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ROSE FOUND SOLACE IN LISTENING TO THE SUGGESTIONS OF THE SMART LITTLE MODISTR,

FOR LIFE—FOR LOVE!

BY THE AUTHOR OF * TRISSIE'S BRIDAL,” * wrrruy
WINNIE,” “AGAINST HIS WILL,” *‘ A TWISTED LINK,”
“MR. ERRINGTON'S WARDS,” ETC., ETC.

CHAPTER XVI.

WHEREIN CAPTAIN ALVERSTONE WINDS THE
CHAIN CLOSER ABOUT HIS STRUGGLING
CAPTIVE.

THARINE sat for some minutes after she had

uttered the fatal assent, listening as if in o
No. 528.—Vou. XI,

dream to Captain Alverstone’s triumphant
speeches. She heard him speak, but without
taking in the sense of his words; she could
think only of what she had done—of the com-
gact into which she had been forced, and sud-

enly her anger blazed forth against the heart-
less man who had taken such cruel advantage
of her position.

“Why are you dragging me into this mar-
riage P’ she d’;manded, with such passionate
force as to startle him. “Why, I ask, are you
compelling me to wed your son ?”’

“Surely you already know why. “Ts it not
to avoid litigation and unpleasantry P—to spare
Mr. Hargreaves

“No, no!” she answered, vehemently, *If
I did think so at first, I am now convinced to
the contrary. There is no pity for my poor
father in your cold heart. You do not hesitate
to bend me to your will without a shadow of
remorse for my sufferings ; how, then, can you
pity his ?”’

*“You are not justified in questioning my con-
duct in such a tone as this,” Captain Alyer.

iy 7#1“;



386

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL,

stoneangrily retorted. I consider that I have
ance.”’

*“Only for some motive of yonr own, gir—only
for some motive of your own !’ ; g

“Yes,” he assented, “I spare Mr. Hat-

eaves for the sake of Auld Lany Syne, and

ecause my son loves his daughter.”

“Loves me !” she scornfully repsated. “ Wo
have met tivice.”

“And you owe him your life I’ she was re.
minded.

* But I cannot be grateful to him forit ! Your
treatment of me has cancelled the debt. I had
rather have died by the brubal hands of the
wretches who held me prisoner than live to
stand at the altar and perjure myself I

“ Claude is your equal in birth !’ the Captain
exclaimed. “ Not one amongst the fops and
fools who flutter around you possesses his fine
person nor his excellent abilities, Be thankfal
that I permit my son to marry a Younz lady
whose father has such a staké depending upon
my consent to the marriage.” .

* Thankful I”” she echoed, with a meaning
look, which, however, did not disturb him in the
least.

“ Yes, Miss Hargreaves. IfT were vindictive,
I should punish you for what you have just said ;-
if I-were remorseless, I should push matters to
extromities instead of giving you an opening
for escape.” : -

g Escapo!” sherepeated, her oye brightening.
.‘ Ah, give me this really! Lot me carry my
ather away to some quiet French town, where

no one knows us, and then take all, .

Pay your-

self, and let us be free, no matter how heavy.

the price our liberty costs us !”

And your father’s good name? Are you
willing to let me blast that £

Katharine moaned, and hid her face. !
could not forfeit honour; she could not take
any step that would bring disgrace on the gray
hairs of her now helpless parent. b

“I am.at your merey, siv, and you know ib!

But were you a good man, you would be all the
more pitiful to me_fo that very reason. You
would hold~your hand, and give me the time,
which wis§ all T demanded !” :
Mime 62 To trick me, evade ma,
avher up the ‘spoil, and fly with it?” and
athariné turned from her questioner in the
silonce of despair, While he thought that her
father was capable of such knavery, what was
the use of appealing to his better feelings, even
if he had any, which she doubted ?

When ain Alverstone saw that her pas-
sion had spent itself, he began to lash himself
into a fary, and retort upon her, "

“You are using me very badly, Miss Har-
greaves,” he complained. *TFor years I permit
your father the use of my wenlth, and never
demand from him any aceount of it; and
when, for my son’s sake, I do return to England,
and resolve to enter into society, instead of
being welcomed by. the only surviving rela-
tives of Claude’s mother, I am denied a0008s
to them till I literally insist upon being ad-
mitbed. Then I am told that Mr. Hargreaves is
%00 ill to seo me, and his danghter—tacitly, per-
haps—admits that he is afraid to do so, and
entreats me -n‘o@ to m:? my claims too hastily.
In compussion for both, I propose a plan by
which our watring interests will be united, and,

instead of being heard with gratitude, I am in-
sulted—positively insulted !”’ ;
Finding that Katharino was still mute, ho

roceeded, yet more angrily :
X “tA fow gﬁm‘te&! ago you lefl me %‘? beligve
that you _hcoepted my proposals. ow you
dtaivyobtol‘:, %pdl héﬁijé_jo mb in the rudest
manner ; but I will not be briffed with nor treated
with sach scenes as you have just ena .
From this day forward there must be absol
peace or war betwixt us. > {
promise o become my daughber-m',’_l_aw, ot
quit this house, to enter it no more #ill I come
as its master !” C

He crossed the robm, and stood for a fow
minutes looking into- the conservatory, and
teasing the birds that fluttered about the glass
door, waiting in vain for their young mistress
to caress them. When he came back Katharine
had raised her drooping head, and was apatho-
tically watehing him,

“Well, young lady, which is it to baf” he
asked, in a voico that he uselesly endeavoured
to render soft and concilinting. Eib

“ Peace!” she: said, closing her eyes, that
she might not seo his trinmphant glance, .

“I congratulate you on having regained your
Sensos,”’ he coarsely remarked, ‘“I suppose
that you wonld rather see Claude and afrange
the time and place for the ceremony with him
than with me ?”

. “ Would you havo me wed while my father

acted with great—with extraordinary forbear-.

No, she |

Either you fulfil your |

lies in such & precarious condition that the very
tidings of my marriage might kill him ?’ Katha.
rive indigvantly demanded. * Hive some re-
Spect for appearances, sir, if you have none for
my feelings.,”

o Don’t be uneasy on my account,” he said,
with & wave of his hand. * “T will anaWwer £o the
world for all I do. But no one can blame you,
under the peculiar circumstances in which you
are placed, for accepting the protection a kins-
man’s name offers you. r. Hargreaves is
totally unable to abtend to his business, and
therefore your cousin and husband will do so for
him—assisted and advised, of coarse, by me.”

“No !” said Katharine, firmly ; * to this plan
I will never consent. There shall be no inter-
feronce with Mr. Sondes. He is papa’s repre-
sentative, and shall remain go 1”7 .

“Ah! well, we need not discuss this now,”
the Captain answered, more good-humouredly
than she anticipated. She forgot that it was
not worth his while to argue with her, for when
once sho was Clauds Alverstone’s wife, what
would her opp sition to hig plans signify 7 'The
réins would then be in his own hands, and, let
him do what his Would, she must submit. “ Such
things as these ave after considerations,”” he told
her, in a careless, off-hand manner. ** 'We will
confine ourselves for the present to the marriage.
This must take place at once. Do you hear,
Miss Hargreaves P—at once |’

“Of course [ am at your orders, sir,” she an-
8wered, bitterly, I understand what part I
am expected to play—that of a submissive
slave.” ;

He did not choose to take any notice of this
retort, but asked if she had got »id of Mrs.

aen bin, {

*“ She leaves heto to-day,” was the curt reply.

“Then you had botter invite my daughter
Rose to tnie hor place. You can fetch her to-
morrow evening, and Claude shall be at home to
receive you.”’-

—I will net stoop to make advances to your
son !” she exclaimed, angrily.

“Is this your submission ”’ he demanded,
in tones &3 excited as her own, “However, [
am quite willing to acknowledge that Camden

with her bridegroom-elect, and so I will remove

will send you my new address in the morning,
and Rose shall be ready for you by five o’clock,
at which hour you will ‘call for her.”
“Ido not know Miss Alverstons,” ohjected
Katharine, who already regarded the innocent
Rose as a spy who would report her every action
to the Capbain, *“And in the preseut state of
my father’s health, it is very inconvenient to
have visitors sbaying in the liouse.’”. :
858 objections Wore pooh-pookéd,

“Rose will w6t prove half so troublesome to
you as the bhﬁ%h’eﬁhg, Prying womam you eall
Mrs. Quentin, Besides, &lie is not like an ordi.
nary guest. &"ﬁ_#%ﬁ days she will be your
sister; and as'soon a8 You are married, we shall
all take up our abode with you.” ‘
Katharine recoilod in dismay. Must she
endure the pi’e%ﬁ;{ﬁg of this man’ always P—seo
his odious face befora her at table P—live in
daily communion wWith him? — and have the
home she had loved 80 deatly desecrated by
this hateful intruder upon her privacy ? What-
ever else she permitited him to impose upon her,
she would resist this. Tt twas, therefore, with
stormy looks, and her little hands clenched, that
she bade him remember My, Hargreaves had not
been consulted. .

“ Until papa consents to such an arrangement,
it cannot, shall not, be carried out.”

** This honse is not your father’s, Miss Har-
greaves,” she was coolly reminded.

“Then I will take papa oub of it,” she an-
swored, without a moment’s hesitation.  Now

Captain Alverstone gave her an evil look. He
had been accustomed to raceive from his womar-
kind such implicit obedience to his will, that
Katharine’s . haughty and rebellious speeches
exasperated him greatly.

“You can do as yon please about remoying
your father,” he told her’; “but remembor that
You will have o reside here with yonr husband.”

Again Kathavine felt thab he was her master,
and she made a great effort to restrain how
wrath ; but it was stillandible in her tones when
she sullenly demanded ;

80 suddenly P’ 4
“To whom? Your servants? You are not

responsible to them for whas guests you invite.

Your friends ? Bah ! Nothing is more simple.

I am a relative just arrived in England. What

i is'there odgl in the faet that I take up my abode
with my kinsman and his daughter? Nothing.
You appear to be fond of starting difficulties.”’

* They do not avail me much,” she sighed.

*“They domnot,” Captain Alverstone answered's
*and you would do ¥ell to yemember that it
would be better policy to be more conciliating,
If you end in disgusting mo with my son’s bride,
others niay suffor through your folly.”

Katharine gasped £6r breath, ; y

“Ah! you are holding  threat o¥et me ! You
are hinting that if I displease you, my offences
will be visited on the hend of my father.”

He did not deny it; and tha loving daughter,
aroused to frenzy by this glimpse into his
treacherous. naturo, grasped his arm,

“You shall never do that—never! If I sacri-
fice myself, it shall not be uselessly. You shall
swear to me that, if T marry your son, you will
never do or say anything to distress my father,
and you shall keep your oath, or I will run all
risks, and leave you to do your worst.”’

“I% is you who are threatening now,” he said,
angrily.

“ Yes, sir; and you shall find me firm of will
and remorseless as 3 ourself, Take cave, Captain
Alverstone! You have goaded me almost to
madness, L am beginming to think that the
worst the world ecan say of us could not be
harder to bear than your tyranny.”

“I will not go to that hateful house of yours.

Town is not precisoly the locality in which the
rich Miss Hargreaves should have interviews

my family this very day to a West-end hotel. 1|

our right is disputed, neither he 1or T shall eatio’
| to reside here another day.”

‘How am I to account for your coming here

Her fice was ghastly pale; there wag an un-
earthly glare in her blue eyes, and the vehe-
mence with which she spoke made the Captain
feel that she was not exaggerating when she said
that he had gone too far; it was, therefore, in
tones more calculated to soothe her that he
made answer :

I am

tairly treated, and you make Claude a good,
loyal wife, your father shall receive every con-
sideration and kindness from me. Will that
satisfy you P’

“ No ; not unless you swear it, and swear by
all you hold most sacred, or by the memory of
Lilla Hargreaves, your son’s mother,”

Her mention of the young wife 8o deeply
loved, so ﬂi lost, agitated Captain Alver-
stone; an en he had—with unusual emo-
bion—given the pledge Katharine demanded,

© averted his face, till he had tranquillised

“ L shall now Jeave you,” ho said. *Do o
forgot that I shall expect you at the hote] 1y
morrow Efﬁﬁ'ﬁ‘éoh. Both Claude and hiy sister
Bhall bo there to receive you.”

Katharine, moredead than alive, crawleq back
to her father’s room, thankful tfn‘xt he wais to0
sleopy to motico her swollen eyes and palo
cheeks; and Captain Alverstone returned to
Camden Town to astonish his wife and daughtay
with the tidings that thay ‘Wwero to change their
quarters that same night. 2k

When Claude came home from his friend the
bookseller, he found Rose, erimson With exeite.
ment, filling trunks, and flying lither and
thither in obedience to the imperative commands
of her father, for the vehicle was at the ‘door in
which they were to be driven to thio hoteél Cap-
tain Alverstone had aelqcﬁéﬂ:g&ﬁ;ﬁﬂ in another
quarter of an honr they Lad bidden adieu te the
impassive Mrs, Jonos—whe neither scomed plad
norsorry at their depmture—pﬁﬂud‘cm@h% ”gﬁéﬁr
last glimpse of her as she stood at her door,
gazing after the receding vehicle. : )

Into Rose’s hand, however, shé liad s ?
piece of paper, which contained these w

“When you feel the need of nfr’i&ﬂdﬂ%’&a gou
may_ do 8o sooner than you think—¥ecollect that
you have oue in the old woman of —— Street,”

Captain Alverstons was astir soon after dawn
on the morrow, and his daughter was informed
at the breakfast-table that a modiste would wait
upon her in an hour or two, and that she was to
select from the articles that would be brought
to her everything that she would be likely to
require for a modest but elegant wardrobe,

“You are about to pay a visit to your cousin,
Miss Hargreaves,” her father told her, pom-
pously. “She will call for you at five o’clock,
and I have promised that you will be ready to
accompany: hér.” =

““ Miss Hargreaves, ‘tnhe Wehr,thy banker's
Axititar rGPG:}‘té‘d Rose, Sty from her
seat, excitedly.  * No—no, papa; Icannot live
under the same 100of with hop | y 5
more than T'oopiRbos.. Toabonld go- siad with
jealous rage, and kill hey ! :

. The astonished looks of Clands ‘e Toudly-
expressed wondet and hdiznatien $¢ hek father
goaallod Rose to herself, and ghe sarle Pask in
her chair, trying hard t5 Yogdin et Solf-possos.

sion.  Captain Alverstong ljudly demanded
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what she meant, and Claude, ih gentler tones,
inquired who had prejudiced her against Miss
argreaves; but Rose wotld not make any
other answer than that shé ‘did 1ok know why
she had spoken so strangely, excef)_h that she
felt she would rabher stay quietly with her
mother. &5 3 et
“Tm glad Bonie oné donsiders me,” Whim.
erod Mis, Alverstode. *1 should like to knlow
Ej‘o{v I am t6 manage all thess tirésome ehildren,
if Rose goes away from me >’ ; %
T shall take the. boys to schié6l ?:‘o-mori'ow,""
siid her husband. “1 Suppose you can Muster
up sense enough to keep I'lossy Gub of mis-
chief,”’ E
L will not leave you, mamma,” said Rose,
ﬂin‘ﬁing,her_ arms around her mothet’s héck.
“1 do 1ot wish to 18ave yo.” > 3
. %Q’ﬂ will d0 a8 yoit are bid,” 8aid Hér father,
steknly. “T have agreed to ths arran ement,
86 you had better take cars to_he ready when
Miss Hargreaves arrives ; and, Claude, I miist
have 4 little ohat with you befors this young
lady arriyes. Thers arg great things in”stors
for you, lad ; 86 you may prepate yoursclf for
a pleasant surprise.” e :
. “Will you plainly tell me what vydﬁ ménn,
sit P the young man demandéd. T do not
think any Surprise Would be pledsant t6 me that
is connectod with Miss Hargreayes.”
Do you say this, bocatse shb ralled 4t yot
when mit yoi “sity Hor P 1 L will find
her humble efonsh to-day. Lave paved tie
way for You, and brought your prétty Kathatine

into such subjection, that she will Tiot requird

riuch mors taming. My foot 1§ on hér neck,
R AMERREPRERP o g i cvon s ST Gy
Claude looked &t his father sharply wnd in:
quiringly ; but he did Yot spéak; and, with &
n6d and & laugh, the Captain quitted thé root,
R o
i §§‘é‘ ot what [ héve dono, and WHat toruts
you aré o pHoposs,”. |
" And ko tho houed &
Katharihe n a.):‘é'r“ﬁ

and hearér to the faté she ha
vainly struggled to avoid,

i €HAPTER XVIL i
WHEREIN OLAUDE MAINTAINS HIS RIGHT TO
_ TUDGE FOR HIMSELF. -

Mica s Ross Alverstons distiked tho 1363 of
beitig the giiedt of the tvoman whom she cotld
not Liélp réfarding as Her sucobssfal rival, slio
Was no iﬁ%éwﬁizla fo ths pleasire of Baing well
dréssed £67 bl | ws’t%i,m in hep 'y‘du‘x\;g Tife ; and
43 sho falt that it as 10 %6 to a b al ahinst
o fathor's deciston, shis foutid solaos in lister.
12 %o the sugeeétions of the smait Httle rodists
hom He gent to lier, Having told herself
that sHe imust obef, ull her good-h ot Yo-
turiéd, ahd when she Was led to the glass
to es the eifdct of the Gostames trted upon
hér, sho conld not hielp
at her own beauty. But the smile was followed
by a sigh ; and » Ward and Bitber look settled
down upon.the glowing fade at which she gazed.
Better to be born hideously ugly, and owe such
love as fell to one’s share to the good qualities
one posséssed, than to be treated as_a oy, and
then flung aside as soon as the transient pagsion
n:yﬂmd by 4 fine figure and prétty features died
oub! and again Rose’s heart swelled. with re-
vengeful feelings, T tain’s imperious com-
mands were enforced by such liberality that they
were obeyed Zo the Tetter; and though Mis, Alver-
8tote did nothing but sit helplossly looking of;
dontented With '%hfwm'ﬁ’g and_admiring every
Birtivls Tequisite for Rose's -toilette was ready
anid packed in hadsoime trunks by tlie tine
thé nﬁiﬁéyﬂi‘th Katharie Hargreaves seated
in it; ¥6lled to the door. Then the young im
Who Was 0 be her puest shat hesdelf in her
oWn room with Flossy ; anid, oppregsed by &
Qisquistude, % ©aitsd of which shs coukd but
obscurely diving, she folded bor little sister in
hét atms, anid wopt and sobbed Hll the child
s %s »tmghzm?,l_;m;, !drl;\éi #ake, Rose Wik
roéd to teanquillise hersolf. g & :
Meiin while, q}!ﬂmha, 8o pale whd proud that
1o one could suspect the tempest of angry
humiliation taging within her, lstened with
compressed lipy to bhe eivilities of theé Captain,
Who histened out to receive her and give het
his arii to the swite of apartments le o6
‘o ihgrl : :
Miss Aﬁ’em@zi‘efa‘w{td?, E ;
% if wot, T-will drive & littlé furbher and oall
For higr.” el S
o ;‘m Ldo fiot chooss for my datghter’s in.
b of $6 you t6 take m:ve ini_the Wt¥eet,”
ke m"zﬁgﬁfu tones as cur tﬂg‘ﬂd dgﬁi'd'eél as her
i 4 g, des, you havé t6 seé Clande, your
future hisbang . dg yott forget that ¢’

Pooh! You will find’

W . %
b ot Taids by by, wa s 115

Tiddd o1, é46h oné Bringing | 1o #, had yet the spitit ¢ ® to W
| hér, ¥iow she had boldly told lirm that she gave
| him RAothing in retiin

| Miss Hargrenves !’ he exolaimed.

smiling and blushing

 wfighe” o 8 nid, shottly. *1f
t her comd to me at

Kutharine shiddersd, but shs wis in the
toils, and, murmuring to herself, * Itis for my
fathet 12—t 13 to save his 1ife dnd hon'éur I’ she
alighted, and permitted herself to be led to the'
room Where Mrs. Alverstone, crimson with alarm
lest she should forget the instructions her hus-
band Had been drilling into her Obtuss Wain,
trigd o redéive the young lady wwith proper |
cordiality. Bat Wheh in one afid the samé
brénth §he begged Kitharine to be Séated; and

| declarod—drawing her handkérchiof over lior

bidW = thit it was So ¢ drendful hot, slis |
WAS a-tiost ielted,” the Captain Silenced her |
with stich 4 frowh thidh she did not vénture to
open her lips again. : R :

. Where i8 Clauds P e démandsd, 4s hé ¥ang
& peal on the Leéll. Wiy i5 K8 ot hete to
Welconie his consiti 7 den

No one appeared £6 kiow whit had bécote
of hifn ; and the Captaitr, who Had been so busy |
thiit 6 Hiad dontiived for the last Houk or two
t6 forget his son, was growitig puiple Wwith
wrath, when oné of the }iof;'el-txq.itéfs pub into
his hand 4 note i Claude’s Randwriting. -

It dontained a respectiul bt firm refusal t6
taks an'y’fﬁm&‘-l;,in 16 matrimonial schéme at
which his father had hinted ; and euded by saying
that to prove he was in earnest, ha iteride
ko abseitt hithself till Miss Hargvréaves’ visit had
been paid. g %k N e,

It was hio ‘easy tisk to Kedp back the Firlous
execrations that thronged t6 Captiin Alv‘es.
stone’s lips When hefound himself thas thwarted.
He glanced at Kathating, who, in the haughty |
and half-defiant attitude a captive qasen would

h‘u.f:ufa;ﬂg assumo in thé Presence of a conqueror |
(-]

whom 8he despised as much as shie feared, sat
with Ber 6yes fixed ofi the window ; only by the
nervous shiver that passed over her every tinfe |
 foot, dréw néar the doot testifying hof fmtch

sli6 dreadéd the appearancs of the futii who |
had been chosen for her. ; 2

It would never do to Iet Her know thdt the

wagwird boy who hiad best Stiittenr wWith Hor |
oveliness, had yet the spitit to réfuse to wed |
bat séoiti; -and so the |
exasperated Caphain smoobhed his biofy. !

