmas on the table, as
the sole palliatives to all the lectures and
scoldings she has administered during the year,
You come to cheer up the old soul with bright
smiles, young laughter, and kindly words. That
is good. IFor my part I am not a charitable
person, I am not an amateur preacher of virtues
which I don’t practise, I am not a fashionabls
woman, nor a woman of the world ; neither am [
a good, serious woman. Therefore, perhaps,
you will think the sooner I take myself out of
old Becky’s cottage the better. At the same
time if T am a heathen I have not come empty
handed. I have brought a bottle of good port
and half a sovereign for old loneliness as I call
her; and I am glad your friend is hore, since he
will tell the old body how many times to take,
and not to take, the wine; and as for the ten
shillings, I am a bit doubtful respecting the
Mary Davises and Jane Joneses, who conie to
help old loneliness. I am a hardened ecynic,
young lady, with a thorough distrust of human
nature, be it Welsh, English, Scotch, French, or
Italian, I wish you would get from the old soul
what she most needs, and write it down in this
pocket-book, I will then see the women, and
tell them how to spend the money, and call after-
Eva.rds and see that she has all she has asked

or.”

Clare, without a word, went to old Becky, and
heard from her of her little needs. * A pair of
warm stockings, she was knitting one pair, bus
could not afford. to wait for another pair, and
meanwhile her feet were cold. A bit of beef to
make her gome soup. Nothing ever did her half
as much good as beef soup. A thick pair of
sinoes, for .she had oftimes to go.outside to
the wood-shed and the dust-heap at the back ;
and if she could get a couple of hens to lay her
an egg or 80,”

Clare looked thoughtful. Half a sovereign
would not buy half of these. Her own half
crown, however, and that of Max, put to the

together with the fifteen shillings in old Becky’s
hands. . s >

Blessings rained down upon the three bene-
factors volubly, Max patted the old soul’s
shoulder ; Clare pressed her hand, and promiged
to call again ; the lady in brown stood coldly
aloof.

‘ Good afternoon, Rebecca,” shesaid in clear,
loud tones. ‘“You are grateful for small mer-
cies, which is well. May I walk a little way
across the moor with you 7’ she said, addressing
herself to Max. “If is lonely, and the evening
will be here before we know where wo are.”’

““ Most happy,” said Max,

She smiled at him a little sadly. =

“That’s the right thing to say, I suppose,’’
she remarked, “though . everybody knows it
can’t be true. A young man, with a pretty
young girl for his companion over the moor, is
asked to allow a plain woman, of more than
forty, to be of the party, he says ¢ most happy,’
and ftries to look i, when he means ‘most
miserable.” Well, it’s one form of gelf-sacrifice.
‘The man or the woman who does not know . how
to practise that is a worthless wretch or paltry
creature, who should be greeted with hisses and
howls wherever he .or she appeared, only the
worldis too polite for that.”’ :

Max looked ab the lady in surprise. =So yvery
eccentric a manner might have disposed some
shallow observers to suppose the woman slightly
demented ; but Max, after his hospital studies,
and with his constant practice of studying al-
most everything and everybody that came in,h}s
way, knew, at a glance, that not only was this
woman’s brain sound, but her intellectual grasp
stronger and larger than that of ninety-nine
of every hundred fairly cultured dames.
There was no excitement in the deep gray. €yes,
onlylr the swarthy cheek glowed a little as she
spoke. 3

“I assare you,” he said, eagerly, I shall be
delighted to give you my escort, and to enjoy
your society on the road to Pendowen.”’

Clare—strange, strange. Worldi).where
fact 80 often outyies fiotion in its cold, bizarre,
startling coincidences—poor Clare felt her first,

‘her very first pang of jealous pain, when she

saw Max, his handsome face aglow, his fair
eyes alight with a sort of admiration for this

plain woman, more than forty years old,

other money, might buy the shoes, and stock- | ey
ings, and beef, and a dozen fresh eggs ; so she |
wrote all this down, and left it for Mary Jones, -

Poor Clare, knowing nothing of that fastastio
passion for My Lady Janet—Clare, who in a
tacit sort of way, had up to this moment
believed (without reasoning about it), that she
was growing dear to the heart of the handsome
student of medicine, awoke to a painful con-
sciousness of her own state of heart,.

Max, more than twenty years younger than
this lady in brown, yet seemed struck, fasci-
nated, attracted by her. &

Was Max a flirt? Many pergons  might
answer this question in the affirmative. Certainly,
he was apt to be drawn towards.whaﬁever‘was
beautiful, or unique, or perfect in its kind. Thig
woman in brown was plain, and long past
youth ; but she had a voice deep-toned and me-
lodions ; she had eyes full of smouldering fire and
intelligence ; the spirit of a being above tbe
average, Jlooked right through those eyes at
the beholder, e

Clare feltiin some way lessened inimportance,
while this tall, slender woman walked over the
moorland with her and Max, and talked to him.
It was strange talk, what some mlg}xt have
called wild talk, 'This lady was a cynic, with
an intenselove of the beautiful,and a deep com.
passion for the sorrows of poor humanity ; and
this contradictory character, this warring of
strong. opposing elements in the same soul,
geemed to have a corresponding influence on
Max. He, too, was a little cynical, with scant
faith in the loftiness or elevation of man in
the abstract; and yet he also was penetrated
with pity for all the sufferings under the sun,

Clare, who had not an atom of the. cynical in
her whole being, seemed to walk apart from
those two, although she was in reality close to
them ; and she said to herself, sadly :

“This stranger seems to understand him
better than I do.” 3

“Love!” laughed the lady; “ do you believe
in love? You are not many years past twenty,
and you believe still firmly in that fable? ,_ﬁ
often strikes me as wonderful that generation
after generation should go on believing the same
falsehood, that men and women shonld awalke to
find it a delusion and a snare, and yef go on
without trying to teach their children the grave
lesson. No; they let them find out by bitter
experience how cruel is the idol to which they
sacrifice.” P it

Clare turned round, with a flash in her lovely

[ e : ,
_ ““Madam, do you not, believe that there is any
genuine love in the world ?  Oh, madam | could
human nature exist without it, any more than
the earth could bring forth fruit without the
light and warmth of the sun p” ek - Iove
“A beautiful idea, my child,” laughed the
lady, * and not without ifs grain of truth. Yes,
there 4s love in the world. 'The love of thg
mother to her son is very real; yes, and now
and then, the love of the son to his mother
also. I have seen a father fond of his daughter,
and I have known, though rarely, two brothers
who loved, each other. DBut speak of pass
sion, romantic love—the love painted, by the
dramatist, the poet, and the novelist—the love
of Romeo and Juliet, of the youth for the
maiden and the maiden for the youth—there is
the mistake, the delusion, the bitter disappoint«
ment; there is the ‘yain shadow in ,‘Yl}lﬁh man
walks, and disquieteth himself in vain.’ ”.
“Do you mean that where we love we do nof;
love—tg’at we awaken from a dream, and find
our idol clay 7’ asked Max, with a smile,
“That; or else the idol refuses to return our
love, remains cold and blind to our tears, deaf
to our cries, and we—we wear oub omr heaptg
for a space, and then rise and casl down the
falge god, and trample it under our feet, !
[To be continued,]

“My Lady Janet” commenced in No, 672 and Part CLXV,

OBSERVATION.

Trr practice of noting things and events in
their simple existence will gradually accumu-
late a store of knowledge, from whish wo may
derive help in every turn of lifs, It is the ob.
servant man that is the man of resotrce. The
happiest inventions are the resulf of muoh silent
observation, Tt 18 indispensable to all whose
business it is to gnide or rule their follows. In
the family it supplies what i most needod to
prevent jars, to case discomforts, to remedy
mischiefs, to make up for deficiencies. In society
it obviates blunders, suggests felicitous impro-
visations, steers one’s course clear of sunken
rocks, explains things which might otherwise
appear anomalous, and nips silly suspicions in the
ud. To the statesman it is invaluable: for,
thotgh there may be brilliant oratorical power
without it, it is’ impossible that there can be
wise administration.
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Specia,l Notice to Subscribers. |

To Prevent Delay and Disappointment,
ALL ORDERS
¥TOR
PAPER PATTERNS, TRACINGS, LACE,
AND POONAH PAINTING MATERIALS

Should be sent direct to the Office, Merton
House, Salisbury Square, Fleet Street, London.

NOW OPEN,

At the Office,
MERTON HOUSE,
SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LONDON,
A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THE YOUNG LADIES' JOURNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

FROM PARIS KVERY XMONTH.

PASTIMES,

; “  SQUARE WORDS,
- A fruit, a narrow road, a single number, a town of
Europe.
C.

BURIED RIVERS: BRITISH,

” 1.
John, James, Sarab, Ann, and I are going to
London to-morrow.

2, g ;
The most pleasant route from Carlisle to Edinburgh
is, to my fancy, the Waverley.
3.
Eskett, in Cumberland, is noted for its hematite
iron ore deposits.
4. )
Genesis is the first book of the Bible, and was
written by Moses.
5.
Stewed eels are very nice.
6.
Do you think rich umber or green is the nicer
colour ?

7.

I wash myself both winter and summerin cold
water.

8.

The partridges flew up with a loud whir, “ Well
done!” ejaculated my companion, as L brought a
brace to the ground with a shot from my gun,

9.

Empby nets are a great disappointment to fisher-

men. :
10,
Noah’s ark rested, after the deluge, on Mount

Ararat. i

 NUMBERED CHARADE,

My 8, 9, 10, an animal. N

My.,1, 2, 7, means laxge.

My 7, 5, 6, isa liquid.

My 8, 9, 10, is an article of food.

My 9, 8, 4, part of the human body.

My 8, 9, 3, 4, to hurt.

My 9, 2, 3, the atmosphere.

My 9, 5, 4, to throw.

My 1, 8, 5, 6, 7, to fetch.

My 8, 5, 6, 7, a circle.

And my whole is an English town.
1, M. B,

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No. 686

DrcarrraTion.—Theme, the, me, them, hem.
ConunpruM,—Light and air,
CuARADES.—1. Man-drake. 2. Guild-hall.

Buriep Names.—1. Eden, 2. Undine.
4. Isola. 5. Hillian, 6. Gwyn.

Pyramip PuzzLE.—

3, Ella.

A
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-

NOTICE 10 CORRESPONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS QENERALLY,

—

As our Correspondence has greatly increased with the
increased popularity of our Journal, and as further
space cannot be spared in the Journal for replies theretos
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im-
mediate importance by post within a few days of their
receipt. A stamped, addressed envelope must be for-
warded, for the reply, and in no case shall we answer in
envelopes addressed to be left at a post-office, Our
subscribers must ot expect us to veply by post to
questions that are not of wrgent importance.

In future we shall mot insert requests for the words of
songs or poems wunless accompanied by a stamped
and addressed envelope, with the nom de plume of the
sendor and the name of the song, &c., requirved, written
inside the envelope,

. Apa CArisFOrRD, — (1) A rather substantial tea
is usually provided for a croquet party, that is, if the
guests are not invited to supper. ITor tea of that
deseription, cold fowls, ham, lobster salad, cold veal,
and pigeon pies, are usually placed on the table, with
cakes, bread and butter, dry toast, &e. Uf course
this does not apply to persons who partake of dinner
at seven o’clock ; but eroguet parties are generally
for young people. (2) For fashionable garden parties
| there is frequently a band of music provided, and on
some oceasions dancing in a tent. But this is hardly
desirable amusement on a hot summer day. Bad-
minton and lawn tenis are more fashionable games
phgm croquet. But where there is space for archery,
it is a much more elegant amusement for ladies than
either of the former. ' (3) Young ladies usually wear
dresses without trains, where they really intend to
join in the amusements of the day. The Breton will
be a fashionable ‘garden-party dress for this season.
(4) We reply as soon as space permits.

Fapep WaITE RogB.—(1) We think from the tenour
of your letter you have, somehow or other, imbibed
some very strange ideas. 1f youare in a good posi-
tion, and have a comfortable home in which you are
| appreciated, our advice to you is to remain in it,

ou will find, if you seck a place for yourself in the
busy world, that your feelings and susceptibilities
| will not be very much considered by those with
whom you will come in contact. An actress’s life is
oue in which there is much hard study, work, and
patience needed—that is, to rise to & position, and
' the minor parts would not satisfy you. To become
an actress, you would need training for the occupa-
tion as for any other by which a living is gained. In
the Era newspaper, which is the theatrical organ,
you will find advertisements of persons who under-
take to instruct pupils for the stage, and can learn
terms by writing to them. (2) The redness in your
face after meals probably arises from indigestion.
(8) Glycerine rubbed into the skin will improve its
texture,

READER (Braintree).—You can purchase paper all
ready prepared for water-colour painting, and also
prepared tissue paper for tracing, from any artist
colourman.

BrowN-EYED Porny.—(1) Make a Eood puff paste
by the following recipe:—3 1b flour, 3 1b butter, the
yolk of one egg ; rub a little of the butter into the
flour, beat up the yolk of an egg. and pour it with a
few drops of lemon-juice into the flour ; mix to a stitf
paste with cold water, roll out the paste, and cover
1t with small pieces of butter ; repeat until you have
used all the butter. Cover some tart tins with four
thin layers of paste, cut the edges evenly, put a
small piece of bread in the centre of each tart, to
prevent the paste rising too bigh in the centre, and
bake in a brisk oven. Kill the tart cases with any
jam preferred. (2) You will see the newest styles of
dregsing the hair in our Fashion Supplements and
in the figures on the Fashion pages of our Journal,

CyNTHIA.—We gave one of the most beautiful de-
signs you could possibly have for a lace trimming for
apron, in Honiton and point braid, in the September
| Part for 1876. We have very few copies of the part
left, therefore it is safer to order it 6f your book-
seller at.onece, should you desire to have it, or we can
send it by post for 1s.

SAILOR’S DARLING.—(1) Any chemist would get
Muddiman’s Spanish Hair Wash for you, or you can
get it direct from the maker, whose address you will
find in his advertisement on the covers of our Journal.
(2) You will be able to clean your ties very well with
the followgng mixture :—3 1b of soft soap, 4 1b honey,
4 pint of gin, stirred well together; wet the ties, lay
them on a deal board, and scrub them well with a
small brush dipped in the mixture. When all the
dirt is removed rinse the ties in cold water, iron
;vhen very damp. (3) You will see the newest shapes
'hor hats in our Fashion Supplement. (4) Rub the

aiuds with glycerine, and sleep in gloves, with the
%qlms cub out, (%) Wash to Whiten the Nails:

)i atted sulphurie acid, 2drachms, pump water 4 0z,
ﬁmcdure of myrrh, 1 drachm. First well wash the
ands, then dip the tips of the fingers in the wash. (6)
Kowl eroquettes : 3 or4 shallots, 1 oz butter, 1tea-
'S'P‘-‘Olaf‘ﬁ flour, white sauce; pepper, salf, and
poun: eh Inace to taste, § teaspoonful of - pounded
sugar, the remains of voast fowls, the yolks of two
eggs, and bread crumbs. Mince the meat of the
fowl, fry the shallots in butter, add the minced
fowl, dredge in the fiour, put in the seasoning,
})9“343{1 sugar, and sufficient white sauce to make it
nto & stiff paste; stir in the yolks of two eggs, and
set it by in a cool place. Make the mixture into

e

Lapy Vivien.—(1) Many mothers cut their babies
eyelashes to increase their growth, but we do not
think it would have the same effect on those of a
growu-up person. (2) Tools and materials of all de-
scriptions for fretwork are sold by Messrs. Moseley
and Simpson, 17 and 18, King Street, Covent Garden.
(3) You will see the newest styles for dressing the
hair in our Fashion Supplement. (4) Yes. (5) The
Princess-shaped dress still continues to be most:
fashionable. (6) We have discontinued answering
questions of this kind. (7) See answer No. 1 to
¢ Marie,” No, 685, (8) We know of nothing better
than glycerine,

A SusscriBer.,—Ollendorff’s new method of learn-
ing the Krench language is published by Dulan and
Co., 37, Soho Square, W. Price of school edition,
6s. 6d. ; key to the exercises, 6s.

MBELLA.—We refer you to answer, No, 2, to Litt.e
ay.

JENNIE.—(1) We cannot insert your query, as you
have not complied with our rule of sending a stamped
address for reply. (2) introduce the gentleman to
the lady. (3) No. (4) Yes. (5) 1f the gentleman
is a friend of her family there can beno harm in sa
doing. (6) We do not charge for answers to corve-
spondents, whether by lettex or through the pages
of our Journal.

CorLuMBINE.—You will find a beautiful design in
Berlin wool for a geometrical pattern for sofa
cushion, in the full size, in the February part of our
journal ; it is still inprint ; you can obtain it through
your bookseller for 9d., or by post for 1s, from the
London Publishing Office of this Journal.

Lirrie May.—(1) Quite the reverse, oatmeal used
in washing the face is very beneficial, as it softens
the skin. (2) We know of nothing better than the
frequent use of glycerine, and sleeping in loose kid
gloves, with the palms cut out. (3) Many young
Iadies wear bonnets on all dress occasions.

AN ENQUIRER.—Mr. Rimmel would, doubtless,
send you a bottle of his depilatory, if you cannot get
it through your chemist. ‘The price is 3s. 6d. per
bottle, of course carriage would be extra.

H. H.—(1) Light jackets, and those of the same
material ag the dress, are very fashionable. (2) Yes,
(8) If ladies are in the habit of attending skating
rinks, they like to skate as well as possible, but it is
unladylike to try to attract too much attention.
(4) Sftill continue to wait patiently. (5) Wash the
hair daily with cold water. {6) Yes. (7) Put one
drop on a piece of flannel, and with it rub the teeth,
but do not touch the gums, rinse the mouth, and
clean your teeth before closing the lips, or the oil of
vitriol will blister them. :

FRANCESCA,—Any manuscript book may be in-
indexed with the letters of the alphabet marked om
the corner of the right-hand page, allowing as many
pages a.s you please to each letter. If the saving of
trouble is nomatter of consequence, asyou say your
“ cuttings’’ consist mostly of sanitary matters, then
you might expedite your search for such a subject, as

-say ¢ Enamel on Cooking Utensils,”” by placing it un-

der each of the heads— iv. ** Enamel on Cooking Uten-
sils ;” ‘also under C. ¢ Cooking Untensils, Knamel
on.” A great saving of time is effected inthe long run
by taking the first trouble.

TApy JANET.—(1) There is a book published by
Allen and Co., 13 Waterloo Place, Pall Mall, entitled
“ Pirst Lessons in Geology ;” price 2s. You will find
this book very useful, as it would give you more in-
formation on the subject you inquire about than we
have space for. (2) 1t is certainly very imprudent
for a young girl to walk with a gentleman, unless she
is engnge«‘i to him, or he is an old friend of the
family, o s
Daisy.—(1) We know of no book on the history of
the place you name, (2) In cases of long-standing
indigestion it is best to consult a_medical man. (3)
§Vmwberry-ju1ce rubbed on at night and washed off
in the morning without soap will remove freckles.
Lapy VivieN.—(1) You can have ‘ How to Read
the Face ” by post direct from the Loydon Publish-
ing office of this Journal for 13. (2) We do not know
that it has any meaning, but should consider it a
breach of good manners. (3) Nightmare is usually
a dream taking some dismal shape, and is the result
in most cases of indigestion. The best thing is to
take -a light and digestible supper some time before

| retiring to rest.

FrorENCE B.—The best way would be to wear a
thick veil in cold weather, and to shield your face as
much as possible from the sun in hot weather.

LEeNA.—(1) Highly-finished black alpaca, or black
batiste, may be worn instead of silk, under black
grenadine. (2) There is no set form of speech for
the occasion, Something will surely suggest itself
at the time. (3) We have discontinued answering
questions of this kind,

J. W. C.—Messrs Smith, Elder and Co., 15 Water-
loo Place, London, are the publighers of a work by
John Ruskin, L.L.D. on modern painters. It is
the only edition we know of. ‘I'hc price of Red-
grave’s ‘“Century of Painters,” published by the
same firm, in two volumes, is 24s. (2) Messrs. Dalby,
Isbister,-and Co., 56 Ludgate Hill, are the publishers
of Miss Sarah Lytler’s ““ Modern Painters and their
Paintings ;’” price 4s. 6d. (3) We are sorry that we
are unable to angwer this question.

LA Daxe Brancae—~—(1) Your contribution of pas:

times is accepted with thanks. (2) Lemon-juice

rabbed on the face at night and washed off in the
morning without goap will sometimes remove
freckles. Persons who are subject to freckles should
wipe their faces very carefully before going into the
gun and air, and use a little of Rimmel’s oatmeal

be no inj?xrx to the gkin with

\d we hope you may find them

powder, There will
using these tmg;i and
to have the desired effect.

| balls, egg and bread crumb them, and fry a nice
brown. They may be served on a border of hed
potatoes, with gravy or sauce in the centre.

London: E. HArm1sow, Salisbury Ct., Fleet St., B.C,
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1T WAS HER DUTY, THOUGH A FRIGHFUL ONE, TO ASCERTAIN

failed lhel‘; she stumbled and sank down too
powerless, too faint, to go further, and for a
moment she was seized with s mad impulse to
lot herself fall over the precipice and perish with
the hapless Aymer.

But her naturally strong mind soon began to
m the first shook of that terrible
and she nerved herself to repair as
nences of the rash

he Earl, however
der convnlsed her as

THE QUEEN OF THE SEASON.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

AFTER HIS FALL.
qyuEN Marie regained power to move, her first
thought was to fly the scene of the disaster, an!
with her hands pressed to her ears, lest some
horrifying sound should reach them, she began
to olimb the remaining steps. But her limps

No. 688.~Vor. XIV.

far as she could the conse
aot she had committed.
maimed—ah! what a shud

WHERE HE LAY.

imagination piotured him, bruised, bleading,
perhaps injured beyond recovery !-—might still
be living, and must be succoured. It was her
duty, though 2 frightful one, te ascertain where
he lay, and how assistance might be most effec-
tually rendered before she went back to Bon-
churoh to seek it.

It was neither oalmly nor oohgrently that she
told herself these things, repeating them again
and again as she descended to the shore. She
moved and acted like one who is under the in-

A
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fluence of a hideous dream, from which she fain
would walke and cast off its torturing spell, but
cannob, Ghastly in her pallor, wildly wring-
ing her hands, and breathing in- convulsive
gasps, 8he made her way over .the;‘ rou%i)
ground, easting now and then looks of mé’i};
und remorse at the frowning "ccli'vi ‘f'xggm
which sho had cruelly pushed t%p handsome

light-hearted boy, who had little dreamed wha

she was about to do. S

. Could he 8 ilﬁl“e aften falling Headlong from
guch a ’,eigﬁg as that? Longing yet dreading
to be}}'ld him, sho climbed the masses of rock
that intervened, until half hidden by the bushes
thit had partially broken his fall, sho beheld
the motionless form of Lord Esselyn.

He was lying on a heap of shingle beuneath a
ledge of the chalky cliff from which heappearsd
o have slid in an ineffectual attempt fo gain a
footing. It was some considerable time before
the miserable Marie could nerve herself to draw
nearer ; but when she summoned courage to
approach, and caught a glimpse of his eclosed
ayes and pain-contracted features, it was with a
;igspairing shriek that she flung herself upon

1,
“ 3Te is dead,” she wailed, “and I, who loved
him in spite of all, T am his murderess! Oh,
Teaven ! be pitiful, and let me die too! Life
ivill be an agony too hideous to bear! But no
~—no3 I do not deserve such mercy! I musé
ekpiato my crime, and I will. Here will I stay
till e iy soueht for, and those who come and
bpar him to his grave shall seize and carry me
%o my prison.”’
. But now the arms that had been thrown over
Tord Esselyn’s head asif firsb upraised in efforts
%%Esave himself by grasping at the air, and had
boen partially concealing his face from Marie’s
sight, suddenly twined themselves about, the
distressed girl, and clasped her 4o the heart on
which she was weeping. Ve IR

Dismay and shame seized her as sho félt Ler-

self thus imprisoned. He lived; ¢

unconscious—nay, he was who %@iﬁg% q%
had been feighifnyg iusé'nsi.bxlity.x{ 4t ho mi

a.né se himself with her grief.

$he began to struggle dosperately to,
self; but shoe could not prggﬁ 3
ing hor brow ; sho could not release 1
hé‘hﬁdvtendejr_’!y whispered :

< Thon

Wi b owulte of o

you do love me, in spite of your
cruelby! Ah, Marle, I knew
roally angry with me. I know you. di
tend to push me over tho cliff, and o
neyer speak of it again; 1o one shall
3 bub only on con- |
thoso tears away,

you could not by
o i

it happened. Do you
magant P  You are o;’gzypé
dition that you lot me kiss
aud promise——" o oo
.. She would not be éo‘n};;
By o violent effort she
ombrace, and th Ty

fel

i & ozasois aand agiﬁgia! :

had not despised you ]
panied, ¢ Eaé‘@nmgﬁ Wwou ”% ufficiont to
malke you detestable in, my 1 My womanly

re

Wo will {,
go s il |
HiEtts tar. |

‘&,Wﬂith growing uneasiness that she ex-
B4

g

1. 30 _;e,tc oked “,Bc‘gsei'f in dgi;lfu'sigga, blut 51%9
£ould not help growing very pale as tho thonght
crossed hor that, after all, he might not have

could be assigned for leaving Lady Vivien so
suddenly. ; :

“ Why should T fly?” she was presently
asking herselfs T came to England for a pur-
pose whioh I have not snctseded in fulfilling,
becausy I, have grown scrupulous aﬂ% faint-
hearted. I am a,ﬁm‘maa of myself I’ sha went
o, clenching her hands angv frowning at tho
pea,utifﬁl face her glass re ,eeté&., % When\,;
started, I resolved to put myself aside—to have
no likes, no dislikes, no hopes, no wishes that
were not connected with my errand ; yet the
first obstacle thrown in my way daunbed me,
and because my lord the Harl has a wintning
tongue and a fair, frank visage, and would
amuse himself with & firbation—he means no
more—I hesitate, and suffer myself to be swayed
by feelings for which I blush! No, I will not
go hence!” she protested. “I will let him
think thal I am as easily duped as ho fancies
me; bub ib shall be only that I may turn the
tables upon him the more quickly! A little
while, and Aymer, the most noble Harl of
Esselyn, shall never be able fo hear my name
spoken without gnawing his lips and drooping
his head, lest any should guess how complately
a weak girl has ontwitted him 1’

Marie had by this time worked harsclf into

such an elated frame of mind, that she conld
uﬁ o to go to rest, and forget her troubles
till the morrow ; and, though she had imagined
that to vslee_pva.ﬁ'.er what she had gone through
would be impossible, towards dawn her eyes
closed, and she did not wake again till a maid
came to summon her to the presence of her
young mistress. Startled to find it so late, sho
made a hasty toilet, and hurried to her lady’s |
roow.
_.,She found Lady Vivien in dressing-gown and
slippers, her hair loose, ag if she, too, had
risen from her bed in great haste, standing
by the window peeping between the ourtains.
She turned round on hearing Marie enter, and,
withoub listening to her apology for being o
er attendance, asked, abruptly :

.o Did t,\ou see anything of the Earl after we
went to the concert last evening P What time
i eburn from his walk P’

1Y

ig second question was more easily answored

than the first. :
;. S 1 svent to my room ab so early an hour, thab
: q;»( not know.when my lord re~eutere(i the
house., Bhall I inquire of the servants for my
18y o .
T wish
§ been he

you would. The Countess’s m@iil
i : o with ggg’!}. 1, s%m;;lgé i;a‘.léi th&fﬂ
eel quite uneasy. . She assorts that my brother
%ﬁbeen g.%:ent RHHSET o J; W b
mer’s safely ha

4ria .mt.t’:{"éw it

. Nobt a misgiving as to A:
Zﬁ grto enterged the mind of

. Mot lere ! Nob roburnod! Impossible! s
vsq;m ¢t sauf when T—"

,80_wholly unhurt as she had imagined.

“ Aymer never has failed in proper respect to
you, madam !’ the Earl’s sister proudly re-
torted. “Ho would not intentionally remain
away for a whole night without sending an
oxcnso for the delay, and an explanation of it.’”
" You are always ready with excuses for his
conduot,” she was fretfully told. *“ As to any
respectful treatment from either of you I never
look for it ; and, therefore, it does not surprise
me to learn that ho has absented himself, for
the purpose, doubtless, of keeping some dis-
graceful appointment, or—"1

Bub she was interrupted wWith Vivien’s pase
sionate : Bh2 f” 3s

“ Madam, how dare you!-—and to ma, his
sister! That ho is not free from fawlts T am
very well aware; but no one shal'l bring allega-
tions against him in my hearing that they
have no evidence to support!”’

“1 have dome,” said the Countess, with tlie
resignation of a martyr. “IMy remarks are
always met in this spirit. I
testily any anxiety respecting
say you are in his seorots,
swhy I am éi%mi%d» to this annoya

Jkept up

friend’s servants gh{::l lgil,jﬁb_my A
b al

rest broken, besi ck 1o nmiy ne
] i;if}"a’“ that he has

when I am aroused
not pub in an ap

Ifarie shrank
lady emerged from V
unseen with her doub ! T ol

“ It is as I feared,” she murmured to herself ;
“ he lies where I left him, and I—1I who am tho
guilty cause of all ‘xm;a% proclaim where ho is
to be found, Oh! heartless coward that I am,
why do I hesitate when his life is at stake? 1t
must, it shall be done ”.

Vithout pausing lest her courage should
again fail her, she walked firmly and quickly
into Vivien’s presence, bub ere she could utter
a word, a_sue the shrill moreams
Cressida was t  forth when anything
terrified her, was nd '“Qﬁi’ey sho
and her lady clung 6 i {

§er

o

] 1 N AR
gbhihd% curtain as bhe splenctic
vien’s room;and wrestled

lady clun 6 each obher, afraid £o aslk
or oven bo think what fearfal Sght Lad seoron

those ories,
~ CHAPTER XXXVIL
PREPARING FOR MY LADY'S TRIUMPHS,
Nor till & voice in the hall below was heacd

saying, sarnestly, “ No, 1o, not dead, I assure
Vivien or Marie feel able to stir, or comprehend
%l’ mush %o Aymer the stranger was
stairs, an rie followed, in time 10 ses somo
boatmen, y the insensible Rarl into the

on s, only. ,,_mno%,lexhaj;sted!” did either
foe

h"i;.k’

spegking. fime ctobis moane s

"Yhon tis Hikions sistor g dowm tho

breakfnst-room, whero he was laid on a couch,

whils ¢ 3 surgeon, who had accompanied him,
explained to the trembling Vivien all he know
concerning her brother’s condition. .

_ An_ early riser himself he had been on his
way to a secluded nook %ﬁmd g0 in & bath,
when he was accosted by one of the boatmen,
who begged him to hurry to a spot ho indicated,

horror of the crime 1 § g d I hiad committed | Sk > romombered the constrained attitude in | In rowing along the shore, he or 18 mate had
has made me say what, I now pqugﬂk to be v 1o was lying when she first discovered | canght sight of what looked 1iké a heap of
untrye. Dea.d;,»_! ;nl%i‘g k& 6 reraembered p{;g whero g ‘g:\d allen, and how he had made no | male garments, and on landin Inspect it thoy
your virbues ; living, T will always hate you wif % 60 1igo and follow her as, with bitter | had discovered Aymer, whom they recoguised
all the strenﬁh of a heart tha’ never has, and 08, sho hurried away. , o | as_the pleasant-spo ounz gentleman who
noyer can, acknowledge you its masber!” = ﬁ,;_ ) 0 @ me that it is impossible | had often stopped d rambles to chat
Turning swiftly away, she climbed the steps, | can ] '(é% fallen him, for your looks | with them. . e ;
aud harried baek to Bonchirch, re, she | o ch your words!” cried Vivien, impa-| A glance into the in the Wirl’s vest
arrived 5o pale and dep iy ab :{wﬁhmk.a with mo, | enablod the sux 2 in 1ot only tho
Esselyn’s own maid, though ap 5 %e omo_torrible cause for his ab- | name but tl J s5 of ;ii"s patient
at the more graceful attendas 0 i3 soadventurons, Ah! who knows |and under his superint _ Aymer wag
for onoe, kind and_considera but, that ho may bo lying, at this very moment, | immediately conveyed homo. Before ho awolka
that j‘a‘,ym}%: Y;en%hwo%, b 0t of somo crag from which lis incau- | from the stupor info which pain and exposure
far, she brought hi %in_e tea, and advise E 8 las precipitated him. Go at once | had thrown him, he had been earried to his oy
to go to bed, saying thab ; %wv d herselt give g liscover which way he went, and then como | room; and the iﬁ eon sabisfied himself—ang
Lady Vivien such small aftendanco as sho | and help mo dress, that I may myselt diroot & trei‘maﬂmen,% axiohy with the tidings—thot
would b likely to require. hfor him!? g | a dislocated ankle and Sigédw brifling contusions

Marie thankfnlly acted on the advice, and
shuf horself, in_her chamber ;. not fo sleep, cer.
taiﬁl&,egﬁt 1o roproach herself for the frenzy of
passion that might have ended in consoquences
100 _serious to be dwelt upon without o thrill of

1orrer, and humble herself Before the merciful |

Providence that had frustraled the deed o -
rashly committed.

Of Tord Esselyn she could not think withoub
losing pabience; for she told herself that his
conduct was unmanly in tho extreme. IFor a
while, 8o great was her indignation, that she
resolved never to look upon him again; and,
opening her trunk, bagan hurriedly folding and
aying her clothes within i, intending to duit
Bonchurch as soon as it was light euough to
permit of her departure. :

. Buta little reflection inducad hier to rescind
this debermination,, She had no dasive to pro- |
vole remark by any ecoentricity of eondnot ;
noither wag ghe prepared with @ reason that

j ﬁ‘le grasped at the back of a ¢
orse,

soarc
Bu

and

1f, and Vivien, peevishly wishing sizo wot
Not, BE 56 Kolpless ot whoh, Helks e 5
wantbed, was searching for hor aromatic vinegar,
the Countoss came i

m, i T
Mario contrived to roach the door, and ‘.’Jha
down on a chair outside, where she sat, leaning
her head against the wall, and struggling with
the deadly faintnoess that had taken possession of
her; while Lady Esselyn repeated and com-
monted on what she liad heard, and Vivien

hastily dressed unaided, . A oL
“Its mo use exciting yoursell, child!” said
tho Countess; “T haye no doubt that we have
Hot tho sinallest causo for alarm. Young men
ax0 fond of frightening their female relafives—
it makeg tligm of dmportance: and Aymer wiil
only ridicule us for being uneasy bocatss lie
hias beon absont a few hours longer than wo

expoegied.”’

oponed his eyes, and b

gazo rested

assisted in the efforts made

wore all the injuries her brother had receiy
_ Still 1o assurances could wholly remov?)d%ho
otionabo sister's apprehensions, till Aymor

0l bogan to 160k around him
g like rgngz;monp the familiar
most the first pereon on whom his
was Marle. The voice of hor mis-
tress had summoned her into the room, and
with a heavier pain at her heart, a deeper
anguish than Vivien was enduring, she had
Q 1o revive him.

As his gazo rested upon her sho shrank back,

arge drops slowly coursing down her pale
cheeks, He satw thoso tears, aud held oub his
hand, saying, faintly:

“ Don’t be unhappy abonb me; I am nob
much hurt—I am not, indesd.” :

“ H6 mistakes you for hio,” twhisyéred Vivien,
com‘iﬂifdr%arﬂ and clagping Between her ¢yn
the hand hier maid daved not towch, * I an tore,
Aywoer, Do yoti not lnow mie yet P and HMario

e
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availed herself of the opportunity to make her
escape.

For some days Lord Esselyn was really ill
and foverish, but afterwards his recovery was
rapid, and he merrily protested that he should
be well before his nurses had had time to gét
tired of the task of waiting on him. , . ¥

How his. injuries were. received he nover
attempted to explain, and when Vivien, who
took the trouble to visit the place whore, he was
found, expressed her surprise _thaig he ’had
fallen from the steps which ‘were comparatively
so_easy to climb, ho contented himself with
reminding her that he always had beeil an un-
lucky fellow, finding danger where no ons else
ever discoverod it. He even listened with the
greatest meokness to the Countess’s strictures
on his ineonsiderate conductin scrambling about
like a seliool-boy; dnd: keeping lier and, Viva in
attendance upon hitm when they ought to be in
town preparing,fp the coming seagon.

As soon as a real obstacle occurred to prevent
it, Lady Hasselyn was all eagerness to be on the
wing for the metropolis, and ghe fretted and
murmured ab her enforced stay at Bonchurch,
till Aymer, who soon began to limﬁ about with
the aid of a stick, insisted that he was quite
equal to the journey. 3 fes

“1 do not think you are,”’ Viviem retorted.
“ Why not remain here u little longer, and ask
your Fides Achates, Sir Innis, to come and
share your solitude ? then mamma and I could
leave you without compunection,”

« Hatherfield did offer to come as scon as he
heard of my accident,” Aymer replied ; “but I
declined with thanks, for I like him too well to
expose him again to the snubs you ard the dear
mamma, infliot upon him.” i S

Vivien had to bite her lips to keep back the
torrent of bitter words thronging to them ; then
it was her brother’s fault he had not followed
her, and he doubtless imagined that it was with

or goncurrence his proffered visit was declined,
She made such an abrupt exit that Aymer had
to ring for a mervant to ¢ome and collest the
papers and periodicals her flight had scattered ;
and Cressida, meeting her on the stairs, came in
to ask confidentially what the Earl could have
done t6 make Viva look 8o dreadfully strange.

Under these circumstances, no one regretted
that Aymer persisted in declaring that he was
able to travel, and a telegram, announcing their
coming, to the servants at the Esselyn town

ouse in Belgravia, was promptly despatohed.

Not once had the young Earl seen Marie since
that forgiving hand was held out to her on the
morning after his fall. He kneiw that it was by
her his books and writing materials were so
deftly arranged every moming; ~and the
cushions of his reclining chair placed so as to
give him all the support and rest he still needed.
1t was Marie, too, who, on hearing that he com-

lained of the messes sent up by the woman
gngaged pro tein. to ack as cook, descended to
the kitghen, and not only devised dishes, such as
oniy a Frenchwoman is supposed to be capable
of ‘concocting, but sent up the tray with his
luncheon or dinner so tastefully adorned with
flowers that his eye was gratified as well ag his

ough always eagel to devote herself to his
Service, she carefully avoided his presence, till
he wearied to behold her. He even racked his
brain to find excuses for requiring trifles from
his sister’s desk or jewel-box, which Vivien
would ring for her maijd to bring to him ; but
arie, as if divining his motives, generally con-
trived to delegate the task to another, aud
remain invisible. ;
lowever, he consoled himself with the thought
that she could not always avoid him, and was
telling himself that a time must come when he
could insist on knowing of what she aceused
him, as he limped one morning into the break-
fast-room at an earlier hour than usual.

It was,ﬂﬁﬂdy appointed for the journey to
town, and »aﬂ%msydrrmmng gome cards for
the luggage, when the entrance of the Harl
made her start up to hurry away. But ere sho
could re%o;h a door opposite the one by which he
entered, he had dr?pped the cane, with which he
sustained_himself, and seemod in danger of
falling, She flew o hig assistance, and when,
with her aid, ho_was safely seated in his chair,
she was detained by his gentle grasp of herarm,
until she ventured ab last to glance at him.
Yos, ab last she saw how wan, how weak the
sufferings he had endureﬁ 50 brgvely had made
him, and shuddered as_she gazed. -

Ono swift look, and all pride, all reserve,
thrown aside, she was on her knees beside h&{”:
weeping bitterly, and praying bim to Wfrh"g
her, 1fe had eudured go mnch, and yéb he ha
spared her! =

“Tndeed I thought you wers unhurb,” sho
sobbed, * 1T could not have loft you stretched on

| ghe beheld at Waterloo was Sir Tunis
{fleld, and she impetaously bove down tho

the rocks, tortured with pain, exposed to the

chill winds of the night, had I known how |

helpless you were! I have been your enemy.
I have disliked, nay, despised you ; but I wasnot
capable of & revenge so cruel, so heartless as
this would have been. Oh, say that you believe
me ! that you aequit moeof malice so unwomanly
and 50 deliberate !”” . ;

o Be calm, pelile,” ho answored, earnestly,

I have never cherished a reproachful thought
of you. There is ome frighttul mystery at the
root of the strangs, and I will venture to say
causeless; prejudices you try to cherish, ~ With-
out your aid I cannot fathom this mysteéry or
exonerate myself. Why not; then, be frank; and
say what has led you to doubt and despise fie;
and lét me have a chanés of ¢onvineing you of
my innocence ¢’

“If you could do this——Bub it is imposs
sible. I'did not comé hers till I had assured
myself beyond a doubt that I was justified in
so doing.”

“You were grepgred todislilie me, and yet you
came to live beneath my roof!” he exclaimed,
regarding her with reproachful agtonishment.
“Nay, you said just now that you are my
enemy ; then your motives for coming to us
were motives that disgrace you !” s

Her cheék grew crimson, and she drew horself
up haughtily ; but only to let her head droop on
her bosow in shame.

“You are right. My reasons for aceepting
the situation I hold reflect no credit on me. Yet
I did not think so when I first proposed to do
80. I felt no compunction when I promised my-
self that I would eitheér find some way of making
You suffer as you have made another suffer, or
put it out of your power to boast of your base-
ness.”

“ Of whom aire you apeaking P’ asked Aymer,
uneasily. “I will not deny that while 1 was
abroad I committed many follies; but none
that have troubled my conscience much,”

¢ I do not doubt that;’’ was the bitter retort.
“Men of your stamp break hearts to amuse
themselves, and saying ‘we meant no, harm,’
pass on without inquiring what has befallen the
poor butterfly they have crushed.”’

*¢ Marie, as I hope for Heaven, I have never
yet said in sober earnest to living woman ¢ I love
you!” A passing flivtation, a few jesting com-
pliments, or a kiss snatehed from willing lips,
are all of which I have to aceuse myself.”

“ Who told you I spoke of wrong done to one
of my own sex? Was it that conscience whose
promptings trouble you so little?
thus you justify yourself ? Is it not asI have
said—the poor girl who listens to your tender
whispers and devoutly believes that you mean
what you say, will surely rue it her life long ?
The vows she treasures and trusts, youw speak of
a8 passing flirtations, and the jest of the hour.”

“ Your ate terribly severe in your judgment,”’
said Aymer, flushing and wincing. * Yet I say
again that you are taking an exaggerated view
of any follies I may have eommibteg in the past.”

“I wish I dave beliéve you!” Marie mur-
mured. ‘““Bub no; it is because your memory
is treacherous, and the past is no longer re-
membered, that you speak thus.”

“On my soul, Marie,” was the eager reply,
“ your good opinion is 8o precious to me, that
I woull rather lay baro every weakness of
which I have bgen guilty, than wilfully de-
ceive you, - Toll moe my fault, and by the
Heaven above us, I will do all that lies in my
power to atone for it |”’ :

“ Ma’m’selle,” said a servant, putting his
head in at the door, “Tady Vivien’s bell has
rung twice, and the Countess’s maid is inquiring
for you.”

“I go,” said Marie, refusing to  gee. the
entreating gesture of Aymer, who would have
detained her still. But on the threshold she
looked back with uplifted hand to say: “ I will
remember your vow, and claim its fulfilment
before the summer has wholly waned!”’

Her mysterious speeches and reproaches kept
Aymer’s mind so fully oceupied all day, that he
answered the questions of his sister and the
Countess at random, and was so unusually silent,
that by the time they reached town Vivien was
seriously uneasy, imagining as ghe did that the
fatigue of crossing of the Solent and subsequent
olting on the railway had tried him more than

Qm &%ﬂfésa, \
he- - searcely refrain from ubtering an
audible “ Thank HMeaven I’ whon tho first mg‘son
ather-

Countess’s frigid objections | bli

when their o‘ifi ier‘?vjiim‘b we;: :tr %1;!;%:? s
“Bir Innis will assizt Aymer, and take betber

care of him than James or Rebert,” sho oried,

impulsively ; ““so we gladly resign him into

more skilful hands than our own., Pub vour

And is it|so

 might not have to keep it.

charge into the carriage;, Sir Innis, and away
with him., We will follow when this mountain
of luggage has Been eounted.”

Hor look was even more urgent than her
words, and the baronet obeyed, leaving her to
listen to the complaints of the Countess, who
strongly reprobated an atrangement that com
pelled her and COressida to. drive to Belgrave
Squdre in & cab, followed by Vivien and her
maid in another,

“ Not that I minded it & bit,”’ Cressida €on.
fided to Sir Innis, when, after having a téte-d-téte
with Aymer in hisdreéssing-rooni, and reading him
to sleep, he deseended to join the ladies. * You
see I could not hear what the dear Countess said
for the jolting and rattling, so I only had to nod
my head now and then ; and it was soamusing to
geo how Mr. Douceby stared when I waved my
hand to him as he §tood on the stéps of his chib.
I suppose I ought not to have done that, for the
Countess was shocked, and pulled me back so
guddenly that we knocked our heads together;
and ghe would have sceldéd we well if the blow
had not loosened hér teeth, so that she eould not
speak till théy were pat to fights again.”’

“1 wish you would coime and lielp me to look
over theése patterns, Cressy love,” ecried Lady
Hsselyn, who divined that the young lady was
making unnegessary revelations to their gwest,
and in another moment the baronet found liime
self eomparatively alone with Vivien.

It was for the first time since he had permitted
her to divine that he loved her, and her heart was
beating faster than usaal, though she played
With her fan, and appeared quite at her ease;
only her eyes were riveted on the jewselled toy
in her fingers, instead of meeting his, and ler
lips wore the stereotyped smile they had for
socieby, not the sweet, frank one he had loved
to see upon them,

“ You think Aymer is looking very ill?” gha
observed, plunging into conversation. “Yes;
although he has made light of his injuries, I am
afraid they have weakened him sadly. It has
been dull for him too, poor fellow, for feminine
companionship does not always satisfy mascu-
line requirements.”’ g .

“Aymer must haye found it more pleasant
than you appear to think, for he refused my
offer to join him at Bonchurch,” Sir Innis
replied. e

* Perhaps,” said Vivien, with a slight yet
bitter emphasis in her words, “he may have
thought that in waiting te be asked to come,
you proved that you.had no real desire to do

¢ Did Aymer’s sister think this?’
Vivien was silent till the question was re.
peated. y

“ Must I answer you? Well, then, some such
theught did pass through my mind. I had been
so—foolish shall I say P—ag to cherish a faney
that we should see Sir Innis Hatherfield at Bon-
chureh.” 5

‘“ After tacitly giving me to understand that
I should not be welcome? Vivien, you went.
there to avoid me, You repented your promise
to give me & patient hearing, and fled that you

0%, Do you think I am
mean-spirited enpugh to force you to hear me

“Pray do not take such a very earnsst tone,”
said the young lady, playfully. “We were two
silly children that day—do you remember how
babyish I was P—and I am sure it was very kind
of me to retreat and give you time for reflect-
tion.

But Sir Innis could not be persuaded to
imitate her gay persiflage, and his reply was a
very grave one: . .

“Then yon faneied thq.t I spoke on the im-
pulse of the moment? It is true that I have too
deep o sense of the greatness of the sacrifices
I swas ahout to demand from you not to feel
that I ought not to have addressed you in haste ;
bub, on the other hand, let mo fell you that
those words would _ha.ve been spoken sooner if
I had not seen that it would have been useless.””

“ You speak of sacrifices! Really, Sir Innis,
this is rather alarming!” cried Vivien, her
playful manner Stra,nge](,{y ab variance with the
manly and intense earnestuess of his. “Pray
give me some idea what they would be. Should
I be expected to cut off m% hair, renotnce my
inordinate fondness for the best Parisian gloves
and bottines, and promise not to patronise that
much-abased Worth? Bat no, you shall not
answer any of these important questions till
you have told me why you did not coms to Bon-
church.” jats SHE B ron sk

“ You know this already ; because you tacitly
forbade it. I saw that you wished to have tiu,
and [ could wait.” :

 And very patiently ib appears,”” sho observed,
with a pout.

*No, Vivien, not pabienfly, oxa b when I
reminded myself that it wad ouly by deferting
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to all your reasonable wishes that I could hope
to win you.”’

His tenderness was beginning to rob her of
seme of her self-control, yet she laughed as she
gaid :

“Oh! monsieur, you are too obliging. Did
you never say to yourself sometimes maidens
fly to test the strength of their attractions, and
to ascertain whether they are considered worth
the trouble of following ?*’

“No, I did not think this,”” answered Sir
Innis; “or if the thought had entered my mind
I should have dismissed it as unworthy of you
as well as of myself. I should have said Vivien
St. Orme has too noble g spirit to descend to
the frivolous coqueteries to which weaker
women resorb.”’

- “ But my sex like to see their power acknow-
ledged,” said Vivien, hanging her head a little
consoience-stricken.

“ Did I not acknowledge yours when I asked
you to hear me say how very dear you were to
me? I am an unpracticed wooer, for never till
I knew you haye I felt how poor, how unsatisfy-
ing my life will be unless it is shared by—""

He could not finish his sentence for his blush-
ing, agitated auditor had suddenly started from
her chair and was flying across the drawing-
room, orying, ‘ Help, Sir Innis—help! Oh!
save her—save her!” and Cressida and Lady
Esselyn added their shrieks and exclamations to
Vivien’s.

[To be continued.]
The Queen of the Season” commenced in No. 676 and
Part CLXVI.

RETURNING A FAVOUR.

A TINKER was travelling in a country town;
and, having traversed many miles without find-
ing anything to do, he stopped, weary and
hungry, at a tavern. Here he got inte conversa-
tion with a glazier, to whom he related his
troubles. The latter sympathized with him
deeply, and, telling him he should have a job
before long, advised him to go to his dinner and
eat heartily. The tinker took his advice, ate
his 1, and when he returned to the tap-room he
was overjoyed to hear that the landlord required
his services to mend a lot of pans and ketfles
which had suddenly sprung a leak.” The
tinker at once set to work, accomplished the
task, received a liberal sum in payment, and
started on his way rejoicing. Upon reaching
the outside of the hense he found the glazier,
who said : ;

“Well, you see I told you the truth. I pro-
oured you a job of work, and how do you ¢ ink
I accomplished it ?”’

“T am sure I cannot tell,” replied the tinker.

T will tell you,” rejoined the glazier. “ You
told me you were weary, hungry, and dinnerless.
I knew the landlord was well off, and doing a
good business; and so I watched the oppor-
tunity, and started a leak in every utensil I
could get hold of.”

The tinker, with many thanks and a heart
full of gratitude, resumed his journey. But he
had not proceeded many yards before hereached
the village church, when a brilliant idea strucl
him—the glazier had befriended him ; he woul
befriend the glazier. The church, he thought,
could afford to bear a slight loss in a good
cause ; so, taking a position where he could not

o seen, he riddled every window in the edifice
with stones, and then, highly elated with his
exploit, he retraced his steps to notify to phe
glazier that he would speedily have a very 1m-
portant job.

“Sir,” said he, I am bappy to inform you
that fortune has enabled me to return the kind-
ness I received from you an hour since.”’

“ How 80 ?” asked the glazier, pleasantly.

“T have broken every pane of glass in the
church,” answered the tinker; “and you, of
course, will be employed to put them in again.”
-« The glazier’s jaw fell, and his face assumed a
blank expression as he said, in a tremulous tone :

“You don’t mean that, do you?”’

“ Qertainly,” replied the tinker; ¢ there’s not
a whole pane of glass in the building. *One good
turn deserves another,” you know.” |

“Yes,” answered the glazier, in despair;
“but, you scoundrel, you have ruined me; for I
keep the church windows in repair by the year.”

A THOUGHTLESS person is of mnecessity a
coarse and eelfish one. ‘When people do
wrong to their neighbours, and give pain un-
necessarily, to say, I did not think puts for-
ward no plea for tolerance, but is rather a
reason for condemnation, and an additional peg
on which to hang a sermon of rebuke. They
should have thought; there is no good reason
why th-y did not think ; aund, if they did not,
then tiuey did wrong, and wrong is always wrong
and reprehen|

GRAINS OF GOLD.

‘WaAT thou seest, speak of with caution.

NexT to 2 man who can answer a question
thoroughly is the man who can ask it clearly,

THE more any one speaks of himself the less
he likes to hear another talked of.