A most unfortunate circtihstance, my dear
1 ‘“Clande has’
been dalled awiy by the Budden illness of a
friend ; but he begs me to make his apologies,
and to ask ymi] to fix 4t Hour to-moirow whep
hé izﬁ"d T'mmay Lave thie pleasurs of Waiting tipon
you.’ ; %

Tt a8 & vespite, and Kathiiino drew & Iong
breath and felt auutterably gratefal for it. Her
repugnande to encoliter Clandé in hi§ new
character was far greater than it ould have
Eﬁd’?eﬂt Had he been #n tWtter StrAnger. Her

rst impressions had been all in his favour; &iid

this faet oiily made her resentiént more violent | ovy

at finding that hie was—or so she beligved—as
unscrupulous as his father. But the Captain wis
sp‘%akina again, and she knew she mist liston,
and consent to Whatover lie proposed,

“Will you say. eleven iu .the forendon ?
Thank you ; and noyw {;ive me a kind message
for your disippointed ver.

* My. Claude Alverstonio is no lovér of mine,” |
she rétorted, with 4 disdainfal gestiite. * Pray,
sit, Tob S §ive things thoir right names
while We are alons, howevér ive wny think it
expedient to décdive the world. Call Your son
the bridegtoorm that yoq ‘tﬁrustl'gz'foﬁu 8, if you
will; bat do i6b Al 4 if 1o By sy battiors
of real affection for me,”

* You iire uot doing ClAdds justich——" he
gag#r}l'l_mngnly telling her, but she would ot
lear him. y

“Oblige nis by chénging the sabjdct. T dm
10 receive you and gdgrﬁ;%% at életeﬁj to-morrow,
Yot desir it, aiid { must oboy; it 18 u bisiness
a}‘tﬁlﬁe}pﬁnﬁ; and any atbempt at son timent is
ridiculous ! Is the yb‘_fiﬂtg lady w&d‘¥ Wwith
whosé society gén Propose to favowr mé?”’
. Rose entered tho room as slio asked thé ques-
tion, and glided to héi'ni%th'éi"s side. He ma

be pirdoned for tH exiltation K6 otrayél oh | bx

he presented her to Mixs

Hirgreaves,
Kathatine, LN

prejudiced though ~ sh

for even

o
10t but acknowledge that this m?d flowér was
very beautiful, : 5 =y
The young girls Tookéd Wifa iito eac
therd. wai

other's oyes ; but fri’end's‘ﬁ_ikibetv'v’i :
impossible while one was arbouring distrist
and the other jealotsy. _I{nwfveig, the Captain
would riot dppear cognisanit of the coldress with

which they met, but talked for them till they [

wers seated side by side in
cartiage. S .

1 shall see you to-morrow, my child,” he
said to Rose. “Tn the meantimo; be happy with
your cousin, who, to oblige me, will do hor bast
to make you feel at home with her. You must

Mr. Hargreaves’

| di

Wwag, eould | me.

as he drow back to lot the foosman put up the
stéps, * Adieu, my pet.” i
“Chptain Alverstons tesmy t6 HAYS forgotten
fo tell you that you are going to a house, thé
hoad of which i3 eriotly, it hot dangerously
il,” Katharine observed, As they drove diwvdy,
“ Ate you spéaking of your ather P asked
Rose ; and though her tone was not. 48 & mpa-
thetit as it would have been if she. had nown
the history of the last few Weeks, it sufficed &
stir Katharine's long-repressed emotions, and
her mobile mouth began te rélax and quiver.
She had had 110 one o pity her—no one 6o Sus-
tain her sinking spirits by & kind word or look}
for she dared not lI)iiuf; to anyotie abodt her what
a load of anxiety and dread was burdening her
he%i'b, lest a suspicion of the cause should 0oze
out. , 3
“ Yes,” sho faltered. ¢ My Tather i§ very ill;
so ill, that I am beginning to lose hope.” :
“And_you are unhappy about him P’ Roks
drew a Little eloser o lier Sorrowhul eompanion
as she spoke. She Wwas struck with astonish-
ment t0 find that the fairy queen whom the
Duke of St. Helen’s w,o,rshigpeEi thév lo}?qti%
maiden of Claude’s dreams, S7hs fiob miore
eilgfﬁifit from the calés of mortality than Héet-
self, 4 v g
““ Yes ; did you not knosv it ? o+ ha& Captain
Alyerstone taught you to think with him, that
papa’s illness is ot as Berious as I répresent
it P ey e
“T know nofhig,” Rose brithifinty répliod,
"3 kv O¥toq Wiahd of Tute BhA BAPK woutd
place a littlo more confidencs in hi§ cliildren,
Lt séems 5o strange to bie obligad fo say thit I
dnot know you and I are related, Gritil Tast
ght.” =2
* The relationship is g0 slight, it is scarcely
worth mentioning,” §aid Katharine, coldly.
" And yeb you recogniss it, and in spite of the

troubles you have just spoken of, you thitk of

ni

and 1avitd me £6 your houge. Iti§ ve ry kitd of
you,” c‘tie{i‘gqs“é' warmly, feeling more and fiore
| ashamed of the =%-Tva¥a. with “Wwhich ﬂm_ Had’

reoted hor riow doquainbanos,
Katharine’s col UL YOSB. . . o TN
“ My dear dféﬂ , You_are ég’v‘ing me.

which I have done’ nothing to deselve.

be my ﬁIBSt-’ ‘ﬁ'ﬁrél‘é =3 '1‘1’61’ g“
o And I am fiot & weloome bne I 9, n Hes'
that I an not, 'ifgén 1 will go back ! Wil ?ymx
ask your servants to turn thie horses’ fibads ? 1t
not, @é et out and walk 1"~ ;

_But Katharine, tather amused 4% the Béry
spi‘rfuﬁ her W‘ofd% had evoked, laid hér havd
Rose’s arm, She was fast learning to cown-
preheiid How ,u%t‘éﬂ¥

were unlike, and £o fe y
the young gitl Whose pride whs eqial

father and daughter
el some 1i€tl‘e {zitei%ésbki{;ﬁ
0 hae”

ust take you bick, ff,{oﬁ
ub consider first in what a
lommia you will placs me as Well ‘A8 _yonrself,
Captain_Alverstone will in all srobability eon-
clude that I have said soTeth ﬁvﬁ? rude to
yo“’ffiﬂ?l llnlgﬁve grave redsons for no wishing
to offend him.” s . .
.- He knew that I did ot 1il %6 ésﬁy thig
visit,” muriired the still dissatishied Rose;
'wfhg .‘éﬁhlf‘d nod.‘. reconeile h‘eml}f1 %g mtiﬁ%h ig?;
of being foreed upon a person who nad. taci
%'gr_:ﬁ-dw edgod that sha. did Aot wish o have
T

sThen we ats 8qtial. Vot Wers hot iﬂm
zm%pg, to %ﬁ 0 1 ,"—% s&zisg’grfthgp 1 h"ri
0 have a young, livély visitor me whe

iontd B i&s& o enterealn her mid
Katharine, in & ors coneilintory méanner, for
she bogan o féel sorry for the frank, quicks
tempered yo%{n .creature who was_ placed ifi
such an awkward position by WeF father's
manaduvres. “Let us agreé to think fio More
of our annoyances,” she added, ‘' If you ean
overlook my vbgigg 8 tetg indifferent iaﬁthes,
too much engagéd just How with my father,
and too anxious about hg_n‘, to have much time
or aught olse, I will do what I cdn to re-
coﬂ‘,c'ilé you to sponding u fow days or weeks with

Roié eonstdeted awhils, sud then rofusiber-
ing iihg‘tt she would mréé?mme botMES 16

Wity dob, 1
g_xsx‘st upon ib;
1

: 1y

dare the displeasure he would inéur By retutn-

ing;aishe rather ungraciously aceepted this pro-
o084l *

5 o sup%éﬁg 1 o'u?hé to thank you,” she said,
waveting between her vexation and a oonscious.
noss that she was bdrely oivil; but Katharine
had thrown herself back in the carriage #nd
was too deep in thoughit to Hoar her; 86 Roso
oceupied herself during tho rest 6f the drive fn
gazing at the delicately fait lineaments of the
queenly girl who had stolen the hearts both of
the Duke of St. Helen’s and her brother Claude,

not be too gay and lose your colour,” he added,

eanwlile, Captain Alverstone was nursing

by your father's wish, tiot mine, tht you dre b

/

5
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his ire till it could burst on the head of his son,
who, however, heard him with a ¢omposure that
testified how little he intended to be influenced

y it

“I am neither mad nor ungrateful, as yon per-
sist in calling me,” Claude said, as soon as he
could get a hearing. “I only exercise a right
which even you, sir, cannot deny me—the
right of holding aloof when an attempt is made
to draw me into an act of presumption and
folly.”

*“Take care what you are saying !’ exclaimed
the Captain, threateningly. * You are so self-
conceited, that you are blind to the consequences
of your absurd behaviour : I have been moving
heaven and earth to secure you a good posi-
tion, and you reward me by the most obstinate
and capricious conduct.”

** Obstinate, I may be; but why call me
capricious ”’ Claude remonstrated. ‘I told
you some time since that I had no desire to
become the husband of Miss Hargreaves.”

“ Psha! your lips said one thing, and your
looks another. I saw that you were over head
and ears in love with her; and I put myself out
of my way—relinquishing my own claims for
iom: sake—to win her for you: yet when I

ring the lady here that you may proceed with
your wooing, you. insult both of us by rushing
away, no one knows where !”

“T would not insult Miss Hargreaves for all
the world !”’ cried Claude, impetuously.

“Yet you acted .in such a manner, that, but
for my presence of mind, she wounld have been
highly offended. As it is, I made sucha plausible
excuse for your absence, that the field is still
open. She consents to grant you an interview
in the morning, which is more than you de-
Berve.”’ y

““And more than I wish,” Claunde boldly re-

lied. *““Let us have an understanding, father.

have no desire to pry into your affairs, nor
take n.x(\{ share in them. As you already know,
I would sooner work for my bread than be thus
dependent upon you: and, while ‘we were at
Camden Tow-4% 508 my best to fit myself for
a olerk:z&" e

* Abgfird I’ the Capfain ejaculated.  The
son off Firnesh i lverstone is reserved for better
tbings thay stooping at a desk all the day long !

here iz a bLright future before you, my boy,
and you may fling aside care. There is a
splendid mansion ready for you to step into as
its master, and a handsome house in the country
to which you can retire when you are tired of
the -amusements ef the town. You may keep
half a dozen hunters or racers if you feel inclined;
and there will be no one to say this or thatisan
extravagance, for with a large fortune a man
may do as he pleases, and yours will be princely.
You did not dream of such things when youn
toiled at the farm in Otago, nor would I awaken
your longings for them till I knew I could put

ou in possession of all a young man can crave.
cam do 8o now, g.nd all I ask in return is a home
beneath your roof.”

o AndyM;ss Hargreaves P’ asked C_ln.qde, his
eyes glittering, his face flushing ; for his father’s
speech had not been heard unmoved,

“Will be your wife ; she consents to it. Conld
you wish for one fairer ox better fitted, both by
education and natural gifts, to do honour to
your choice ?”’

% And why does Miss Hargreaves show herself
go willing to accept the hand of one whom she
poarcely knows and has not hesitated to aver
that she despises 7"’ the young man demanded,
his strong common sense regaining the mastery.

““ Pooh ! the hasty words of a passionate girl,
whose temper needs subduing. It will be your
fault if she makes such pettish speeches
again,”’

“But what has so changed her? or, rather,
what has induced her to agree to be mine so sud-
denly ?”’ : :

* The Captain fenced with the question; but
Claude persisted in having axi‘a.ns‘wet; and he
was obliged to acknowledge that e had pecu-
niary claims on My. Hargreaves, which he had
ponsenfed to waive -if their children were
united.

“ And Miss Hargreaves sacrifices herself for
the sake of her father ? Has he urged her to
do this, or have you?’ his son inquired, agi-

atedly. -

“ It will be no sacrifice to become the wife of
such a warm-hearted, good-looking fellow as

ou are, lad. Have patience with her, and in a
ittle’while she will be the first to acknowledge
this.’

“And you think, sir, that I would lead a
woman to the altar who goes there rebelling
against her fate, and solely from a sense of duty
to her father? I will mot do 4! TIf Miss
Hargreaves gave me but a spark of love, I would
G0 my utwost to win her heart; asit is, I refuse

—I positively
filial affection !

* Don’t provoke me, boy~—don’t provoke me !’
his father menacingly exclaimed. *I will not
have my efforts in your behalf rendered useless
by your high-flown notions of honour. Recollect
that you are, as you just now admitted, utterly
dependent upon me; and that if I chose to fling
you off—— Bat no, I will not stoop to threaten.
You will think this over, and see the folly as
well as unkindness of refusing to finish what I
have begun. Go to bed, Claude. Youn are my
good, obedient son, and am I not doing my
best to reward you? This pretty Katharine will
soon learn to love you as well as—as you love
her; and, harkye, boy, yon have rivals: one of
them is no other than the insolent peer who
insulted our little Rose with his pretended ad-
miration. He makes pretensions to Miss Har-
greaves’ hand—ay, and thinks he has only to
ask and have. Will there be no gratification
in wresting from him the prize of which he
makes so sure? Will you let him pluck your
hands from his throat and hold you off with a
smile at his own superiority, as he did before ?
Will you let him jeer at your tameness in re-
signing the lady, that he may have her or leave
her, as he feels inclined ?”’

Claude involuntarily clenched his hands, and
hissed between his teeth a passionate—

“ Don’t, father—don’t! Would you make me
at heart a murderer 7’

Buot Captain Alverstone only smiled, and
patted him on the shoulder.

“There is a fuller, deeper revenge in yonr
power than shedding patrician blood. Go to
bed, my boy, and remember that at eleven to-
morrow your bride-elect will be waiting for
you.”

Claude took one stride towards the door,
then came back, looking very pale and deter-
mined.

“No, sir. I'll not go away leaving you to
imagine that anything yon have said will induce
me to change my mind. I will not marry Miss
Hargreaves. Ignorant though you keep me of
much that I ought to know, I cannot but be
certain that there has been a powerful stress
put upon her inclinations to induce her to con-
sent to such a marriage as this would be; and,
on her account as much as my own, I plainly
tell you that nothing shall induce me to move a
stop further in the matter.”

The Captain stormed, then cajoled, then grew
furious again; but all to no purpose. Claude
was not to be moved from his resolution, till
his father changed his tactics, and asked if he
knew what was to be the result to Katharine
herself of his stubborn refusal. ‘

“Her ruin and her father’s—rwin and dis-
grace,” he added. “It is to avoid inflicting
either on an old and suffering man that I agreed
to 1;,he compromise to which you are object-
ing.”
% I do not understand you, sir. Why not be
candid with me, and let me be ablo to judge for
myself whether this is a justifiable proceed-

"

,r,efuse to take advantage of her

e
=]

At firat the Captain angrily refused to do any
such thing, declaring that Clande was taking too
much upon himself, and making demands when he
ought to render implicit obedience ; but finding
that the young man steadily insisted in his right
to b_e enlightened, he told him, with as much
brevity as he could, of the awkward position in
which his return to England had placed Mr.
Hargreaves.

“If I cannot have my money at once, no one
can blame me for demanding the most ample
gecurity for its repayment,” he went on. “'IPhe
marriage [ have arranged would give me this,
and therefore I say that it shall take place. By
heavens, Claude! if you raise any more objec-
tions, I shall be aggravated into doing my worst :
turning my back upon my most ungrateful son,
and leaving Mr, Hargreaves to the mercies of
the lawyers, to whom I shall apply.”

The young man staod silent for several
minutes, pondering over what he had heard,
and might have done so still longer if his im-
patient father had not broken in wupon his
musing with a sharp ¢ Well, are you con.
vinced at last 7> .

““ No, sir, I cannot say that I am,” was the
frank response. * There surely must be some
middle course that might be adopted. It seems
80 monstrous for Miss Hargreaves to be hurried
gt% Eatnmony, that I cannot reconcile myself

it.

“ You testify wonderful consideration for this
haughty girl. Have you none for me? But I
need not ask : you are bent on having your way.
Take it, then, and I will take mine. Ay, and
Miss Katharine Hargreaves shall be t&ught to
repent the insolent speeches that have made yon

tyrn restive on my hands, and drive we into

‘He may swear you a8 many

—

the very course which, for everyone’s sake, I was
willing to avoid.”

Captain Alverstons lit his candle, and was
Le_aving the room, when Claude’s voice detained

im.

‘““ Stay, father. Give me time to think over
what I have heard to-night.”

“Not I. You have had such advantages
offered you as no young man of spirit ever re-
fused before, and with no condition annexed but
that you should save Katharine Hargreaves
from the consequences of her father’s rash
meddling with another man’s money. I have
borne with too much from you, If you must
think, let it be of what you are to do for a
living.”

“ That w1,11 not trouble me much; but Miss
Hargreaves’ difficulties cannot be so easily for-
gotten. If I were sure that she wished this, or
could feel the smallest hope that she has re-
conciled herself to the prospect of our
union—"  And then Claude paused, and
averted his head, that his watchful father might
not see the joy and hope that gleamed in his
eyes at the mere thought of such exquisite
felicity. “ Father, I must and will see her
before I decide.”

“I thought you had done so, and that I had
resolved to leave the Hargreaves to their fate.”

Claude did not answer; but his eyes eagerly
questioned his father’s face. Captain Alverstone
was very reluctant to consent to anything that
would involve a delay ; yet if his too honourable
son would come to no other terms, what was to

 be done P

“I have already told you that your cousin
expects us to-morrow, and if asked to name an
early day for your marriage, she will do so. I
shall keep my appointment. You can accom-
pany me if you choose, and I will see that
Fou obtain as long an interview with her as you
ike to demand; but if yon eventually quit the
house without ratifying the agreement I have
entered into on your behalf, do not come near
me again, nor profess any further interest in the
girl whom you yourself leave to poverty and
disgrace.”

So saying, he turned away; but Claude sat,
with his head on his hands, till the light of
morning began to peep through the shutters.
There were two pictures tormenting and keep-
ing him in doubt: one of Katharine, bound
indeed to him for life, but loathing the tie; the
other, of her beautiful face beaming upon him
as it had done during that happy balf-hour ere
she discovered his parentage. Should he ever
see her smile npon him so kindly again? How
would she look if he went to her prepared to
carry out his father’s wishes against her will ¢
Dare he hope that such a reluctant bride would
ever learn to regard him kindly ? : He was still
debating this all-important question when the
morning broke, and he went to his own room
to lie down for an hour or two, lest his hollow
eyes should betray the wakeful night he had
been passing.

[To be continued.]
* For Life—~For Love ” commenced in No. 520 and
Part CXXVIL.

SrroNg NATURES. — The grandest and
strongest natures are ever the calmest. A fiery
restlessness is the symbol of frailties not yet
outgrown. The repose of power is its richest
phase and its clearest testimony.