Wz see wsth pain how frequently a husband
or wife is quick-sighted to see faults or mistakes
in one another which would not be noticed in a
friend or acquaintance. This ought not so to
be. Those who are to walk through life t ogether
should be slow to find faults and quick to see
and recognize a deed well done, however simple,
for love’s sake, and also for the good such
examples can do the young under their care,
who are 8o easily influenced, and that there
ma(.iyg)e no bitter repentance for their reaping by
and by.

““ PROBABLY the mosteconomical, pleasant,and
proﬁts.ble employment for leisure is reading ; it
is a safe investment, upon which we may as-
suredly calculate our profits upon the prin-
ciple of compound interest. And, when we
reach that stage at which the eyes shall have
grown too dim for the open page before us, we
can still revel in the delights of memory, when
the treasures we have accumulated in the after-
office-hours of ‘our youth shall gladden the
otherwise tedious days of illness or old age.”

IN THE ARBOUR.

‘WHAT would you say, my darling, if I took your hand
in mine ?

‘Would you chide me for my daring if I placed my
lips to thine ?

Suppose my arm, in searching for a quiet resting
place,

Should forget what it was doing, and steal about
your waist ;

‘Would you bid me quick remove it, or would you let
it be ?

Thus spake the modest little maid: * Suppose you
try, and see.”

I took her willing hand in mine, I placed my lips to
hers,

And then my growing boldness overcame my foolish
fears,

And I turned my arm around, around her shrinking
waist,

And smiled to see the blushes that came trooping in
her face.

And she did not say remove it, nor show the slightest
wrath, %

Although she started slightly at a fgotfall on the
path,

What would you say, my darling, if a question I
should ask ?

Would you answer it, providing I agreed to share the
task ? )

Suppose I should beseech you to illume my lonely
life

‘With the brightness of your presence—well, in short,
to be my wife;

Would you look with scorn upon me ? would you be
reserved or free P

Her cheek grew brighter as she said : * Suppose you
ask, and see.”

I asked her, and her sparkling eyes no longer fell
‘neath mine ;

She raised them ; in their depths I saw a light almost
divine.

The fitful erimson in her cheek, the snowy, trembling
hand,

Dispelled my doubts as autumn winds the rustling
leaves disband ;

T asked her, and she answered; but her words rn
not repeat, |

Suffice to say my happiness by them was made com-

plete.
E. L. T.

THE SWANBILL CORSET, sold by Mrs. Add}e{
Bourne, of 37, Piccadilly, is an article W_h!ﬁ
ladies inelining to stoutness will find especial ly
useful during the present fashion of rcbes col-
lante, The illustration in the anpouncement on
tho Advertisement Sheet of this Journal will
show the peculiarity of the (Corset, to which &
deep belt is added, which has the effect of reduc-
ing and rendering the figure more slight and
elegant without undue pressure or tight-lacing.
These Corsets are of avery good cut and quality,
and have more bones than the ordinary make of

Corsets,

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

Or all honourable {)rofessions, that of the
surgeon is pre-emiently the one for men of
probity.

SprAKING of dancing, a clergyman hits the
nail on the head with the remark that * people
usually do more evil with their tongues than
with their toes.”

Tar best that a broken-hearted country
editor could ask was, “ Why is love like a Scotch
plaid P’—¢ Because it is all stuff, and often
crossed.”

“1p I am so unlucky as to have a stupid son,”’
said a military officer, “I would certainly make
him a parson.”’ A clergyman, Who was in the
company, calmly replied : ‘‘You think differ-
ently, sir, from your father.”

“ ANNA, dear, if I should attempt to spell
Cupid, why could I not get beyond the first
syllable?”  Anna gave it up, Wwhereupon
William said : *Beocause when 1 come to ¢ u,
of course I cannot go further,” Anna said she
thought that was the nicest conundrum she had
ever heard.

AT a weekly meeting a strait-laced man and
most exemplary deacon submitted a report in
writing on the destitute widows who stood in
need of assistance from the congregation. “ Are
you sure, deacon,”’ asked another sober brother,
“ that you have embraced all the widows ?”’ He
said he believed he had. :

A NoVEL mode of advertising for a wife has
been adopted by- an_inhabitant of a provineial
town. A photograph of the gentleman is placed
in the window of a shopkeeper, and underneath
is the following notice:—* Wanted, a female
ccf)ﬁmpanion to theabove. Apply at the Guardian
office.”

A wmAIDEN lady said to her little nephew,
‘ Now, Johnny, you go to bed early, and always
do 8o, and you’il be rosy-cheeked and handsome
when you grow up. Johnny thought over thisa
few minutes, and then observed : “ Well, aunty,
you must have sat up a good deal when you
were young.”’

A RATHER gloomy bon moé¢, which promises
to be historical, marked the recent American
trial of Miss Wharton, for the alleged poison-
ing of General Ketchum. ‘A doctor should
be able to give his opinions without mistakes,”
said the Attorney-General.—* Heis as well able
as a lawyer,” replied Dr. Warren.—*“A doctor’s
mistakes are buried six feet under ground,”
said the lawyer.—‘ And a lawyer’s are some-
times hung six feet above it,”’ replied the doctor.

Josr Binpinas’ ApmorisMs.— The grate
fight iz fust for bread, then butter on the bread,
and then sugar on the butter. The grate secret
ov popularity iz to make everyono satisfied with
himself first, and afterwards satisfy him with
yu. The unhappiness of this life seems prin.
cipally to konsistin gitting everything we kan
and wanting everything we hain’t got. I hay
finally cum to the konklusion that the best
epitaff enny man kan hav, for all praktikal pur.
poses, is a good bank account.

A rEW days ago the inl}abitants of a_country
town were filled with conjecture at the following
sign painted in large capitals on the front of a
house recently fitted up and repaired :—* Mrs
Brown, Dealer in all sorts of Ladies,” All was
consternation. _Inquiry was instantly set on
foot as to who this. Mrs Brown might be, but
no one could tell. She was a stranger in the
town. On the third morning the mystery was
unravelled. _The house-painter returned to
finish his work, and concluded by adding “and
Gentlemen’s Wearing Apparel.” N.B.—Painters
should finish one job before beginning another !

Minp AND HEALTH.—The mental condition
has far more influence upon the bodily health
than is generally supposed. It is no doubt true
that ailments of the body cause depressing and
morbid conditions of the mind; but it is no less
true that sorrowful and disagreeable emotions
produce disease in persons who, uninfluenced by
them, would be in sound bealth—or, if diseaseis
not produced, the functious are disordered. Not
even physicians always consider the importance
of this fact. - Agreeable emotions set in motion
nervous currents, which stimulate blood, brain,
and every part of the system into healthful
activity ; ‘while grief, disappoiniment of feeling,
and brooding over present sorrows or past mis-
takes, depress all the vital forces. To be phy-
sically well one must, in general, be hagpy. The
reverse is not always true; one may be hapgy
g.ngl cheerful, and yet be a constant sufferer in

ody.
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NOT LOV.ED, YET WEDDED.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘GWYN.”

CHAPTER XXXII.
THE CONFESSION.

SocIETY’S sympathies were once more aroused
for the Earl of Lethrington. Was ever man so
unfortunate ? It seemed fate. His first wife
had been seized with brain fever at the wedding
breakfast ; and now, so brief a period after his
second union, his new bride was prostrated by a
low, dangerous fever. > ’

The on dit went that the Countess’s maid,
going to prepare her ladyship’s toilet for
dinner, had found the door locked. Retiring,
she had waited, until, surprised at not being
summoned, though the first bell had rung, she
had ventured to knock,

Receiving no rapl{, she had grown alarmed,
and des?atohed my lord’s valet to my lord with
the intelligence.

The Earl, having first himself tested the
maid’s assertion, had ordered the door to be
broken open, when Lady Lethrington had been
discovered extended on the carpet in a deqd
faint, whioh, notwitstanding the medical aid
summoned, and the restoratives applied, had
m:g:t‘i);e hours, finally giving place to feverish

Doctor Cullam stated that the signs were as
those observed when the nervous system had re-
ceived a very severe shock. The peril laid in
the chance of the patient succumbing to this
prostration for the lack of the physical power
or inclination to cast it off. Every care must
be taken ; it was absolutely imperative that her
Jadyship should be kept perfectly quiet. Fyen
it wonld be best did the Earl himself not visit
her much, as she must on no aceount be allowed
to tall, however she might desire.

But the Countess evidently had no such de-
sire. She made no attempt to speak to anyone,
not even her husband, whose vlsifa generally
were so very unfortunate as to be always when

s asleep.
Sh?‘ }Wéannot pma.ke it out,” the nurse once re-
marked : “her ladyship was awake five minutes
ago.” 2 ¢
gOn one occasion, though, at the risk of dis-
turbing her, Gerard could not refrain from

P S

“ GERARD, I HAVE DECEIVED YOU.”

stooping, and imprinting a kiss on her forehead.
He started back, fearing he had aroused her, so
violent a vibration had ran through her frame.

To Lucille, that kiss had been like the con-
tact of hot iron. She shrank from it in agony.

This apparent lethargy, from which nothing
seemed to ronse her, perplexed the physician.
Nevertheless, Luoille each day was approaching
nearer to convalescence.

It was when she had almost reached that
stage that she persisted in the nurse bringing
pens, ink, and paper, when she wrote as
follows :

“DEAREST GERARD,

“ However strange the contents of this
letter may appear, bear with it, I entreat you,
and grant me compliance. I am getting better
—much better ; but I must get well—quite well,
and speedil{; Your presence hinders this. It
excites my brain. Will you, then, mind refrain-
ing from coming, until I am stronger, and able
to be up, and speak to you ?

“ Ever yours,
e “LuociLLe.”

Sealing it, she ordered it to be given to the
Earl when he arose the next morning.

Ai may be concluded, he read it with wonder-
ment.

He recognised the possible wisdom of the re-
quest ; but he could not understand the affec-
tion that imposed it. Yet he knew that Lucille
loved him. :

Re-perusing the note, after the fashion of a
lover, he was also struck by its entire lack of
those terms a fond wife is in the habit of using
when addressing her husband.

Somehow the letter chilled his heart; never-
theless, he obeyed it, feeling, as she said, the
period of her recovery might rest upon his
acceding. So he wrote:

“My DARLING,

“ All shall be as you wish, though the
not seeing you is a deprivation I shsll find it
difficult to support,

“Yours devotedly,
“ My sweet wife,
= “ GERARD.”

Lucille shed bitter tears over that scrap of
paper. Still, she knew she must be firm ; that
now it would be wilful sin did she receive Gerar
as her husband, even if she took his hand again
before he knew all,

So she lay on her couch, slowly gaining
strength for the trying confession that had to
be made, while he, ill, restless, anxious, shut
himself alone in his study, ignorant of the fear-
ful blow in store for him.

A week of this separation ; then Lucille, con-
valescent, though not strong, determined to
deluv the moment no longer. Though she shrunk
from it, the suspense was equally insupportable.

Thus one morning, rising and being dressed,
she passed into her boudoir, from whence she
sent a message to the Earl that she would be
glad to see him.

He received the summons with delight, and
hastened to comply. As Lucille heard his ap-
proaching footsteps a deathly faintness seized
her; she sank back in her chair,pallid to the
lips. In her soft, white dressing-gown, and with
her hair brushed smoothly from her brow, she
looked like one prepared for the grave. Would
;he be able to gothrough with the trial awaiting

er?

Fagerly extending her hand for a glass of
restorative mixture she had had placed near,
she drank some with avidity. The effect was
magical to her nerves, nevertheless her appear-
ance was suoh as to thoroughly alarm the Earl
as he entered.

“ My dearest love !” he ejaculated, hastening
forward. “ Great Heaven! they have deceived
me ! Each morning they said you were getting
better. My poor Luciile.”

He would have stooped to kiss her—to clasp
her in his arms; but with a look of horror, a
sharp cry of fear, she thrust him back with both
her hands.

“No—no!” she exclaimed ; “mno, Gerard,
never again. Ah! you do not know. Heaven
help us two—may it pity you and forgive me !’

He drew back thunderstruck.

“Lucille!” he oried, ‘what is this?
repel me thus—you, my wife.”

““No, no!” she ejaculated, wringing her hands
in bitter agony. * Gerard, I must tell you all.
I must—I must! Ihave brought you here for
the purpose; but, oh, it is terrible !

Then, as he stood with perturbed amaze
bofore her, his brows contracted with pain and
dismay, dropping on her knees, burying _her

Yon

d | searlet face in her hands, she continued :

“Gerard, I have deceived you. With no evil
intent, as Heaven is my witness ; but it is so.
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Punishment surely follows sin, and mine has
come upon me. Gerard, I have sinned, and made
you sin, but in ignorance.”

““ Lucille I"” he interrupted, passionately, “ you
are torturing me—maddening me ! What is it
you mean ? I entreat you, speak !”’

“I will—I must !’ sobbed the unhappy woman.
¢ Gerard, for the love of Heaven’s charity, do not
in your first anger curse me—it would be my
death. Do not curse, for wilfully I am not
guilty. But——"" she hesitated, her fearful
revelation seemed to rend her graceful frame, as
some fierce subterranean fire tortures the beau-
tiful earth until it bursts forth, scattering
desolation around.

The Earl did not speak. What could he say ?
He felt stunned by this awful suspense, as ho
who waits the avalanche he may mnot eseapo.
Then in low, broken accents, yet fearfuuy dis-
tinet to the listener, came the words :

““ Before I met you—-I—1 had married another !
I believed, I was assured, my husband was dead 3
but, oh, Heaven !—he lives! I gaw him alive at
Burlington House !

Gerard uttered no word at first, only one lond,
startled ory, as, reeling back from the speaker,
he drepped paralysed, overwhelmed, into a chair.
Lucille; too terrified to meet his gaze, sobbing,
crouched lower, until her head rested on tho
ground, .

A silence ensued, a silence during which the
sensations of the husband and wife no pen could
have described.” Then tho Farl arose. Ho so
staggered, however, that he had to grasp tho
chair for support. His haggard eyes were
riveted on the woman at his feét, and when he
spoke, his tones were thick and iqdist}:inct, a3 ‘if
his tongue had lost the proper pawer of 's"f;eédh":

** This is some horrible nightmare!” he ex-
claimed. It must be. Lucille, a8’ you value
your honour and mine, confess if.””

* Would that [ counld—would that I dared!”
was the piteous moan.

“ Yoy cannot I ho cried; ¢ then it is true.
You wedded with me—you, tho wife of another.”

“Not knowingly, but in ignorance,” 'she
pleaded, passionately.” “QOh | “believo that "
thonght him dead, that he had'been drowned a
few months after our wmarriage. T saw in the
paper that his ship was wrecked by a eyélone
in the Indian Ocean, and that he was among
those who perished. Gerard, once I had
your love, it can, I am aware, be mine no
longer. Still, you know my nature. Do not,”
ghe implored, ‘‘ think me less innocent than I
am? My pain must exceed yours, for what
guilt there is is mine, Rather would I have died
than bronght shame on you; still I pray your
compassion, if it be no more than to hear my
gtory,T - o ;

She bowed hor forehead again to the floor in
touching humility. er outstretched hands
coming in contract with his foot, the slender
fingers clung round it like the tendrils of the
vine,

He was violently moved, Every limb shook.
He would have averted his eyes from tho pite~
ous gight of that prostrate figure, bat he could

not.

How he hadlovedher! Ah! how heloved her
still ! —hoew ho ever must ! Such an affection as
hig strikes its roots too deeply in the heart; ever
to be plucked forth, save with life. His noxh
words proved this. They came with a passion-
ate, soul-rending ery, as'if he were in his death
agony. His head inclined forward; his arms
flung out over her, he ejaculated :

“Oh, Heaven! Married—married to another,
and T so love you !”"

“Pity, pity!” sho moaned, creeping mnearer
until her forehead touched his foof. “Hear me,
and pity, Gerard ; my trial is heavy until death,
It will kill me.” i g 5

That despuiring ory recalled to him that ho
was a man, she a woman, weak, ill, loving. No,
did he live a huug’ired years he would never be-
lieve that intentionally she had wrought him
this woe, this dishonoyr, =~ -

Stooping, he raised and placed hor in & chair,
His clasp was gentle, but no longer that of a
husband. P .

# Composo yourself, Lucille,” ho £aid, violently
striving fo master his own emotion and to speak
steadily. “Yeos, I will hear you—I must: but
not yet. Wait a brief space; we both need
more calmness, Oh! that I had died before
this fearful knowledge,” 3

He broke from her, and crossing to the far
sido of the apartment, paced it with agitated
strides, 3

She watched him until the paroxysm of tears
blinding her, hid him from Lier view. It was
for {lim she felt most. Ifer prayer was inces-
sant.

* Morciful Hoayen supporh and comflort Lim 1”2
—alWays him and nover me, .

"The painful silence, broken only by the metallic
click of the timepiece, was broken, after ten
minutes’ space,. by Gerard. His countenance,
pale but rigidly calm, indicating the violent
self-control that was being practised, he ap-
proached, and, sitting on & couch a few feet
from Lucille, burying his face in his arms
folded on the scroll, he said :

¢ Lucille, I am ready. Can you tell me now #”’

“Yes !” she murmured, humbly.

“Do so; but I dare not look at
you spealk.”

A sigh rose to her lips, but she forced it
back, and, in faltering accents, told him hur-

you while

‘riedly, desperately ; ending thus :

“1 repeat, among the names of those who
perished in the wreck was that of Walter Sel-
wyn—my husband, Could I help but believe ?
‘Why should I have doubted ?”’

Ceasing, she bowed her head on her hands,
and waifed, trembling.
~ For a space the Earl did not speak, then:

“Does Lord Santyre know of this ?”’ he in-
quired.

* No, Gerard. Can you imagine it ?”’ she re-
plied, with gentle, timid reproach. ¢ Had he,
do you think I sheuld have kept the truth from
you P

But he interrupted her almost irritably :

* Why haye you kept it from anyone ?” What
is there in it that Lord Santyre and T should

not lvmave E’%ﬁ’}“‘ Y That it ; .
¥ , indeed ! That it was not unrevealed
was xicﬁ? tmy will but tﬂjj‘}fatbér’s. When :
antyre, visiting the" tectory, proposed “fo
adopt me, my father foarad that the knowledge
that'1 had been married, that I, so young,
was a widow, might cause him to retract his
offer, or, if not this, that the fact at ledst
might hinder my contracting so brilliant a
marriage as the Marquis declared was possible.
ten "1 was made acquainted. with Lord
Santyro’s kindness, I said at once that T must
reject it, or tell him everything—that I cotild
not benefit by his generosity, with my union
hidden ‘from his knowledge—that T could ‘not
refurn’ his kindness by the ingratituda of a de-
ception. ;"gleaded earnestly, and for the first
time my father and I quarrelled, or apprbaql.qu
a8 near to it as possible, for he was dying—yes,
dying.” Ah'! therein laid his power and my
weakness, otherwise I should have remained
firm. He argued with me, assuring me my
secrecy counld do harm to no one. Ho asked me
if I, his only child, whom he so loved, would
make his dying moments those of misery instead
of joy. That my future had been 'his soie
trouble ; that the Marquis’s offer had removed
this, and rendered him happy. I is beyond my
power to repeat the arguments he nsed. In
short, from my childhood I had been accustomed
to revere his slightest wish—to beliave all he
said was right; and now that he was being
taken from me—now that I saw the death-dews
gathering on his brow, and knew that my per-
sistence was shortening the few minutes he had
to live—I, ignorant of what consequences might
arise—forgetful of everything but him—caring
for nothing else, my hand in his, solemnly vowed
to reveal my marriage tono one on earth. What
I vowed while he lived, I could not, of my free
zivﬂl(,1 p;rea.k when the grave had closed over him,
ead.

“And this man, your husband, lives P cried

 the Earl, the fearful truth seeming o rush back

with still %reater force, and overwhelm him,
¢ It is he who can claim you, not I, Oh, Heaven !
ho was not drowned.” S

“He could not have been, for T saw bim ab
Burlington House,” was the reply, almost in a
whisper, X

“Were yon not mistaken ?
have been ?”’ ;

““ Impossible,”” she moaned,
firmed my eyes, which would have heen only too
ready to doubt. As gazed, like one who
beholds the dead, a friend addressed him, and
the namo he used was Captain Selwyn.”

* What would you have me do #”” demanded
the Earl, after a ‘pause, a fierce despair in his
agitated voice. ““Would you have me find this
man—would—-"" =

“Find him? Oh! no, no, no!” sho almost
shrieked, rising up quickly, her arms extended
as if repelling some awful vision. * " 'hongh we
must part, Gerard—yes, must part, for not to
now would be a sin—I cannot go to Walter
Selwyn. All my care must be to avoid his pre-
sence ; not to, also would be a sin, for I love
you; I do not him. I have been a wife to you,
never to him, Almost. at the altar where we
were married did we separate, never to look on
each other again until a few days ago. No! I
will fly abroad, anywhere, and hide my se]_f from
him, alone fo live with one solo hope in life, to
die !”

Might you not

“for my ears con-

Lord |

| Lady

* And society——"" he began.

“ Must know the truth, Gerard—for your sake
must know!” she exclaimed, prayerfully. *But
oh! not yet—not while I ain here. Let me fly
first. I could not bear to meet its glance of pity
or reprobation.”

“ And Lucille—"" he pansed 3 a violent convul-
sion ran through his frame; ‘afterwards, raising
his haggard eyes to hers, ha added, huskily,
“ our child "’ 5 i

She gave a great, sudden ery, and pressed her
thin hands to her temples." A purple tint
suffused her pallid face ; her eyes were wild and

dilated, :
“ Peace—peace I’ she shrieked. ¢ @erard,
| the thought is with me night and day—night

and day. It will drive me mad! Ohl that it
would ! Our child—our little unborn ghild |”

Her slender figure swayed, and be_fore the Earl
could save her she had fallen insensible upon the
carpet, i @ : %

As Gerard *prang forward to raise her, her
white, upturned face racalled to him the one he
had seen at the railway station.

He remembered the mysterious resemblanco,
Was it a resemblance ? "Were they one and the
same P :

He stepped back, possessed by a new horror,

Had Lucille not only once deesived him ; but was
sha yet doing g0 ¥ d

"For the first time he shrank from the woman
\ying wotionfess at his foet.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
THE TELEGRADM.

“A TBLEGRAM for you, signora. The boy’s
awaiting o seo if theer’s hany refurn mos.

sidge.”
~ The speaker was Jeames, in his morning
toilet. ﬁﬁ@ ‘though his 'g’bpfeous apparel was
aid aside pro tem, not so the stateliness of his
ordly ‘presence, nor his sweet, condescending
arbani g.' These ho wore dlways. The right
foot advanced, the thumb of his left hand in.
serted in the arm-hole of his waistcoat, his
head inglined graccfully towards his shoulder,
o regarded Maria patronizingly, admiringly,

curiously,

"“'Who could havo sent this young person a
telegram ¢ A lover ? Why, she hadn’t over had
a letter afore.”

The same wonderment, indeed, occupied the
Italian.

Who could send such a communication to
her? Involuntarily, on receiving it, she had ex-
claimed :

“ A telegram! For me!”

Then, much to Jeames’ annoyance, she had
turned towards tho window before removing the
envelope.

The words. within wero these :

“To MARIA SAPRONT, | From L. W,

“I have found you at last. Your fears were
unfounded. I guessthe truth, and must see you.
Burely you will not refuse me? I shall send a
carriage for you at two this afternoon. ‘Do not
deny me a meeting.”

Maria’s dark eoyes kindled with pleasure ag
she read ““ L. W.,” the initials could but be thoso
of one person—Lady Westbrook. Such a request;
could but come from her, She had divined why
her companion had fled, She approved too, or
why the intelligence that her fears wero un.
founded i

They were then to meet again. How her heart;
beat with joy. Informing Jeames that there was
no answer, she sat down and reflected upon hey
great delight. Of course she ought to go, Sho
loved Lugille too fondly to refuse her; besides,
there could beno fear of Lord Cecil after all thiq
time—over two years. Also Lucille wag 10
longer at Belgrave Square. Sho was g wife, and,
for her family’s sake, would keep the secraf of
the Italian’s residence from her congin,

Who can estimate the priceless joy a kind
word or expressed thought brings to'the friend.
Iess, but those who have experienced it P Nover
had Maria felt 5o happy,” The knowledge that
Lucillo yet held her in affection filled her with a
pleasant rapture, and heyr expression brighter,

her step lighter thay i in i
Westbrook’s, ahcla i po fhg paree

2 proceeded, the telegram
in her hand, to Mrs. Mannering’s boudoir. .
That lady was in rather an ill-humont, i that

| deserved tho term which was as different to the

real thing ag electro to silyer. Mrs. Mannering’s
blacid, eagy, equable, good nature was incapabla
of bad humour, Yet it was very provoking
?hﬂ'}‘»- poor Miss Langton should be &o suddenly
indisposed, nnd, owing to private family matters,
had had to give warning.

*“ And we were golting on o nicely altogether,
that we were,” gho said. ¢ I really consi.
dered myself blost in the possession of 5o ex-
cellent a governess for Cassandra, and so gkils

»
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ful a lady’s-maid. Now I suppose I may get
some one who'll throw all things topsy-turvey,
and whom Cassandra won’t obey. Yef, of course,
if the poor thing’s ill, and she really looks so,
and worried too, it can’t be l[lelped. e

Mrs. Mannering was sighing over this very
matter with her daughters, when Maria, after
knocking, entered to prefer her request. 5

“You want to go out for an hour or so this
afternoon, signora ?’ said the lady. “ Well,
it’s such a wonder, that it is, for you fo ask for
a holiday, that I conldn’t find ib in my *eart to
vefuse you, even if you didn’t promise to be back
in time to dress us for dinner, and my son does
certainly bring a friend home to dine this
evening. Only, for goodness sake now, don't you
get ill, or want to leave us like Miss Langton.”

“Yt is mot very likely, madam,” “smiled
Maria. “I thank yon much for your permis-
sion. I shall not be long away, for 1'am only
going to seo a lady to whom I once was lady’s-
maid, or rather companion, for so she treated
me. This telegram is from her. Lady West-

brook says she will send a carriage for mé at |
2 BPE TVRY B * v i

WO.