Tae English Gipsies are qluito withount religion,
being almost the only people in the world who
have mo notion of immortality, and are not
governed in the least degree by any thought of
future.reward or punishment. But if they havy
no religion, they have a curious devotion to the
dead which has more influence on their lives
than the religion of the most sincere behqver
usually has.  When a friend dies, the survivop
always gives up something of which he has heen
fond, in memory of the dead. If it be a boon.
companion, the friend who had drunk with him
will taste no more liquor thereafter. Sometimes
cigars are given up—sometimes some kind of
food which the deceased loved. Often a bereaved
Gipsy will give up cards; or if he has danced
often with some _ittle brown sweetheart he will
never dance again after she is gone, Sgid a
Gipsy to Mr. Leland—who has spent much time
among them: ¢ When Gipsy men or women die,
their friends do not like to call anyone else by
their names, and often they change them, if any
in the family are called 80; for ’twould make
any man grieve to hear the names of the dead
that were dear to him, © one oath that will
bind a Gipsy is the oath he gwears by his dead.
: ! Christian oaths as
you please : ho Wil break them before you are
round the next corner. Buat let him swear by

the dead, and nothing can shake his fidelity.



THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

‘0

YA

i

&

S
o N1\ ,
| g ] \
Jey = 0O
Y TR (e o

M.&:"'ag;gi
w Ak‘:’lk

A

SO RICH AND YET SO POOR.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘A PEARL BEYOND PRICE,”

CHAPTER VII,
A STAB.

It was such a beautiful evening, that Mr. Tom
Johnson, after going about a hundred yards in
the direction of home, took it into his head to
strike off to the right, down one of the forest-
paths, so as to have a bit of a ramble before
going back. ;

He knew his way well enough—that this path
led straight through the wood, and would
bring him out by the old lane, along which he
could get to the back of the village, and so
on to the Parsonage.

The night was 8o soft and calm, there was
such a sweet scent of the spring flowers—for
along by his side, almost ready to be crushed by
his feet, the violets grew in profusisn—and the
young man’s chest expanded as he strode along,
exhilarated by the soft air, and luxuriating in
the hopes which every day grew stronger within
his breast.

He bad just passed one cross cubt when the
thought struck him that he might go gently
down it for two or three hundred yards, and it
would bring him back in sight of the kecper's
cottage, where the candle would by this time
lit, so that perhaps he might be able to see
Polly for a few moments, and if he could—well,
he would go home a happier man. 7

“ T can’t help it,”” he said to himself, “and I
don’t want to help it. I love the very ground
she walks on, for a sweeter girl never lived. I
think, too, that she’s beginning to like me a
little, and if I can win her to being my wife,
why, bless her, she’ll make a man of me; and I
shall be that grateful to the little lass, that the
whole love of my poor life will hardly pay.
*Tain’t much of & look-out for her—a cottage
and a bit of a garden, and my wages; but
it’s all 1 oan do, and thonsands—ay, thou-
sands have been very happy on that same.
Monpy's right enough, of conrse, bub it isn't

IN CAME POLLY GRAYLING.

everything, oh! no, and for my part, I—
Hullo !’ :

Tom Johnson stopped short, and stood in the
gloom gazing down the path to where there was
a little opening in the wood caused by the
felling of a few trees. He was now about three
hundred yards from the keeper’'s cottage, and
the stoppage had been caused by the sight of a
couple of figures standing with their backs
to him in the comparatively light spot in
front.

The figures were those of a man and a woman,
and across the latter’s light dress plainly to be
seen was a dark mark, while her figure was suffi-
ciently out of the perpeundicular to show that
she was leaning lovingly up against her com-
panion’s side.

¢ Just like ’em,” said Tom Johnson, laughing
silently to himself. ‘ Well, isn’t it spring-time,
when al the birds mate, and everyone’s heart
seems to whisper just a little bit to you about
its being the time to think about some one else ?
Now, I wonder who them two are,”’ he said,
after a panse. “I don’t want to disturb ’em,
but I shallif T go by. Well, [ suppose I must,
for now I've got so far, I don’t think I shall go
the long round to-night. But who in the world
can it be, out here, of all places in the world ?
Can’t be Smithers and his_lass, nor Harry
Davies and Jenny Donne. Well, it caps me.
Anyhow, I shall soon see. But it's strange,
too, for there ain’t nobody lives anywhere
neat—— Oh! Heaven!”

That was no loud, blasphemous outburst,
but the deep, groaning utterance of ome who
:md been stricken suddenly by a revela-

ion.

Sokeen was theshock, that the young man reeled
and clutched at the trunk of a sapling, close at
hand, to which he clung, the little tree quivering
in answer to his merves, as he stood glaring
straight before him, through the dim twilight
of that forest path ; the sweat standing in drops
upon his forehead, where the hair clung dankly
to his temples, and his face was drawn and
furrowed like that of & man thirty years his
senior,

“Oh, Heaven! do uot let it bo that,” he

moaned—* anything but that! Oh! Polly—my
darling——"

He made a clutch at his throat, for the dim
wood seemed to reel before his eyes, and he sank
u%on his knees in the damp moss by the path.
side.

Thoe weakness lasted but for a moment,
though, and he leapt to his feet, exclaiming,
fiercely :

“It's a lie!
she !”

For a moment he seemed about to hurry along
the path, but he checked himself, and stole for-
ward slowly, keeping close to one side, so that
his steps were perfectly inaudible. Then he
stepped in amongst the trees, and, unseen, un-
heard, he passed softly amongst the hazel
stumps, till he came within half a dozen yards
of the couple he watched, and then stood, with
one hand parting thebranches laden with green
leaves, the other pressed upon his side to stay
the heavy throbbings of his heart.

It conld not have been a minute that the

oung man stood watching there, and drinking
in every word that was spoken ; but it seemed
an age to him, ere, half blind, he turned and
reeled away, his hands stretched out before
him, as if to save himself from falling.

It seemed to him even mow that no sound
must meet the ears of those whom he had
watched, for he kept up his cauntious movements
until he had placed a couple of hundred yards
between them, before, with a moan that seemed
hardly human, he dashed on blindly through
the wood, heedless that the thin branches of
the underwood flogged his face, and that
gnarled roots tried to trip him up; his sole
thought was to get away—far away, anywhere
that he could forget that which he had seen and
which stung him with an agony that: seemed
more than he could endure.

It was impossible that such a career could
last, and beforo the poor fellow had run fer a
minute, his foot canght in a branch, beaten down
across the path, and he fell heavily, dashing his
head against a tree-trunk, to roll over, insen.
sible, for the moment, to the anguish that had
soathed his poor, unlettered brain.

I won’t believe it! It can’t be
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CHAPTER VIII,
ENTANGLED.

IT is too often the case that in the utter selfish-
ness of his desire to afford himself satisfaction,
man inflicts intense agony upon his fellows as
well as upon the dumb creation; but no such
thoughts crossed the mind of Lawrence Clayton
as heidly strolled through the wood in the
direction of the keeper’s cottagze.

His cigar was one of the best that money
could buy; his dark velvet tunic and knicker-
bockers, the most expensive a London tailor
could supply; he had just been freed from a
debt that had been a nuisance to him for weeks
past, and altogether his feolings tended rather
towards enjoyment than anything else,

Certainly he had had some hot words with his
father, who had, he thought, been almo ﬁurlgl.xsti.-
fiable in certain of his expressions; but there,
that wagnotbing 'n%w : he had often had to suffer
that, and hard words broke no bones, The old
n. d paid those scoundrelly sheriff’s officers,
and he, ,..Aﬁmﬁmﬁaxt@n, was free again—for
the presemt, * g

A,fq ﬁﬁsla_'(ivfg};&, too : only tofancy that the
quiet, soft, secrotive puss had had a couple of

dred sovs. savf‘.d up, ready to pay his debt

o uld have dona it, too!

r him, and. d have dona it, too!
io“%bﬁ'ﬂ%&ﬂ%%ﬁing! She sha’'n’t lose by it,”
he é&ig, halt aloud, as he stood still and
listene =
~ The soft calmness of the eve had nob touched
him, neither had he noticed the sweet fragrance
of the flowerets, which now, refreshed with the
dow, soe;x&éd the whole glade. A wood to
Lawrence Clayton was a oovert for pheasants,
nothing more, and he had stopped short becanse
a, cocl-bird had run ace is path, and disap-
peared in the thick underwood, making a cluck-
ing noise, such ag might have been made by a
barn-door fowl in imminent danger of strangu-
lation, <o

“Qught to ba twice ag many,” he mnttered ;
“and there shall be, t0o, or ’ll know the reason
Wh ‘Ln o ¥ < -
%hgn he went on, smoking earelessly, till
within easy distance of the keeper’s cotitage.

“I wonder whether that eqthﬁoun.%ad; old
geoundrel has got home yob,” he said, half
alond ; and then he referred to his watch.
“ Not yet, I should say; and if he has, he has
no business to be. Anyhow, here gees.”

Putting his hand to his mouth, he made the
signal that he had often made before from the
same place, and then leaning against a tree, he
smoked and waited.

His waiting wasg not for long, though, for
before even he had time to grow impatient t
was the sound of hﬂg footseps, and, a dress
brashing the twigs, and the next moment, m.%m
in one hand, Lawrenca Clayton caught Polly
in his arms.

“ Mr. Clayton, don't—do adonenow.! Howdare
you?’” exclaimed the little, maiden, struggling
to free herself, and then standing, pouting,
and  smoothing her perfoctly smooth haic,
“You’'ve no business to touch me like that.”

“ And. why mnot, you cruel little woodland
fairy ?7. he exclaimod, catching her hand to hold
ib tightly in his,  * Why, what have [ done sinc
lss_g %ﬁﬁ wag, hore, that you turn so cold, anc
spiteful-to me, P

Ol L I don’t know what, you have done, only
that, if you keep on smoking, that nasty cigar,
uncle will smell’ it, and; come fo m&’

*Is the old chap af home ??" said Lawrence,
laughingly, throwing, the cigar away, and catoh-
ing Polly’s obher hand, to.pat the twe together,
ag ona might; those of a o..hﬂd! !

.*““I'he old, chap 2" said Pqt{ y, slosvly. repeating

“1f you mean dear unc 15 nok
r, ¢

at home, w—ihzﬂ%‘“gl?%gg'ﬁ"“ ayton, 1ot my

I came away, And please,
hand along; yon hurt ifi with; that ring,”.

¢ Did. ho hurt. i6s profhy lifkla haxéﬁiéﬁf-’ said
Lawrence, stroking it tenderly, and then liftin
iti up to lsxssmﬁwd.xmt‘.{v\ﬂ},&ﬁ Polly resente

-snatehing it ‘away, and wiping if upon her
&% bntgqx:g% to auog b A,,ht_ﬂ tﬁi? iy ,Bgam,

0. ment, and hold if in his. ‘heva,
pooe listle hand /" he continuad, ** Noxt time I

‘go,up to town, T'll buy a little gold. ring to, fit

this little finger, if its littlo mistross will lot
me put it on.’> t
* What sort,
L R R
.“ MDat sort of a ming:h, Why, a g ong,
with little. blua tuxquoises in it to néﬁaaﬁony‘e%
m&?ﬁ. :gféx;gs depr libtle Polly Grayling may
not forg: o
““Oh!” said Rolly, coldly, as if this-were nob
quite the kind of ring she would haye an.
‘‘ Why, what a dear, qﬂm- oross little thing
you are, Polly!” said Lawience, leading

i darlikn

of a ring, Mr. Clayton 2’ said

further into the wood; but when he tried to
pass one arm round her waist, it was wrested,
with an impatient twist, hurriedly away.

*“I'm sure you can say what you want to say
to me, Mr. Clayton, without putting your arm
there,” said Polly, * ? ]

*“Now, don't be cruel,” said Lawrence. * Last
time I was here, we werg so happy, and now

_ara as cald as a little
does if, all mean ?
7, .0,,‘;}

you call me Mister, and
snowball. Why, what an

%1t means,”’” said Polly, pﬂf“‘ nately, and
with her little bosom heaving, “ that it’s quite

timo you left off coming o see a poor girl like

tima he caught

pered, and this

her inh  grms
and kissed her, i rms,

W
* “Don't, Mr, Ol;&%gm"- she exclaimed; and |
l!

she shook lg,ersgl.% onece more. “If you do

that again, indeed I’ll go home, and never answer
when you call mathsy%;i%&.' X‘z}ﬁam think
I éver shall come again ; ¥ 1
your part, I'm snw;@n&i. you only wanf to make
mo miserable, and then leave me, same as you

hukve others,”

* My lii ling,”” ha whispered, “I never |
loved an Y%%%lo;%af I loyve you now.”  hop!

“ Not Miss Gwalia 2 said Polly, sharply.
“Miss Gwall'_ﬁﬁu’s'%g L Cla.ytv(;n, contemps-
tuously—“a girl who always seems to me like,

a sister. Haven't we always been together |

from childhood #**
Polly was silent now, and did not seem to
i %:A arm Was once more passed

perceive that
round her w i

“ Uncle's always talkinz abont you and Miss
Gwalia,”” she said, ab length.

“ Yonr u‘ﬁm{%’ﬁu

“What 2" gaid Polly,

“ 0ld enough to kuow better,” said Lawrence.
“Now, look here, Polly : if I did not love you
very dearly, should I come as 1 do to see you
night after ni{?’ht? You can’t think what I do
for your sake.’

“No,” said Polly, not quite so sharply. “But
T'm afraid I'm a very wicked girl to come gnd
see you as I do.” 1 ;

“ Wicled!” said Clayton. “ Nonsense, my
ng. “How can it be wicked #'*"

‘Wicked or no, the little maiden lot him draw
her closer to him; and by degrees her head
nestled down shyly upon his shoulder,

“P hat makes you think it’s wicked to love
me 2]

“I don't love yom,” said Polly, sharply—
“leastwise,” she added, “I don’t think I do
ruch. But, Lawrgnce,” she said, softly, ““let
mo tell déar unele; it will make him go happy.”

¢ What ?” exclaimed Lawrence. rotos

“It will make him so happyto think that
you eare for me, and want to make mea lady’;
and that some day I shall be mistress of'the
Maner. Oh! i will be so nice,” she exclaimed,
excitedly. ¢ And I oan make uncle ' 86 comfort~
able, and poor mobher—=" Oh | Lawrence, lot
ma tell them—do; please 2  ~ : :

'« By George ! excliimad Tawroncs, ““I didn’t
think it was so late. Why, we’'ve been talking
bost ‘part of an hour. One kiss—little" ‘one.
There ¥ ‘T must go.” :

6 hurried away the next moment, after secing
Polly’s light dresy disappear in o, cuive of the
path, and’then slackened his pace to light a
frosh cigar, which ho puffed lazily as lie strolled
on more léisurely through the wood, with the
ita.rs,h peoring  brightly down  between ' the

Ditifhs, BEOTIIR S Do o f
" “Poor little Polly 1" he said, half aloud. and
with o half-langh. * “She's'a pf@uahtéfl’littlé
thing, though. It's almogt g‘oxﬁp‘fﬂhl’ ‘that thess
clod-hopping ‘people” should have ‘such’ pratty
children as_thg%dq somptimiss. By Georgs I No,
dinner :  how hungry I'm g’étbin‘g L :];{;;’is?lb'z
This iy a rum thing, this life " %o SR
wen't ont'with his hands in his pockets for
d dbzeriYakdd o g8, © TR “EISHIN S G0 TG xe
" “Poor’ little lagsio! “Tiet mp tell uncle ; §
will “make him ‘8o happy Ha, ha,"‘};&!fl%
wonder what the old chap woul Qiif;y( ke

And with a hearty langh ab’ the folly of poor
people, Lawrence Clayton strode on through the,
dim arcades of that wood, little thinking at i:,',f:a
the next turn one watchad for him, whose brain’
sepmed for the moment burning with a heat
hat was noxt to that of insanity,

——

CHAPTER IX,

e B

JomN WADDS was right : he hadhapdly finished-

&is pipo: the. fizst, when in. cama litila: Polly
Grayling, looking, as the old man said, “asiins

hor | nocentias a robin.” It was no bad simile, for

' to keep in the

long,” said Wadds,

“What has_your heiug poor o do with my |
loving you with uﬁ“mx’ héﬁqﬂg_ﬁ" o whis- | mother, John,” said Mrs, Grayling, in a whining

Zyoipe,., “You'd spoil Lexr

‘orossing to his sister's
 head gontly. ©How's tho bagk, old girl t—how's
it’s all pretence on |
af her uncle foracting as mediu;

hand as he coaxed and

invalid, speaking softly,

| fellow’s ~ genial ways.

there was especially that night a good deal of
the robin’s ruddiness in the little maiden’s
cheeks, and this, added to her soft plumpness,
and large, full eyes, made the keeper’s comparison
sufficiently near to make him fee! self-savisfied,
and sit and chuckle softly as he watched her
every motion. ! : i 5

“ There! for

goodness’ sake, child, do learn
{ house!” exclaimed the old lady,
waking up from a nap o; i’oﬂy‘s entry, * Here
are all these things, wait—wait—wait—for no

'one knows how long to be put away.”

“Not so very long, mother—not so0 very
softly.  *

Ah! you always side with her against her
entively if you had your

ay.
“Not I, mobher—not L said John Wadds,
side and patting her

the back #’

_““Well, John,” said Mrs, Grayling, soot

the attention, while Polly dgi o 1:%;00 b;%ogi

o for m—** well, John

Ldo think it's been a bit better—only & yery.

very litlo bit—bas a bit bet,te;ngédﬁi*‘f ol

10pos the qpnn% weather will make amends for

i‘,{% b,_u?@g, » cold winber, Yes, it is jast a little
%

kfnl for small marcies, eh, mother ?”
alf sitting on the arm of her chair,
ing and hqldm%ehis pipe with one

patited the old lady with

tho of

£ % ), John—very thankful ; and if that girl
wonld only be~——

‘1‘ ‘gmgver z;xind‘;le]r," gai_d; Wadds. f“, Sbel’]u
only ymb yet, an amsa‘re‘pla.y‘ €
moth Q:& d innocent, too, eh 7 T h ¥y

v Y% n,” said Mrs, Grayling, leaning
baclk, C to be

“1t seoms to do one go
talked toa bic ko Rl 17 RS
“To b sure it do,” said John,* “ Why, we
chall Ba%e. Yo up aghin and @gﬁnﬁ?bpxi the
garden soon as the wm};%; l_w&,rqgu arly set in
fine. a%xshall wanb you, t0o, to see after som¢
% ng ,%0%5." d 1 will, too,” ; 6
*“Yes, John, and I will, 100, said the poor ol
’ Wd'!mih fhe%gﬁloedg(

regularly taken off her conversation by the olf

) L t'g; only my back,
you know; and if I could only get that
strong——"" 5

h‘; Why, you’d be a better woman than ever,
e th]

“ Well, not quite, John,” said the old lady,
smiling, A

“ Ready to book a new husband, eh

:: god—xl;o, Jolin.” How yqtfdd%taéhk!‘"f

\nd leave your poor old brother to k

house for himself, eh p* * 7 0 Kaep

*“ Don’t talk nonsense, John,” said Mrs. Gray-
ling, drowsily ; while Polly stopped her busy
fingers as she cleared away the tea-things to
give her uncle quite a reproachful look.

Directly after, went softly back to his
chair, and sat looking at the fire and smoking ;
for, acoording to her custony, Mrs. Grayling bad
gono off fast asleep, with the oushions in the
l;l.g lghmr» comfortably arranged behind her-wealk
ack, Fosd vui

A ‘minute after, Polly was at her unecle’s sido
in the dim room, lit op{y by the flickering: r;,'d g
from the fire, upon which burned a few olg. ef;:
roots, the fraits of last autumn’s grubbing up
of a fallen tree. BT adt o r

The old man was very quiet and thouh
and was taken by surpgsq"w}g@x_h"a. ‘aoﬁg’ﬁé
little plump arms went round lis head, which
was hugged 60 a little soft breast, and a kiss
planted justin the céntre of the broad bald pateh
high up towards the crown. I Dolmaled

“'What, my little: birdia1” he said, drawin
her dow;n upon his kneo for her to nestle closs
up %o him as ho patted and stroked her hair;
“and so, if mother'was ‘to ran away and got
married, I'shouldn’t be left all alons, eh p1*: '

“Why, haven’t I promised you'hundreds of

| timos that T'd never go dway from you P’ said

Polly, pouting.

“T'o be sure you have, pet; but then all the
lassios promise’ that, and’'then run away with
the fisst Jdd that askithem,” = <o 25

“18 !}v“’ silly of them, then,” said E"u%

vt Vi Moy St s e Eolly,

T don’t know, Polly : it's all the .
natur’; you know. The herons up by t’m‘fﬁwﬁ:'
lako hag all got “houses and families up in the
high pines; and' so has the' rooks ;  then King

rloy—~yon know him, with the white ring

o1 his neck—you "know that very long-
tailod fozman A—he’s 100k & Wife, and they have
86t houso over by Hozelclamp, - And ¥ dont
now: what to say to 'em,’ 8aid the old keepar,
very seriously, as ho rubbed his ear witlf his
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" pipe-stem ; “that there wife of his used te be
about tha wildest 'en fezzan as a pullet I ever
see. I think the wisest thing I can do will be

Joti "om have a nuss in the house—one o’ them

%ﬁ‘yw Johmson came up and offered me to-

" % Hag Tom Johnson been np here bo-night, |

‘wncle ?* said Polly.
%?lﬁ&s Tom &g}lgsou been up here to-night, my

protty ?  Yes,” said the oldfellow, chuckling, |

and giving his niece a squeeze, **‘Lom Johnson
‘has been up here to-night. Car'us,isn’tit? I
can’t understand what can bring the young
* fellow up so often, and how it is you never seo
him. It's about one o’ the comic’lest things I
ever did see. Heve, lot’s have a fresh pipe o
’baccos” -

The pipe was filled from the leaden box lying
in Polly’s lap, for tho little maiden did not quit
her geat. ‘'khon the pipe-bowl was held for a
moment against a glowing ember, and the
smolsing went on, and the wreaths curled up
over both their heads.

“And so_you never mean to run away from
mo, Polly "~ - ‘ g

“Nover—never—never, uncle. I conldn’t be
go ungrateful.” :

'he words were said very slowly and solemnly,
and t?;q old man gave a sigh that was almost
a gulp, as e, drew her closer to him,

“But whon some fine, handsoine cock-robin
comos and says to my little bird, ‘It's time for
;1; to?buil_d o nest,” what will my little bird day

on 277 s o L

“ Your little bird would say,” said the girl, |

goftly, *that she loves her uncle. very—very—
very dearly, for he has always been to her a3 a
father; and that her poor mother is so sadly

that she can mever be left for long together; | A i g
; 3 3  after a pause. *“I'm sorry for her, poor litble |

and_that Polly conld nover love the man who
would want to take ber away from them. No,
uncle dear; when that time comes, it must be
for him to take us all to a very big and beautiful
nest, whera there'll be plenty of room forus all ;
and we oa{uglmﬁ; be together, and as happy as

et Fdoss ho say o that?”

‘And what, does he say to that?’

Polly s&% up, :n 'y’lpgked keenly in her
uncle’s face, which shone in the light of a flame
from the fire, while her own was in deep
" Wit doss ho say # sho rapeatad

hat does ho say " she repeated.

4 To.hﬁ"é ﬁn?ﬁ, my Etetbg; wgaﬁ does ho say P
Tell your uncle all about it.”” s

There was silence in the room; but the old
man could feel that tho girl’s breast was heayv-
ing, and that her breath came thickly.

“He has been talking about the nest, eh,
Polly #” said the le%"ms:zn{ softhy. ¢ There is

I0me one, isn’t tlﬁg R
Fhere was another paus onli 1y broken by the
old lady’s hard breat ﬂé?,&& she settled down
‘“h."";e_,.ﬁ r a comfortless position, and then Polly
“d?fﬁg? very gontly: v
The old man sat chuckling' softly for a fow

; 'q‘"i;%kismg"ha said, softly. “I

? L D T 18, ° i, SO » 3
Kaow i well enongh, sud 1 on’é mind s bit—
because why ? My little lass is a good, sensible
little woman, as will make & good, sensible, little,
honest man’s wife, and, please Heaven, I'll live
to nurse her bairns, and be a grandfather to
’em, same as I’ve been a father to her. There—
there, my pet—don’t take on,” he said, caress-
ing the litt ‘hand as the face was buried in his
})roast, a,x}", 9 aobﬁ or "tifm shook the plump lit;‘tle
rame. “It's quito right, bless you—quite right ;
and ther .‘ig g dear g&%ﬂ; diss Gwalia, just the
'g“'&gﬁ‘whm he young master
g 1 { y ground he walks on,

A

and can’t see his fqm;g; [t's g bad job, too;
for “f anything’s sad, 16 is to see a girl throw
herself away upon a sconndrel who don’t deserve
her. Deon’t -‘ggupg my pet ; sit still.”

Polly sat sbill; but she was not nestling so
closely as before. : :

“['m getting an old man now, a,ncéhI miyer
was no skollard ; bub somehow or another, 2 ve
got to putq that and thab togiet_lllfggg L'l bﬁ%
myself_tg_5sad Bia #iaa o' tho Wegther ax
things as has to do with ﬁgkm%

o county i and, one Way SHE
T've o road men, too, above & bif X0
instaned, I could eclap Jommftm the

o6, 1 conld olap ‘lom Joluson on th
shoulder—there, sit still, little one say, I
could elap Tom Johnson on %mm% ond

- :3%%&‘1%“ ero + thia 18 88 truo a lad
nsfaat‘g'('L“
Miss G&mﬁ '

oyer P HEPRA LA ;
“Do you think there i3 anything between

them, uncle ?” said Polly, hoarsely.

" “Think, my darling? I don’t think at all ¢

- ghe dear old master
going to break

.

she is running blindly into it without a soul to

linto him with as good & heart as I could into

was Ilia 0! a? some. ) X, to the
| late Lady Holland. That singular woman, who

¢ g q;.v,.,;iumg,,,."&..n,‘,
or|or tyranny wight singly have accomplished, |

g for Muster Lax- |

L PR Tonihs srg

I know there is. I’ve seen him with his arm
round her waist, and her head on his shoulder,
-in the woods; and him talking love nonsense to
her. " Not, my pretty one, as I say love is non-
sense; but it’s nonsense when a man prefends
o thing he don’t feel.” TR

Polly was sitting very still, with the colour

but this somewhat revived her.

« Don’t he even care for her, then ?’ she said,
Lin the same husky voice, ! ¢

% Nob a bit, my dear—not a bit ; he don’ficare
. for nothing in this world but his own self, and
all the timo he’s been leading her on for months
past, till she worships him, and what I say is,
may. Heaven forgive him for so black a sin !

T'he hope that had been brightening in poor
Polly’s heart seemed to fade away into black-
ness once more, and she sat there cold and
rigid, shuddering, too, at times a3 she listencd
‘to her uncle’s words. ; g

“ He might be wrong, though,’” hope whispered
once or twice; bub the s’ha.éow ¢ame darlker
than ever again, for was not her uncle a keen,
thoughtful man of m_l;:h experience ? and, after
all, what was this glamour that had been cast
over her? Tt was nothing new to hear harsh
things spoken of Lawrence Clayton ; he had from
a boy been tyrannical and oppressive to John

to which he had in consequence given utterance.
And during the last month all that had seemed
to fade away from her as if it had never had [
existence, X ; ‘

#Uncle don’t like him,"” she said to herself,
as hope flickered up once more, even as did
the flame that sprang up round a blackened bif |
of wood in the expiring fire. e
“Ah! poor Miss Gwalia!” said John Wadds, |

lassia! What has she ever done that she should |
b tied down to such a fate, and yet, bless her,

hold her back. Why,” he exclaimed, excitedly,
“if that follow were to come after a child of
mine, Heaven help me ! I believe I could up with
my gun, and put & charge of num er®nine shot

. polecat coming after a clutch of young |
fezzans |’ ! R
Polly leaped from hig knee, and stood shiver- |
ing before him. : .
“Ah! you may well start, my lassie; here |
it’s I don’t know what o’clock, aud wa've "most
let the firo out.  There, open yon door, and I'll |
carry your mother’s chair right in.” :

His arms were strong, and the task was
soon done—Polly following him, all cold and
trembling,

“ Good-night, little lassie,” he said, kissing
her, and whispering as he did so: “L thought
I was right; eh ? you sly puss !”

But no warn flush came to Polly’s check as
she silently helped her sleepy mother to her
invalid couch, and in ‘the dim room sank
down upon her knees by her own bed, to pray,
and weep, and sob for the soreness of her little |
heart : just suoh sighs and tears as were those of
Gwalia Wynn, nmy'amkl;ég, 15 seemed to her,
for %"? firat timae in ber life to what was real
trouble. 3 sl ;

And both those hearts, troubled for the same
caase, could yet offer up a prayer for that canse,
one that eould have been no more fervent had
they known that he was lying cold and help-
less in the waod, with the trampled moss around,
.and broken twigs, telling tales of the encoun ter |
‘that had taken place. ;

" [To be continued.]
“So Rich and Yet So Poor” commenced in Noy 826 and
Part OXXVIIL.

Tz following anecdote of Count d’Orsay ig
ilven in the *Autobiography, Memoir, and
etters of Henry Fothergill Chorley,” ré%ﬂy
published :—* I have heard the Count tell how,
when he was in England for the first time (very |
Jouug, ety handsome, and not abashed), he |
inner-party next to the |

adroitly succeeded in ruling and retaining a dis-
itingﬁglahgd circlé;ld;?g‘g:i?%m' ither atia
chancod that day to be in one of her imperions
humours. She drop 2‘5 her nwkgn—fﬂhe Count |
e i oo R R . e aais
hen her s , then ner glass—ana as o
1955, they her =pgo Ry g g_m g

er neighbour” stoo & Testores 08
‘artioh.gm last, Ldsﬁ@sﬁh ha patie 'emqfxﬁlw
1er droj

jouth’ gave way, and, d her napkin
I T A
b2 4 Wil fnish my dinner there. 16 will

Boy ¢ Will_bo
go much more convenient fo my Lady Hol-

‘I have not committed myself.— Goéthe.
gone out of her checks—even ou of her- lips; bR

! e nd bl g ), like lay
Wadds, and many and bitter were the words o R ki hlae

Rather than play indi
play—differently.—Puitch.

knows
raise sf

observing red-steipell

o | old.

fan, then her {

land. ” é :

'

R R i, B2 T il

GRAINS OF GOLD.

Iris only necessary to grow old to become
more indulgent. I see no fault committed thab

It is well that men should have to exert
themselves to secure the necessaries of life. In

1tn,ia’neces:sity of exertion we find the Bource of
‘nearly ali human advancement, of individuals
‘and of nations, - 2y

GREAT men leave two different impressions
of themselves on their contemporaries—the one
the result of their publio carepr, the other of
their private life. ;

Ir all men were to bring their misfortunes

‘together in one place, most would be glad to

tuko' his own home again, rather than take a
portion outi of the common stock.

A AN habitually finding fault, habitually on

- the alert to detect folly or vice, without ever

bestowing a thought, on whatsoever things are
true and lovely and of good report, is, as nobody
would choose to deny, morally halt and maimed.
One balf of his faculties, and that the wmost
R‘ow,epiul half, is paralysed and useless. He is
like land which produces nothing but thistles

ONLY A WOMAN’S HEART,
’T1s even so } long years have roll’d
" Above us since we met,
And I believed you when you said
You never could forget.

I thought, alag! that other hearts
Could be as true as mine—

I thought that o’er my happy path
The sun would always shine,

Inever dreamed a cloud could rige
Across my radiant sky ;

X longed to live and love for you,
And then—for you to die.

Butno! the shadows swiftly came,
Dark’ning the light above,

And then I found your heart was false,
And you bad ceas'd to love.

Farewell—farewell ! I blame you not,
For that your play'd-out part

You only wreck’d a woman's
And broke a womnn'i'f

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

WHAT man carries everything befora him P—

The waiter.

Somr authors say that one of the uses of ad-

versity is to bring us out. “That’s true—parti-
cularly at the knees and elbows, 3

ADVICE TO AN 214&.'51!?3‘ VioLiNisT.—
le.

rently, waib till you can

OxE who wishes the world to know what he
o%tbsﬁtmp& says that the best way to
rawberries is with a spoon.
“ My dear,’ said_a husband to his wife, on
: atﬁa}?&é&%q ‘on his heir,
;y{"‘u Ly hg,v% ym{} g;:de barber’s lggglea hof our
child's legs #’—* canse b i X ittle shaver,”
was t}ph%%t Teply. A]g&"i
%q.p or Tea Prant.—It is an admitted fact
in Japan and China that the older the tree the
better the tea. The shrubs which supply the
nobles of Japen with the favourite beverage
are said to be, in many ipstances, 500 years
TaE ous Wit and beauty, 1.p(1,‘gL - Wortley
Mo, éa‘.gftfg}lma the most sa.i%‘a observation
aver publisied about her own sex. * It goes
far,” she said, “to reconcile me to being a
woman when I reflect that I am thys in no
danger of ever marrying ope.” T
To PARBNTS AND GuarpIANS.—Think

twice

before making choice of a school in which the
iﬁdumeéh :'gih,alﬂ out, ‘?bw_ﬁ “nl%?nﬂsd i
sonnd education should be imparted without
mmm&-—ﬁw ' -

‘other day. T own that you have more bril-
liancy than I,” said the woman, “but I have
o best jndgment.”—"* Yes,"” said Quilp, * your
bice in marriage shows that.” Quilp was in-

formed that he was a brute.

&4

- aaien snd b wite hed & bif of gontention’
R Jog. ‘
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No. 1L.—BUTTON, No. 2.—BUTTON,
ORNAMENTED S : § ORNAMENTED
WITH JET, ; : _ i ; , - s WITH JET.

No, 3 —FASHION-
ABLE CUFF,

t
Blsck. Green, Brown, Yellow,
No. 8. —~BERLIN STRIPE,

No, 7.—MONOQGRAM,

o, 10.~-COLLAR: POINT LACE,
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No. 13.—HERRING-BONE STITCH
ON ANTIMACASSAR,

No. 11.—BORDER OF
ANTIMACASSAR,

INAAEAAARA MM AR Qe i/ ) QA
No. 12.—ANTIMACASSAR : JAVA CANVAS,

. 18.~BQUARE
No. 16,~SQUARE ¢ ¥o, 17.~BECTION QF ANTIMACASSAL ON JAVA CANVAS, egfm?éa gmvrm'g'

GUIPURE NETTING.
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PARIS FASHIONS.

season is car this one, made of ve
u‘ndieum? du;lgose foulard :—The | dem"“fl
%{t xq m mmed behind with a very
m ted, and headed with &
uh;a lined with pink, which
jink lining’ l 0ws in every fold. The front of
_ u)u'ﬁ -18 t:amm.p@ with five. very narros
thrae pmk 51 two gray, put on almost
> mR 2‘: is edged with a gra
e 535 g ed behind by a broad goa.r
Qn one sxd;e, gray on the other, and di

ne is pink, with gray sleeves trimmed with
revers, Over dress is worn a scarf
y og@ne da(}hpe, with thick fringe six inches
n% g of black foulard and; gre
kbn(ll ard skirt is trimmed tonn
flounce, overlapped by another,
which is pleated and abont ten inches deep.
The tunic, of grenadine striped with satin, is so
ample and long that, after being looped up. on
both sides, formmg thus in front a round
tablier, it falls behind almost to the edge of the | Bo
dress like a sort of manteaun de cour. It is edged
with a coquillé of beaded lace. The bodice i3
open en cowr, and e mhh a similar qocmmé
over a ruff of white ¢ se.

The orownless bonnehs, called diadem or
fanchon bonnets, have meb with agreat success.
They are very light and becoming, much less
tomnng than the others, and delightfully cool,
B w can easily be mada by a,mtweux

h renders

&mnnc L
I saw, a few days ago, a new model o
rings, winch seems 0 mWQ " more rqnge :!hg.n
grebty. Being made‘to matoh a,
racelet with dmmond ‘buckle Bﬁ_d; pendank, m
a narro)

has the appear
Hm qn.x', oth Qmi!k g

passing throug
fastened toge
buckle, and fi
Although the bijo

et thewel

rich, ye th& iA i
through wvw' muthsx rog sm,

the an(l m

wh\%% ‘ Jouy 1{; in tme

“_:sedlﬂsgm'ﬂ,

know ow to geb \? Q.hl‘
. a&fq}t.m hwﬁ.&“

his

Xhe g' o h
ﬁ'&“&'&u ’blaok
,‘ ory elegant a

a
* madg quite s;mp),e,

mem, \xhol'

Span
sﬂk dre L)
gome h?l noess

n.nii mﬁhmﬁ mmmmx.

lace sleex
g“:lt h&
odices pl,tun

mauve silk, with iabher u\d

liers, Ehiﬂh

%men

beaded lace, which was u;easuvd; st;
These sorts of toilettes x?

by you ! hd‘tg. '1! A

simp] :

weat ulard,

als, or
ngxefnas dc;:ﬁa v
pexgnou' nt is in bad tast
dress. of: clear mushﬁ sin
or edged with a narrow slip of Br
IILIIS ﬁneily pleated, are infinitely
ave heard pmfg
an affectation [ e
was an affectation, is
to an affectation of mikphqu

—

(Deseription, oj Enqxq‘.yings on pages 392; and 893,)
o8, 1 AND 2.)
BUTTONS, MAMENTED WITH JET,

These buttons ara of o newosh deslgns
and uunt:;ded for Pols 1 e dresses, &c. 2

o cspiic e

e

(Nos, 3, 5, 6, AND 9.) ﬁ
COLLARS AN,D CUFES: POINT LACET
MWI;DERY

The coms in the full size are
ghown in Nos. 1 6. No. 5 has a founda-
tion of fine Irish ﬁqun. The design is worked
with point lacet braid and Mecklenburgh thread,
No. 250. The thr can be snpplied from
the London publishmg office of this Journal

g of the ]qu}iut tmletteq 1 have. admired |

 These collars and ‘cuffs 3
‘with muslin, hemmed oamtarm, or Valenciennes |

50 ag to show them both alternately. The :
of | with No,. 517 and the April Park

} them highly populax [
o8 with slexuierl;-furmshed pm:se&,“ 4

% pzwsmg

19 wzoulé hu\té ‘

m&eoﬁ:;

agaod;;ém w}a think, tho beaded |

< | dnoed

© poanyas, an

After the braid and point lacet stitches are
 finished, a narrow fold of the linen is laid over.
.the braud ab the edge, and stitched on on both |
 sides with a knot-sti o’h in the centxe.
No. 8 gives a for embroidery, which |
is worked in satin and button-hole shlb‘oh, vmh
knots for the centre of the flowers, 'Lbe satin
stitch shonld be well run under
be either edged

Iaqo,ggshownmNaa 8 and 9,

e

(No, 4)

For directions for working lace, see Nos. 1
2, and 3 of our Point Lace Supplements, 1‘{65
0. 323 an
May Part ; also with No. 526 and tho

All mq%emals for lace are supplit
- | London Pub. ﬂlmg Offica of g
receipt stamps or P.0.0.
All Post-office &ex:g should be made payable
L ab Ludza.ﬁe Ciron

In the United S@atea &nd C&n materials
fox the lgaa des@gns m Mrs,

ur:n fsh Streak, X'a\v York, P.O.

7. wu umn &pplmﬁm The Poiud | &

ey ,ﬁp ments, may be also had ﬁrom Mrs,
Gurney,for

| MATERIALS Rmumlm FOR Emnxnncxml"-

BORDER: 15 yards of braid; 4 yards o

edge ; one reel of cotton, 'No 80; t ree

of thmad No. 250, — Price. of ma,tena.ls zmd

postage, 3s 4d. ; tracing of rather more than

a quarter of lmndkerchlef from Whlch the
wholo ean be worked, 1s. 0(} materials,

tracing, and work bQKun, 53, 10

(N@
W%RAM TOR KANBKERGHWE% &o.

7 monogram is rorked “entirely in sab
un& Ymuipv stitchos, WThe %mbrgide%y is bm

worked with cobton & la croiz. The size mush
il toh, | be rocuhtad by the qm\hty of th@ material.
(No 8.):

BERLIN STRIPE.

i suifable for slippers, mats,
The loose stxgches orogs-

This, stripe

a3 cushions, &c.
not mghabh,@k are woxked in maizo pursq-gl.lk.
\zarsa,tlon mth ;

®No. 10)
COLLAR : POINT LACE.
dirootis

;obtam materials &c., see description No. 4,

MATERIALS REQ@’IRED FOR COLLAR: 6 yards

of braid; 1} yud of e&r} edg;uom reel of |

Baabat s comon, N o1 of uuem,

X 5@%&% @tmater s aﬁg q og | m
s, 5d. 3 cing on tran en o

- 13-; mﬁemh%m% g wark {bo

. (Nos. 11 To 13. AND 17.)
,&K’HMAGASSM ON JAVA GAHVA%
The antimacassar gompl@&e ig 8

mlio. }?0

1 b?he l?: deon
n ] l).!.
Fip ’:%E&
‘and other cohmrﬂ- T;he
-oassar is: x

lmo ing mfpme-sﬂk oiimwns

s, o of one colour oruy, m,n.y
ng be@ to 80 colonrs

s the ﬁll.mg in
’\!& 031“'&3 Vﬂzﬂ.
, 10 éoru, |

or col

n.aar y sg.eﬁeb Ve,
(Non, 144 AND 15.)
EMBROIDERY EDGINGS.

s form nice, trimmin under-
hnfg?qhﬂdmg ’s fr&ks, mafq% gQ m

(Nos, 16 mp 18),
SQUARES'IN emwu NETTING.