“Tady Westhrook! You don’s mean the
present Countess of Lethrington ™’ Mrs. Man-
nering ejaculated. TeEY Y

“The same,” answered Maria, smiling at the
reverential awe suddenly J)resent in tone @

ner. * Her ladyship was very kind o mn

‘much that I should g;;ii"}

“Why ever, my dear signorer, didn’t you say
this before 2”’ egq}hi"&x{'e lgg\g lady, too natural
to hide her revererca. “You may

whole day if you
desireg it.”” 77

“Thanks, very much madam; but I shall
not require 5o long a time,’” rejoined Maria, as
she passed from the room, looking'in the eyes
of two of the ladies as if a nimbus shone about
her, the refraction of the ethereal light of noble
patronage. = b

“ Maria Saproni, a Lad,;r’s-mai,(i; and a
Countess ealling' upon her! Nonsense,” ex-
claimed Cass. “I tell you, mamma, she is a
princess in disguise—isn’t she, Hector?”’ ad-
dressing her brother, who entered at the mo-
mont,

“If she be, I'll marry hiér royal highness,”
he laughed. “ Mamma, here, would not object.”

““ Ah,” retorted Cass, roguishly, * but it’s my
opinion the princess would. To such an agree-
ment the consent of two parties is required ;
and I think the signora’s monosyllable would
be—No. Hector shall not find in ber a Helen.”

“Come, Miss Cass, be more deferential to
your superiors. o the nursery and learn
ma.uners‘bx% imer-time, or you shall not join
that meal and set your cap at Captain Selwyn.”

““Sef your cap ab!’ rvant-girl languago
again, Hector.  Your Cp,}g , is safe from me;
I pass him over to Homoria. I don’t like
widowers.” o g :

«Who said he was a widower, Miss Sauce-
box P ; :

“You said you thought he had been married
but he was not now. Does not that come to
much the same thing, you wise Edipus?” ex-
olaimed Cass, fiving o last shot as she quitted
the room.

At two precisely a neat brougham _stop_ped ab
Mrs. Mannering’s, and Maria, ectering ib, was
driven off. 2

In scarcely half an howr’s space it halted, and
to the Italian’s surprise she found it was before
a large house having the appearance of a
private family hotel. The sight of a respectable
waiter attired in black, standing at the door,
confirmed the supposition. .

Why had not the Countess received her ab
her own residence? Perhaps there had been
some mistake. She was on the point of gues-
tioning the footman who had opened the door
for her to alight, when the waiter, advancing,
remarked, mgxux: e Fowdh

« Signora Saproni I believe. The lady has
not arrived yet, but I will show you toa g{tiﬂg;
room.” : 5 el Shaus

Her doubts allayed, it also occurrin,
that Lucille wiseg received her ¢
bhacause of Lord Carisford, Maria,
the brougham waited for her,
waiter to o pleasant sitting-room 2 fiegt
ﬂoé’}l'e had not been there fivo inutes when %&

oned. Vith s ]
23;)59; p’;:o' greot hor kind mistross and frion
z te F: 4 o
:Efpig;, indignation, and alarm, as her gaze
rested upon no less a personago than Lord
il himself. ;
Ce‘(‘“Lord Carisford—here !”  sho om.c}xlnted.
¢« What is the meaning of this, my lord
'he young man, his face flushed, his manner

taka the

like—that is, if hor ldyship |

5 %,ngif:gu mireadini
that | but nover tiring—
vst | ‘tﬁx

ith a thrill of delight sho| fe ]

A back, her ‘expression a blending of | 1

agitated, but his eyes full of a lover’s devotion,
closin_g the door, hastened forward.

¢ Signora,” he began; when, drawing herself
up proudly with an ‘i‘mgei‘id'us motion of the
hand, she exclaimed: """ ¢

i B?ck, my lord; not a step nearer, not one;
but instantly explain” your presence here.
Mine arose from a telegram purporting to come
from your cousin, Lady Westbrook; I say pur-
porting, my lord, for I begin to suspect 1 have
been the dupe of a deception as base as
cowardly.” i i =

“ Signora, hear me,” he pleaded.

“Yes, my lord; for you to inform me where
is your cousin. I demand to learn if the
Countess of Lethrington is cognizant of this
assignation ? Whether she is aware I am
awaiting her, and that you, my lord, ara here ¢’

Never had Maria’s queenly beauty been more
| gtrikingly disﬁhy’e&. ‘Brect, her graceful head
well set on her ﬁj;xﬁ:, white neck, her red lip

her

' eurled with scorn, ayes sparkling with
| indignation.

Cecil, bumbled, abashed, could not meet her
glance. His hands worked nervously on the
| chair-back he had grasped ; hishead was bowed,
| his cheek pale; hqqﬁivered at each word as if
it had been a lash. *"

“It is, them, as I suspeoted,” remarked

| Maria, with frigid contempt, after Cecil had
' made one or two ineffectual efforts to speak.
My lord,” she added, passionately, * how dare
you to insult me? What has there been in my
conduct to give 'you the right? Until this
moment I regarded you with respect ; T feel
now only the bitterest, most genuine scorn.”
* Lord Carisford, stung to the quick, made a
' hasty movemont intending  to exculpate his
condnct. Maria, who had prepared to cross to
the door, mistaking the action, exclaimed :

“Stand aside, my lord, or am I to suffer the
indignity of force ?”

“ Signora, I entreat you to liston to mo.”

“ No, my lord. As yet no disgrace rests upon
imo for being here; there will bo 1f I remain
willingly & moment longer in your presence.
If you provent my egress I will summon help;
I will declare the cowardly trick that has been
played upon me, and seek protection. No coubt
you have already disgraced mo in these people’s
eyes, but, at least, T demand the privifege of
proclaiming my innocence.” : .

Sho stepped nearer. The movement aroused
Lord Cecil. : : e

roughly but gently, {“\&iiﬁh respect. She would
have plucked herself free, Fu_ “the pallor an
passionats agitation of his features held
space motionless. - % V2
“ By Heaven, signora,”” he
wrong ma cruelly—most cru
That [ am to blame, I confess,
imagine. In pity hear me‘."‘i) 5 fea
bave taken every precaution that mot the
slightest slur shall rest upon your nawe.
Signora, how is it likely I wopf
How could I tosult you?—1 who value your
 honour even moro highly than my own.”” =
There was a é!s & In hid eyves whieh sha
dared not meet. She could nofi forget %&W@

her 3
(13

gitiped “gan

loved him, that the touch of his han
overy pulso throb. Nevertholess, Qpﬁﬁg,"gdﬁ :
| fully, she rejoined : e e e
" «Words, my lord—words. Add not to what
is done such useless assertions, My keeping
an agsignation in this hotel—"
“ They belisve %on_ have come to sce o lady
who is desirous of oblaining your services as
| a companion,”. Lord Cecil interrupted, quickly.

“The causo of my nee is to exonso her, to
say she has been detained in thoe couniry and
cannot be here to-da = iy et

“My lord, I admire
tion ; such falsehoods, readily o
noble, praiseworthy nature,” she retor
smile of contempt. ‘‘ It seems, then, that
’ are of the tnsult put

5

e your facility for inven-
ity for ayen

3‘,?,( ‘sulﬁ 4 It. is : 1;0
n
loring gesture, i

H"hx‘fﬂ{f}fﬁ :
you would, have "re ‘ o
divined well the roason qf"ygg.vii‘-' mysterious
flight ; also, a false representation might have
boen placed by strangers on my visit.—- T ¢ould

Darting forward he caughb her wrist, not |

.| you

d do otherwise? |

| could

not risk that; too much misconstruction had |

j ocourred already. In my desperation, my eager
longing, I could recognise but one means.
‘Without, possibly, due consideration, I seized
it. Blame me, if you will; but never believe I
acted with any other feeling than the sincerest
respect for you, signora—a respect such as I
would have paid my mother. You fled under a
cruel error, to remove which I have sought you
for ‘two years; desirous to tell you that my
love for you has ever been as honourable as
now, when I beseech you to ba my wife!”

Yielding to a movement of hers some time
before, he had released her hand ; but, struck
by his earnest, respectful manner, its penitential
entreaty, she had stood where she wasg, making
no effort to leave the room. Now, as he con-
cluded, he knelt, and ventured again to take her
hand. SEE x g

She did not: at onoce remove it. "There was a
ause; for Maria found it difficult to master
hor voice to reply. Did she not love him?
{ How fondly she alone knew. Néver was task
i more painful than hers. Yet she must not give
way, for her honour, her pride’s sake. But sho
feared her power: the strongest women are
but as the weakest in such moments. = One
thing she felf to be imperative—that she must
use some argument which should speedily con-
clude the interview; she dared not trust herselt
to listen to her lover’s pleading. ' The one sho
adopted was severe to berself and him:

““Myplord,” she said, so calmly as to surprise
herself, while sho drew away her hand, 1
thank you much, very much, for the honour
you have done me. Wrnst me, I appreciate i,
and entreat you to pardon any sevority my
words may have worn while I laboured, as you
said truly, under an error. I repeat, I feel
most flattered, most grateful. Still, my lord,
in this proposal you have forgotten two
things.” s .

Lord Cecil’s fair, handsome face had been
raised to hers with an eager, hoping, qucéstion-
ing suspense, but as she had proceeded a gloom
had shadowed it.

“ And those two, signora ¢’
husky, uncertain tone.

“First, my lord, you have surely forgotten
my humble origin ; also, thad I :m but a supe-
rior servant—no fit wife for you, the future
Marquis of Santyre.”

“Signora Saproni!” he began, with fervour.

But Maria, trembling for her resolution did
| she let him plead, interposed hurriedly :

“ My lord, before you seek to xemove the first
objection, would it nof be best to hear the

he asked, in a

d | second P

" As you please, signora,’’ he rejoined, almost
doggedly; “bub I warn you, it stall not sway
me. I will never matry any other woman than

L 39y

" “Hush, hush, my loxrd! Such a vow would
 truly be rash until you have learned the insur-
mountable reason why you and I can never be
anything to each other.” ;

“ Insurmountable I’ he ejaculated, in despair.
 “‘Speak, signora, speak—but be mereiful I
- Maria, pausing, had for a second to avert her
face. 'I'ho agony she then experienced was
 never again surpassed, mentally or physically,
in her future life. After, with so viclent an
endeavour at composure that it resembled in-
| difference, shé replied : *

* My lord, for a union to be happy, it is ne-
cessary for the affection to be mum@f"

He rose up quickly, catching his breath as
one who has experienced a severo shock. Ho
gazod at her—a pain in'his eyes which pierced
her to the soul. *

“ And—and,” ho began, falteringly, “you do
¢ mof——"

%My lord, I do not love you,” she answered,
ut veiling her eyes with the silken lashes;
| “that is the insurmountable reason, Were L

th & [ your equal, or were society to become gene-

rous, and ,promise to receive me in all honour

| as Lady Carisford, I yet could not wed you.
‘| No wordly advantage should make me marry

‘one I—I do notlove!”

“"There was silence. Cecil was as pale as
ath.  How could he, try as he would, mistake
‘those erucl, calm, firm accents? His frame
hook—his eyes were downcast; he leaned on
(the back of a chair for support.

" His grief, his despair rent Maria’s heart.
Oh, why should they thus suffer? Why
C gho not cast herself at his feet,
at hers, and cry, *Cecil, do ngt,.
ut smilo—smile ag T, for I love you ¥’
ht she not feel those strong arms

]

%n’lgm? her? Why not feel heart beating re-

sponsive to heart? Why? For the sake of
pride and self-respect—ay, and for his sake, too.
é [To be continuned.]
“Nat Loved FTel TWedaed,” commenced in No, 678 and
Part CLXVI,
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SUPPLEMENTS CONTAINED IN THIS
" MONTH’S PART,
DISCRIPTION OF

COLOUGRED PABHION PLATE,

First Fiaurm.— Visiting-toilet.—Dress of
pale biue faille, with trimmings of the same
and brocaded mandarine-and-white silk, bound
with plain mandarine faille. Bolow the trim.
mings are rich headings, from which fall tassel-
fringe, Bonnet of white chip, with trimmings
of blue ribbon and mandarine flowers.—Prico of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed, $2. Tunio,
trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 40c. Jacket, trimmed, 60c. ;
flat, 25¢. S

SmconDp Freure.—Visiting-dress of moss-
green plain and brocaded faille, with galloon
trimmings, Bonnet of plain faille to match
dress, with trimmings of rose-coloured ribbons,
flowers, and white plume.—Prico of patterns ef
complote dress, trimmed, §2. Tunie, trimmed,
880.; flat, 40c. Jacket, trimmed, 80c.; flat,
30ec.

. ToIirp F16URE.—Visiting-dress of dark slate-

coloured summer cashmere, with kiltings of the
same, and rich embroidered man%ari@e galloon.
Bonnet of white faille, with mandarine ribbon,
and bouquet of geraniums.—Price of patterns
of complete dress, trimmed, $2. Mu.‘n&e trimmed,
56¢. ; flat, 25¢. : - e

Fourra Fraure.~Little Gitl’s Dress, of
plain amd- figured mauve foulard, with  bias
trimming of a darker shade, and Madeira em-
broidery. Hat of mauve taffetas, with botws of
white ribben.—Price of patterna of complete
dress, trimmed, 80c. Jackef, trimmed, Af(),c.;
flat, 20c. ; :

Frere Freure.—Walking-dress for Liftle
Girl of Six Years of Age. The dress ia of café-
au-lait cashmere, trimmed with black ribbon
velvet, bluoe sash, toquo of taffetas of the colour
of the dress, trimmed with a ruche of taffotas
and blue ribbon bows.—Prico of pattern of
dress, trimmed, 80c. Jacket, trimmed, 400.";
flat, 200, . : : -

SixrE Fraure.—Visiting-dress of ruby faille
with richly brocaded slate and ruby trimmings
cdged with white lace, * The kilted flounces are
of slate-coloured faille. White chip bonuet,
trimmed with ruby ribbon, feathers, and white
wing.—Prico of patterns of completo dress,
trimmed, $2. Jackeb, trimmed, 80c.; flat,
500, st

SevenTtE Fiaurp.—Visiting-dress of blue
eashmere, with kiltings of tho same, and trim-
mings of mandarine embroidery. White cli
hat, trimmed with blug ribbon and bouquets o
flowers,—Price of patferns of complete dress,
trimmed, $1.80. Tunioc, trimmed, 802. ; flat, 40c.
Jacket, trimmed, 60c. ; flaf, 250.

Ereurn Freure.—Dress for Féto or Garden-
party.—The dress ig of tilleul taffetas, with
trimmings of the same ; mandarine embroidery,
plain mandarine bows, white lace, and pearl
sequing.  The trimming simulates a jucket in
front, Bonnebt to match the dress.—Prico of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed, $2.
naise, trimmed, $1.25; flat, 60o.

NinteE Ficure.—Reception-dress of plain
and figured mauve faille; the under-skirt and
sleoves are of tho plain faille; the polonaiso is,
edged with lace.—Price of patterns of completo
dress, trimmed, $1.80.  Polonaige, trimmed,
$1; flat, 50c. 4 z :

‘I'enTa Frgure.—Walking-dress of cinnamon-
coloured cashmere with polonaiso of woollen
matorial of the esame colour, edged and orna-
mented with tabs of brown taffetas, and scallops
of embroidered trimming ; pelerine of café-au-lait
cashmere, with embroidered trimming. Hat of
taffotas of the colonr of pelerine, with wreath of
roge-coloured flowers, and black aigrette. —
Price of pattern of dress, trimmed, §1.80. Polo-
naise, trimmed, $1; fat, 50c. :

Ereventa Fiaurs.—Walking-dress of elaret-
coloured faille, with kilted and embroidered
trimmings of the same, and narrow bias bands of
a darker shade. Black faille jacket, with grelof
and lage frimmings. White straw bonnef,
trimmed with -white plume, flowers, and rose-
coloured ribbhon.—Price of pattern of jacket,
trimmed, §1; flat, 500.

TWrELETH Fr6une.—Walking-dresa for Little
Girl of Might Years of Age.—Costume of white
cashmere, with rovers and trimmings of two
shades of pink ftaffetas. Whits chip hat,
trimmeod with pink ribbon and flowers.—Price of
patterns of costume, trimmed, 80c. Jacket,
trimmed, 50c. ; flut, 25¢.

THIRTEENTH F1aURE.—Garden-party Dress.
—Bkirt and pelerine of blue cashmere. 'I'uni¢
aund cuirasse of salmon-coloured faille, trimmed
with rich embroidered galloon. Toque of palo
blue taffetas, trimmed with a wreath of pink-and.

Wwhite may.—FPrice of pattern of dress, trimmed,

1o

Polo- |

$1.80. Tunic, trimmed, 800 ; flat, 400. Pelerine,
trimmed, 50¢c.; flat, 25¢. i

FourTzeNTH FIGURE. — Visiting-dress of
wheat-coloured cashmere and black™ damassé,
with trimmings of embroidery in'wheat-colour.
Tugcan bonuet, trimmed with black ribbon.—
Price of patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$2.  Jacket bodice, frimmod, 60c. ; flat, 25¢.

FrrreENTH Fravre—~Home-dress of brown
and moss-green faille. The skirt is of brown
faille, with kilted flounces. = Tho  tunic and
cuirasse are combinations of the two colours,
with trimmings of the same, and fringe.—~Price
of patterns of combplete dress, trimmed, $2.
Tunie, trimmed, 80c.; flat. 40c. 'Cuirasse,
trimmed, 600 ; flat, 25¢. :

DESCRIPTION OF COLOURED SHEET.
DESIGN FOR BREAKFAST-STAND, IN
BERLIN WOOL OR BEAD WORK.

The ground of the work can be carried out to
any desired size. The mounts for breakfast-
stands are supplied by Mr. Bedford in various
shapes and sizes, to which the work can ba
accommodated. Breakfast-stands are a fashion-
ablo'and useful addition to tho breakfast-tablo.
The design may bo worked on canvas twelve or
fourteen stitches to the inch, and with silks for
the lightest shades will be found to be very
cffective. $ ’

No. 68 OF THE NEW SERIES OF
GIGANTIC SUPPLEMENTS
: COMPRISES

All the Latest Paris Fashions for Ladies and
Children, and Full-sizo Patterns for Cutting out

| Ladies’ Postillion Bodice, Ladies’ Flannel Potfi-

coat, with new band ; Frock for Little Boy or
Qirl from T'wo to Three Years of Age.

PARIS FASHIONS.

Tur fashion of scarfs is quite adopled this
summer, but only for very dressy toilets.
1t is nob so much the black silk scarf that
is worn as the coloured scarf, matched in
colour to, and, genorally speakinz, of the samo
material as the dress. When not of coloured
silk, 16 is of faqze, or crépe de Chine. 3
The mantilla of the same c¢répe de Chine,
prettily fringed with silk, is also a very much
admired vétement for the summer, and with the
Chantilly shawl, makes up the total of very

| elegant summer mantles.

For demi-toilet, the semi-tight paletot, sleove-
less when of the same material as the dress, and
with sleeves when the material is light fancy
cloth, is the most favoured model in confection,

For travelling costumes, summer vigogne and
beigo materials are preferred this summer.
The Breton costume in either of these fabrics
or in Indian cashmere, is in great vogue for the
sea-side. Navy blue, chamois colour, and nut-
brown are the favourite colours. The Breton
costume is always trimmed with the embroidered

alloon so much in fashion, but while somo
adies liko the contrasting tints of Oriental
patterns, others prefer the quieter shades of
tho camaien galloons. No fringe is reqnired,
buta vory great profusion of battons.

For dressy walking-costumes, a combination
of the pretty new open-work Indian fancy
cashmero, with plain silk, is considered very
distingué. : o

Thus, over a skirt of plain nut-brown silk, a
polonaise of tho buff faney cashmero is fastened
across slantways, square at the back, rounded
in front and upon the loft side. ~All the cut-
lines are edged with eamaieu braids in brown
and buff tints, and finished with soft woollen
fringe to match. Infront there are three strips
of the braid. The buttons ave of brown passe-

 mentorie; tho scam between the front ‘and

back of thoe polonaise is ornamented with bows
of nut-brown faille. Tho facings and rovers on
front, sleeves, and pockets, are also of similar

| faille. ; i
“The costume is completed by a capote with |

crown of brown silk gauze, and border of un-
bléached chip, trimmed with a wreath of eow-
¢lips and bunch of erimson poppies ab the side;
strings of brown gauze. = ;

Another walking-dress is of olive and tilleul-
coloured gilk and faney armuro (ool and sitk).

“Flio bodice and basque ate of the fancy aruiure

of both shades of green. Thoe train of olive
founces. Lho

faille is covered with pleated floi "

front parb of the skirt is plain, ﬁmslg\cdl W%““I a
pleated flounce, surmounted with a bn.gul % ti v
fancy material, edged on either sxdgw‘lfil a l}"Y
olive ruche, under which 13 & e B
rather wider than the preeeding. Similar ruclies
are placed round the basques of tho bodice, and

upon the sleeves when they form the heading to
a plissé, finishing the trimming at the elbow.

, Black silks, trimmed With colonred pipings
in blue, rose colour, or maiza are extremely
fashionablo this summar in" Paris.' So ato alsa

black silk grenadines with frim ngs embrois
dered in coloured silks, say ‘wreath' patterns,
either in camaien shades of 6.1.1'(5“010 i, which

seem more quiet and “age L, or'in the
natural shades of the 5"2 hm:, 'ﬁé ;&"egegtzd?
and with green-tinted foliage. S“Qi%?%’ isparon
tissues, such as gauze or barege, are also worn

over silk of tho sama ¢olout for Qre‘sxi lot
A pretty dress for a young lqijgy,, of gatin
striped silk grenading, of & pale shade of grayish
blue, over plain slate blue silk.” The skirt iy
trimmed with finely pleated flounces of tho
striped material—being itself of silk of course.
A doqblg skirt of the grenadine is edged with
one plissé, all round. The bodice is a long habit
basque, with square opening in front and crossed
over the bosom, it remains open at the bottom,
and is trimmed with a number of small butter-
fly bows of two shades of grayish blue. The
sleeves have pointed revers, caught up with bows
and showing a frilling inside. It i§ also trimmed
with small bows. * Thero is a chemisette of ciépa
lisse, with lace ruche insido the bodice,

DESORIPTION OF

FASHION ENGRAVINGS. Page 455.

No. 1.—HOME-DRESS FOR LITTLE GIRL
FROM FOUR TO SEVEN YEARS OF AGE.

This dress ig of pale bluo cashmere, trimmed
with' kiltings of the same and embroidered
alloon. Tho front of the dress is shown in a
different material in No. 2.—Purice of pattern of
dress, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 300, el

et

No. 8.—MANTLE,

Of black cashmere, trimmed with rouleaux of
black faille, and dcep silk fringe with netted
ggaciinglél?;—icb of pattern, trimmod, 600, ; flut,

Se.

No. 4—WALKING-COSTUME FOR LITTLE
GIRL FROM TIVE TO TEN YEARS OF
AGE. 3
This little costume is of corn-coloured linen,

chocked with scarlet, and trimmed with Swiss

embroidery and white bone buttons. ' Tuscan
hat, trimmed with wreath of ‘field-flowers.—

Prico of “pattern of costume, trimj‘n_led;' 80¢. 2

| flat, 30a.

No. 5,—AFTERNOON-DRESS FOR LITTLE
GIRL FROM FOUR 10 SIX YEARS OF
AGE.

Dress of gray cashmere, trimmed with narrow
stitched bands of blne silk and blue silk bufitons.
EEPﬁco' of pattern of dress, trimmed, €02, ; flat,
et silile

No. 6.—BONNET,

Of black chip, trimmed with mandarine corded
ribbon, covered with black figuted tulle, edyed
with silk ball-fringe. ‘ :

No. 7—WALKING-DRESS,

té-au-laib sill, with tunie and jackot
of nglkc%gr:’“.olzft the samo shade, streakod with
ivory. ‘Thejacket is turned back ab tho cornerg
to form rovors, and lined with sills. Tho funta
i5 trimmod wibh o decp silk fringe. Brown ohi
bonnet, brimmed with ivory gaiizo and wroath o
coral-colourod hoabli-bloom.~Price of patterng
of complefas dross, trimmod,” §1.60. * Jacket,
trimmed, 60c. 5 flat, 25¢. :

e

No. 8.—AFTERNOON-DRESS.
Tho skirt is of bluo taffotas. Polonaise of

gluo-nnd-whjfe striped arenadine, trimmed with
-deep Valencionnes lace and kiltings of thosame ;

ruffles of erépe lisse, Garden-liat of white stray,
lined with blue, and trimmed with & wreath of
marguerites.-—Pries  of patterns of complete
dress, trimmed, §1.  Polonaise, trimmed, 8o, ;
flat, 30c.

—_—

No. 9.—LEGHORN BONNLT,

Trimmed with moszs-green satin ribbon and

wreath of tilleul-coloured leavesand flowera,

s

Con mgr N
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Orders and Remittances for Patterns or Suabserip-
tions to THE YOUNG LADIES' JOURNAL, addressed to
Mapane GurNey axp Co.,
711, BroaDWAY, or
New Yorx P.0. Box 3527, and at
172, ArraNTIC STREET, BROOKLYN,

will receive immediate attention. Canadian Postage
Stamps cannot be received in payment for Patterns,
Should replies be required, payment for pgstage of
letter must be forwarded thus:3e. for U.8,, 6¢, for

Canada., ¥

DESCRIPTION OF
FANCY-WORK ENGRAVINGS. Pigr 457,

oo

Nos. 1 Axp 3.—GENTLEMAN’S COLLAR-
BOX,

OF wood, lined with blue silk, and eovered with
Russian leather. The lower part of the box is
ornamented with a band of embroidery, a suitable
design for which was given in design 7, page 408,
Number, 685 A3 Lol

——

Nos. 2 AND 4.—SOFA-CUSHION.

No. 2 shows the miniature finished cushion ;
No. 4 rather more than a quarter of the design
for it in the full size. The cushion, which is
square, is covered with silk or satin, 'The de-
sign is a foundation of nainsook muslin, the
centre part of which is ornamented with embroi-
dery, for which fine crewel oringrain cotton may
be used. White net is put over the nainsook ;
chain, dot, and button-hole stitches in white or
colour may be used, according to taste, to work
the border. Tho design shows rather more than
a quarter of the cushion, as will ba seen by the
small ling in the border. :

i

Phe Proprietors of Tur YounNa LADIES' JOURNAL
beg respectfully to inform their numerous subseribers
that they have made arrangements with IMessrs.
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, W., and 46,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with their
best Berlin wool :—Black and white, 5s. 3d. per 1b.
Common colours, 6s. 61, per 1b. Ingrain, Azuline,
and Humboldt, 6s. 11d. per 1b. Shaded and Partridge,
7s.64. per Ib, Gas-green, 8s. per lb. N.B.—To save
time, subseril are requested to apply direct to
Mr, h@dford. R

THE HOME.