These squares are, suitable for antimacas-

at 3}d. per ball, and the, braid at 3d. per skgxg

sars, &,c ¢ and can be repeated for curtmns,

to raise ib,

: | HANDKERCHIEF-BORDER : POINT LACE. |

June Part ;
d from the |
ournal, on |
for the amount. |

1 for working, and where %o |

~W

w =
ow :
u°f ti‘e &Eﬁ Fios

w Qa}ts
°h ‘manager, the great

i whie
'””%ut @hi'ada om '

p om whxph ‘h:@ &ntf;na-
EM @Qﬂl . € v mah(f);n I
W ¢
antlmaﬁasam Gi;‘ sian onl way et,v‘em A
of tha i cheaper; bub nof

Guipure netting, mixed with satin ribbon, still
continues to be most fashlonable work. For
direotions for working guipure netting, See our
(}mpure Netting Supplements, ~ given with
Nos. 254 and 255. These Sup lements are kept
in print, and can be obtained ab the office of
out’ Journal on receipf; of threa stamps,

]

The Proprietors of Tar YouxNe LApIEs’ JOURN
‘bagrespectfully to inform their numerous Subseri s
&:}. they have made arrangements with Messys, Bed-

d & Co., of 186, negenwgtreec, W., and 46, Goodge

W., London, to supply. themn with their best

cotich Fingering :—Black, white, and mixed drabs,

. 3d. per Ib. All other colours, 5s, 2d. perlh. An-
d‘alnfbmn and Shetland wools, from 9s. de to 12s,

| pex 1o,

THE, HQMEQ
o
COOKERY.

Lauz’s FrY.—Boil the fry for a quarfer of
an hour in three pints of water; take it out,
a,nd dry it in a cloth; grate some bread down

0ly ; mix with it a tea-spoonful of chopped
paf ley, and a high seasoning of pepper and

& Brush the fry bgh “over with the yolk

an e2g ; sprmkldovet the bread-crumbs, and

or five minufes. Serve hot on a napkin in

a d:sh and garnish with p}@ptg of crisped
parsley

Err Pre.—Skin and wash 1 1b eels ; cnt tbem
into pieces of about 2 inches long, and line th
pexials, [ bottom of a pie-dish with forcem ub m
| the cels, and sprinkle them over with pasley,

shalots, nutmeg, seasoning, and lemon-Juwe,
amé cover them with puff-paste, Bake for an
heur Q&h&t more; make some hot; gravy, and
m%’w 6 pie,

ﬂ;g, ON AND ER-SAUCE.—Lay two slices

Sy Q %nking-didh, place pieces of

‘Ju

butter dd half a tea-spoonful of
chogpeg Gne sh&loﬁ salt, pgpper, and
gral ot«astg, tub a Qﬂo seasoning
finto 1 ,q te. it frequently ; when done,
takaikw drain.for a , minute o o ; lay
iagﬁlﬂh 323 ‘%iﬁ,&nﬂserve
in t| 'MS with tomato-sauce is

\'erx éghoiousa

WaLNUT KEToHUR.—Pros some walnuts
wlm ex txmu ,a.b  the mmng
.;n(.ig y br

ruisg - s
em in & &tn} oﬁ mlt imd a
%hugr Ofa. xinegal.fhm nuizsd let
m stan g 90 Ty day ;
ﬁhen d):&l &Q ih g an&e ’go:l it,
e% 1oz whole l:i.é(:l:“pepw n"’fe’ i

gmw 0 , & SIa) ceo
‘horse- mdlah, twenty sha ib am%)ov?es,
-and a pint of port wine, fo '
strained or not;

or wine may ba
m}‘ﬁbew ks,

a ilme
When

ﬁlnh'

TRE WI“EC% QE WOR‘EI‘.

li : %@ Qﬁ“ Qtlgwﬂ ‘g mﬁl’QtQ be dreaded

p ; vork i i‘s evident from
ersons who suffer most
mental ove;ﬁsh&%ﬁ The
Pgl ician shows that it is the
m. © railway
ufact - or cor:upelmi
mercia
 works, who most frequently q: ibits the symp-
 toms of cerebral exhaustion.
mem cares goop a.ni:ed with suppressed
‘emotion, ocoupations liable to great vicissitudes
of fortune, thiose which involye the bearing
the mind of a multiplicity of intricate de.
tails, oventu.aﬂ‘g brea.k down the lives of the

strolige gt
Tu estimating what, bg called the staying
tf hard work it is

powers of differen
ko oy training into

[,,lwn.yshneoesswx
& ceounb,

cash gudden}y into 8 position
nvolving great care and responsibxlity, w:]l

tendent of large

A yourg man,

overstrain than Oh,!u?xi
of preliminary training, and" heir
them by degrees ; therefore w o ey
excessive quantxty it ﬁnQQM B W nsca tor ib,
Those, on the other band, who suddenly vault
into a_position requiring severe mental toxl
generally die before their ume

 break down un under “ﬁ“ﬁ which, had I
_ gradua&o m‘l& “the 051bi ha wo;ﬁﬁ
have perfol “’tA ‘ f Wk
probably f'Q!i 1*”"”@& haf :oﬁessiona.l
classes genera R 35, o effects of
havye a long course

work comes on
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TEMPLEMORE'S HERITAGE,

e

CHAPTER XT,

Lapy SopuiA came straight from her carriage | §

to'ier hushind’s room. E; o looked’ fearfully
armmd it 'as sho' eptered as'if she expected to
‘Beo gome I}bst;ly ‘evidences of the wiclked deed
whiclt ‘ha erpetrated thers. “But thére

To 4 gréat mgmy eeds qiite as'bad, or worse,
2 t§m gevering asunder of tivo young hearts,
which are done every day, without ‘leaving a
single ripple on the surface of the smooth stres&.m
of life.

‘Mr.” Hartopp, sat back in his chair, looking, if

a,nythmrr ra.&er; ‘more, bomforta.ble than usuul
and vsry much interested “in the Pall Mall
Gazette in his hand.
: dhy Sophia stood by the table, fidgeting
with her’ gloves, her rings, liet fan; waibing for
her. husba.nd to speak, a,frard to put ‘the question
that hung, trembling, on hetrlips.

Present?ly, Mr. Hartopp laid down the paper
m\q turned to her.

Well, my dear,” said hs, with unusunal bg
mgmty, “was P.,attl in goodf voice ﬁo-mwht? and
wag the house fall P

“Yes,”” sho answered, q,bsently, “and how
‘ha,ve ou been P

onderfully well,”” he answered, cheerfully.
““T amused myself b,}; showing hxm the pic};ures
in the oetagor-room.

“That was all, then! He had not: spoken to
him on' tha.t—tha.b 'subject! "And all ker dread
had been” wasted. = ‘She “breathed 'a slgh of
rehef.

r. Hartopp
smile—tho §

Tam'so
noththstﬁn
him,”

“But I did.”

“You did?” she, echoed.

- Ge;‘im ily. La rangod tha,t little matter of
hxoh Wo_ were

responde& to it with a  oynical |
ile sha knew and: feared.

la.Zi " she " qould not ‘help saying,
ng, “that you said noelnng tp

Jhaoh. iy I: e:;’kiug this mornm,,buqmbe] .
Ol as T 5
; Paton rhst o by g CRES TNy

An He ' she faltéred, ” *
“Oh! he’* retorted her husband, testily —
“he underspood ity of course, and we

mutually satisf You women, a6 gich’ ﬁfols !
gourse, you have beé mtm'iné a''50ens to,
'yourse}f—a&soi‘h of bﬁeu@r?éai}, exhibition : “de- |

spair, and all the ‘rest of it— erhaps pistols

r two. Nothing of the aorbp 0 a.gs g p
Templemore is a sensible’ follotr. ' He' entmed
into my views 'when T'etpounded them, and we,
shook: hands and parted; as T told you.”? =

“And he has given her up ?” in a tone com-
Eﬁudsed gﬁ relief and disappointment, from

y So
“He h%s done nobhmg of‘tho kind.  We nevem

ived at that pei b, was no t of my
%fhcx ?zwe?ﬁim tz% Q poxtumty olfm'fiomg §0.

8 ge);e

on
r T was jolly,

an mconvement posﬂnon It was only for a
moment—a horrihle moment of self-torment—
th&t shio doubted him. T
h1 1o, no'** ‘she assured herself, , as she | ¢
cove:ed her' biushmg face with both her hands.
“He “he'is mop,pa.ble ol,' Such ‘tremchexy

1ot given an unsought love, aud he—-be Gould
nog 5‘ nu,wwthyﬁ e
he wondered next,thh a woman’s perception,
if the possi ility of Lord Newtown’s obtx:uaxve
attentions had “yexed and dxsplna,aed im, It
had certainly been ery unfortunate that all
ﬂ@l‘Oﬂgh that last evenin been, some-
how, thrown' go’ complggeiy on her titled Iover,
to the entire, oxclusion of Hilary. But sirely
he must ave, known—-he must haye seen—Hhow |
disagreeable that enforced position had been to
her—that she had only endured it ‘with an
effort of oourtesy even difficult to ‘command.
Ho ought to have undérstood her” better, ‘she
sald to herself, with 4 little mournful blame of |
her absent Tover.
At this point in her musings, the dressing-
bpl], rang, and her maid ‘tap ad at the doo;;
Lilian dismissed hor. ~ She wils in 10.mood to |
bear Dalphing’s pryln§ French eyes, and com-
menoed her toilet alo
‘A. t least,’* she getsuaded herself in the
oourse 'of it,  he wil never carry his mxsundex;-
sta.ndx 50 far as to go away without callig [
again, q‘}"erhbfps he will write—yes, I am sure
he will writ 8
a.fbe); al]. her real liking for. him, and the terms
ofn ‘which he has been in the house; and then,
he mwst, gq—and per,q.p! geed not, after |
all- g;amm will skl him *to’ amn(;r a.ga.m, and [
—a,u it w; q.; come right.”
She 1 t ugi;d; under the influence of!
ment,
dmne?:,gla.d

t hat" when she came down to,
,,,1_& an %Torq, who had already |

thd an g.xppons co

the new aspact; of

Itation respecting her and

’?ﬁ‘;irs V?Qre é’onsi&egrably Te-
lioved, and began to. hope that, after'all, she did
not care so much about

by, and no word or’ sign’ came from
ven, Chax he Dundas s ¢ nstaut visits
uug.coouni;a,b susgen ded. " There “was
d silence on ever ‘and although Liljan,
faxtht'ul,ly and brm( y: repehted o h?lself bt 11
will all comeo ri I'can trust him,” still her.
f&oe WOre a perglexed and a,me;i Iook and her
ea.rt—dpoor child '—wa.Xed hen.v1er und hegvier
avery

Lady Sophia watched her with transparent
‘anxiety, from which Lilian shrank ; " and ‘Nora,
who loved hor sister den\ly—m].ﬁhongh she was
full;f persuaded ‘that her marringe with Hilary

d;
a‘yag;ssqj%

would” be ‘“most unadvisable "’—dreaded lest
““things might have gong too far,” aud blamed |
hexsef? with sufficient bxtterness, for her folly

in conniving at the affair in its ficst stages.
It was just a week after Hilary’s « P.P,0.”

‘card—innocent bit of gl astehoard —had dropped | i
t

Leve,u,f,x d 1, i3 erthun nge ir{ke:i a lr;unﬁon-ball mi:h ) xéx;‘d*sflz o% bhga cm;ki a.g i
gqu are. 1, and so am T, ! e Park Square, that Charlie Dundas at las
g_ood. a;;gu h ouch the, l’;eldzb sl élu{de is appearatice’ ab Laﬁy Sgphlu‘q kettle- |
: ope, you won't be so oo
as io laf; th:,g 1t,t1q affair mt%;fere with your looked ill at ease, grave, and pre-ocoupied,
night's 10 o ure, you, it will be quite a, whlin ‘appéarande subjscted him to a probty
\Fuqtg of 5 nfio do 0.’ ‘sharp ordeq.) of’ ogosst-quegtxoniug a.nd banter
?Fﬂﬂ%, Lady Sophia was | from Nora.
omed to Be oozﬂ:e t v duagh ;‘dWﬁxat in the l\;vorldA :pst hbe;n the %altk” P
later; eo in. with her, ers ‘said she. "o began ink ‘you had lost" so
%Wrnopq &0'&“\5‘ a's A :35 gq?;) much a,?: Aseots t:’hag yauqhad gqx}x'e to hiding ;
: "e;ng gascfxd, w:,tl;,“ ﬁ? m‘t}m Qopnqg, I gava up my’ $welto pairs of white gloves |
lymﬁ o thq T s —tgq b éid i O;l ramhemBer—Eal;de feﬂi;brﬁther
q oa ad | hard, considering how honoura aid all my |
3, g WM« &m& l\{mﬁ,ﬁm&g asi;;h; for | 3ebts e year,"” 4 ¥
i3 s 5 I‘;The gloves a.x'era,l'];ﬂr;,glmfi ';h answemdd(}harho | tigate
w TO! b | ¢ Hero are.” I ordered them next
look é)warntll’saLﬂm%? %hd 'xo,ré ﬂ;@;&;ﬁ dq.nﬂ\l;q “Anribyg don’t Iook tmg'tzculurly bgnyhn %
h.e;é with a eg.ﬁly ‘?yul a‘b‘ her | or s 9 % eIthe;',” Nora,’ surva‘ym
em}? and eehng as 1f the hot Juno sun had | Chat e#v neck-tle a.nd i:he litle bouquet—
1 plx ,t in tha bleak. horizon of \y;ntry fcr wh ch, {-t e-Way, Ixe l;a.& just paid “half a
2\({ e %t an Just 1}%519 W l? r ordwn—-a.t’h 8 button-ho
t“ 139 I}Qt, ng her gl B"? ﬁm “Not a. tall” he' rétort.ed laughing in spite of
fn p,e@ o undersfia nd i himself. I ma.de quite a o0d thing of it: won~
) 4 ug! % in he ;i;gpq’ %tgg a couple of pgmis of 11'011‘? Ig:wgown—dwh ws,é;
Wi - Hila savage enon uce o8 a dozen an
\3}:1 go 2?;2? l;,:}:t}s%q ngwev% &gﬂ;‘i%ﬁ% ?hhu% of gloves%an a. bull- tenﬂe ziim for
;}i gnd fgugg.l, o.;;evy;e qomguﬁes d? H' Bt:;ngal ;fufb mg button-hole—-“ on the
&)t:fu;g,‘ % E!Q{ ; Then, whab is the ma.t{:er with you
assary ; e R}Sted Nora,  You look as gloomy as & thung er-
oud-a.t“fea.sb you did wien you' ﬁ:st eg‘nfxe

you re rather bmghter now-—not much.”

ém I'not #* questioned Charlie. T bhought
under 'the eircumstances,”

“Oh ! you laughed just now with; your teeth ;
but 1& was ly because I' qu you. Whe,t are

“Qh! not much to a yon

[6 owes mamma, that attention |

The bpfrhtnogs faded though as day after |

‘mg.' He %

) QO!F'.v (3 . a lk x
ady like yo“
Charlie yielded, looking n%io »

room, and seeing Lily safel bestowed in an
opposite corner with I, aterwood, and in
full conversation with that, amiable duwagel‘

“bng Templemora is o; and we. haveé “been a
"good deal together of Iate; and it isn't easy to
find another f;ellow like hun, and it's senti-

¢ is true : he 18 incapable of sucl
Something. mﬁ Yo ¢ anqu tim 5. byt I now. menta-l isn'5it? And you may tapgh if youlike,
—I am syre he did care for me onuce, ave | but mhl;;ped withont, hint."*
Cha.ghe anghed himgelf, uneasily. The fact

was, his conscience was® tmublmg‘ him agoqd
deal, He ﬂound tha.t lxe had led poor Hilary't
a sore dofeat and fall, "He recbgnised, now hat
it was too late, thuf such 4 ga&bhn@ game of
chances as he had been "playing with the est
interests of others was a Very ‘dangerous’ one,
‘especially when those others wero ma,de of such
St‘{m%‘ e 1 b et Dl
is friend wrung his hand at partin
‘and sald to him, “ Wellp,i good-hye,” ldpfagliw’
wish me gootl luck, for thhout it we aré not
 yery likely to meeét again ”-“iwhen, moreover,
| Hilary—gonerally so ﬁiuk and straighitforward
~mmntnmed a gloom,y and “resolute silerce on
the ‘subject of his" journey, and turned back,
after hls farewell, to'say : ‘“ If'there is nngﬂéwa
going, d;qp me a line to ‘Poste restante, Bor-
deaux;’ and—ind, I say, it you should bs up
a.t Hydq Park Sqq.a.re, ask if: they got'my cqrd,
after 'a ;fau,se 3 hng xt'
don ts:;y anythmg about mbe ;"' a,nd wit
“white face, he hurried’ away; when, T say, "ail
this iad happened, Charlig had perfecb};y nnda}
stood how  the case lay.

He was not at”all sure of Nora’s sympathy,
and he was a good deal afra.xdo her ridicule
where hi ,bettet feehngs were enli ; and ‘he
was conscions he lay ' ox}qn 1;3 f‘htt*b?; 8o that
h ha.d no intention ‘o municating to her

of the unéasines: ﬁv‘hlch troubled him, * She
I;ooke

a\ve Qn”&pi prqsently, thoqgh to be-
"guile so

o of it fro

“I wanfed to ask you A gaid she, dro pin
hor, vo,iqe 0 4, oonﬁdex;t‘,ml murmur, ‘““what ha
Beégme of Mr. Templemore. He went 1 away''so
‘abruptly Wlthout sa,y‘ng good bye, and’ only
e S et o7

arlie looked keenly at he
I)pé‘\e she” know ya.nytlng g, I wondor?”

thought he ; * or'is this real 151 orance P

“All I know,”" answered rl , “is that
Templemore has thrown up "his ‘appointment
and gone abroad for an indefinite time. Some-
body said he had been erdered a sea-voyage for
his health—to Jndia or Australia.”

¢ But you said he gave you, lus address at Bor-
anux, said Nora, fq “&yn;g W, a
discrepaney in her.

“ Exaotly,"” replied e"hairliq, simplfj “ thufi is
‘what puz: es me.

Nora glanced keenly at him ; but his counte-
nance remamed imntovable.

“When did he go ?* agked she,

“This morning,” replie& Oharlie.

“Only this mbrnm " exolnimed: Nora, for
onep of hef g;nard hqn he mxghthave called
o is a very good !‘ellow," p!ononnoed
Oha.rhe, thh ‘emph
“ He will be away uomo izma, ?"
Nora, lightly, hgrnmgawhy:“""w lyo‘;hur
‘any news o , you may tell

“You do him too much honour,’* said Charlie,
hig friendship roused tio un meprqsmble ﬂa.sh
of sarcasm,

‘Thereupon
brilliant, dis

Jora tnrned upon him one of h
ing ‘glances ;' but in vain. Thi
wais ‘'oné of the points on ‘wh &1, Charlie was pelii
faqﬂx firm and ummpeablmb : his loyalty an
devotion to'friendship. 'He was md&gnmt at

Nol‘a. light tope, whic]
 ohien Vit hi tqr;’bt}d“hﬁsi ok boak well

. perhaps by hei ‘means, and he walked
"o %vdtfere Lilian’sat, "
There was an unconscious wistfulness in her

awa,;

 eyos'as“she lifted ‘them to his, and a anbléd,
q,n‘xllﬁ 8 lopk in her face, which touched him,

1 tell her he was b
“No; on'se ﬁd oughts,’
had better leaye it aloz}e I have done misQé;

Poor, dear gw}’ It's
let her get over it g s.hé can. Bﬂt!& alt a
confounded shame !
80 he sat himself down in the seat Lahc:{

Whterwm gmeiousiy indicated to }im ith
ghty man 1’” said she; « you wgrg not

at my’ &n 1l last night.”
y Waterwood. - Proad,

"% No,"" s nofl,

fully sorpy i t di&trwﬁng heada:
catne " on’ Just’ as vas starting,’ &nd ! w
gﬂbllliﬁed to ‘b;lol\n ix; s;: el%v:f:n 6’ olop

wa ing
“ie '-%vwm ave mx,ssédg‘o hullfzr l?
[ Wﬂdﬁ T conld va‘hdpe&?l—-ﬂiu 3
u}em you know, ‘But what ean & man

“I thin
a message for her,

herfa. t;' at'al ov ts,ﬁ' he thought.
) s lov‘.,&]:‘%

enough already.’
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with a headache that makes a sledge-hammer
of itself on his two temples ?”*

“You had been dining out,” said Lady Water-
wood, accusingly, tapping his arm with solem-

nity.