COOKERY.

MuorroN CurnLeTs AND. TomArons.—Trim
from the cutlets all superfluous fab, dip then in
an egg beaten up, and some pepper and salt;
then roll them in bread-crumbs, and let them
rest for a couple of hours. Peel some good-size
tomatoes; make an incision aronnd the stalk
end, and remove all the pips, taking great care
in doing so to preserve the tomatoes whole.
Lay them in a stewpan with a small quantity of
good stock, some parsley and basil, mixed fine,
pepper and salt to taste; let them stew very
gently till done. Fry the cutlets a nice colour
in plenty of butter; arrange them in o circle
on g dish, and put the tomatoes in the centre,
with as much of their gravy as 18 necessary.

LemoN CREAMS, OR CUSTARDS.—5 oz loaf
sugar, two pints of boiling water, the rind of
one lemon and the juice of three, the yolks of
eight eggs. Make a quart of lemonade in the
following manner: Dissolve the sugar in the
boiling water, having previously, with part of
the sugar, rubbed off the lemon rind, and add
the strained juice. Strain the lomonads into a
saucepan, and add the yolks of the eggs, which
should be well beaten ; stir this one ‘way over
the fire until the mixture thickens, but do not
allow it to boil, serve in custard glasses, or ong
glass dish. After the b_oﬂ_mg ater is poured
on the sugar and lemon, it should stand covered
for about half an hour before the eggs areadded
to it, that the flavour of the rnd may be
extracted.

i

TOILET.

£AN LEATHER GLOVES.—The best way
toTtgegx? veash-lenther gloves is to wash ‘them
with nearly cold soap and water on the hands,
and ringe well. When half dry, stretch them
and pull thom till they become quite soft; thoy
require constant attention from the comumenco-
ment of the washing ill they are dry.

PRESERVING SILKS AND R1BBONS.—Ribbons
and silks should be put awiy for preservation
in brown paper; the chloride of lime used in
manufacturing white paper fpequently produces
discolouration. A white satin dress should be
pinned in blue paper with brown paper outside,

sown together at the edges,

WOMEN'S DOMESTIC, USEFUL, AND
LUGRATIVE EMPLOYMENTS.

No. XXVIII.

To resume the subject begun in our last issue,
there are young ladies who suppose that be-
cause they have picked up their language in
theit own ecountry, they are ‘equal ‘to give
instruction ‘in  that language, or who wish
to amend their previously humble position
in England on their return home, and to
cover the = shortcomings’' of $heir' general
education by the superficial gloss of a special
knowledge of alanguage which their ignorarce
of their own has forbidden them t0’acquire in
any sound or scientific manner. = The bad repute
of these pretenders on the Continent must for
some time add to the difficulties of the better
educated Bnglish governess 'who wishes to
perfect in France her previously acguired know-
ledge; and the improvement of the financial
position of such a governess must be a gradual
process, which it may take many years to com-
plete.  Finally, it is sad to" have 0 warn an
Hnglish governess who has engaged to travel
or to live abroad with an English family that
the head of that family may turn her adrift
in order to engagée a French governess for
a foreign residence or a foreign'tour. Such
things ‘have been frequently known, and are
éven yot of no unusual occurrence; and if it be
the case that there is a legal remedy against
such unwarrantable treatment, it is not the
poor unprotected governess who is in the
position to enforce it, and' she suffers silently
in consequence. For the Knglish governess
going abread it is of the first and last impor-
tance, theréfore, that she should know to whom
she is to be corsigned, or with whom she is to
leéave her native land. !

The consequences of the reckless violation of
this caution are so serious, and often so ealami-
tons, that it becomes a duty, in the spirit of the
ontire series of theso articles, to extend the
warning to every other class of Knglish girls
who may be tempted to visit Paris; for it is
emphatically of Paris that we have to speak
and think when we have regard to the principal
Continental dentte of ‘attraction and of dianger.
To prevent English girls as a class from ré.
pairing to" Paris‘is, of course, an impossibility.
Cheap travelling has'made Paris aocuessible for
all classes, whilst tho nocessitios of society im-
pose ain‘intercourse and interchange of language
and occupation which English girls, for the
most part, go out with ’tﬁe honest intention
of acquiring. The high value, again, set in
England upon Parisian fashion, accent, cookery,
&c., will always draw many to the French
capital who are desirous of suceeeding as gover-
nesses, ladies’-maids, milliners, cooks, &o. - It is
only these, we are informed, who have made it
their special business to interest themselves in
the fate and fortune of such girls—who caneven
imagine the namber of them P—who, brought up
without any definite object, and finding theni-
gelves thrown upon their own resources—from
the breaking up' of homes, from a spirit of ad-
venture or of indepéndenae, or from other canses
—repair to Paxis as the one thing needful before
attempting to earti their daily bread. Ithappens
that many of them dre thus left friendless and
penniless in a oity whose sins and sorrows are
often too carefully veiled to an unsuspeoting
natute. This inconsiderate flocking to Paris
has been the frequent cause of misery and
disaster ; and the evils resulting from it led,
a féw years ago, to the establishment of a Homne
for English girls in Paris, which was opened
on the 20th of December, 1872. This Home,
of which Migs Leigh iz the Honorary Secre-
tary, is & large house, No. 77, Avenue Wagrawm,
1t 'is calculated to accommodate from 80 to
90 persons, and is open to all respectablo English
girls, 'of every clags in life, and without distinc-
| tion of creed. The house is branched off into
-different’ compartments, an arrangement which
has worked “satisfactorily, and for which it is
partienlarly well adapted. 'These compartments
are arranged as follows: (1) A Home for Daily
'and Unemployed Governesses; (2) A Home for
tggsg émployed in shops, and working out by
the day; (8) For Ladies’-maids, Nurses, &o.,
seeking situations, for whom a free registration

is kept ; (4) A Sanitarium ; (8) A Crdche ; and (6)

A Soup-kitchen, open during the winter months.
The smallest sum is taken in return for the board
and lodging offered at the Home; say for tho
governess from 12 to 16 franes a week, a sum
slightly reduced in the case of servants. In
cases of destitution amongst individuals of any
of tho classes mentioned, tho committee of the
Home, in default of being able to find situations
for them, discharge the expenses of travel to

friends in England,
[To be continned.]

HER OWN HAIR.

“ What splendid hair! A perfect shower of
gold " Liook, George, did you évér see anything
like it 7" 3
““Tine curls, certainly, and well displayed;
seem to be her own too.”

“Her own! ‘of course, my dear fellow; it
would puzzle Truefitt himself to make such a
rare red-golden tint as that. I always imagined
that it existed only on the canvas of the old
masters,”

"“Had you not better get the fair owner to
sit for the Madonna you have had on your easel
80 long—or at least spare you a curl to copy
from ? it would be a vast improvement te the
pale yellow chevelure that I see you are paint-
ing,” said a third speaker, a lady, casting a
mischievous look behind her as she quitted the
room, leaving the two young men to the un-
disturbed enjoyment of an after-dinner cigar.

“There she is again, and coming hers 'too,”
said Claude Nugent, the first speaker. ** Waiter,”
he execlaimed, as that functionary entered,
“have you any fresh arrivals to day ?

“Yes, sir,” answeréd the man respectfully.
“Two ladies—Mrs, and Miss Malden.”

‘ Malden,”” mused the other thoughtfully.
“ I wonder whether they belong to the Maldens
of our county? 1 daresay they do, and will
claim our acquaintance. It is utterly impossible
to spend a'‘month at the sea-side without en-
countering half the people one knows. But
here come Belle and Miss Dering ready for
their evening promenade. The band plays on
the West Cliff to night.”

A handsome or more attractive - looking
(sua,rtette never descended the broad steps of the
L _In}‘péfiul,’ * an imposing and grandly-built hotel,
situated in one of the most fashionable of our
southern watering-places. ;

Isabel” Rayne ‘and her handsome husband,

the six months’ bride and bridegroom ; her
stalwart brother, his bronzed cheelk swept by
a tawny moustache that partially concealed the
firm.set lips beneath, and the sweet flower-like
girl by his side, Mrs. George Rayne’s favourite
school-friend and bridesmaid.
“"After a long Honeymoon, spent in travel, they
still prolonged it through the sultry July days
by a six weeks’ stay at the sea-side ; a month of
which had already past—a month of the most
perfect enjoyment that had ever fallen to the
lot of Blanche Dering. -

The eldest child of a City clergyman, with a
large family and slender income, her life had
been devoid of the pleasure and ease that had
fallen to the lot of her more fortunate friend.

'The one had left school life to take her place
as mistress of her father's luxurious mansion,
soon to exchange it by marriage for another as
charming, while the other had returned to a
dingy London parsonage, in a mneighbourhood
far romoved from all brightness or beauty. The
close atmosphere, the daily exertion to make the
hopsehold more orderly and the children less
noisy, had told upon the health and spirits of
the delicate girl, so early entrusted with the
cares of a motherless household, and a low
nervous fever had been the consequence.

With what delight she accepted theinvitation
of Isabel to join her and her husband at the
sea-side can readily be imagined—pleasure that
was sccretly enhanced by the unexpected pre-
sence of her friend’s only brother, returned from
his long Continental wanderings in search of
tlie picturesque—a quest that, to jidge by the
contents of his portfolio, had proved eminently
successful. L Bl

“The days had been passed in boating excur-
gions, impromptu pic-nics to neighbouring ruins,
and evening promeqades. Then they joined the
gay crowd on the pier or the eliffs, and listened
to the strains of the Rhine band. Many were
the glances of admiration bestowed on the fair
young girl, with the childlike rings of clustering
curls encircling the dainty head and framing
the small oval face, in which the eolour eame
and went at a whispered word from the hand-
some man at her side.

The days had flown by like a dream to Blanche
Dering, a dream from which she fain would never
awako; and as they slowly paced the smooth
greensward of the West Cliff, gay with the trail-
ing, bright-coloured dresses of the ladies, the
moon rising like a red globe out of the sea, cast-
ing a sheen pf silver upon the water as it rose
fuller and 'hlgher, the bewitehing strains of the
band floating by on the cool breeze, while she
and her companion half unconscionsly kept
time to its rhythm, her soul scomed to {1l with
z.o plini.zt.x,x;e that, as the poets sings, *is half akin

resontly, as they are loaving, tho band strikes
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up * Lurline,” and at the same moment Claude
Nugent utters an exclamation, * There she is
again! I wonder who——"" The latter part of the
sentence is doomed to remain unfinished, for
Isabel has stopé)ed, and is warmly greeting the
elder of two ladies, one of whom has her mass
of golden curls thrown back under a most be-
witehing foque. Blanche hears her own name,
then “Mrs, and Miss Malden.” |Thus intro-
duced, the whole party mingle and leave the
West Cliff together,

¢ Look, Blanche, here is the costume I have
sketohed for you to wear at the ball. I have
set my heart on your appearing as ‘ Moonlight,’
it will suit your spirituelle style to perfection.”

“ Very pretty indeed, Belle—lovely,"” said she,
taking the drawing her friend held out to her.

“But I shall be leaving you before then; I
cannot stay for the ball.” :

“ Not stay for the ball "’ echoed her friend, in
amazement. * What can you be thinking of,
Blanche? You are not wanted at home for
another fortnight, at least. Besides, I won’t
hear of such desertion !”’

“You are very kind, Belle.”

“Kind to myself—yes. I donot want to break
np our quartette before the ball. Who will Claude
have to perform his favourite rdle of Cava-
lier to ©”

“ Ho will have Miss Malden,” was on Blanche’s
tongue to reply; but she suppressed it.

«T want to send you home quite well, dear
child, and you have not regained your looks, as
I intended you should. Why, you had twice
the colour a week ago that you have now,” said
she, casting a searching glance at the downoast
face, which quivered visibly under the scrutiny.
«T ghall fetch Claude, and try what his per-
suasion will do.” e

“ No, you will not !”” said Blanche, springing
up and preventing her. “I suppose I must
succumb, as everyone does to you, Belle !””

The above conversation took place a week
after the walk on the West Cliff, when they
first formed the intimacy with the Maldens—an
intimaoy that the two ladies, the younger espe-
cially, did their utmost to advance. They pro-
posed pic-nics and excursions everywhere; and
the hours that were passed indoors, few though
they were, Nora Malden contrived should be
spent in Claude’s studio, her golden tresses
being speedily {ransferred to the canvas on
which was his unfinished Madonna. o

An artist by nature, his eye revelled in its
glorious tints, and not having attempted to poar-
tray the face of the fair sitter, he had not dis-
covered, as he certainly would have done, that
the too-florid complexion slightly marred the
harmony that is essential to true beauty.

The week had passed pleasantly to all save
Blanche, but the sudden transfer of attentions
that she had so prized to another had revealed
the fact that her heart wasno longer her own,
for weal or for woe it was given to the fascinat-
ing man who had been her constant companion
for the four weeks of her fateful visit.

Gladly would she have returned at onca to
her close London home to be spared the con-
stant heartache she now endured ; but, sensitive
as a refined nature only can be, she felt that to
hasten her departure would be, perhaps, to raise
o suspicion of the truth in the mind of Isabel
Rayne, so she nerved herself bravely to en dure
70 the end.

The closing event was to be a fancy ball, and
the fashionable world of T—— was greatly
exorcised on the subjeot.

It was to be the most brilliant affair that had
ever taken placein the neighbourhood, and great
were the discussions as to the characters the fair
wearers were to assume. Nora Malden had
elocted to appear as ‘ Lurline,” a costume in
which her magnificent hair would appear to the
greatest advantage, and afford a striking con-
trast with Blanche, with her short, close curls; a
fact that was doubtless noted by that far-seeing
syren.
yOnl_y a week ago Blanche would have anti-
cipated the event as eagerly as anyone; but
with her changed feelings and aching heart, she
now would fain have invented an exouse. It
would only be, she felt sure, a night of ad-
ditional suffering. However, the time drew on,
and “ Moonlight” had progressed from a mere
sketoh, to its realisation in the hands of a skil-
ful modiste. ;

Fair as a vision looked Blanche Dering,
arrayed in it on the night of the ball. The
cloud of silvery tulle, and star-besprinkled yell
ﬂowin{l from the glittering crescent resting
upon her brow, became her admirably; and
lively Isabel, as “ Morning,” formed a contrast
that enhanced the beauty of each. The band
was playing “The Blue Danube’’ when they
entered the room, escorted by their two atten-
dant cavalicrs in hussar uniform,

The scene, brilliant beyond description, fairly
dazzled Blanche; and it was some minutes
before her bewildered eye could master it in all
its detail. The dancers whirled by in a giddy
mage, bringing a smile to her lips at the incon-

ruities of the couples. Here was * Mary
5ueen o’ Scots ”’ gaily footing it with an Italian
brigand. A haughty Spanish hidalgo had a
147 bnl%-a-broom ” hanging on his arm. ‘ Henry
the Eighth’’ was smiling on a little *“ Bo-peep,”
her garlanded orook and woolly lamb in no wise
put to the blush by the regal robes. Anon
there flashed by * Mary, Mary, quite contrary,”
of nursery memory, with her * silver bells and
cockle-ghells.”

But distinguished above all else is ¢ Lurline.”

lanche seemed to pale and fade beside her
brilliant colouring.

More devoted than ever is Claude, who, im-
mediately on entering, has whirled her away in
the waltz, and she is watching them now, with
sad eyes, threading their rapid way through the
motley, moving crowd.

The walls are decorated with all the artistic
taste the town can boast; but *Lurline’’ casts
anxious glances ata chandelier which lit one end
of the room. The festoons hang lower than
usual, and she has to turn her head to evade
entanglement as they whirl by.

The waltz, drawing to a close, increases in
speed every minute. Once more they are under
the chandelier, when, failing to turn her head
at the right moment, Lurline’s flowing locks,
lifted by the breeze, catch in a branch of the
festoon! Before she could prevent the dire
catastrophe, her mantle of golden curls is
caught up, and hangs suspended in mid-air. In
an instant the breeze caused by the rapid evolu-
lutions of the dancers has flung a tress over the
gaslight. There is a blaze—an exclamation
from the startled group who witness the acoi-
dent—and in little more than a minute nothing
remains of  Lurline’s ”’ splendid hair but a few
charred ashes.

Gazing horror-strnck at her, Claude can
scarcely oredit the change. With her hair is
gone her fictitious beauty ; the close-cut, scanty
locks beneath, inclining to red more than gold,
reveal the too florid complexion, hitherto toned
down by her borrowed plumes.

Only a moment has Claude to gaze on his
mortified partner. Perceiving, in her embar-
rassment, a small side door, she hastily makes
her exit, and passes from his sight at once and
for ever.

¢ Blanche,”” exclaimed Mrs. Gieorge Rayne, as
they were lingering over their late breakfast
the morning after the ball, * what became of
the lovely hair that the doctor robbed you of
during your illness? I am quite curious to
know. Do you remember how we named you
‘Golden Locks’ at school? Had you only
possessed them last night, ¢ Lurline,”” with her
false charms, would have been outshone. By-
the-by, the two ladies have left the scene of the
evening’s catastrophe, and taken their depar-
ture by an early train.”

“ Well,” said Blanche, with a laugh and a
blush, replying to the former question, * the
hairdresser who denuded me of my golden locks
offered snchan amount of the real metal for them,
that I resigned them willingly, and put up with
my boyish appearance without a single pang.”

“ A person to see Miss Dering,” announced
the waiter, showing a respectably-dressed young
man into the room.

“ T beg pardon for troubling you, ma’am,” he
gaid, in answer to the look of inquiry bent upon
him by the astonished Blanche, ““but our firm
purchased some hair of you a few months since,
and I wish to know if you have any more left.”

““No,” answered Blanchie, “I have no more.”

I am sorry for that, ma’am,” said the man,
respectfully,  for the lady to whom we sold it
has met with an accident, and, unfortunately,

burnt it. She begs us to replace it at any cost,
but the colour is so rare that unless you can
oblige us, 1 fear we shall not be able.”

“Can you forgive me, Blanche,” said Claude

Nugent, the same evening, as they were stand-
ing before the now-finished Madonna, taking her
hand in hisand bending down to gaze at the
sweet face. ‘I have been bewitched by the false
beanty of a syremn, and now that the spell is
broken, I tremble lest it should be too late. Tell
me,P flea.reat, is it too late? Can you forgive
me P’
_The slight pressuro of the delicate hand, the
vivid orimson mantling cheek and brow, were
answer sufficient. And when the next July sun
shone over the West Cliff and the blue sea
beneath, Claude Nugent led his bride to the
altar. The only ornament, saving the bridal
veil that graced the fair head, being a luxuriant
mass of golden curls—* Hep OWN HAIz.

S, E. D,

MY LADY JANET.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

“SEE must be an actress, and a wonderful
one,” thought Max.
[ But

¢ Love is not love
‘Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover-to remove,’ *’

said Clare, quoting from Shakspere’s sonnets.

““ Ah, young lady, you dwell amid the poets !””
oried the stranger; * that is, the ideal. I speak
of the real love. Good heavens! look at the
humdrum couples one meets. He thinks of his
horses, she of her drawing-room ornaments ; or
he of his politics, party, or profession, she of
her social clique, and how to shine there; and,
by-and-by, she schemes to get her daughters
married.  Where is the love, the eternal bond, the
kiss under the moonlight elms, or the morning
greeting in the rustling corn-field before the
birds are astir, while the earliest breezes are
wrinkling the pool where the water-lily floats
amid her emerald flags? When that couple
marry, if they do marry, what has their love
come to in ten years P He snarls if the dinneris
late; she grumbles at his selfish stinginess or
reckless extravagance; they love each other
after a fashion, something thatis partnership and
convenience, perhaps even seasoned with a little
luke-warm affection and tepid respect—but love,
faugh! that is soattered to the four winds, dead
as the last year’s leaves before marriage is two
years old.”

This dreadful oreed made the cheek of Clare
pale, and set her heart beating.

Max looked thoughtfully on the ground.

“ Those commonplace souls never loved to
begin with,”’ said he, slowly.

The bitter laugh of the stranger rang out over
the moorland. 3
“ How little you know, young sir. It is those
poetic dreamers who expect so much that fall
down flat to the dingy earth, above which they
goared in their dreams. Do poets adore their
wives as a rule? You have read the lives of
Shelley, and of Byron, and of more modern
writers ? How did their wives fare, and did they
see only the hero and the demigod in the man
whose music of thought and rhythm set the
world wondering and weeping? Do we know
much of the wedded bliss of Shakspere or
Milton ? and glance at Goéthe, at Rousseau. I
might go on for ever, and show you the great
soul fallen to earth, tolerating, quarreling with,
separating from, his wife, because the ideal is
8o divine, the real so poor and paltry.”

¢ But there is lovein the world,” asserted Max,
stoutly.

And the woman in brown folded her hands,
and said with irony, ¢ While it lasts.”’

“ While it lasts !’ echoed Max. * Then since
hundreds of people are always in love, there
is always much love in the world.”

“There is always much illusion,” replied the
lady in brown ; ‘“and every day thonsauds are
awaking from their illusions. No love lasts in
this bad world—that is what I meant to say.”’

By this time the three had skirted the moor,
and now they arrived at the narrow rocky path
which wound down a mountain side to the road
by the shore of the bay, and so led them into
the town ; they were obliged to pass in single
file along this path, and they did so in silence
for the most part, but when they emerged on
the road, they saw the little town with the duslk
creeping over its roofs, and a few lights
beginning to twinkle along its parade, and in
its windows. ; i

“T must bid you adien now soon,” said the
stranger ; ““but_I will ask you both, my young
friends, to exchange cards. I will give you
mine—it is too dark to decipher the name here,
go I will tell you my name—Madame Delphine—
Celeste Delphine. I am partly of French
extraction, and I have lived much in America,
and lately on the Continent. I am g citizeness
of the world emphatically, as much at home in
Paris in an artist’s studio as in some third story
in a house which dates from Charlemagne, in
a tortuous street of old Rome, or in a quaint
corner of Brussels, or in some supremely dull
German city. I know New York and its
avenues, its extravagance,its emulation, and its
ambition to be first, largest, grandest; and
sleepy Cologne with its cathedral, and its tall
old houses, and jts fair-haired madchtn. London
.I know and hate’ She paused then, breaking
into a laugh: “Still, I suppose, We are all
going there soon. You, young sir, with your
ambition and your future, must work in town.
London ! London for the student and the
trader ! —ay, and even for the artist, if he or

she would make friends and win his or her way,

«
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So, I will hope to meet you both there soon. 1
stay at the * Golden Cross” in the Strand at
present, but I mean to move into less bustling
quarters.’” .

« Pardon, Madame Delphine, are you 1in any
shape an artist? ” 5

““Ah! do you think I haye a passion for the
stage? Iam notan actress—no! 1 have never
stood amid a shower of bouquets, bowing,
smiling, enchanted and enchanting. Ha! ha!
I am no singer—have mever sent my voice
thrilling aloft to the giant opera roof, while
human thunder cheered my efforts, and mad-
cap hearts were laid at my feet. I am no
gueen of song—only I am a dabbler in all arts,
“Jaok of all trades and master of nomne,” you
know the adage? I paint landscape only ; and
this is why I wander over moorland and moun-
tain in search of ¢ effects,’ brightness and gloom,
beauty and glow, oolour and the lurid wealth of
storm-skies, and the laughing light on & summer
pool. 1 write & poem now and anon, wild, and
weird, and sad for the most ga.rt, and I send it to
some of the magazines, and they always insert
my rhythmical plaints and sighs. I have given
Shakspere readings in America, and I am going
to take London by storm in the same fashion
the next season.”

¢« A universal genius,” cried Max.

“Alas! No! a universal poacher in the
domains of art, doing here a little, there a little,
never achieving much. Still, I should like
to prosecute the acquaintance begun in the
old blind soul’'s cottage. Will you call on
me in Londor, or let me call on you?

«T wonder if she is a widow,” thought Clare
to herself; I think her advances towards Mr.
Carstairs a little bold; she meaus well, no
doubt, but still—" And a yet sharper pang
entered Clare’s heart.

The reply of Max was enthusiastic.

“ Madame Delphine, I do not know when I
have been more delighted than during this
walk. I will call on you on the very first
opportunity. As for me, I have but scant
means of entertaining you—still, if you would
condescend to call—"
= “ When, and where ?” she asked gaily.

You will be incessantly at your hospital.
Dl‘(‘i I not hear you were a medical student?”’

‘I am; but my evenings and my Sundays—"’

“Ah! well ! when you have an evening, come,
drpp me a line ﬁ;sc, and I shall be at home cer-
tainly, We might study pictures and plays
t?f;'e,b,her. London is a wonderful place after
all s

“1 wonder if she 4s a widow,” thought
Clare.

This question Madame Delphine soon an-
swered without being asked.

“] am without husband, without child,”” she
said; “a lonely woman ; but by no means one
to fret or repine at the absence of so-called
domestic joys. Ha! ha! a squalling babe,
half a dozen of them perhaps—a poor, cross,
selfish husband—mot half enough of any-
thing that makes life worth having—meat and
bread, and beer perhaps, and coals for the
kitchen, parlour, and nursery, and wages for a
nurse and a maid-of-all-work, and clothes and
shoes for the brats, and a new dress now and
anon for the wife, and alwaysof course a couple
of good suits for the fagged, out-of-sorts, selfish
bread-winner—but not a picture, not an opera-
ticket, never a change of scene, or visit to other
lands ; no dainty dinner with congenial souls;
no time with the screaming brats, and the holes
in their stookings, to look even at a page of
Shakspere or Danté,or tosketch a wilcﬁiower,
or to play throngh, as it should be played, a
sonata of Beethoven. Oh, married life in the
middle-class, what a slavery itis! Ha! ha!”

« 1 don’t like her at all,”” shuddered Clare;
“ghe is dangerous — this _olever, heartless
woman; so much truth in what she says, that
she might lead some people to think as she does
—Max, for instance. Ah! she has never loved,.
else she would know that one smile on a loved
lip, one tender tone in a loved voice, outweighs
all her miseries of holes in the stockings of little
noisy children ; and, if one had a face one loved
at one’s hearthstone, should one pine for the
picture faces in the art galleries? Ah! love—
love, mighty, strong as death, sweet-toned as
the sonatas she speaks of !| What would they
be unless the spirit of love breathed through
them? Madame Delphine, 1 fear you are a
coruel woman, and yet how he listens to her!”

He did indeed; and when they parted on the
edge of the town, he held madame’s hand in bis
almost like a lover holds the hand that he loves

st on earth.
beAfter that he walked towards the home of
Clare with that young maiden, in silence for a
time. At last he said:

« What a wonderful woman that is!”

“ I do not like her sentiments,” said Clare.

“Ha ! you, of all persons, turning censurist—
you, Miss Clare. I never heard you breathe an
ungentle word before of anyone.’

_Clare was thankful for the evening dust which
hu‘i‘ the red blood surging in her cheek.

Am I ungentle now P’ she asked, “I do
not like to hear her rail against home joys and
home duties.”

“ All she said was true—every word of it,”
replied Max. *Still, she speaks exaggerated
truths, I admit, and she ignores the love, the
real love, which, as Hood says in his poem of
Miss Kilmasegg,

4 ¢ Can sweeten sugarless tea,
And make contentment and joy agree
‘With the poorest boarding and bedding.’

She is a woman passionless, I suppose, who
looks on the world, and laughs at its I:vpa.ys’; but,
mind you, there are many respectable house-
holds where her melancholy sarcasms hold good ;
where the husband toils, and is stingy, selfish,
and weary ; where he* ta.i:es it out’ in grumbling
atevery commonplace mischance in the common-
place household ; where the wife is worried and
badgered by petty cares; where there is only
enough means for the mere roast beef, and
bread _a.nd butter; nothing to brighten or en-
liven life, and no time either to spare for those
pleasures of the intellect in which a few rare
souls find their delight.”

“ But did these dissatisfied couples begin with
love, I wonder ? She would say that if they did,
itall died out under the influence of the drudgery,
and fatigue, and commonplace of life,” said
Clare. She paused a moment, and then cried out,
vehemently : “But it is not true. Love is death-
less in a true heart.”

‘And Max felt * stirred through all his pulses ”
ab this enthusiasm of beautiful Clare. He held
her hand as he parted from her at her own door,
and he said :

«T trust we shall meet in London, Miss
Clare ?”

Clare answered with a polite commonplace, as
in duty bound ; but her heart beat wildly. That
night she could not sleep for hours, thinking of
Max, and that terrible Madame Delphine.”

The more Clare thought of that lady, the
more she dreaded her ; yet, strange to say, she
felt drawn towards her by a nameless fasci-
nation.

* * * *®

Pendowen Bay is rising, and seething, and
boiling like a_huge witches’ cauldron, and the
heaven is black, and the winds roar.

Pendowen town is “ dumb with snow,” and
nearly all the lodging-houses are closed ; Winter
rides through the skies, and the earth is frost-
bound, and all those in whom we have taken an
iriteresh have leng ago left the Welsh watering-
place.

Atherstone is under the care of old Miss
Duff and a staff of servants, sufficient to keep
it in order ; the suites in the various rooms are
swathed in brown holland, the precious china
and bijouterie is covered from the dust, fires
are lighted in the great apartments to keep
away the moth and the damp.

Sir Arthur and Lady Ashmore, Lady Janet
and Miss Spindler, together with Danetta and
Lady Ashmore’s maid and Sir Arthur’s valet,
have been on the Continent ever since November
seb in.

Tt is now early in the new year, and all the
Ashmore party will return to the quiet town
mansion, in Park Lane,in a few days. Lady
Janet will be presented at the Queen’s Drawing
Room next month, and then, when the season
commences, her young beauty is to blaze forth
in the fashionable world, The Challoner family
have likewise been abroad. Lord Challoner went
up to tonn last week with his father; the wed-
ding is to take place in the early summer, 80 the
world says and believes. Thus looks Pendowen
on those white, windy January days. London
is cold and windy, and frowns as London does
frown during an English winter.

Max Carstairs sits in his room, his one room
at his aunt’s house, in the dingy street in
Bloomsbury. It is a cold afternoon, and he has
a fire in his small grate ; he is writing a sort of
treatise on a lecture, a chemical lecture he has
heard at Guy’s. He is working hard;in a few
days he expects to gain his diploma, and then—
why, then, since he is able and gifted, he may
win honours and become a demonstrator, and
in time a professor, and then—-—

All this winter My Lady Janet has been away :
My Lady Janet, with whom he fell so suddenly
and boyishly in love—My Lady Janet, who still
shines as his ideal of lovely poetical maidenhood.
How many sonnets has he written in her praise,
when he was not studying comparative anatomy,

or the phases of chronic hydrocephalus ? Dozens

—goores, rather, He has sent her one or two, for’
now and anon a little perfumed note has
reached him in his dingy chamber—a note that
has come like a fairy messenger across the sea
—a note telling him how gay, and bright, and
wonderful Paris is ; but “ William is here, and I
am go tired of him., Write to me, my Max !
And Max had written, direoting his letter
under cover to Danetta, a trick at which his
soul rebelled. Now, on this cold afternoon, there
came & rat-tat to the door, and before long the
dingy maid-of-all-work gave him Jus't such a
pink, perfumed note as he 1013gpd for. The post-
mark was London; the writing hers ; and his
heart thumped wildly as he read the following
lines :— :

“ DEAR MAX,—

¢ Spindler,

here, in Park Lane, last night.
Lady Ashmore do not come home
after to-morrow. Come to me here,
ing, at nine.”’,

and Danetta, and I arrived
Sir Arthur and
until the day
this even-

« JaneT BusTAcE.’

To creep into that old man’s house in his
absence P

RS

CHAPTER XXXVIL

Max asked himself the same question more
than once ; but already he had answered it in
the depths of his heart. Sir Arthur was (in
Ris opinion) a brutal and rufflanly aristoorat;
hateful, firstly, by reason of his uncompromising
pride and cruel hardness of hearct; secondly,
hy reason of the prejudice which Max, in
common with many of the young men of the
present dai who have only their own brains,
their own hands, their own will, to depend
upon in the race of life, entertain against the
olass privileged to be idle, and splendid, and
useless butterflies in the garden of this world.

Max entertained an honest detestation for
Sir Arthur Ashmore—not altogether a wise and
just one perhaps, but still an honest one ; and

o folt that to enter the gilded saloons of this
man’s mansion in his absence was anything
but pleasant; still, he was summoned by Lady
Janet. He longed to see her; he dared mnot
disappoint her; and so, at the time appointed,
he stood under the portico of the great house
in Park Lane, and knocked, and was at once
quietly admitted by Danetta. :

The splendour of the hall, with its gildings,
and statues, and paintings, reminded him of
the entrance to a royal house he had seen
abroad. Danetta led him then through large
velvet-covered doors, which seemed to open of
themselves, into a richly carpeted corridor, and
anon she tapped at another door, and Max
found himself in the presence of My Lady
Janet. Her he saw first and foremost; next,
the room, a little exquisite boudoir, furnisied
in pale-green satin and ebony, with an inlaid
cabinet, gleaming with priceless trophies and
gems of art, Italian cups of the middle ages,
chased in gold, vases of the Louis Quatorze
era.

Lady Janet wore black velvet and white lace ;
her sole ornament, a large ruby, blazed at her
white throat. She looked like a princessina
fairy tale, with her golden hair and large,
lustrous eyes ; and yet, and yet—what was the
feeling that smote chill upon the heart of the
young studeut, as he gazed on her P—distruss,
disappointment, something different from, and
yeot akin to both.

She was lovelier after her foreign travel—a
trifle paler perhaps ; but there was a gleam in
the brown eyes that he had never seen before.

She extended her haund ; she did not resist
evon when he ventured timidly enough to kiss
her cheek; still it seemed to Max that the
girlish enthusiasm and simplicity had already
given place to something different. :

Lady Janet was changed already ; she was
more a woman of the world ; she was nob less
cordial when she began to speak, and yet Max
folt that something had come between him and
his love since they last met. ‘Was it the world P
Max thought it must be; and yet there was a
dreamy, absent look in her eyes, as she gazed
silently into the fire, which was not all of the
earth, earthy.

Conversation flagged between them for a
space, then Lady Janet said :

« T have had a delightful tour, Max. Ah! I
wish I could live always in Italy. I will some

dag."
he did not say we will some day, as he h
hoped that she would. Max was sa%’dened, b?l(}i
strange to say not embittered or stung to the
heart by this coldness of his lady-love,

1t wags without much agitation that he said
presently : “ Lady Janet, pardon me, but an
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instinet tells me that you regret your promises
of months past. You do not like to feel your-
self bound to a lover of low degree. You have
discovered that you have made a mistake—is it
not go? Do not think,”” here his voice shook u
little, “ that I shall utter one reproach, or in
any way annoy you.” ; :

Then he remembered the insults of Sir
Arthur, and he was astonished at his own
feelings; his rage against the baronet made
him wish to win the heiress, while his feeling
for the heiress herself was so strange, sc tiingled,
that he could nof in the least comprehend it,

 Max,” said Lady Janet slowly, “sit down.
‘We will have a nice cup of tea presently. I am
not going to dine to-day. I have a slight head-
ache, at least” (with alight laugh) “I aminclined
to give myself invalid airs. Spindler, darling
old Spindler, who knows everything, every
foolish whim I take into this silly head of
mine, will be here just now, and we will all
have a cosy chat together. There is nobody
else in the house save she and I, and of course
the servants. Now, Max, it is quite true that
I can’t at all make out my own feelings to-
wards you; perhaps I should mnever like to
marry you, perhaps I should.”

Max wondeved within himself how it was
that this frank avowal gave him wo little pain.
Where was the excitement, the passion, the
wild rapture,and the sickening fear of loss that
had marked hig love-dream on the shores of
Dungarvon Island and the gray shore of Pen-
dowen? Had London streets, and London
smoke, and London work, quenc‘m’d the fire of
romance in his soul? Ah, no! he knew better ;
it was not so. .

Lady Janet went on, still looking at the fie:

“ If, dear Max, you were in our own charmed
circle, if I should meet you in the world this
season, and if grandpapa said to me, ¢ Marry
that man if you choose,” I would do so. I could
trust my life with you, I would make you a
good wife; but, as it is, I hesitate, I -am not
sure ; I do not think I have strength and pa.l;.ience
to await the course of evénts.”” (She sighed
hieavily.)

Oh, capricious Lady Janet! how she had
played fast and loose with luckless Max ever
singe their acquaintance began, and this, nob
through cruelty or caprice, but through sheer
whimsicality and changeableness of nature.

Max remembered how jealous she had been of
Clare Fleurclands. He wondered what this
lovely Lady Janet was going to say next. /

“As it 1s,”” she said presently, “ I am deter-
mined not to marry Lord Challoner, whom all
the world considers that I omght to marry by
the close of the season. I think him more of a
nuisance than ever. I wonder,” she added,
petulantly, “ that he is so wanting in spirit as
to persist in holding me to the engagement.
Ho 18 such a dreadful goose,” she added, with
a langh that sounded cruel to Max ; ¢ hedeclares
that if I don’t have him he will shoot himself.
I almost wish he wonld.”

“ Lady Janet {”” Max spoke in solemn tones.

Lady Janet laughed again. - “

“If you loved me so,”” she said, darting a
dangerous look at him from her brown eyes,
¢ I think I shounld be obliged to marry you and
live in a garret; as it is, I see that you have
cooled down wonderfully, Monsieur Max, sinca
the summer n’est pas,” with another very dan-
gerous gleam in the brown eyes. o

“ Lady Janet, I was mad last summer ; as ib is
I have learned to see things in a truer light.
I cannot ask you to share my poverty, I cannot
ask you to wait till I have made a fortane. I
spurn the zotion of sharing your fortune.”

“So that you renounce me?” she asked,
pouting, and putting one little satin booted
foot on the fender.

“ I await your commands,” heanswered. “In
a moment of rapture we plighted our troth,
I will do as you wish.”

“ And do you love me?”’ she asked.
“I love you!” he answered.
sacrifice myself to you in all things.” ‘

“ Bat that is chivalry, ib 18 not love,” an-
swered the capricious little damsel, with another
pout. “Well, then, Max, promise me this—
engage yourself to moboddy else wntil I am
married! Will you promise ?”’

“ [ may safely promise,’”” Max answered.

And then the Lady Janet arose from her soat,
erossed over to where he sat, pub her fair hands
upon his shoulders, and kissed Lim lightly on
the brow. .

“There, Max,” she said. ““Now you will be
my true knight, if you are never anything else ;
and, indeed,” added the odd girl, “tlieré are
timos when I belicve you are bho one trine hioro
who would make my life full, and complete, and
happy. Alas! Iam a digcontented mortal, and
now { will ring fovtea,”

“I would

Lady Janet raised a little silver handbell, and
rang it, and goon there entered Danetta, with
an exquisite little tea equipage, dainty cakes and
fragrant tea, rich oream and butter, and some
fresh fruit from the hothouses at Atherstone,
which had arrived that morning.

Immediately afterwards little Miss Spindler
followed. She was neat as ever in rich black
silll, and gold-rimmed spectacles. * She gave
Max a cordial welcome, and conversed volubly
on the topics of the day, the Eastern Quostion,
her travels, the pictures she had meen abroad,
and 80 on.

Max soon rose to take his leave. TLady Janet
pressed something into his hand wt parting.

*“ It is a little old gold locket,’”’ she whispered,
“that belonged, I believe, first to my Aunt
Caroline, who is dead ; she left it to my mother.
There is some of my hair in it; kéep it, dear
Max, as long as you live, for mny sake} and who
knows, we may méet again soon, and you will
remember your promise.”

Poor Max hardly knew what hé ansiversd.
He found himself in the gas-lit wititry shreets—
for it was that bitterest season of the English
year—early March, and his heart sank, and
anon his brain reeled. What enchantment had
possessed him that he had lost the treasurs of
My Lady Janet’s love so calmly? Where was
the wounded, raging heart of last summer?
Her feeling for him had dwindled to a romuntic
friendship, while his for her was the oddest
mixture. Certainly it had nione of those stormy
elements that make a whirlwind in the soul,
and transform a man’s whole being. - No, And
why was this—why—why ? Ah! there was &
secret, subtle answer in the depth of his heart
when he remeémbered his promise to Lady Janet.
He was at no loss to understand the state of
his feelings towards her.

“1 was an idiot to give such a promise;”’ he
said to himself. “Now I understand how that
lovely Janet, like a picture by an old master, |
or the poctic ideal of some dreataer, like Tenny-
son or Rosetti, had such power over my imagi-
nation, but did not really gain my heart. I
know a %)a.ir of eyes, davker than my Lady
Janet’s, that have so witched my soul of late
that I have hardly slept for thinking of them.
That is a nature atuned to all that i§ highest,
pitiful, and courteous, with a mind above the
ordinary run of minds, as the stars are higher
than the flowers! Ah,if I could hope; if I
might dream of winning there.”

And Max paused at the corner of Piceadilly to
let the vehicles roll past ; and he wondered within
himself how he should pass the evening, broken
by this visit to My Lady Janet, and he resolved
to go to some theatre ; accordingly, he hailed a
cab, since the hour was late, and he was in due
time set down abt one of the theatres in the
Strand, where a popular piece was being played.

The finances of Max did not permit him to
soar higher than & good place in the pit; he was
in time for the chief piece of the eveéning, and |
he liked it very well; well enough to beguile
himself from dwelling too peristently on his
strange and romantic relation with My Lady
Janef, and also he wished to escape from the
peculiar sensation as of being fetteroed, which he
had experienced after giving that singular pro-
mise to Lady Janet.

Happening to raise his eyes to tho boxes,
Max was bewildered by meeting the gaze of
those same dark eyes, the memory of which
had haunted him just now in the streets.

Clare Fleurelands was looking down at him
he thought with a calm, kind indifference, which
he felt he would have given his very life to stir
into fire and passion—something akin to the
flame which it seemed to him was consuming
hig whole sonl. For Max Carstairs’ infatuation
for my Lady Janet had been but as the breaking
of the bright gleams of sumier dawn across
the dark earth and gloomy seas, lovely and
rapturous with ruby streaks, portentious of the
glow and fervent heat that was to arise in his
soul in the not very distant day.

He bad said once that if he lost her; he &hould
go mad, and he had believed the words when he
spoke them. Sinco then Clare hagd crossed his
path, and by slow degrees his wilole nature bad
bowed down to this girl, with her dark beauty,
her reserve, her gentleness, her high-souled eon-
verse, He had never known how he had love
Clare until he had passed that promise to My
Lady Janel—never to engage himself to any-
body until, forsooth, sho was married. The
solfishness and injustico of the request smote
upon him as he gazed up ab Clare; and theu
camo the doubt, the bitter doubt, always abten-
danb upon trué Jove: could he ever Hope to
make the beloved éne eire for bim ? :

As for the play, we are almost coibain that
neithér Max in the pit, nor Clare i tha box,

Lknew what it was about. ©Sho saw Max oven ag |

Max saw her, bub shie guessed not tho stats of
his heart ; indeed of late, Max and lLis doings,
and motives, and aspirations, had been a problom
which she was constantly striving to solve.
How long ago it seemed now since those sunny-
days in late summer, when she had wandered
now and anon with Max Carstairs on the sound.
ing 8hore or across the wild heath; or had tnsh
h.i:]n in the woodland paths or on the mMountain
side, i

She had been first struck with him; then
pléased ; then by degrees he had grown to stand
as her ideal of ix,llqthat was noblest in man,
Intercourse had ripétied and strengthensd this
feeiiil]g‘ Clare’s nature was as strong as it wag
gentle. {

As time went on sheloved Max mioto and more,
all uliconscious of his infatuation for the lovely
heiress of Atherstone. - Sho mnever heard of
his associating with, v escortin, other young
ladies. Sho knew that sinco hor retirn to the
villa at Norwood, Max had been a weekly
visitor ; sometimes he camoe oftencr, always
with a book or & pidce of wugis, or a rare
ﬂowgr, ostensibly for the three young ladies;
bub in reality meant, as she felt, for her.

Ixxst}nol} also stronger than reason told hep
that his visits were all for her. Yet he spoke no
word of love to Clare. Had she bubt known
the truth, that he had niever awakened to thefact
of his whols soul and Lope of earbhly ha pi-
néss being bound up with the winning of her-
self to be his wife, until he had passaed that
strange promise to Lady Janet !

Clare and Anha were both in the box with
their uncle, Rosalinda, and that same Captain
Hantree, who has | gen mentioned in a previous
chapter. The readers may remember that the
said gentleman was in the regiment that was
quartered close to Pendowen, and that he had
been at the Charity Ball at thé Assombly
Rooms ; and also that he had been much struck
by the singular beauty of Clare Fleurelands, who
had, however, on that éspecial night, been almost
constantly the partner of Max Carstairs.

Captain Hantree, however, had called upon
the little_half-pay Colonel, and had taken tea
ﬁith the Fleurelands before they left Pendowen

o was invited to eall on them after their
return to Netvyobd‘,‘a‘.nd this winter the gallant
Captain had obtainéd a six months’ Teavo of
absence; ostensibly on account of hig health.
For the Iapt two months he had ocoupied some
chambers in London, in company with a bachelor
friend, and he made a point of calling at least
three times a week at Westeria Villa, Norwood.

On this oceasion he had been the beaver of a
box-ticket, and accordingly we find him en-
sconced with the Fleureland’s family in the
same box, Ho sat just behind Clare and Rosa-
linder.

A careless observer would have supposed thoe
Captain’s attentions to be exclusively devoted
to the latter damsel ; indeed, that young lady
sab smirking in her smart, gray poplin evening
dress, with its trimmings of palest bluo satin
and éerw lace, looking and feeling contented
and hopeful to a high degree. The compact of
friendship into which she had compelled poor
Max Carstairs to enter had not been fruitful of
very delightful results, :

It need scarcely be #aid that Miss Fleure.
lands desired to win an admiring swain, not o
merely calm and sensible friend; and when she
found that Max paid her no compliments, nover
flattered her even in fun, and ocoasionally
spoke his mind to her plainly, any liking shg
might have had for him changed into a sullen
indifference. Meanwhile she jealously watched
the attentions that he paid to Clare, and so far
she was satisfied that “he meant nothing af
all,” as she often said with a spiteful langh to
Clare herself ; and just ab this epoch appegreq
on the scene the gallant Captain Hantree,

[To be continued,]
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Mu, amo GURNEY, as above,

stani
Princess Frock, made up, for Girls from 2 to
IETHER 5 v o e
Do. Flat Pattern s |
Tight-fitting Outdoor J uckeb made up R |
Do, Flat Pattorn T el
Half-fitting or Loose Jucket made up R AR
Waterproof Cloak, made up .« « o o » o« 85
Do. Flat Pattern ey R o ety
School Apron, made up o« ¢ o « o o o o o 23
Do. Flat Pattern i P R P e 15
Pinafore, Dress, made up . . W G 25
Do. Simple, for Mouunfr Woar R 15
Night-dvess, madeup - v . o s o o o o o 25
Do. Flat Pattern R T e A e e TS 15
Chemise, made up . e e
Drawers or Knickerbocker s, made up T 16
remise and Drawers in one ¢ S Ve S S 850
0. Flat Pattern R R e e T G |
BOYR.
chkerbocker Suit, made up, for Boys from 3
BN eorh v iy R TR L
Do, Flat Patterns . g
Trowsers; Jacket, and W.ustce.mt mado m» for
Boysfromi6tol0Xearys , . . . . . .
Do. Flat Patterns CO R e fie Rt
T T R e e U e o e
Do. Flat Pattern g R e e R
Knickerbockers, made up R e
Do. Tlat Pattern R N e N I T ]
Walking-00ot, TAAOUD o 0 o v i . e e o
Do. Flat Pattern e o, e e
sEverhamOnpe o= AR T AT
Do. Flat Pattern R e T
Beotoh BRIt MBdeUD o vo 5 e e e
Do. Flat Patterns T T I T G e
SailorBaib wlide My B4 T v S TR
Do. Flat Phtterns . e e
High-dress, made up, for Loy of 3 Years . .
Do, Flat Pattern e
Drawers for Boy of 3 Yens, made up 2 7
Dress Suit, made up, for Boy of 12 or 14 Years .
Do. Flat Patterns s T e ST
DAy RRI L RASTAD T i i e e e T N
Do. Flat Pattern s e S S e
Night-shirt, made up . e ST i
Do. Flat Pattern i e S . L
Pinafore or Blouse, madeup « ¢« « o % o+
Do. ¥lat Pattern e S e SR
IRFANTS, S
Robe, made upand trimmed o » o« o o . - SLOD
glonihm%g%m S X e s
(e} - . e . . . . . . . %
Do, Flat Pattern Nt 35
Tonthly Gown, made P o o « « o o « 50
Do, Flat Pattern e S e Ve .
Night-gown, made P « « « ¢ ¢ o o « o+ o o5
Do, Flat Pattern T e e e 15
Petticoat, made up . R e M T
f‘inm;ell?enlémt, made up e sy i et
To. Fat Patt Ve ) Ao et S
Piuafore, ma c np S R R N S P IO SR
Do. Flabt Pattern ISy e < S TR b |
B BNRenD . . L iy voace s 13
Do. T'lat Pattern A e g R 8
Hood, made up T e e Ty <y 25
qulted Shoe, mado up e G 3
o e S e RS T R ey TR W
Bl o . i e S 3

Layette comp!eue
for Catalogue and terms

B S el e

(which are liberal) to




Che Aescue Galop,
COMPOSED FOR THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL BY G. MASSEY,

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.
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HE YOUNG LADIES' JOURNAL—ADVERTISEMENTS. 3

NIOCHOLLS’
PATENT

DRESS HOLDERS,

The only Perfectly Secure Hook and Eye yet
Invent

ed.
- [AGid The name of the Patentee, NICHOLLS, is
£ =B See stamped on each Hook

“JOHN BERRIE,_ TN MANGHESTER OVER, &

ToNDON OFFICES: Head Offices: 14,0LDHAM STREET.

THE MOST EXTENSIVE IN ENGLAND.

7, Prinee’s Stroet, Cavendish Square. ASHTON-UNDER-LYNE, -133, Stamford Street.

%SEI:‘I{TgGTON—m' ngeraﬂrgfg&d %%gn%%%}%{il\h%, ‘33;?%%?.%&5’%?& DUBLIN, 8, Westmoreland Street.

RN SINGTON 2153, High Street. BRISTOL, 52, Park Stroct. WARRINGTON, 47, Bridge Stroet.

HAMMERSMITH—31, ]lfixsxgr nget. 4 Icﬂﬁl%%}l(‘ggoéa,ﬁisléaytglsotuse,t'l‘albot Squara, i b B e B D T
o i 00, J y &y a L@eUs

KINGSLAND-I12, Eag, oot CHETTENHAM, 119, High Stroot, Agents in 600 Towns,

CHEAP POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS.