‘?Well, yes, I had, in a very mild way : a chop
and a pint of sherry—a brief summary of the
meal unknown to you, I presume, Lady Water-
Eood—-with a friend who was leaving Eng-

nd.”

“Ah! you young men are not to be depended
on,” said Lady Waterwood, incredulously.

But Charlie had caught the faint tremor of
Lilian’s dress at the mention of his friend, and
he answered, rather at random, as it seemed to
the elder lady :

‘“ Ho was rather low, poor fellow! Lost a
relation or connection, I believe, and obliged to
go abroad to look after his affairs. Let me get
you another cup of tea, Lady Waterwood, and
you,” to Lily, whose spoon was rattling audibly
against her tea-cup, in spite-of her efforts to
steady it, and to the dismay of Charlie, who
knew the dowager’s lynx-eyed vigilanca,

“1 am a fool,” said he to himself, as he set
the cups down on the tray; *“and I have told a
lie, in my weak, wicked good-nature, to cheer
Lilian up. I positively couldn’t help it. Poor
little dear! She looked so miserable. And now
1 had better go home and to the deuce, for I am
of no sort of use in the world, and only put my
foot into everything !”’

Porhaps the sudden discovery that Nora was
lavishing her most irresistible fascinations upon
the widowed and sexagenarian Duke of Townley
—who had but lately come into his dukedom
and into the distinction of being “ the best
matoh of the season ”’—supplemented the whis.
perings of his conscience to bring about this de-
sperate state of mind, He turned a deaf ear to
Lady Waterwood’s—

* Come here, Mr. Dundas, and tell me about
this friend of yours. Is it that good-looking
young fellow with whom you are always to be
seen? And has somebody died and left him a
fortune "’

And he stalked off to the Park, to call himself

a good many more ugly names, and to deplore
the unsatisfactory muddle into which * every-
thing,” as he expressed it, had fallen,

CHAPTER XII.

THE night which followed his interview with Mr.
Hartopp was spent by Hilary in wrestling with
the great disappointment threatening to blight
his whole life. The darkness of despair was
around and about him ; but he was feeling and
groping about in it for some hold of hope with
tha.z instinct of self-preservation which is so
sure to follow on the first benumnbing influence
of a great shock. He was too young to give up
life and life’s worth at the first blow. And,
by-and-by, a gleam of hope came to him. Faint
and uncertain it was at first—a mere Will-o’-
the-wisp, until, as he hailed it with eager,
straining eyes, 1t brightened into a great pro-
mise, and the young man’s sanguine tempera-
ment sprang to meet it, and hailed it already as
a beacon of salvation.

Mr. Hartopp demanded for his daughter
wealth and position. It came back to Hilary,
with a sudden reassertion of its old power, his
father’s death-bed assurance, that, by right,
wealth and position were his. Oh! it was worth
his whole life—that life which was worthless to
him without it—to discover the proof of this
assurance! Almost forgotten as the old story,
which had so fastened upon his boyish imagina-
tion, had been in the surging interests and real
work of advancing life, it revived itself, in the
troubled solitude of that night, and stood out
in clear, unhesitating characters. His eager

" faith—the faith which had been so firmly planted
years before—leaped over all the doubts and
difficnlties ‘in the way, and accepted the ro-
mance of his childhood with the settled convic.
tion of a man.

He forgot that the calmer judgment of the
wise old General'had pronounced against him ;
he forgot that the long years which had passed
ran themselves agamst him, The strong
young kopes which had just been so violently re-
pressed and trodden down, rose with a more
yesistless strength from their duranoe; and swept
all before them—almost, it seemed to him, in
the exultation of his mind, as if this new motive

ad been specially placed before him, to force
him to carry out his dead father’s wishes, and
to seek out and restore his family birthright—
ag if the spirit of hig father, whom he remem.
bered with the fondest veneration, still hovered
about him, and oould not rest until this, its
latest oarthly desire, had heen socomplished,

He recalled those words, faint but olear; he

remembered that death-scene in the humble
lodging at Bordeaux, as if it had been enacted
only yesterday, and he was sure now, as he had
been sure then, that the delirium of fever had
no part in them, Those delusions which haunt
dying men had nothing to do with those calm,
unwavering assertions. Hilary knew now, as
he had known at the time, and never faltered
in believing, that his father had told, in
those dying words, the secret of his life, which,
for reasons doubtless good and true, he had
withheld until then. By the light of his maun-
hood’s reason he saw how his father had trasted
to his own powers and strength to compensate
to his wife and child for all of which that well-
kept secret deprived them ; how he had believed,
through long years of failure and disappoint-
ment, that the strength of his brain should yet

-bestow upon them all this, and more ; and how

he had willed that to him, and him alone, they
should owe it, until, sinking, dying, under the
hopeless burden—a sacrifice to his own baflled
hopes—he had at the last moment striven—too
late !—to restore to them that for which he
could no longer hope to substitute the fruit of
his own toil. That which had taken such hold
upon Hilary’s boyish mind was a verity, not a
delusion. It had faded amongst the active and
present interests of his later life ; but it revived
now stronger than ever, brought to the surface
by the stirring of those inner depths of his
nature—a living, powerful faith, urging him to
action, and promising him a rapturous reward.
A man’s strength and experience, a man’s vigour
and acateness, would succeed where the boy’s
feeble efforts had failed ; and Hilary believed in
the triumph of the Right, as young and noble
natures, in the fire and ardour of their first
youth, do believe in the present victory of Truth
and Justice, forgetting that, though the victory
is sure in the end, it may be delayed beyond the
life which is so long to them, so short to the
yet nobler faith which reaches beyond the grave
—the slight veil of separation which is all that
i_ntlgtl:venes between what we call life and what
1s life.

So the young man made his plans, and waited
for the early dawn with nervous impatience.
Every hour of delay seemed to him intolerable.
He astonished his chief at the Foreign Office by
relinquishing his post there at a day’s notice,
and he startled General Wendham into dire
anticipations of all sorts of evil by his sudden
appearance at Girdlestone and his announcement
of his resignation.

“ My dear boy, what scrape are you in? It
may not be past redeeming. I know Lord
Coleham well—my interest——""

“ Thank you,” confessed Hilary; * but there
is no scrape: it is my own affair, I have re-
signed in order to—— In fact, I cannot rest,
sir, until I have thoroughly sifted and searched
:}1& t’he subject of my father’s dying injunc-

ions.””

The General stared at him. He had almost
forgotten that old story which had been o
troublesome to him at the time.

“I cannot settle down to any profession or
plan of life,”” Hilary went on, “until I have
made a thorough and complete search for those
papers of which my father spoke on his death-
bed. Surely you have not forgotten, sir P’

“Good heavens ! ejaculated the General.
““Aro you mad to relinquish all your prospects
for that chimera—that old, childish delusion ?
My good fellow, what has come to you ?”’

“I was afraid I should not have your sym-
pathy, sir,”’ Hilary answered, moodily. e

And certainly he had not. The General tried
every argument, entreaty, command, to dissuade
his adopted son from thus, as he expressed it,
¢ cutting his own throat ;" but in vain. And, to
his intense astonishment, Hilary, who had once
seemed to set so little value on the distinctions
of the world, appeared now fo have imbibed an
almost insane desire to [
station, and to_be devonred by a restless ambi-
tion as new as it was disappointing to his guar-

a.

The Gleneral thought it all over, and came to

the right conclusion.
. “Hilary,” said he, the night before the young
man’s departure from Girdlestone to take up
the desperate journey which drove the General
beyond all patience—** Hilary, thereis some lady
in the case.” :

Hilary coloured high, and the General mut-
tered to himself:

“I’'m right! There never was any mischief
afoot in this world, but & woman was at the
bottom of it !”

Then the old man remembered Dora, the
mother of the wilful young man before him, and
his heart softened and his voice dropped to a
tone of s{impa_thy, which moved the young fellow
against hig will, :

(fossess wealth and | th

*“ My dear boy,” said he, gently, ““is it beyond
my help ¢’

“Yes, sir,”” answered Hilary, gratefully, «J
must fight it out alone. Tuank you, sir, for thig
and for everything. Wish me God-speed,” he
added, wistfully, as he rose to say good-night.

And the General wrung his hand, and said,
““ Heaven bless you ! and added to himself :

“ Poor fellow ! he shall takeit out in a year or
two of this mad search ; it may be the best thing
for him : the wound will hardly be very deep—a,
mere scratch, which the air of the South will heal.
And when he comes back, I'll make it all right
with Coleham, and it will only be a year or so
of lost time, after all.”’

Andin the morning he pressed a cheque into
hxs' ward's hands, and bade him a farewell
:hlgh heaped coals of fire on the young man’s

ead. :

“Grand old fellow he is!” he exclaimed ;
“and I am an ungrateful beggsr to knock down
all his cherished projects, and ride rough-shod
over his ambitions to take my own way. Hows.
ovgt, he’'ll see it will all come right in the
end.”

But in spite of this confident assertion,
Hilary’s spirits sank as he mneared London,
and the doubts and difficulties of his posi-
tion seemed to meet and oppress him, now that

e was fairly started on the road which might—
the possibility weighed him down—lead him still
further away from Lilian. What would she
think of his sudden, unexplained departure ?
The torture of being within reach of her—of
breathing the same air—without the possi.
bility of meeting or speaking to her, almost
maddened him.

He did not confide, even to his chosen friend,
Charlie Dundas, the reason of his departure.
He knew perfectly well that his enterprise wonld
be judged foolish, perhaps mad, by Charlie, as
by everyone else.

He was too honourable as well as too proud
to keep himself thus, by circuitous means, in
Lilian’s remembrance : he determined to throw
himself, with unhesitating faith, on her fidelity ;
and not even the vision of Lord Newtown—thae
chosen candidate of Mr, Hartopp—with all his
paramount gifts and graces of fortune, could
iaha.l:le Hilary’s noble trust in the woman he

oved,

That woman was wetting her pillow with her
tears,whilst Hilary, sending back tender, fervent
aspirations, was speeding, in the early morning,
towards that well-remembered Southern seaport,
which he fondly imagined held the link which
was to unite them again.

[To be continued,]
¢ Templemore’s Herilage” commenced in No, 523 and
Part CXXVIL

WOMAN’S ATTRACTIVENESS,

PrRSONAL attractions most girls possess—at
any rate, in a sufficient degree to render them
attractive to somebody ; for although there are
standards and models of beauty, yet thesedo not
prevail with all persons. There is something
wonderful in the difference of aspect which the
Bmll;f fa;.lce v{:;m t}(l) dilﬂerexl:t beholders. Pro-
bal the philosophical explanation of this i
tha.tywha.t is _hidden to all others becomes irl::
mediately and instinctively apparent to the eye
of Love.

How can a moderately good-looking girl in.
crease her attractions ? "By culture, She must
cultivate her mind. An ignorant and illiterate
woman, even if she attract the attention, cannot
retain the interest, of an intelligent man. She
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,

But the heart must be cultivated as well ag

e head.

“Of all things,” exclaimed a m

and refined gentleman, after nearly :sfif:lélgn?:
familiarity with the best society—* of g1] things
give me & softness and gentleness in a woman.*
A harsh voice, a coarse langh—trifles like the;@
—have suddenly spoiled many a favourable firsh
impression.

‘The cultivation of the heart must be rea] and
not feigned. A woman who studies to ap},)ea,r
rather than fo be, good and generous, soldom
succeeds in deceiving the opposite gex in thesa
respects. She who in trath seeks earnestly tq
promote the happiness of those around her, is
very apt _soon to obtain admirers among men.
Aboye all other requisites in a woman is con.
soientionsness. Without this one touchstone of
character, no matter what her charms and ac.
quirements, 8ho cannob expect to command tha
lasting regatd of a0y WAL Whose Jove is worth
having, . iy
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STELLA REDRUTH,

CHAPTER XXVIII.
BANDULIA MONACO,

IT was the Welsh lawyer, Mr. Ovington, who
stood on the second landing of that housein the
Via Panetta, where dwelt Eustace Grayling,
sleek, and smooth, and portly as of yore, l}ls
one eye gleaming friendly gleams upon the dis-
inherited nephew of Lady Redruth.

* Good-morning, Mr. Grayling,” quoth the
lawyer, as blandly as if he had that moment
stepped from the terrace-steps into the break-
fast-room at Redruth, and had surprised the
petted nephew of her ladyship over his morning
coffee—*“ good-morning,” and the lawyer raised
his hat. ;

“How did you find me out ?”’ asked the artist,
bluntly. 7
+ “How? Oh! inthe most natural way in the

world—by means of the Consul and the direc-

tory, and so on.”

The lawyer spoke with a cheerful smile upon
his lip, and a kindly gleam in his single eye.

Eustace distrusted, despised Ovington. He
hardly knew why or wherefore; but so it was,
and he hesitated a moment before agking him
to enter his rooms. 2

“ Walk in,” said he, at length, a little coldly ;
and the lawyer walked in. * Have you break-
fasted, Mr. Ovington ?”

“ No, sir; I am very hungry also—ha, ha, ha!
—very hungry indeed, and very anxious for
something to eat.”’ 5

“My landlady brings in my coffee at eight,”
said Eustace, *“ and I will order a chop and an
omelet.”” :

‘‘ Thank gou.”

The lawyer seated himself upon the little sofa
of faded amber-velvet, took off his hat, and
placed it on the polished floor.

Kustace darted a strange look of suspicion
upon the man of business. He hesitated to leave
him alone in his rooms; a certain instinct im-
pelled him to turn the key in the lock of his
studio, and to place that key in his pocket.

* We mon of the brush never like to have our
unfinished sketches and works looked at ; so ex-
¢use my locking up the studio while I go to order
the breakfast.”

The lawyer broke into a harsh langh.

.+ Very right—very business-like, if a little bit
inhospitable and uneivil,” said he, * Well, sir,
I will not break through lock and key, and insist
upon seeing the immortal works of the inspired
genius. Ha, ha, ha!”

Eustace smiled a little bitterly.

“You are sarcastio, Mr. Ovington ; but be
my gift genius or misapplied mediocre talent,
fhey are stiil my works, precious to my egotism,

f you will, and, therefors, not to be despised

and trampled on in my sight, nor criticised when
half complete ; 8o I will not apologise again for
locking up my treasures ;7 and he went out,

. When he returned, his landlady accompanied

1w, carrying coffee, omelet, and chops.

Lhe breakfast was sot on the table, Mr,
vington seated himself without ceremony, and
egan to eat with relish. Eustace, who had

starved himself the day before, did the same.

When the meal was over, Mr. Ovington rose
to his feet, and strolled to the window ; it com-
manded only a view of a dingy courtyard,
with an ancient gateway, and the roofs and
8ables of a certain large building,

* What building is that ?”’ asked the lawyer.

‘“The Convent of St. Ive’s,” replied Eustace.

““ What a picturesque roof ! And now, surely,
Mr. Eustace, you will allow me to 8ee your
paintings 7’

Eustace conld not refuse this. He unlocked
the door of the studio, and the two enterad the
room. Kustace Grayling spoke hambly of his
own powers ; he thought of himself also humbly,
and yet he felt that it was given to him, under
gertain conditions, to do great things. He knew

at he must work, and strive, and endure, and
struggle, and be patient, before the wreath of
the victor should encircle his brows, the goal of
the winner he reached, the prize ned. He
understood that some men like Philip Rollings
Win a name almost by the li}ting of a finger,
Certainly, by the vigorous handling of brush or

1 without toil, and without weariness, names
us won were ephemeral, he believed, and he

_t?m.t would fain range himself among the
Immortals must toil aud strive, unless gifted
With genius in such mighty measure as is not,
doleq out to man once in a century. Everythm‘g
Upon his eagels and against hig walls told of
thﬂﬂghf., and study, and toil; touches thers
Wore, Sashos, as it seemed, of the fire of genius,

which spoke high promise to those who could
interpret them.

Ovington had a correct eye, was something
of a judge of colour, had a sprinkling of fine
taste and connoisseurship about him.

“ What a marvellous head of St. Elgiva I” he
said. “ Isnot that the name ? Wherever did you
8ee a pair of black eyeslike those ? Out in these

oman streets, I suppose ? And what is the
sweet saint doing? Is it a real episode in the
lady’s life, or a conccption of the artist’s warm
ancy £’

Grayling looked annoyed.

“Oh! it was a fancy of mine,” he said,
hastily, “ TLet us look at other things.”

“ Nay; this head interests me.”

The lawyer stood resolutely before the easel,
and folded his arms. The painting represented
a quiet corner of an old-fashioned street on a
mellow autumn morning. The golden light
streamed down between the tower of an ancient
church and the side of a vine-clothed house;
the church-door was open, and there was seen
a dim vista of pillared nave. At the door stood
a young girl, wearing the rich stiff garb of
the middle ages; her eyes were dark, but
her hair was golden, her bodice and skirt
were exquisite bits of drapery, green and
purple, with a warm light rippling over
them. A blind beggar-woman knelt at the
door of the church; but whether she was pray-
ing the young damsel for alms, or Heaven for
pardon, it was hard to say; only the dark eyes
of St. Elgiva rested on her pityingly.

*“ What a face!” repeated Ovington. * And
what does the picture mean 7”’

““ Simply the hesitation of a young girl as to
whether or no she shall renounce the world.
She looks into the ehurch, and feels she would
like to dwell under the shadow of its holy
peace. She views the blind beggar, and she
understands that she must become as humble
and almost as devoid of earthly pleasures as
that poor soul, if she truly and ga.tiently bears
the cross of suffering. It is esitation ; for
there is a glimpse in the distance of the fine
dwelling-house of the maiden’s father.”

“It’s a vague description,” quoth Ovington,
holding his head aside, and his one eye glistened
spitefully. “But yonder’s a fine face. Had
you 1?1" model for that, now ?”’

¢ 0. »

Eustace spoke the word shortly and sharply.

““ A very fine face,” repeated Mr. Ovington.

He turned about, and presently came to a
standstill before a second picture. The subject
was painful; but the working up was wonder-
ful, and full of power.

An old man lay dying upon a comfortless
bed in a dreary little room. The sloping  ceil-
ing showed it to be one of those small apart.
ments on the topmost flats of the tail Parisian
houses, let out chiefly to workmen, struggling
students, and out-at-elbow foreigners. A low
trackle bedstead, a single chair, with a broken
back, the small wash-basin placed on a little
table of common wood; the opposite roofs
and windows of other tall houses plainly pointed
out the quarter of the siren city where the
room was situated. The sky was heavy with
threatening rain. As for the face of the dying,

A thin, ghastly countenance; the eyes dis.
tended, a half-smile on the lips, the skeleton
hands extended over the wretched coverlet,
on which was piled wealth that might have
paid a king’s ransom. The old man was in the
act of counting his money from the deep box on
his right. He had already taken out some
hundreds of gold coins and several rolls of
bank-notes; the gold stood here and there in
little piles; but for the most part had fallen
down, owing to the restless movements of the
sick man, and the dingy counterpane wag
almost covered with the glittering mass. The

At the door, seen by those who are contem-
plating the picture, h{lﬁ #nat by the miser, stands
a sister of mercy, come to offer spiritual con.
solation to the sick, Her form is slender, but

ignified, her sombre garments hang about hey
gracefully, her head is covered with the hood ; not
& particle of the rich dark hair ia &8pgn ; the face,
eager as that of tne miser, hut eager with the

confront the dying man.

“Why,” cried Mr. Ovington, “hera yon have
the same face again, The nun and St. Elgiva
are one and the same; and here, my youn
friend, you are guilty of a great blunder. g
forget what word you artists and men of letters
apply to such, but S, Elgiva is supposed to

it was awfulin its eagerness, fear, and cunning, |

pangs of death seemed to have overtaken the |

eagerness of compasgion, will inanother moment | Ro

have been a Saxon saint, who lived some time
in the tenth century, and here we have the
modern miserable room in a Paris lodging-
house; the notes, the gold coins, the bedstead,
the broken juz and basin, are all things of to-
day; so that if you are painting a series to
represent the career of St. Elgiva, you will find
you have done something a little absurd.”