The Young Ladies’ Journal recommends all ladies who require real Irish cambric pocket handkerchiefs to try
Messrs. ROBINSON AND CLEAVER, 80, CASTLE PLAOE, BELFAST, IRELAND,

who gell these goods ab wholesale prices, and, being in the town whete thoy are manufactured, can frequently supply job lots of ladies’, gentlemen’s, and
ohildren’s handkerchiofs, slightly soiled or imperfoct, but all pure linem, from 3s. per dozen. Their ladies’ fine cambrio hem-stitched handkerchiefs at
HALF A GUINEA per dozen, and their gentlomen's Trish linen cambric handkerchiefs with either fancy or tape border, at 83. 11d. per dozen, are the best value we
have geen.” e SAMPLES POST FREE. TInitiald embrok ored at 23d. per letter. 5l §

N.B—IRISE LINEN SHEETINGS AND DAMASKS AT LOWEST WHOLESALE PRICES.
®. ROBERTS'S CELEBRATED OINTMENT, TABLISHED 40 YEARS

: S i
§ OALLED []
T ooyl n g ooty e SWEETING’S TOOTH-ACHE ELIXIR
1s confidently recommended to the public as an unfailing remedy for Wounds of every &

description, and a certain cure for' Ulcerated Sore Legs, even if of twenty years' Effectually cures Tooth-ache, Tie, Nervousness, Debility, Indigestion, &c.

standing ; Cuts, Burng Sealds, Bruiges, Chilblaing, Uleers, Scorbutic Fruptions, )
Pimples on the Face, weqk and Inflamed Eyes, Sore Heads, &ec. SWEETIN G s TUGTH. A[}HE EL‘X‘R
: Sold in Pots at 1s, 15d., 2. 94, ils., and 22
)

s.
DR. %OBERTS'S PILULE AN TISbROPEUI: or ALTERATIVE PILLS, Progorves the teath, Stops Deony, and gives Tone and Vigonr to the nerves
roved by s y experie ded g

f' ixﬁ{l wars’ experience to bé one Of the best medicines ever compound y
or puritying the blood and assisting nature in all her operations. They form o mild G s TODTH . AGH E' EL|XI
and superior famil }‘)griént thitt may be taken at all times without confinement or ;

change of diet. ’sZ

in’ Boxes at 18. 13d., 29, 9., 4s. 6d., 119,, and 228, each. NEST NERVINE TONIC EVER DISCOVERED!
nns&qb :ﬁg:pem Q’ﬁ};’fiﬁff ggdﬁrmeICwT’ at their Dispensary, Bridport o TS§M by all. Patont Medicine Vendors, at 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. por botiles

" AN ADJUNCT T0 THE TOLLETTE. | 5 TOM THUMB ALPHABET . . 3
%%%%&ﬂg*},ﬁﬁ'gﬁmﬁﬁgg c‘ffﬁ‘gﬂﬁs“ ol Tli“or Warking Linelaixi, Woxt'ljgingl iSd:;\mplers, &e, > FO R El G N S TAM PS

tful gott: ) and rent plexi Price 1d., post free 14d. =
- ‘maohe%g;t!i %t:l;h?l’ gﬂ]tl,%' “;e zgnl%e:‘?aﬁe complexion London : B, HARRISON, Sisbur Court, Fleet Stroet, o ‘ 5 X;'QEIJEEII}EIS&. (;l:lh.“. %%f.

3 and all Booksellers.
e, Suffoll, I t 1 SCARCE Varieties,
18, 7d, Finland, Moldo Wale

Bﬂﬁ " ] \' ' ey LB T

spectis,1d, Catalogue,d. All post free,
‘Speedily Restores Grey Hair to its orl inal‘color and beauty.

STANLEY, GIBBONS, & Co.

ONE SHILLING PER BOTTLE. $ 8, Gower Street,
Of all Chomists, Porfumers, &o., and of R. H. MILLARD & SONS, 441, Barbiean, London. : - LONDON, W.GC.

HOLLOWAY'S PILLS [ PRIZE NBEBEDLES,
k el liloisiatel| ¥

Patently Wrapped, with Gold Eyes.
ARILY MEDIGIK,E Oie Packet is worth a dozen of many that are sold. Ladies should ask
1s a Certain Cure for all Disorders of the LIVER, STOMACH AND BOWELS. # their Draper for these Needlgs, a?d lsl)o‘;tg:xv: any other. Sample 100 post
roo for 9 8 8.

A Great PURIFIER of the BLOOD; a Powerful Invigorator in cases of THOMAS HARPHR,

WEAENESS AND DEBILITY, and  is unequalled in Female Complaints. PHENIX WORKS, WEBB HEATH, REDDITCH.
o : : - RN H,—1 MPROVED ~ ARTIFICIAL.—One
Avoid imitations under varions names, use only the Standard and Original Article. Pound the complete Upper or Lower Set of

Fourteen Teeth, fitted and fixed to the mouth
’ without pain or farther
charge. The extraction
of stumps, loose or de-
cayed teeth, is not ne-
i > gegfary in any oase.
k : ! Pure  Mineral Teoth
- i guarantesd. A Single
UTHAWAY'S FRENCH BRO TopMe, geigen
| Al NCH BRONZ M. E. TOOMEY, Surgeou-Dentist,
wHemG ANY DESCRIPTION OF LEATHER BY 'E?LEZE’ 54, Rathbono Prﬁ and 25, gxf Biroet, W.
3 i ATION WITH B e il OF HE e T
¥gR BRONCUR & : A BRUSH. e | ERRIEIONS BILL OF HiaLTi g, itstion, Mitons

@ 3 hendache, lossofappetite, drowsiness,
g?.i’[ﬁ‘ﬁgiﬁ"fgﬂﬁi’,‘ ?{:&nz‘uxaiwrdar’s of the stomach and bowol;‘;'
\

THE ABOVE WAY BE OBTAINED THROUGH ANY BOOTHAKER, B e S B S o
: ' ONS, 451, i e e

spirits, i . a
D and SONS, 451, Oxfo

HAUTHAWAY'S PEERLESS GLOSS,

FOR BLACKING AND POLISHING LADIES’ AND CHILDREN'S BOOTS AND SHOES
And isalso very useful for Reuovating Lieather Bags.
Fach bottle is su%‘nned with o spongae attached to the ‘Cork, so that the gloss may be used |
: oiling the hands, and is also enclosed in nveni 1
;ﬁ:&‘ﬁg;ﬁ or POXtm:ﬂﬁuu when hﬁa&vgfﬁus. e o cied tlmh ¥ iy be palely

d gallo a3 of the skin, and givo aLealthy bloom to
rd Stxfeet, I:_ondon. 3}};‘2},‘;:;{,“‘;,3},‘} A by ail Medicing Vondors, price 18, Tid.,
aAnd 2 per hix,

o

JOEN &. DEE

,,,,,

HMakes _delicious

Bread, Plum Pud-

tings, and all kinds

of “Pastry, Dight,

. 'gwfet, and Diges-
e.

g ICK'S BAK

1d., 2d,, 4d., and6d. o its superiority over all

Packets,and 6d.,1s.,
25,64, and 5s.Boxes,
Schools, Familieg
and Hotels should
purchase the 2s. 6d.
or 5s, size, as there
is a considerable sa-

ving.




THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL—ADVERTISEMENTS.

' Dr. ROOKE
ANTI-LANCET.

All who wish to preserve health and thus prolong
life, should read Dr. Rooke’s “ Anti-Lancet, or Handy
Guide to Domestic Medicine,” which can be had GRATIS
from any Chemist, or POST FREE from Dr. Rooke,
Scarborough. :

Concerning this book, which contains 168 pages, the
late eminent author, Sheridan Knowles, observed :—

e

cou

CROSBY’S

BALSAMIC

GH ELIXIR

Is specially recommended by several eminent Physicians, and by
DR. ROOKE, Scarborough, Author of the “ Anti-Lancet.”

It has been used with the most signal success for Asthma, Bronchitis,
Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, Consumptive Night Sweats, Spitting
of Blood, Shortness of Breath, and all Affoctions of the Throat
and Chest.

Sold in Bottles, at 1s. 9d., 48, 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable
Chemists, and Wholesale by JAMES M. CROSBY, Chogiist,
Searborough.

*,% Tnvalids should read Crosby’s Prize Treatiso on * DisEAszs ow

s e el s

think.”’

“Tt qwill be an incalculable boon to every person who can read and

~of all Chemists,

raE LUNGS AND ATR VESSELS,” a copy of whichi¢an be had GrATIS
® i

P i

CADBURY:

Many@nu@ko ordinary
Cocoas becauss they are mixed
with starch. CADBURY'S Hs-
sENCE is Genuine ; it is, there.
fore, three times the stxength
of these Cocoas, and a refresh.
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee, |

COCOA
ESSENGE.

SEWING
MACHINES

Taylor’s New Patent Twisted

3 “ SI
Loop Sewing Machines ONLY

A really nsefnl Maching for Thirty Shillings! It makos the
snme stiteh as the celebrated Wileox and Gibbs, is flited with
all nocessary appnrata—viz,, Toaeking Gange, Self-Sewer,
Hemmer, Bradder, Oil Can, and Needles, It will Stitch, Hem
Fell, Bratd, Bind, Quilt, Tuck, and Gather, and do every kind
of Domestic Work,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL OF THE MANUFACTURERS,
Taylor’s Patent Sewing Machine Co.,
Liurrep,

Drifficld, Yorkshire; 97, Cheapside, London;
and 50, High Street, Birmingham

OOLAC cures

- ( 4 Hondache (Instantly),

: ., Fuahitings, ~ Nervousness,

Trembling, Prodnees Sleep,

{ <2 lmproves the Appetite,—

- 1 “AlY Chemists, 18 1id.,

? 29, 0., nnd 49, 06d,—W

sale HUMROLD and Co,,

150, Queen Victoria Street,
London,

(0¥ CALTHROP'S)

The marked superiority of this
Laundry Blue over all ofhers, and
he quick appreciation of its merits
by the Publie, has been nttended

by theusual result, viz.,a flood of ARIS
imitations ; the merit of the latter I

mainly consistsin the ingenulty exerted,

not simply in Mmitating the sauiare shupe,
IN SQUARES.
Beware of Worthless Imitations.

the wrappers resemble that of the
genuine article. The Manufacturers beg
therefore to ecaution all buyers to ses

S RECKITI'S PARIS BLUE”
on each packes,

Dr. Ridge's Patent Food for Infants \
and Invalids can be made ready for uge
without trouble in two minutes; no bolling
or straining required. The only food that can
be vsed with or without milk,

Suld by all Chemists and Grocers.
Manufactory : Ridge's Rog%%leuod Mills, Kingsland,
Lt .

CHEAPEST HOUSE FOR PICTURE

ALSO

ENGRAVINGS,

" CHROMOS,

OLEOGRAPIIS,

GEO. REES

FRAMES.

41, 42, & 43, —

RUSSELL STREET,

A

COVENT GARDEN,

Opposite Drury Lane Theatre,

GLENFIELD

STARCH

Ir TaERe ARE ANY LaDIRS who have not yot used the GLENFIELD STARCH,
they are respectfully solicited to give it @ trial, and carofully follow out the directions Pl'mtefi

on every package, and if this is done,
3 They will say, like

IT IS THE FINEST STARCH THEY EVER USED
When you ask for GLENFIELD STARCH, see that you S
A8 INFERIOB KINDS ARE 0“!11 SUBSTHUT_ED ¥OB m uxl OF 'EXTRA PROFIT. 5

is the only kind used in
Ier Majesty’s Liaundry.

the Queen’s Laundress,
get ity

;,%
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No. 16.

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS.—The Proprietors of * The Young Ladies’ Journal” beg to solicit special attention to their

MADE-UP AND FULLY-TRIMMED PATTERNS OF ALL THE LATEST NOVELTIES AND FASHIONS FROM PARIS EVERY
think will be found cheaper and better tham any wet sold in the States and Canada.
PATTERNS ARE TACKED, NOT GUMMED, so that theu can be taken to pieces to cut from.
~ supplied a mediwm size, and are so perfectly cut, THAT THEY CAN BE READILY ADAPTED TO BUIT ANY FIGURE.
the patterns may be relied upon being forwarded the correct size.

MonTH, which they

All ““ The Young Ladies’ Jowrnal® MADE-UP
The patterns, unless otherwise ordered, are

If measure is sent,

See prices anmneved, and with the Description of the Colowred

Vashion Plate, page 458. Orders accompanied with remittance to MADAME GURNEY, NEW YORK P.O. Box 3527, or No. 711, BROAD

WAY., will receive ymmediate

DESCRIPTION OF

Nos. : and 18.—Walking-costume.—
Dress of eafé-au-lait cashmere, trimmed
with kiltings of silk of the same shade.
Mantle of black cashmere, the back of
which is shown in No. 18, embroidered
with black silk, and trimmed with &
deep fringe. White straw hat, trimmed
with natural ostrich feathers and brown
mbbon.—Price of pattern of fichu, made
up, 50c. ; flat, 20c.

No. 2.—Bounet of tuscan, with crown
of maize silk, trimmed with a wreath
of dark green leaves, and yellow heath
bloom ; strings of dark green and maize
ribbon.

No. 3.—Afternoon-dress of dark brown
foulard, brocaded in pale blue, with
sleeves of dark brown silk, with cuffs of
pale blue silk and brocade. Collar of
white musliv, trimmed with lace.—Price
of pattern of jacket-bodice, trimmed,
60c. ; flat, 25¢.

No. 4.—Hat of tuscan, trimmed with
dark blue and corn-coloured ribbon,
and shaded blue feather.

Nos. 5 and 10.— Walking-costume,—
Dress of mauve brilliantine. Fichu of
black unet, trimmed with wide luce.
The bonnet shown in No. 5 is of fine
white straw, trimmed with buncbes of
buttercups, shaded yellow feather, and
brown faille, and fringe. No. 10 hat of
black chip, trimmed with bunches of
unmounted pink roses, and pink ribbon.

MNo. 6.—Pinafore for Child from One
to Two Years of Age.—This little pina-
fore is of white twilled cambrie, trimmed
with musiin embroidery and insertion.
;‘:’Pﬂ“ of pattern, trimmmed, 30c.; flat,

c.

No. 7.—~Walking-jacket of (nucr black
summer cloth, trimmmed with faille and
silk cord. Black chip bonnet, trimmed
with olive-green sid mandarine faille.
—Price of pattern of jacket, trimmed,
80c. ; flat, 30c.

MNo. 8.—Walking-jacket of rich black
corded silk, trimmed with black Chan-
tilly Jace, and silk buttons. Tuscan
bonnet, trimmed with a bunch of nas-
turtiums, feathers, grass, and black lace.
—Prioe of pattern of jacket, trimmed,
80¢. ; flat, 30c.

No. 9.—Chemise for Child from Two
to Four Years of Age.—Lhis chemise,
which is of fine longel /th, is made with
a lapelle in frout and behind, so that it

attention.

may be drawn up with a high dress, or
turned down when worn with a low
bodice.—Price of pattern, made up,
25¢.; flat, 12¢.

No. 10.—bdee No. 5.

No. 11.—krock for Child from Two
to Three Years of Age. — The ma-
terial is pink cashmere, trimmed with
small white bone buttons. Full-size
pattern of frock will be found on the
other side of Supplement.

No. 12,—Dinner-dress of tillenl faille,
with square bodice trimmed with dark
green feather trimming, and lace.
~leeves of net, trimmed with lace, and
dari green satin ribbon.— Price of pat-
tern of bodice, trimmed, 60c.; flat,
25¢.

No. 13,—Garden Hat of white straw,
trimmed with blue ribbon, and bunches
of field flowers.

No. 14. — Bodice, with postillion
basque, of mauve brocaded foulard,
with sleeves of plain foulard. Full-size
pattern will be found on the other side
of Supplement.

Nos. 15 and 19.—DBack and front of
fichu, of black erépe de Chine, trimmed
with silk tassel fringe. Moss-green
faille bounet, trimmed with tilleul faiile
and flowers.—Price of pattern of fichu,
trimmed, 2 ¢.; flat, 12¢.

No. 16.—t ravat of brocaded silk, with
silver fustening.

No. 17.—Walking - jacket for Child
from Two to Four i’ears of Age.—This
jacket is of white piqué, braided and

uttonholed with black.—Price cf pat-
tern of jacket, trimmed, 20c. ; flat, 12¢.

No, 15.—See No. 1.

No. 19.—8ee No. 15,

Nos. 20 and 21.—Front and back of
Walking - dress of mouse - coloured
limousine, trimmed with brown kilk,
brown passementerie buttons and deep
fringe. No. 20 has a bonvet of rice
straw, trimmed with brown ribbon, and
wreath of buttercups and brown foliage.
No. 21 capote of mouse-coloured silk,
ornamented with wreath of forget-me-
nots with brown foliage.—Price of pat-
terns of complete dress, trimmed, $2.
Polonaise, trimmed, $1; flat, 5Cc.

Mo. 22.—Walking -dress. — Skirt of
gray barege, with polouaise of blue and
gray striped barege, bound with a cross-
wise fold of the plain, White straw

bonnet, trimmed with blue ribbon, and
cap of crépe lisse.—Price of pattern of
complete dress, trimmed, $1.60. Polo-
naise, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 40c.

No. 23. — Walking-dress for Little
Girl from |ight to I'welve Years of
Age.—The dress is of white batiste,
trinmed, with a kilting and crosswise
folds of cherry-coloured batiste, and
torchon lace, White straw hat, trimmed
with cherry-coloured ribbon.—Price of
pattern of complete dress, trimmed
sve. Polonaise, trimmed 60c.; flat,
30¢.
No. 24.—Summer Suit for Little Boy
from Five to kight Years.—'lhis little
gnit is of gray linen, trimmed with
white braid and buttons. Waistcoat of
white linen, with embroidered frill.
White straw hat, trimmed with blue
ribbon.—Price of pattern of complete
suit made up, 60c. ; flat, 30c.

No. 25.—Walking-costumeinlight gray
summer cloth, trimmed with a wide nei-
geuse galloon ; long, semi-fitting jacket,
buttoned diagonally ; pockets omn either
side of the tunic; demi-trained skirt,
bordered by a deep guthered flounca.
Straw toque, with blue wing.—Price of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$2. Jacket, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 40c.

26.—Reception Toilet.—Princess tu-
nic of tilleul-grenadine, checked with
moss-green, and edged with silk tassel
fringe to match. An embroidered
galloon of the two shades is arranged
in a triple band at the back, and simu-
lates a cuirasse-bodice in front. Trained
skirt of moss-green faille, bordered by
gathered flounces,—Price of patterns of
complete dress, trimmed, $2. Polonaise,
trimmed, §1; flat, 60c.

No. 27.—Capote of blue silk, trimmed
with ribbon ; cap of crépe lisse

No. 28.—Bonnet for Little Girl.—This
little bonnet is of white straw, trimmed
with pink ribbon, cap of crépe lisse.

No. 29.—Baby’s Bonnet of white cam-
brie, trimmed with valencienues luce,
and blue ribbons.

No. 30.—Dinner-dress.—Priucess robe

|

|

|
|
|

|

of sagu-green Japanese silk, embroidered |

with turquoise-blue in the pine patrern,
and bordered by a silk pleatir g to match,
Ruflle of Mechulin lace av the ueck, and
frills of the same at the sleeves.—Price

FASHION ENGRAVINGS.

of patterns of complete dress, trimm
$1; flat, 60c. . : -

No. 31.— Afternoon-dress. — Trained
skirt of mouse-gray limousine, edged
by a deep pleating. ~ Gabrielle tunie, in
checked barége, trimmed with em-
broidery, headed by a fancy galloon in
mouse-gray and maize; a sash bow of
maize faille ornaments the back; the
front is fastened by maize silk, buttons
to correspond.—Price of patterus of
complete dress, $2. Tunic, trimmed,
80c. ; flat, 40c. Cuirasse, trimmed, 60¢. ;
flat, 25¢.

No. 32.—Visiting-costume of prune
faille, trimmed with deep silk netting
and fringe of the same skade. Prune
silk bonnet, trimmed with pale biue
feathers.—I'rice of patterns of complete
dress, trimmed, $2. Cuirasse made up,

; flat, 25¢.

No. 33.—~Walking-dress of oorn-co-
loured cashmere, trimmed with kiltings
of the same, buttous and bows of blue
silk ; capote of blue silk gauze, trimmed
with bows of the same colour.—Price of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
91.60. Polonaise, trimmed, 80c.; flat,
40c.

No. 34.—Collar for Little Boy.—The
collar is of fine, narrow linen tape,
joined by rows of herring-bone stitches,
a narrow band of coloured cambric is
placed at the edge, over it is an orna-
mental pattern of white braid.

No. 35.—Visiting-dress of fine gray
cashmere, with trimmings of the same,
and cross bands of pale blue taffetus,
piped with gray satin, blae ribbon
bows. Bonnet of white felt, trimmed
with gray satin reversable ribbon and
blue forget-me-nots.—Price of patierus
of complete dress, trimmed, $2. Tunie,
trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 40c. Jacket, trim-
med, 80c. ; flat, 30c.

No. 36,—Tunie for Walking-dress, of
beige, wrimwed with embroidered brad,
—Price of patteru made up, d0c. ; flat
30c.

No. 37.—Walking-costume of gray-
and-white striped foulard, trimmed wich
bauds of ruby-coloured faille and deep
gray silk fringe. Gray chip hat, bounu
with ruby failie, ‘and ornamented with
gray feathers aud ribbon.—Frice i pat-
terns of compilete dress, trimmed, $2.
Polonaise, trimmed, $1; flat, 50c.

~

D, NICHOLSON

& COMPANY 50, 51, & 52, ST. PAUL’S CHURCGHYARD,

ORNER OF CHEAPSIDE, LONDON,

SILKE MERCERS TO THE QUEEN, AND OUTF "WTERS TO ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD,
SUPPLY ALL THE GOODS REPRESENTED IN THE ABOVE ILLUSTRATIONS, AND OF
WHOM PRICES AND PARTICULARS MAY BE HAD GRATIS ON APPLICATION. 1,000
PATTERNS OF NEWEST SILK AND DRESS MATERIALS SENT POST FREE.—(Advt.)
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No. 41.

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS.—The Proprictors of “The Young Ladies’ Journal”
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beg to solicit special attention to thewr MA DE-

UP AND FULLY-TRIMMED PATTERNS OF ALL THE LATEST NOVELTIES AND FaAsnions FroM Paris Every MonTH, which they think

will be found cheaper and better tham any yet sold in the States and Canada.
ARE TACKED, NOT GUMMED, so that they can be taken to pieces to cut from.

All “The Young Ladies’ Journal’ MADE-UP PATTERNS
The patterns, unless otherwise ordered, are supplied

a medium size, and are so perfectly cut, THAT THEY CAN BE READILY ADAPTED TO SUIT ANY FIGURE. If measure is sent, the

patterns may be relied on being forwarded the correct size. See

prices annexed, and with the Description of the Coloured Fashion Plate,

page 458. Orders accompanied with remittance to MADAME GURNEY, NEW YORK P.0. Box 3527, or No. 711, BROADWAY,
will receive immediate attention.

DESCRIPTION OF FASHION ENGRAVINGS.

No. 38, — Walking-costume of dark
slate-coloured faille. ‘The tunic is
trimmed with bands of faille, embroi-
dered with tilleul and kiltings. Jacket
to match the dress, piped with tilleul
faille. Dark slate chip bat, trimmed
with tilleul ribbon and feathers,—Price
of patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$2. Jacket, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 40c.

No. 39. — Fashionable Gloves for
afternoon and evening wear,

No. 4C.—Dress for Young Lady of
Twelve or Fourteen Years of Age.—The
dress is of blue batiste, trimmed with
insertion and embroidered edging.
Garden-bat of white straw, trimmed
with blue ribbon.—Price of patterns of
complete dress, trimmed, $1. ‘lunie,
trimmed, 50¢. ; flat, 25¢. Jacket, trim-
med, 50c; flat, 25c.

No. 41.—Visiting-costume of olive-
green foulard, brocaded with tilleul,
trimmed with kiltings of tilleul faille,
and bands of olive green and tilleul em-
broidery. \White straw bonnet, trimmed
with olive-green faoille, and feather
shaded from oclive green to tilleul.—
FPrice of patterns of complete dress,
trimmed, $2. Tunie, trimmed, 80c. ; flat,
40c. Jacket, trimmed, 60c ; flat, 30c.

Ne. 42.— 'inner-dress of corn-coloured
cashmere, trimmed with bands of silk,
embroidered with mandarine and corn-
coloured lace. The cuirasse bodice is
piped and laced with mandarine.— Price

of patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$1.80. Bodice, trimmed, 60c. ; flat, 250,

D. NICHOLSON & COMPANY, 50, 51, & 5

S8ILE MERCERS TO THE

No. 43.—Home-dress for Little Girl
from Ten to I'welve Years of Age.—
This little dress is of blue cashmere,
trimmed with kiltings of the same, seal-
lops bound with blue silk, and bows of
blue ribbon. Sailor collar of white
linen.—Price of patterns of complete
dress, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 30c.

No. 44.—Collar of embroidery, trim-
med with Maltese lace.—Price of pattern
of design for embroidery on tissue
paper, 6d.

No. 45.— Walking -~dress of fawn-
coloured limousine. The polonaise is
trimmed with a deep silk fringe, headed
by rows of embroidery in fawn silk.
‘loque of silk to match the colour of the
dress, with border of dark green velvet
and cocks' feathers.—Price of patterns
of complete dress, $1.80. Polonaise,
trimmed, $1 ; flat, 60c.

No. 46.—Ladies’ Travelling Luggage.
—India-rubber air-cushion, covered with
striped woollen material. Umbrellas
and parasols in holland case, bound with
scarlet braid and strapped together.
‘I'ravelling-hat of coarse straw, trimmed
with cord and bunch of wild flowers.
Kefreshment-basket of fancy plaited
straw, lined with scarlet cashmere,

No. 47.—Dinner-dress of pale blue
silk, brocaded with nympbe colour.
Cuirasse-bodice slasbed «t the sides and
buttoned in front. ‘I'ne V-sbaped open-
ing is trimmed with folds of plain blue
faille and a crépe lisse frilling. The
faille sleeves have box-pleated cuffs,

The tunic is crossed in front by box-
pleated flounces divided by brocaded
bias, and ormamented with butterfly
bows. An independent train of pale
blue faille is pleated on at some inches
below the waist, and arranged in long
loops. Trained skirt, edged by pleat-
ings, over which fall perpendicular folds
at intervals.—Price of patterns of com- |
plete dress, trimmed, $2. Bodice, trim-
med, 6uc. ; flat, 25¢.

No. 48.—Dress for Féte or Garden-
party.—skirt of gray faille; polouaise
of .ndian muslin, richly embroidered.
Bonnet of white chip, trimmed with
white faille and marguerites.—Price of
pattern of polonaise, trimmed, $1 ; flat,
40c.

No. 49.—Drawers of fine longcloth,
trimmed with Jace and embroidery.— |
Price of pattern, made up, 40c. ; flat, 20c. |

Nos. 50 and 51.—Flannel Petticoat, |
embroidered with white flossette. The
petticoat is buttoned to the waistband,
which is shaped and whaleboned to be
worn under Princess-dresses. — Full-
size pattern will be found on the other
side of Supplement,

No. 51.—Parasol of pink silk, orna-
mented with white lace.

No. 52, —Parasol of dark green silk,
lined with rose-colour silk ; silver and
ivory handle.

No. 53.—~ailor Collar of mignardise
and lace stitches.

No. 54.—See No. 50.

No. 55.—Walking-costume of striped

corn colour and brown foulard, with
{Iluiu corn-coloured sleeves. Brown chip

ounet, trimmed with corn-coloured
satin and feathers,—Price of patterns
of complete dress, trimmed, $1.80. Polo-
naise, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 30¢c.

No. 56.—~Walking-costume of dark
blue linen trimmed with baunds of the
same, and embroidery., White siraw
bonnet, trimmed with a wreath of
wild roses aud dark blue silk.