And now Mr. Ovington stuck his eye-glass
into his one eye, thrust his bands into his
pockets, turned round, and smiled a scornful
swmile upon the artist.

.1 am not painting the career of St. Elgiva ;
simply I am using the same face for different
characters. ‘The nun at the door represents a
Parisian nun of to-day.”

“Ah! I see—I comprehend : a face which
haunts youn.”

The lawyer stared again at the pieture, and,
as he stared, he scowled.

“ Why, where have you seen the original of
this nun 7’ he asked, suddenly.

Instantly Eustace became eager, off his guard,

ushed, anxious, unbusiness-like,

“ Where ?” he echoed. *“I wish I eould tell
you where I am likely to see her again, such a
splendid model as she must be; but I have only
caught glimpses of her in the street, and in
churches, and at windows. Do you know this
lady to speak to, Mr. Ovington ? Is she Eng-
lish, or French, or Spanish? She has a little
foreign accent, I think.”

“ You have spoken to her, then P’ said the
lawyer,

“Once. T offered to carry her basket home
fx_'ou'x' market. She answered me ; refused my

The lawyer drummed on a little table that
stood near him, and looked hard at KEustace
Grayling.

““ %he'g’s Spanish,” he said, at length.

a .

“Yes; I have reason to—to—in short, believe
that the lady you so much admire is one
with whom I am slightly—very slightly — ac-
quainted,”

“I admire her simply as a model,” said
Eustace, a little haughtily,

I do not think, if it prove to be the lady
with whom I am acquainted, that she would
condescend to sit or stand costumed as a model.
She is very prond.”

““And she is Spanish?”

. “Yes,” replied the lawyer; “ Spanish Casti.
lian—the maid of Castile. Ha, ha, ha !”

The lawyer sang :—

*“*They say that you rovers from Erin’s green isle
Every hour a new passion ean fee] 3
And that soon in the light of a loveljer Smile,
You'll forget the poor maid of Castile,’
Is it a case of heartache—a desperate casep
Ha, ha, ha!”’

There was positively something awful in the
laughter of this Welsh law er. Eustace wondered
while he watched him. Mn.fignil’-y, mockery, wera
in his one large, gleaming eye.

*“ It is no case,” replied Eustace. T am ned
in love with a luay whom I do not know, I ouly
covet her for a model.” *

* But one would say she had stood for you
as 8t. Elgiva, and as the nup 3 the likeness is
8o striking.”

¥ The likeness to the Spanis lady ?”*

“ Yes; there is no doubt the are one and the
same person. But, if she has nat stood fop you,
what a marvellons memory you must have [

“timd who is this lady ?*’ ‘asked Eustaoce, ab.
ruptly,

* She is Spanish.”

‘ And what is she ?"*

“An artist, She copies from the old masters

‘in the Vatican, She appears amiable; but she

is a demon.”

*“In temper ?”’

“Oh 1, 1 speak more seriously. A deprible
woman,”

“In what way

“ Leagued with bandita, A murderess I

Eustace covered his eyes with his hands.

¢ Impossible !"* o

“I tell you it 45 80, I have mads many visits
to Rome; I have friends here, ¥ know that
woman's real name : Bandulia Monaco,”

“ What an odd name!” .

‘“ A Spanish name,” said the lawyer.  Her
father was a noted bandi¢. Her brothers, her
husband, still infest the neighbourhood of

m° ”»

Enstace felt disenchanted.

* Her hugband 7"’

“Yes. She is a devoted wife; she is a elover
artist. She copies from the old masters, sells
her work for a good price, and sends all ghe
g&rr&s 'to a good-for-nothing scamp of & huse

and,”
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£ You waid she was a murderess 7’

. She éntices young men to follow her to the

wildest parbts 'of the campagna, then her set
pourncés upon them, robs therm, cuts their throuts
to prevent théir telling tales. You hear of suth
things every duy.” : & i %
. This was true. The whole eampagna Wwas in-
fested with robber-bands; danger and death
lurked -at every streatscorner of Romé when
once night fell. The police regulations wers
almost useless. There was 1o valid reason why
the story of the dark-eyed Iady should net be
true.

FEustidce pondered over it. .

‘. “You have not told ie; Mr. Ovinston,” He
said at length,  where you madé tho acquaint-
ance of this lady.” :

‘“ Here, in Rome,” said the lawyer; eoolly,
fixing his one eye, which now glittered, on the
face of the young artist. ““I have bought one
of hercopies; nnd paid for it.””  © ;

“T would give ten pounds to her to stand
costumed #s a modely”’ oried Euastads. “ Yon
say she is too prouds; and yot sho is a4 thiet
and a muordéress?’’

. ‘'She regards all mankind a§ the lawfal prey
of -herself and her band. < But shé 4s prond.”’

“How well she speaks English ¢’ ~
20 Ahl ghe is a woman of néeomplishments.
She has b éducated at Florenoe; she had
masters. Her father, though a bandit, 1§ of nobile
descent. He squanderéd awiy his fortune.”

¢ And her husband?” . !

Tho lawyer’s eye glittered again. g
I8 the handsomest soanip in Burope. Shs
adores him—frantically adores him.”? ... - -

Mr. Ovington broke again into hiz disagrés-
able langh: 3 0 3 :

“ All other men dre ‘ns roptiles in lor sight,”
said the Welsh lawyer.

Eustace walled up and déwh his studio with
long strides.

o Hang all thie women ! said hey téstily.

he lawyer Inughed again. ¢
¢ *I freely echo that_seéntiment ;. it does Fon
honour. Meanwhile, how far away las your
artistic fancy carrvied you in inducing you to

aint this woman as a Saint an@ 4 nun ?. Leb us |

have a look round. I daresay you: have her
again somewhere, haven’t you? Perhaps as an
angel with white wings.” . .. v

“No,” said Eustace, sulkily, “I haven’t. I
don’t paint dngels, Mr. Ovington.’’ st
. Meanwhile, T think I have said enough about
the fair Bandulia to prevent your making her
acquaintance, }I;ethmedadd g.,w?g;ﬁf t‘ri:lnﬂ'ly
warning. Hor hpsband . is frantically jealous.
If g}é §6.’u’ yonlx1 w;t.ohing: ‘his wife ahout, he
would think no moro of running a knifg into
your Heart than lie would of swallowing a cup
of coffee.”

I shall not give him the troubls,” kaid the
young man, coldly. :

* That’s wise. And row, my yo'un%r friend, I
am willing to do you & Kindness. 1 k
hard times uro With Young aftists, pot-boilers
and all that sort of thing; and thongh I can’
buy & pistire, I'll buy any old famil telic you
may wish tosell. A Ryssian 16blé, & patron of
mine, wishes to make a colléstion of old family
minjatures of the aristocrsioy of Eigland and
Wa«!,e,!.' ‘He would give two hundred pounds for
one.

*“Thero is that porbrait of #y Ftnt,” eried
Eustace. “ T'wo hundred pounds ; %ﬂfﬁ’b a Price !
Zl_?vzxf1 L don’t like to sell it, much as I want
mofigy.” : R 3 :

4 “The sentiment does you honenr,” said the
awyer, e il

. Unfortunately, sentiment won't biy the
dinner, or pay the rent.” p

Eustace sighedy he wanted toney i orely.
24T ean’t well that portrait,”’ safd he. “I'Il

make a copy of it in ivory, take it 6ut of the

solid gold case, and put my copy into it 5 then
I will take one hundved for m§ Work and the
gold case.” : S

The lawyer turned away, and Iocked intently
at the pai ;ﬂﬁxﬁihg miser. :

“ Her ladyslip,” eaid he, “died ir §6mewhat
similar circumstances to this old mai, eliitehing
her wealth and power to the last.”

“ Poor, dear auntid !’ said Kustace,

“Well, siry your eopy won’t sell; I tall you
frankly. Make a copy for yoursslf, if you like ;
?_;;t.nit is only the original that will b paid

T Wit W i
¢ Then I won’t sell ity gaid Eubface.

“Very well.”

The lawyer took up his Hat.

“Everyone knows his own #ffairs best. Still,
tiwo hundred f‘m'md’a would help yon to puisie
your art studies with a mind free froii sordid
cares for some time.”

“'That is true,” said Eustace ; and he looked
towards the deor of his room,

10w how | shall net,
| him with what i8 in trath Bis property.”

| but sure—suré as the autiunn, ahd
| and the winter apples.

“Tt is Wb as if your wuilt had dome you jus-
ti?ﬁ,: said the lawyer, ¢ She made® very harsh
will.

“That is trie,” vopeuted Hustace, looking
still towards the ooy, ;

“ And if you don’t males woney soon, débts,
duns, and difficulties will éduse you to muks
ducks and drakés of your pistures.’’

“ That is true,” said Bastace.

"This time he walked into his vYoom, Weiit to
his little chest of drawers, opened one draier,
and took out the gold-framed miniature of old
Lady Redruth from its Wrappings of dotton-
wool. He hearda &tep. The one-bydd lawyer
had entered the chamber, and riowstood leoking
over the young man’s shoulder at the likeness
of his late patroness.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE PORTRAIT.
“Viiky like her—very like her indesd,” #aid
Mr. Ovington. - : 2

“Poor old anuntie! Noi T can’t sell her. I
I6ved her so once.” B

Therd was a, sound 1iks 4 s6b 1 the d,_é‘eg’, soft
voice of the younly man ; thers was the glitter of
a téar in his eye.

“ What séntimental folly!” said the lawyer.

 Well, perhaps it 18, and I 8o poor 1 ;

Bustace thought of his unpaid rent, his un-
d61d pictavres, , ;

“Let me ‘take it,” &aid M. Ovington—‘lab
me show the pictare to my Ridsian patron, and
tell him you can’t sell it, but you'll make a
by, BURHELPTE - e B % :

“ Well,” gaid Bustate, “yoh may,” atid the
portrait changed hands, : R

AS Mr. Ovington Put the pictire iuto his
waisteoat-pocket, his face grew iwhite Wlthf%\;‘?-
prossed exéitement of some Sort. Bustace,
adedstonidd to watch the faces of mer, saw thé
éxpression, and was at once filled with & desire
to reposséss himsealf of the portrait. -

o Og‘ingtoﬁﬁis gé%ng ’c(T) shotv i?bail)btg’tu tell
éverybody what a heartless scamp [ am.”

kais wgs the suspicion that thrilled thronsh
Bustate like 4 stinging 'dart shot from the
bow of anhedemy, ; :

1 have altered my mind,” &aid he, suddenly.
¢ I will not let the portrait go out of thy sight.
Return it to me, Mr. Ovington.”

The tawyer chuekled. =~

“ My Young friend, pardon’n little #ise. Do
yot rémember ow, 'on the morhing following
your aunt’s death, I demanded that portrait,
knowing afite well What hér intentions wore
respecting it—that it should Be&iven to Sif Hal-
berd Redrath P When &he Wits in her ddath-
agony, shie foréed it upén youn, noh knowing
wiiat sho'did, You woets modn énough tb take
advaiitags ‘of ler weaknoss: Now L will fell
you & gecret. Sir Hilberd, Titdy Redrubh, ain
geveral of theil friewds are notv in Rome. « I
shiall §o ot oned to the batonet, and prosent

To paint thip rage, the sutprise of FKustass is
impossible. ‘At ones, and ithout stop}s‘mg;pa‘
consider, he sprang mﬁné the Welsh gwger,
and stiggled with him for the reeaptrd of
the portrait. The &tritggle was ferco-nay, |
savige, on both sides. s

Ovitigton was 4 yéry powerfal, B’gx‘qhgly-tgﬂglt_‘
zﬁah Ho was & little eréutnbered with flesh, |
gér aps, and his yéars wers hot few; still, his

enrt and soul Wero éngaged in the strife. i
hntréd €6 Grayling, his rage #t his own s 'm’
plicity it having told Bis intentions befors’
ge:?iingi tﬁghgbémﬁ Safely oit of the way, all|
made him furiots. i
At 1ast he lielb ﬂgaﬂ tgu‘a ehieat of E%tn,ﬁ

Tk

8,
and he #etually bididished 4 pen-knife in his
hand. Bustace eld hitm by the throat.

IMX‘ or danl;i ulzﬁéa_l !ﬁmﬁikéa TR
“An &ye for an ”* hisd Hé TAWyer.
He Wﬁg blind, mad, drimk, ’wﬂgi 'f::zﬂx, wnd
fuey, and wate, Y
ere came the Eotnd of Sohiipetibe toct
Moduuto Caff the lundludy of tho d¥tist, stood
in the room, "ﬁﬁ’f;’f her liands, and chiattering
in hr voluble Ifalisn. :
“Murdet hete in i Houdsthine,
always Was 8o respectible  Corpo di Bidcho)
Blessed saints ! at is tho world Goming
‘toP Signor Grayling, the nicest _ypﬁnc% title. |
man, & little slow ifi paying his o, cor _ﬁig,
What was ‘ﬁ“&ﬁ
fighting for P’ = O Kots y
“He has robbed me,” Faid Eu_sﬁ’é,qg‘. :
“ Fé has robbed nie I p;lt({:? Q;’Tng‘toh. e’
in tlie polide. “Leét them settle it.” -
mAt?agosgmpered the little old woman to the

window. She screamed, *“ Police I”” and all the
Via Panetta was in an uproar, :

16

‘that | it was

Meanwhilg, Eustace, by a supreme effort, had
torn the pertrait out of the pocket of Ovington.
At that moment, there came into the room the
divinity of the church and the market, the
original of the nun and the saint—she whom
Mr. Ovington had called the wife of a bandit—
Bandulia Monnco:

Eustace, engaged in deadly struggle with the
lafvyer, 8aw, as in a dreamn, the slight, tall gifl,
with dark eyes, dreSsed or this Worning in 4 White
nmaslin, fashionably made, a §4sh of scarlet rouhd
her waist, & ‘small white hat on her Head,
appronch him wnd his udversary. The portrait
wag in Jvis hand. Bandulta ‘dirtsd one guick
look at hith, and stiatehod the prizé from his
grasp befora he knetw whevs 1o \Was. AHGEHS:
moment, and she Was o) - — :

Then 1 chmé & erowd and ¥wo ‘policemen
and Eustace Swooned, either throuph exaito-
ment, or from the féarful élutehing of Ovinigton
at his throat. : : :

When ho recovered, the robtn Was dleared of
all, save Ovington, Madame Caffi, and tivo
policemen, The Yags of the férmer WS not
quelled.  He dould not gpeak Ttalian bith he
jabbered in bad French, which one '¢f the
offioials tinderstood. Ho aid thiab1ofg a0 in
England the artist Had tolen u portrait, framed
in gold; that he had ‘some to Italy to induce
him %o restors it to its rightfal ofvner; that
instead, hie had sprung upém Him, And half
murdered him ; and he insisted that thé room of
Bustace should be earchéd for the missing
property.

Bustace stared in amaze; theh Bardulia e
Béautiful, kad tiot been s6sh by the one-6 ed
Inwyer, 4s he kuelt on the ehest of his foe.
Lruly, her step had been light as thit of a bird,
and J4st s quickly hud she fwh s o

Bvery drawer and Bokof Kustice wassearched,
every pocket in his clothes; but the portrait
was not found ; and the officials etreated both
genﬂem'e’ﬁ to shake hands, ard forget all over a

lass of wine. Both sturdily vefused ; and at
last Mr. Ovington Went #way, uttering thireats,
which terrified old Madanie Caffi, although she
understood not the langiags in which they Wera

uttered. gk

As for Hustice, His thind whs & ¥hirl; hig
admiration for the mysterious Bandulin—artist,
thief, enchantress—wds, strahge to Sy, his
stronzest fecling. Hé kiow whore shé lodged,
and he resolved to go to her dwelling,

Surely now, when he went to seek his own
property, which she had talen from his hinds,
she eould not refuse to donverss with him, He
told himself thit ho sought this dark.eyed Tady
only with ‘an artist’s 1{ ssioftate admiration for
whatever Was beautiftl, and stifking, and gowoer-
ful, with no lover’s longing t6 sit in her pro-
sence, and listen to the musié of Her voies, 1f
this Bandulia weve really the Wifé of & b; ndit,
thé unseraptilous assooiato of thisves, still shig
was possessed of @ most striking dountenna
and, without doubt, the ¥arest gifts of thé in’
tolloét were hers. Sho would thalke & Wwondertul
character-model; thord wiis édtfél%égﬁ‘ch of his:
trionic faculty in this oﬁ&iﬁbﬂ%ﬂn h lady, more
even than was yhos s0d I!xé-b%é’ﬂ Yitzie
Anstruthér of thé bygons days. o sighed
when he remembered Lizzié, and ke tol ii’ ¥
‘:elf gl{dtﬁ 'vlv‘]z‘;.’é :gh :3{1 man to love onee, an

o admirs a hundred times, and §till a foyerish,
wild longitig possesséd hiia to sbolk ¢Ho prosencs
U516 Thd WO Y01, Al AN ¥

He ha 8o ill, that 1ittle Madatne Cam
had called in the véry nearesh doctor, and thig
gentloman came #ind folt the pationt’s pulss,
and prescribed quist, strengthoni ¢ diet, coni-
plets rest. from wotk, eto. Outside, i the
studio, madame told the Dootor of t emw: ant
struggle betweon her lodgsr hnd atiothér Bglish.
man,ti!;d (::fh‘ei ) 'ctor‘l;—in tgu’n with af; e‘x'lormgizs

nantity of hair on his _he nd face, and a
gml,g g; }ﬁzsht&&g;shm@é&%&%hﬁl&&%ﬁ, and

€ ! . :

“Tt 18 mysterfous,” Baid thadawis, B
cles tho portesits HAHGE Sbh fud 1 1ol
set in gold, and the gﬂi‘gg hgé sdurchisd ; fhe
Have even tnrolled i, Stockins of morteur,
which wore s0 neatly folded in his d¥awar, to
filid the picture, if possible.
ve e -gm.l’ ? I

o must Bo b elovér Pellow” SHA HHe
Dadtor. “But the 3*‘“}} of the %:?’ééf.ﬁii&h'
his throat would have throttisd him 1a'a few
mors minutes. ;

The Doctor went away; did that évening,
afterawakening frot u vefroshing gles& Eustace
arose, dressed hifself with a more Sctupuloug
©ohTe than was his wont, and set oub in the
ﬁii*‘égﬁop, of the qieer old house where dwal
the Spanish lady, ,

[To be continued.]
“Stella. Redruth” commenced in No, 54 and
Part CXXVe

But, 16, no, o ;
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NOW OPEN,
At the Ofice,

MERTON HOUSE,
SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LONDON,

A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

OF ALL Hup LATEST
N‘OVELT‘IES and FASHIONS
FROM Piﬁé EVERY MONTH.

PASTIMES. 1

™

DPOUBLE ACROSTIC.

Two countries lying side by side,
A mountain range does them divide,

") T¥8e1 di¥dain, contempt so great,
1 ¢annot even stooh to-hate.

(2) Wpon this blood-stafned Battio Painy
ro lay the ded-and the slain.
Our Duke the allied avmioes 164
‘AtTength tho Mﬁmeu turned and fled.

Lk

) A Jewish maid of benu:y rare,
And vh'lug, 100, beyond oomonre; :
Phough eatled a tyrant’s court 1o E¥ce,”
She ne’er forgot her father’s race,

(4) A foolish bird, one fatal day,
Assumed another’s plumage gay,
At least, so fable writers say.

(5) See from the crater yawning wide,
S ’:l‘holx\vu ‘streams on every side,

)

o

ee ¢ ‘for the sailors brave and frue,
% m‘kw thie gallantickets blue; . -

B 'l‘huﬂ'm 110t foe, nor wind nor 5 .. 2
While their duty to'ﬁtﬂ'ﬁm’ g
. A’C.
BU]}IBD TOWNS,
mﬁ E 4 o gl
lb"im VTe By the tr:e e
George and James have been nélaei) ‘somo time, |
F. Y, M.
3.
‘We are going to the tower, but Carl is left behind.
F.Y. M,

“ A bearer of good news;”

£ s
MzG.—(1) Evangeline signifie: " Brmeline, * Me-

Elen.uor; elme," Daisy, * Innocence;

lodious.”” (2) The sceunt ‘ased in the common hair-oil is
sometimes injurious to the hair, 1t is better to use good
pomude either make it yourself, or buy_some of the best.

(8) Ths following 1s a very_good Curling Fluid :—Melt a picce
of white wax about,the size of a nubmeg in 1oz ohvo oil.
&ceuu wnh 8 rew p! Of otto of roses.

g ot is impogsinla for o to alteryour
uom xpg u,; We San pecommer ’o give *‘m
a hv thy colour, i to e plenty of exercise il the ope!