No. 57.—Walking-costume for Little
Girl from Eight to 'l'en Years of Age.—
This costume is of pivk batiste, trimmed
with Swiss embroidery. W hite straw
bat, with crown of pink silk, trimmed

| with black velvet and piuk ribbon.—

Price of patterns of complete dress
trimmed, 80c.; jacket, trimmed, 40c.
tat, 20c.

Nos. 58 to 72.—Reverse of Dresses,
shewn on Coloured i ashion Plate.

No. 73.—Walking-costume of dark
brown silk, with polonsise of fawn.
goloured limousine, mixed with sil

| and irimmed with kiltings of silk, an

buttons, Tuscan bounet, trimmed with
fawn-coloured faille, feathers and
bunches of scarlet pogwpies.—l'ricu of
patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$1.80. Polonaise trimmed, $1 ; flat, 60c.

No. 74.—Home Dress of moss-green
silk, with polonaise of moss-green and
pale blue checked grenadine, cravat of
white net, trimmed with lace.— Price of
putterns of complete dress, trimme iy
$1.50. Polonaise, trimmed, $1; flat,
5U¢.
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CORNER OF CHEAPSIDE, LONDON,

2, ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD,

QUEEN, AND OUZLFITTERS TO ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD

SUPPLY ALL THE GOODS REPRESENTED IN THE ABOVE ILLUSTRATIONS, AND oF
WHOM PRICES AND PARTICULARS MAY BE HAD GRATIS ON APPLICATION. 1,000
PATTERNS OF NEWEST SILES AND DRESS MATERIALS SENT POSI FREE.—(Advt.)




——————————

SQUE,

POSTILLION BA
EBITICOLT,

OF TWO OR THREE YEARS OF ACE

()
X

WITH
TNEL

T
|
o

PATTERNS OF

o
<

E
PLA

DERS’

i)

i
Do

FROCK TFOR LITTLE BOY OR

FULLFSIZE
LLADIES’ JACKET BODICE

, %,
“M****$$******%****xﬁ .

-0 L E®
: e | = e b A
ra By ot N © mm 3 nﬁ.s.mm.v..mwa.wcm\. 2 B ~“2ES3ES
&2 Q o 0 —-e a2zt = 1 N (= . " EROT
~ o 5 =7 &3 £ nmwnml.nwp‘mhﬂ . CEEEETH
< & 2 &5 £ 2 2 : == R E
= B e 8 ; = ecoce EmRBvg o AREBEe T r
: 2 8 § % 23 B S3RsvORTETY AQ gdfatE®
£ o 2 2 - =~ A= R R R S4 =g E To
-} 5 - m....nu = 8 Be 3 .bpmv.wuf‘nv,mr - == i n.....m.mi.t
A ot £ v P P OBBR =] U= g+ = ot
A N ¥ ~ = e R - B B o OB O & @ o o 3
& @ = BE ° BREA2 D= F2sf2s3ktryi o0 @ BEE.n
= - # I g 5 — €=
i 2 "M ~ R B9 o0 _SB8Ese2a R BarTEZ
P 3] " L H 28 BB Bood . 282032 aD gEeae 28BN
o Y . & sa™T3 4 WL EPoorEEnS Bs a8 umeg
“a Sz I 3 4 o o g R P . 4 e
BE 2% kI o HE gEegg,,c02ages w8 EEukioM
B mD - EAS G o .w-wr.‘.(bmnlf.im,.pwt ™ WlnuO-fﬂvm
Al R 5 2@ 50" E T oS D" 2 Bul O
OD Sw SRR D T i Pa BE BERETO om om,nﬁsom
5 L = AR BR S Qe @ T i o R CT e ot BB= w
by DIPRCERR- I - £ FH CCHRET F o o220 Ea sme Bme
RS- nE AS — BV pZ2oRM 0T o wmH g T LS
Z ERo & LRt Dt 2eE o R2ER0  ES e g E8 s
o) Tﬂﬂwe‘.ﬂwn.ul < B pacanHEgH | 2o ahix
& — _w...vl‘m Ban AP Ers,zeoctE82,0 BEN DS L ES
V/\ﬁ B4 e 22 E" 23 _T}onm,ﬂn‘mmn,mu\f e TEmO T ma
> A i R - B S R 5 92 . LBz @ S w @
X o= e, coMed HN SO g2B BRReE S0 3E3-RE
X 2 s b7 o Runtm Bh MOR e Ta gt z= ~ 2222889
Re” £ TEEEEECE 0O BEnE EBS8Eg%zd o2 BBEZES=
»l (S > 8 o = E= ol e o to
3 2 w=3 ams o2 = ‘MU BEgeg sl " Rogspeids
2 AR Twul GHg o gRBESESL_F23883 P 28504083
A e - g8 298 228 ; =4 E38asy & P Bufed
H = MLTTW.A BEEE S B 6883 =& e3ooH 84
# e o] - TR e T
w T @ 1 4

Lt
3%
\

* ; AT RTF RN R
i, ¢ A

AND

GIRL

S

»
i~
v

o

YRRy

i
)

). I
s
&

&

KX

RP SP AP lmio inp g e s -~ et S § v Z 5 N ” o
B o DT S e sk
@

D RNN

\mél

et ’kx

m

A

L . &

%.W *o* B ek S KoKk %.ﬁ%*%************* ERVRVRVRVIVI

m ' i VN ,VHIU\AI**%***\WAAQ
e

—

. * o3 »
; i i FERRR Ry

%*******‘m‘** g

0. 10.=BACK OF BAND OF
TLANNEL PETTICOAT,

~%*7(-\€-3€***\g

o

r

NNH

TER e

SERTacEoeTTeRs,

R

N

w®

N7

NP AP N AP

¢

-
}

No. 11,—HALF

& g e e R
OIS 2 o A
* s\##%%%%%i%xx

& u.mﬂ.u..ﬂv ./.\m.u.‘wm.dz N ..
: g 3
\kkk:**#*#*****i********************************************&gwx313;
CARCATEA A i M &

5
No. 18.-SLEEVE FOR CHILD'S DRESS, %
),

KA KRR H AT RRRA K R

= BT e e

TRONT OF FLANNE



Y AHD N AN TD AR NASAUSY TR T

e 4y &% 9NN

¥ ‘ : ]?fﬁLIJ];-fgﬁ[ZZID PATTERNS OF
P o LADIES' JACKET BODICE . WITH POSTILLION BASQUE,

ae

LADIEY ¥LANHEL PETTICOLY,

FROCK - FOR LITTLE BOY OR GITL 0F TWO OR THREE YEARS OF AGE

a—F
e
,%%1
¥y
B

\‘%

LADIES’ JACKET-BODICE WITH POS-

\- e D%‘ 3 W55
it " M/;‘m_. A
7“—:{{ : \? f S ;& 7.\,'
\:)’T ;é e aad A v
% *
* *
\\_ { .’k
.“. ﬁf"
& %
« * *
¢ 0
¥
\
b i
N X‘ M A|
S | e
L KRR RRTHH TR %
'..X;
g
i
Ba 2 : .v:
: e "k :
:f; M *—-mm &
= - w ;*nﬂ ¥ K e |
a " x i . 5 .‘4: :::/v -
1 A pLuAT ;gg sk Ky
. X SN i b %
:',l’x' % 1 M r’"’-’” Y 8 ;gw & %
';}’T ., .} Tt | Fovtens=Ro ﬁ"‘ i w!:‘i‘ ; l *
T ; i sk
i ) % ,"' ' — TSR > K ;:,\«; \3( X '
- W B ) 3k p o ? . .3 A P
g ¥ :’ﬁ' 3y 9 ¢ & i J4 b S
g arossns ;¢ ] \; “S b Ko Ve Y KN Yo Yo Yo
% S s % 1 .
* "f: ¥ 0 b A TPM A " g ST P
* % X, ; PESCRIPTION OF FULL SIZE ’
Se & ;1 I PATTERNS. (™) . ?T !
< % % Nos. 1 To 7.—~FULLSIZE PATTERN OF

ke e

7;‘*'4\

H%3

Yoo N KRk

*

\2

Sy

[

4 —

b

*

-

TN

17

.

\/
g

MR %
e s ] 1 A
& s * ) 35 B .‘.Wumnzwf’immmmf“ A TILLION BASQUE.
Ne aLx o 5 L . . . - >
‘ & i # S i § s The jacket will be seen 1n No. 14 on the other -
4 s gy 3 ¢
Y T 4 ,-4'4"'{‘ aide of Supplement. ,¥
> b T £ MATERIALS RIC p: 3} yards of matelasse ’ *
\' { ,ic % "wt,’._r,:.'v":’:r :‘k silk; s of plain silk. i X
LN & M’ﬁ g' ¥ The bodice is suitable to be made in any (o ;k
:i‘: 3" ” R{h"" :k dress material, and is the newest shape for this ‘ ;
- S5 P g st £e080N. ‘ on sk
sle ~catl | v e
< 4 M o€ %
ST T g :Z_\ Nos. 8 7O 12.—~LADIES’ FLANNEL PETTI- K
ol " R 2 RBROE 3 COAT WITH NEW BAND. | <k
3 ° WM . : ﬁ,(',‘ The back and front of petticoat will be seen in " S 3
b TSR eI ' o Nos. 50 and 54 on the other side of Supplement. o 5
yﬂw i e i '] yarbionlarly adapted to the present b S
B ptylo oss, as the deop band with whalebone " >3
1o put into & ings keeps the petticoat very *
& gmooth under the d The petticoat will be i
: better made with & at the bottom for letting <
down when it shrinks | for embroidery at the sk
bottom wo recommend gette, which is pre- 4 sk
ferable to gilk, as it keeys perfectly whi hen i
1, aud silk almost jnvariably turns y s >§<
nd may e made of sateen jean, or twilled b 3
)
Nos. 13 TO 18.~FROCK FOR CHILD OF o 2
TWO OR THREE YHARS OF AGE. o ;ic
This pretty little frool will be seen in No. 11 £ S
on the other side of Supplemet. It is suitable :
to be made in washing oF @ y other material ; sk
our model is of cashmere, grimed W}Lh kiltings {[ *
of the same; 17 yatds of ddshmere 18 required. pe 1
The pocket is tormed of & kilti titched down 2 r’b
at both edges, and & small flap placed over the b
kilting. ;;1 sk
/2 i

\
3 %)

Y
.

R

ERVRLE

\'/
.-1\
- ’ L
A R T A RS2 137 Y e | AR B N .‘qw“;M-’ﬂ-w
[ ‘ =y p 4 B 6
S

7
WA

%
X
:F J-
* 2
¥ =
1 S
¥ N ng’ p
A 3% p s e £
o A - by &
) * %k o
<2 R S - sk
43 ; % X *
<, A - %\ 3
e RN 8
'*js,.. L’f’ 7«1'? ol A&::x
o2 2 = ® e
U > 'é" N :

o

I
;
=

/
g
o
&=
&
o
&
S
&
L
=
e | /
B
i,

-

N

.
¥ Fe ke

;

ol
&

o

=
XX

_\‘L\" A\ \7
7 WA AN
X

X
X

X

¥

PRl X
Ko Yo S Ko Ko N Yo e S R

Va2
N

LV

o
AN

4
T
KR F K

V hw_ i 4 e
=) :

Hoy . %

$**# i *

G AL N AL LV« .- g
@(52(4 3 ’X‘ % —X. T K

VAL

\
Ay

,‘{‘%-}{.%_X_ o
* %%X«)H{Ae*% K. ;\5

o

*
ks
%%%*?g

w
8

ek

+* %

Y
& %
o
A 8
-
3z
3
¥

PP

%%

iy

ot ¢ SNK
hiLBe ‘!.)}/‘-%",\‘4\" s KT

r
B

FEHK

%%%%%%%%%**%%*%%*% $ohe Ko he Ko KKK

12

i

‘

1

%7

SN

9“:

AN

N

2\
NN

7

7
S 235

\
N

g AL
Y 3

N

Yok Fo

\

3o KK
‘,¥'

“r

n

wx%

w

R A

KR F R RN

LY
—

.
ey

v

:E [0
o N

w
AN
e

.

’,
.

\

PRV LT
‘u.h,)(._
VA

SOVE-dTIVH—4T ©

’
A
¢

vz
e

)
i

iT

4

LV
N

—

N

LVOOILIAd TENNVII 0 JOVE ¢l

o I

& o
<p
AL
7

1

-

3\

o

\

R

.(r

\

N

G



TILLION BASGUE. i
‘) {4 on the

' L oo % e .
¥ [ 1 E o I~
¥ b 4 i - g 1 e AREY" J
M - A B Ty s RO 4
vie E - l ;uﬁx'ﬁrlumlwu’ﬁ S P SR T, 4 g A 'é' The t will be geen in NO-
i3 ’ A" RO L o 8L S Vb
T ‘ ST g g "3‘4 aide of Supplement. S ar ma
Ly s * ¥ " e ol aras ¢
: ¥ el '\ A,‘\H,‘Ll.\!my!v ' , gilk.
k 5 & sill \
] b [} s 2 ¢ bg MAGE
wLo b 1 I e, o
R k ,I‘ ’\k _,t_ dress material, ¢
RY. & o ®
B I P el :
3 - : < et 101
i b S e - : sy PLANNEL I
R ¥ ‘k s :-k “@5@7‘73 Nos. 8 7o 12.~LADIES S AN D
Y. I 3 57 AR e * r1° IEW £LAN 2SE
>x i ’1 b ot 3} COAT WITH NEW P27 7
1 : -’ f jooat will U
» Y X‘ 4 b The back and front of petbic ;)“m- Sn
1. 2 WA P o of »
< ! “ o sl Nos. 50 and 54 on the other BICE £ &
[ I~ 1 i oy lies ol ¢ g > 3
e i b ® 1 H e ? o1 y shape is particalariy h W
4 i o i, ;‘;:‘ ‘/-—T:“"A S /<o op band Wi ;
o R s, ¥ 3 g the
) Y -k pat i “lihe pettio
B wd L L gmooth under {1 e
e Yo ke ¥ botter made ¥ .
b+ X » E s : {ate sovek f
? - { - b 2 4 down when it shriuks, 3 y
o3 R " 2 €% X / b ym we resommend i ;
4 vy Ne” s 3 Nee 490 i g it kasus periet
n N :‘ L3 e os a2 | W 34 \ﬁ forable to lk, as it & o b
i 7Is X i -4 i L A e 3 1 «ilk almost invariov
1 A A ) by L) / “N washed, i LK & . eon Jool, o
S i o i 053 B L2 A g7 The band Yo made Of St
fa i ? ) 5 168
§ shi H F 43 ) ‘Y,x 'X‘ [y A longelotb.
B & . ' i 9 RV . ki
K 1 it o'y A e e POB
> s ) o ¢ 3 ] "ROC K
3 f. e ‘() % Nos. 13 TO 18.~FRO . & 4
2 i 1 % Y : o THREER TBAT
i 3 oS £ K ()) (AN TWO O HREE X1
SR =1L b= N b ¢ A e : 1 e will
mz...‘,.,"’*';;mﬂ‘, - oL 7 ; 2 i v N ¥ This pretty little f""”‘(l”)
i ~ 2% 5 Voo ¢ al s alafiiel
“H ' be e i | A X- N on the other gide of Supplem
% 3 s ; 1 wash o p
” Nk b ] } (¥ * '\f-‘ to be made in washing (“”
4 1 ® v, ¢ nail sy, trim
; L v <3 ¥ v & A our model is of cashmore, b shmere 18
iy b i o - of the same; 1} yards of cd g tital
b N o 12 }T ".‘C N t is formed of Qvl\‘l““ oot
s o e 4 21 e K ges, aud & gmall flap g
] - £ & 4\\: )
N e N
3 3 o N .
i) A —“V 3
o A b
<A 7 2
y v A

o

V7o

s : - Jé, =
# } B L ) 5
L, P g ) %
ok ; X

\

A

Rt
%
i,

; i y
¢ .
— '
,“- i;:1 gx“ . : * ;;: ; ‘“: :v
| | ; i No. 5—SLEEVE o BOVICE, ;: k * sk
4 !: Lq’ * * ‘,/‘« ) 51,‘-' |
‘ i X \t S : ) %% .
0 5 ‘ | (l ’. o
: : : \ 3 | . % : | ; i
5 i y ’ J : -y— | |
g i 4 \ : r
‘,,_A. 'vi : X ¢ 3
P + : \ S \ ‘
* *
% &

A4
RV
e
Sl
)
*.i

T

%~

A RTASEAS

=
i SV
G
-
P

»

[ ‘osr
\!
3
N
LY

*X

’
A
VAR

Y
—ree oA

e el e
N v

EESTA R

o5 3\

w
C bf
oo
i B : 3
L 3 "r‘g *
i *
b
£
[
$
g
o4
Mg‘f{(w.?_”"
Mm%"’rm.«

i
i
.

w0, Vel
: \‘S[I)E.p

o5y e

[ j’;‘( i 1‘: O[

T darzs JHD]?I*.-(.

*%%%%*%%***

; L,
“ b2 K
A\-k N S :
o < s
e |,' *
K = § o >k
% § * :
3 A * % \f
: 1 ] ‘iz ; ’F
: ey S 'I\ \v“{
; i 5 S ) + /L
‘} L ] | 'S
B ¥~ I. % "
; ] % 2 =, 7 % P Py
\ L & | {-
‘) . «:': 'q . . i k-
@ M n ~ sk !
L. \ 5} H >}: :k : \
Qi o+ ”‘ ‘
B ; = ' * A '3%
ﬁ i~ :1‘: :
'3 i : |
;:‘0 4 K
; ]
S| e % i
! > K< :.:, ot
. "
>’ ;
e

P

*5

.
A

S
<

o
oy

H
g
.
LT Y
U
A
(=5 'm
:
;
3
s
s
4
g
;,
Py
h Y
R
B o TR e
%v
*
7(-
»
3
- »l
X
_’)\_
RV
N

e
i3

-

¥

b
il ey R R G g G L . 4 v
: >k ; >‘(: s ) S ' .
g -
v ! P 3 o B
§ : ‘k o 4 j"‘m‘ WnOCigs,
S % oy ;
5 , 7’ % . T
ez A % 4 : 147, 57 ML AL ST AES b A R ANE
Y R o L
% » E B n_...,_»-._,-\:”;'!{'-mr«’f"“""ty
§ | e BT 8
‘ ! z : BN N— : \
. i K

,
*
#*

st g

[

I1
v
7- \
M
N

0
A2 N
e

f
A
I
1,
%
4
5
o a2

e re

A
Y
X
3
KV
o

T
*
2
N

AT
qad
L3
* fl 7{‘
las s
‘ N
&

’
.
ix

o nm}"‘“if"

i
O ;;_‘5‘\'<' S

g M- e
P

1% &
. P ¢
k * o e R
')L-V AL Ar \ 2 \} Vg oA . () NN ‘,',_'\._:1__\7[\”)’,{:, {""/‘-‘ f. \7’;
e e e K W W W W e K RN

‘sﬁ.u‘k—‘ﬂ:’:’?%

V4
10 \
)
AL
1Y
=R

T
1
e, -

A T A TR S
e T R
g
Fl{-.
e
senlioe

%
3

1

3, —SIDE-PIECE OF BODICE N 1XT BACK,
)/

No. 3

SR S =z

L=l

SR By S
9

» ),.;.__--“" B
rEW ;‘\‘7\“4\:7;'“.' A <o

LA T

BRI b e S e s e

[ oo
%%‘7’{_%

AP s
NN R KNYN v v o
PANY S a1 ARV
[i7] A AR 7‘\‘-)\..,‘,’,_}"

12}
»
B

}

K

glw :"M',v;:. ot

A

=3
=1

IR Py R - s ) [ -}
‘ . “L\, Ty a*,
M% 2 A ‘ e S - o o - o
; R, .’“'\:“y el iy 4h v g

- !
p

4 o & ?‘“% i
§ R g

&

No. 4=BACK OF BODICL.

1 Wm,mimmmwimmmﬁmmw Mi:’ o
2

G

T
P

B

A

PV S
pEs %

Ty

NERL

‘E- A
1
%
%
S /)

y‘#,

i s

ot
AR

B iy L



PR oy,

o
Pody 2
Co

“™
JJ
IS 2
8 4l s
xR <o
Lo >
Jo b
.‘:_\ :'k
oia
e :Ak
L P
~ g0
3 ‘Wﬂﬂj“" 5
R B &s
X >R
xR 4 14 st
4R _ft..dvﬁwmﬂ [ (o
% e B !
\»
g |
aQ
\

VLYY,

o i ot

FANCANE.

v

Pas

aode

7

T IRY;

M L

3
A AS

The jacket will be seex 1n INO« 2 UIL VAL AILEVE
aide of Supplement.

MATERIALS REQUIR

gilk; 133

The bodice is ¢

dress material, an

S
*.

wp: 8% yards of matelasse
silk.

itable to bo made i
lis the newest shape for

Y2
N

'\f’f

A’
i

e

Sk 301,
B o Sk
Nos. 8 10 12—~LADIES’ FLANK EL PETTIL. p 4 %
. 4 :

COAT WITH NEW BAND.
front of petticoat will be seen in {
the other side of Snpplement. 1
larly adapted to the pre !
op band with wl
keops the petti
5. 'Fhe pett
it the bott

2

v
¥

The back and
50 and 54 on
W '

K

T
INOS,
Tt

N7

A
N

.\

Fefe

ut into

N

smooth under the di
better made with a bue
down

m for letting

- omnbroidery at the
h is pre-
Wite when

N
x

hvl ~
s T -

sk &Mﬂé
\y: "

&

bottom wo

fo

5 pe ; I
k almost invariably turn

Wble to &
shed, w1

FANEA)

o, T %

7

Ty
L.

The band o made of sateon jean, or TW
longelotib i
1 “}
RS * sl
3 B N W
Nos. 13 TO 18.—~FROCK { xr G 8 ,‘,L—\,’v~“»'-r‘!'-~:("-}"j 2. )‘:/
Wy B ) p Sl s b o A MEANCAS 2
TWO OR THREE YE N ok - v X
This pretty little froclk will be seen in No. 11 ] sk K
on the other side of Sgpplmnm'. It is suitable :. :’{’l ot :§<
to be made in washing or any other material ; v i 1 . -.:n'll“i";%5 v
our model is of cashmors, trim 1od with kile r ¥ M)‘a % .Y # sk
of the same; 1} yards of cdshmere 18 required. By K % s % ("4 e
is fornjed of a kilting tahed down ¥ o ke
ol

The pocket
at both edge
kilting,

Tex

and & small flap placed over the

\
N

[Q o
ke Aok
e

[

,_
IN N

Fehe Ko

\

e e N

P A2 A
¥ 3

N ¢

»

‘Ezum}wmf"m ':-%wtmra.mmmwn%mm{
-

v A\l
T

1
>k &
! x-
N7
. * i
3 %) S x
& g (‘:. “L'
8¢ % %
! 43 R
P, S X g
< P X ¥
ke » W
> T ¢
P\ % )‘si
R

\

Je
o \ ¥ sk
@-’{f 8 4 %k
Al = ¥
b e
v :‘F
I '3
% N
Wy, 7t
4 i 57
o ,M
» g S ) i f
o i
O s
b %
* ok
& L~
K ¥
! e i
< X b
X * 7K )
% * M & - a
o ! & * 4 I
x S * 4 ;
% xR 5k L i
x e 4 35 je2
e K 5 rA * | “
s 1> =) » 3 'ﬁ""
P &K Ly 0
g GRS T |
e Y | j‘ sk e % Q ’
ey [ sk b 2]
o - g 45 -1—4 0 o ’
i - BRI ] ke p ; f ;_j
y . LS B “r 15 £ O by &
] /‘1 ¢ % :',._ :zj sk ™ ‘
) i % 3 oW ]
N y ra, >. x % o : ) [
* b sk T P 2 >k = fi
o . f ¥ *xK Mf A oK &
= [& ] ;.‘.‘. ,; ~ { i
* " ! X! i o $ = koo 4
% 3¢ 7 o Txy T K P "{f k & i
] «;N/% :g : *:kx %‘1‘, ’r ;11‘ g %+ - :
‘ & &l R Fx, K T Lt y i % = 8
X TR Sl Ak b8 T o ok !
e ] F * ' R RRETT " H o A R ) * 8
oy ' *,(%%—‘ﬁ%%%%%—‘k%%*f s "Ho, s T * B :
R o 2 B AN b ) i 7 B
e, RIS \ -~ " )&: !:
e ‘ % ;
' ! & b
;17 -L I ' 3
£ 1 § & i
i *
N
;
2 2 t‘-;: ¥
A m it P J
15 l‘f‘: ) S i . it i
ok SR ‘ | 2 o+ :
4 AR x
\ s ot £ o ") 4 5 ;
/\ V‘,\u:k—‘,{-«\k*'\?{ . M P sk . /
R oz o A - i : L} > * * i
) 4 A A2 AL AL AL Mo wcx s T 2 BB p : 7 3 g :
NN He R Fe K BN ‘ : : ; : fﬂs\“”‘w * j; @ E
3 , g Mgﬂ( :‘1: ’1‘/ (
) : v 3k *
a0 ' : K

i

» _47
?
e

\

! RS TRT L g . e it & >

e R ey

L

%\i\
v\
i~

\ﬁ& ‘
3! : P, Y
1 S
bt 3
¢
P

»
')
i
v
ALK
N

7

"&

a T

¥ L] 1 ; = Y {
| Y AR A '-'-"”'11’!‘:;L':‘:'.'?‘!?"TY{’:;.‘:\A‘E\'ff*ﬁ"‘{:‘ffb"ﬁ:\v"-lf”""f"“:‘—'ﬂw'-‘»"" RGOS |+

e RSO
E ' i § . i K %

743

s

¥ k]
i : ] vy y y mg‘ iR i

Cuhh| AR Y

U 2 AP

l VNN N AR TR R et

o) M" :/ i LA / «A"’» & h

N I\ "D RANE TSR0 L T LY LY BV AR Y PR Y B
NN AT ST "ATL TN SR8 AN SP0Y S8
oWy s Wl e S ol Sl e

RN R R R R 3
< Q\_ g

o

s gt e

x33

No. 4=~BACK OF BODICL.
] g » . :»vvm-..j
wb m,mh g Nt TS ‘A; Wn"mxw.m”mmi : '_ }yv

==