(2) It is not considered rlkht for a lady to dance with' a
gentleman more than two or three times in the course of an
evening. Lf you do so, you must not be surprised it remarks
are made upon it. (3) We have never before seen or heard
the name youmention, 8o cannot give you its signification,
(4) The pieces which generally take most, are good arrange=

gi gdx atic melodies, not too diflicult or too long, also
ﬁ&p& elodies nicely played, i

HERBERT’S DARLING.—(1) Sea :mswar No. 8 to ** \ieg."
&2) We do not recommendsyou to use bleaching powder, Yo

o not know whatinjury it might do to your skin. (3) Lemon
or pale gray gloves would go with almost an goloured dress.
(4) We will insert your fourth question in Quer ies, Pleaso
send a stamped addressed envelope for us io send the words

of the song when we receive them,

OARNATION.—(1) Vary often young Iadies grow a great
~deal after_they fire turned seventeen.  (2) Vinegar taken as
1 mention iy very bad for the-healtl, (8) A young man

who is not going to be inister may. read u: sons iy a
)uuc‘h With tire oxmeen‘h e, mini: e
7t 18 §a1d 10 veference to two candidates tm- an «»xmai- >
nation who have passed —one ist, the second (promme
ceesgit) approached very near, Accessint is the plural form ;
ﬁ '{lsu nsed wi releleum to likeness. “5) *Souvenir’
menn’i “remetmbers”
LINE~You can m9st Aikely got yonr Teathers” d}eczn ﬁ!
a eewmn “wb My, Ward’s, Naturalist, Wigmore Street, Caven=-
dish Square.

MAY.—{) The gentleman should always precede the lady
in ascending the stairease. (2) You should put yonr Knife
and fork together, and leave them on your plate. (3) We do
not understand your quu-snon. (4) ** Advertisement” ismo-
nonnced ad- -vers ~tis-ment; *‘funeral,” fu-ner-al; “mileh,”
miltsh; ** tauls,” folt ; with the o short.

. Miss (Peckham,)—We do not kee; thren.d like your

pgtier n.TW d !l]l()m answer by P IS there wns no

dx ess sent, bn will most likely get it uﬁ Mr Bedford’s,

Gooﬂse Street, W.
. M, K.—Lime-juice can be obtained at any chefist’s.

%&n-—o :}gbr nw‘}-‘gvld is z\mm at allin
mgl\l‘nl’z‘,[‘.}l WTiite e nfd "“

ADA H.—Rum and castor-oil is an excellent thing to pro
mote the growth of the hair. Tae hair certainly grows
faster when down than it doss when done up.

ULARISSA.—We can send the book you inquire about from
the otllce of this Journal, outhe receipt of two stamps,

LITTLe MOTHER.—(1) We are sorry we hnve not the recipe
you ask for. (2) You will gev the D'\neruu on reguire, and
directions for working, at Ay, Bedford’s, whose address you
will find in this Journal. (3) There are some very pretty
patterns for braiding in our Supplement for June, 1873.

KInry. hél) Yo erhinly empnob consider yo;}x“_ae
ezmy regaltto o ho mu %: ?1*
r
he w m.e lpec ol spenk o o,w wnn
{fl Tinils, ‘i’hore i3 nothing know‘nw remove i e

Mns. T, M.—The rullowhg ‘has-been sent by a lubsm iber:

: ~seen in-the .columns of the Y, mt
fxere is no e Rtor u.smum.i leasure in%_xﬁr * Mrs.
sh itio for th du&re

2. h B
by-savory nml fv['ow;;m‘m. 1&?‘3‘ ?u o St "E"m&o"""i"ﬁ

repared in different. forms, for n’m clgars for

?nen oigunenes Ior Jadios, and a kin or powder 1Lor
smoking in pipes. Miss I. has -en.n the intter preparation
used by an old man-servant, and the effects were traly
wonderful. He had not been able to lio down for weeks, and
he found great relief alter smoking one pip®; he is now able
ll:’o work. Miss T, thinks the cigarettes are about 3s. per

00X,

GERTRUDE HOWARD.—(1) You will certainly lmvoh give

Ifxou wlllvpen ‘that chest, Eﬁfesb will give you ay apple. n& drawing if the gentleman umm upon m ﬁ
3 B i im you would rather not give it ﬁ:ﬂ w
< ”’an@ﬁ,%o, Gk on_prol 10 do uo you had not meun% what yol he
e p wou bﬁr Wit dmmm bo it (2) It
My )ﬂrht’s\vu'y usafil Thing 3 ij-Asoecalgly sl mﬁnﬁ R CORyL T a aG L
In ev'ry room ’tis seen; s‘.mﬂ We believe fﬁ’g Adultern % Act does 1ot nmow
.« . Behead, and to your view yow'll bring permft .fersons 10 sell emted i hey do so, they
. . Tha Jady .P"%P L ween, are liable to a penalty. It w: very wueh better for the
g  Beh . ﬁlm - _5 {aniik-seller toaeugeuums,milkm belmv perguart additionaly
s 4 oY even more, il ne w‘b‘d and to leave Jo L6, purs
@ ? < - r to put &y much water to it as he consi " Hovoss
16 s oft from sickness r‘ﬁ* = Yo

Without it we can’t live,
J.H, F.

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No. 527,
‘CHARADE,—Sparrow.
Burtep Towns.—1. Ayr. 2, Glasgow.
ENIGMA—Jors. " ©

Nom 0. TC
SUBSCRIBE

3. Elgin,

m'sromm'& AND |
GENERALLY.

_.-_

Thas *graaﬂJ ﬁcﬂrma wle
Qf it Jownal, as
space cannot be spared in the J owrnal for replies therelo,
we purpose firom 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 rep!y, and in no case shall we answer in
wddressed to-be-left at. a post-ofice. . Our |
01's 'musc 'not expeot us to aeply by poat to

s uz tnsent ﬁ‘aﬁﬂ_&m wcrds ‘Zf
© songs w fmmu wless accompanted by ‘a_stamped

ond addrassed mwlopa, with the nom de p\uma of the
sender and tl*mum of the song, ta., rodqlrcd, written
; i o

et e '\uncg

A NEVER - ¥AILING SUBSORIBER.—(|
consult o doetor; we cannot give advice n sueh n case, as
diseases of the kind should never be trifled with, or they may
become chronie. (2) Newousnessis ofton cansed by insufli-
cient out-door exercise. ‘J‘/ cold bathing and a daily
long walk. The following might be found henefleial :—8§ vz
camphor julep, 8% oz peppermint » water, 3 drachms ol
spirit. of ammonia, 3 drachms of syrnp of saffron, well
mlxad. Three table-spoonfuls to be taken when required,
W The coilak, lfwell worked, would be worth about bs. 6d.
€

shank qohl’or me recipe.
MARY QUEI &CO’L‘S —1f m a _gged Enéuh

1 seholar, y»u l &

tehooh ndmrm iu a QL}Q:\ p You ean

fuﬁ{ went inserted i a Gar 0y hy sends-

ng it to The Foreign Newspnper. and Umvem (L Advert
Bryd treat, Coveut Garden, 1t will bu insert
quest iu the best newspaper for -

Ave nojiden what premin sou
% tvnu \went asa pupil-teacher, «Wet»mmlmk
|-t would. v ligh. _(2) The %“"
vmer fr W, £2 155, T €1 seeond
ciass. (3)“@he climate i3 very mnch the same as of

Eug]nnd perhaps not quite so variable.

G.—We, cannot recommend yon anything better
thim leme s Lbtion (No. 2 enrative). Persons subject to
freckles, should be very eareful to wash their faces thor oughly
previous to going out into the open air.

10?“ Dug;uss E.—(lwm m-etty but modemtelymgood-
. Ma Lwen 1 1o same ex-
bt (3) Wo have d iso%%‘aﬁu‘ﬁ&

perience as yournu)r
guestions of this kind.
= igft 1Y, —By constant npplﬁhﬂo? n{n zggeofrﬁtl%
ursof cnreful p 10_able -
or Three years topluy %ﬂ b‘ﬂt ?"& could never bei
proficient pianist,
H, B. B.—If you look in the 7Times, Daily Tetem'rtp}r
S}taﬁdc}jrd. you will see, daily, numbers of wdvertisenrent: 5
the Kind,

_from your letter, make out' whether
of arises f

8 ad y unskilful pensun
doetor, nnd ha”m tell you ,what

¥,~We cannof

f;;.r thoe " (8) Blzwk SolvetTs Mot worn In deep moutas

doubt 'will suggest a remedy,

=) Ben 1 not ‘mmmu tom o mm
Viuogm’ Tn}fa g tmgn, { con/ %&’ tlw
stomuch, % h 18 thie mum. aud, consequently, 1t
would be lik ely to make you pile.

i R |

| heayily trimmed with Umm.mnm of white hgdmod?;:mﬂn .

- M ;
o wmm‘mmm

Yo had Reprart

GILLIAN. — (1) The Eeko was first published December
8th, 1868. (2) The discnssion you meution arose in 1863,
We have never heard of the remark you quote, neith:r have
we been able to ascertain by whom it was made.

CAVALIER.—We liave not seen the pictnre ahont which you
ask, but (rom the meaning of the word the subject must he—
Nupulum as a god surr ounded by the spirits of all the great
warriors and statesmen of his time.

A. E. F.—All contributions of Pastimes received have been
acknowledged in No.512, page 143; No. 514, page 175; No. 517,
page 223; and No, 523, page 318,

VERITA:.—(1) Prince Albert was first cousin toonr Queen ;
he was nephew to her mother, the Duchess of Kent. (2)
Neither of her children are married to a first cousin,

SHADRACH, — The song called “Only’ is by Arthur
Sullivan.

8 - = W ar ohliged for the Ps o
’é»gn c{%&«hmb{ors&x\-ﬂ&musgnoc ({mvn‘l?z h;ghhﬁ?ﬁxed“;g

those previously inserted. Areyou sure you wrote them ?

CANARY BIrD.—~You will obtain all information respecting
foreign newspapers by applieation to the Foreign Newspaper
and Universal Advertising Office, 26, Brydges Street, Covent
Garden, London, W.C,

R. RowBoTmAM.—(1) It depends entirely upon the socinl
osition of the persous married. Fees are given to the
rgyman, verger, and pew-opener. (2) The ahsurd idea of
ashion in tht- colom of hair has hap \lv gone otit, 08t
hécoming éolonr to tlie complexmn 5 ‘tlie colow %%,!Qh the
Jizabeth,

hair is natarally, Bessie is the pet name for
#nd Elizabeth means “ A worshipper of God? 3

Miss T.1s thunl\cd fon her communieation,
meet mso%s with whom yon y
i ushonld.

A Roo0S G
{ileucmmin! lmlt» recozx
hem ¢ach t o nat uyv.'! 1,
fenumimn you nh @ out. 1 ﬁxd“%.
& rather difficalt to-learn; wires m:mtt?ﬁ)rau Of pati
and practice. We thank ym\ or the interest yon take in om'

Journal,

A Coqumm.—-(l) There is nothing we know of which will
remove it. (2) Cold water is the best for most persons to
wash their faces with, but in some instances, where the skin
is tem,lu and n'umble, warm water soothesit. (3) The “MOI.Y
Grail >’ was the last long poem written by Tennyson;
lezml, however, tlu\t n.nother ll hl preparation, and h

is em‘lv‘h: ritish mntory. Wo do not vou in for the truti\ of

the statement,

Jou ouxst. ?Rﬂ
of h ted (hi'ﬁ% ncottom, woum 'x‘koA n
aren;mn pnmw%‘;dn wpilos, ) Your speiliag
! t y get Smlth 8 ;)l:‘ l‘ecommehu [’.’é’“ ta m
en H arnel -]
{‘hich any stationer will obmm (ursyou. Sl hoo“‘

: “Sus IBER.- Bblk om
M%&rﬁm mum% it s mk'& o “Vtﬂm‘

dotls on the of 1
eftd, (8) Black erape il oo:mrh:r mcmum;z :
(#) A lady of the a a‘fmu mention would celtalnly be cone

W}ﬁ{gumn yl;mx“ Nl;i wedd(?) \rh‘:te 1T m? most suitable,

uslin h ng takes pla

prettily made, would look very nice, el

W. B, (Hanwkhurst.)—1f you send a stamped envelope, we
will do onr best to auswer your question with xarn‘eﬂcia to

lace collars,
QUERIES,

ARSI Grat wonld foel grateful to any v
¢ Would send her me words of thg nongmm;{n‘:&m" e

s

ublishors S,

89, Hle

It 1s one of

ooiq.‘s | Melodle:. Also whe

hy, 1t obln P' t,he it

the followin .lnnzs
zllou ’.l‘iell Me
e

o1
pl 08y

Il foel ver? -grateful im“& Je;‘s'," for ﬂm ﬂrgn
xgenm% the Far Holy G

wonld feel mb:zumme%f ny ﬂ%ﬁ
happy Bride;” in the second verse she implores hPl' rorm:l-'
lover not to blame her, but her father, who has suld Lier for
gold to save his life; also the words of ** Little Binks.”

3 hﬂv.m.nt would be glad to know in what poem the following

1 know not—I ask not -
If guilt’s in thy heart;
* 1 bat know that I love thee,
Wbat.ovg thou .zt." e ..

T ‘Mﬁﬁhiom

J. 0. F, 6.7 K6, &, BROWN, 8
are thanked for contriﬁutioun of Paniins 8 3.0,

@ArNATION, 1. 8., JANT No
S RIBER, N"“’ el
rw%smnm o1168,

ANIR K., h

A@m«m. Lu lﬂ,Al*.mu. are tlmn
NowToE o e‘owrmab M

The Hditor desires to call I;o the atfention of intending con«

g the tr

‘-1; g
tlilhllmls the following rules

3.

» 3

3.0, !E.}

1.~Original contributions only are acceptable,
2.;esr.uries of more than 400 printed lines in length cannot

B.a%merihutloul st be written on oneiﬂiofﬂumpe}

ol

Engh contribution mist bear on mﬁ‘\mi

ieutler s name and address, t!te nm

—Every lotter of inquiry or omerwlus ti
L?pﬂum.musa contain tlw full w.lo of I;e‘:&?o cgrﬁﬂ k

B-In

tories. ;. nor can lie s
which may influence him in rejecting any comﬁbutiou.
7.—Private letters cannot he sent respecting MSS. Each

S, will be attended to in regular order, an
notified in this page-of the Journal, d the result

8.—As MSS, are sent volnntarily, the Editor will not, hold

himsell responsible for their safe return; but wher =
stamped, addressed wrapper Mco[nplmlu! the cor

‘bution, care. MWWR
‘daly postad in tho event of its rejection.
9.—Whe: n stampe ddl'essa'i wrn.pper

g‘ nﬂidﬁ:’ h bk

notmmmn in the J., fm'e
Lwou, g.nphgutl( 1 éﬁ'h? ptmm

& stampel
at the expiration of six monehl a%er
be destroyed.

10.: -()an;r(hubﬂ \vh'u thin to ignore am
i rules in bﬂa &"
are mn thded !m §

ne”

Tt

London ; B, xnnrsom ‘sixmmxry Square, Rlvc
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Alexander Tealty,
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BASKET IN HAND, GWALIA ENTERED THE ROOM.

was dark now and lonely, but it was his father’s And he went straight on, but only at the end
Property—would some day be his—go what was | of a minute to start again, and shrink back
shivering, as a strange ory was uttered °
, and gomething white and
pt by and on down the

SO RICH AND YET SO POOR.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “A PEARL BEYOND PRICE,” there to fear? There might be visits from
Pogchers, but not at. this time of {lea.r, Eo: a{]mo:lt ait l;‘is elbow,
X. yet at such an hour. It was strange, then, that | ghos y-looking swe

CHARSS all at once the young man should feel a shiver path.
MANTO MAN. ; ¥ of dread, and stop short, undecided as- to his “I'd have Bent a %ood charge of shot after
As if being lured into éaen_l by his evil geniug, | fupther progress. you, madam, if I had had a gun {”” he muttered,
Lawrence Clayton strode jauntily on through | =« Pish I’ he ejaculated. “ Whnt & coward I | as the owl passed from sight. “I’'m precioug
the wood, careless and laughing to himself, [t am)”’ nervous to-night, and—what the deuce "

. No. 529,—Vor, XI,
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This was a real cause for alarin.

As he passed round a curve of the path, a
hand was roughly clapped upon his arm, and a
voice, hoarse and hatsh beyond recognition, x-
olaimed : SR

“%’I’ere, stop! I've somethifg to ®ay to

ou

eed over His shouldst
agif seeking for # of relrent 3 bub the hold
upon his @t tieht and of HocoRsity he

&%ﬁg g{g; ﬁ%@;‘?ﬁn dimly-seen figure
h%rgl :

Tawrence Clayton

neath the trees being
o redognition.
© What

you may—if you can; bub to put it in plain,
downright English, Lawrence Clayton, you don’t
go from here fill you’'ve gone down on_ your
knees and sworn that you'll abver seek to follow
that poor girl again.’” ; :

Lawrenes mads ancther vigorous effort to free
himself ; bub rage had made his ¢apbor stron
for tho time a$ & giauk and he only Endeaseh
his pain.

“It’s all over with het for me,” satd Fohnson,
bitberly; «bub I won’t stand by and see her
harmed if T can help it, so; now you hear what I
say, down on your knees; there the moss ig

)\ Yot want? You've made some |clean, and won’t hurb your fine clothes. Yon
mishale,” gaid Lawrence at last, hoarsely, for | may think yourself well off to get away so
vt beat fast, and he could not tell hos | easy.” ¢

higs ]
this encounter might end.

“No ; I've made no mistake,” said the obher,
bitterly. “I know you well enough, Mr. Law-
rence Clayton.”

“Then, who are you?” exclaimed Lawrenca,
gathering courage from the other’s supineness,
‘“What, Johnson! How dare you, you scoun-
drel! What do you mean by stopping me in
this way ? Your master shall—"’

“ My master’s not hers, young man,”’ ex-
claimed Jolinson, in tones made strange by
suppressed rage; ““ but yours is. Now, then,
it's my turn,” he ¢ried, gripping the arm he
held as in a viee. * What do you mean by fol-
lowing that poot girl about — you, who call
yourself a gentloman! Tell me “this : aro you
going to murry her, or bréak her heart with
your lying promises and deosit?”’

“Let go my arm,” oried Lawrence, trom-
bling with fear and anger, and turning ashy
ale. 2 .
P Wheh you’ve angwered my questions, per-
haps I will,” said Johnson. I want to know,
first, whether her unclé knows of your coming.”

“Let go thy arm I

“No, of coutse he don’t,” said Johnuon,

The young man spoke as if the passion which
had agitated him had passed away new that he
had his rival before him ; but a word fired him
agalin, 3 :

“You’re a mad, insolent fool”’ cried Law-
rence, “and I'll do no such: thing !’

“Yes, I am mad!” exclaimed Johnson, more
fiercely; *“ but, I told you, it’s you who mado me
so. Mind you don’t suffer for my madness, for

I’'m ready now to put a stop to your ¢oming ab
any cost.”’ :

There was a flerce struggle for a moment ot

two; by a savage wrench Lawrence Clayton
nearly freed himself, and he sprang ab his
aggressor’s throat, the two ‘men heaving and
swaying about in the narrow path; bub in less

time than it takes to write, tho muscles of the
sturdy labourer prevailed, and the gentleman
was swung round, foteed on to his knees, and
Johnson held his wrists tightly gripped. :
“Now,” he said, panting, ‘‘befors you go
fro_n% here you'll say what I tell you.” - b
. “Tll say nothing of the kind " hissed Tmw-
renee, who, driven now to bay; a8 as Void of
fear as his aggrossor. 25
In a moment Johnson's hands had changsd

he Shivered and shrank from the fierce faee

hoarsely; ""7 d you dare not say he does; but | from the young man’s wrists £6 his throat, and
he soon ghial v

“Youwll tell of @surss,” wieersd Law-

rence, savagely. L ¢ 4 -
“ No,” ronied bhi “mm M, “ I won'b=not

for her sake; bub 'l put & & W%

and thab;,’tob, For her suke, sinee you Hean

S

yq%ggg!%g ﬁ%ﬁfgﬁ#g tm“m% w

T know your fathot 6 bs & gentlesan,” said
J ohnso?l? My{éﬂi&‘g “hut tﬂ“hs?ﬁ'éﬁ M* %

you one.”’

-~ {over th
 You itapudent seotindrol 1" ebled Lawrenes; gngniﬁ

gr;oﬁ%t close to his, as he felt the hot bréath
mbing upon his chesk. 3
L “Will you swear i§?” was ubbered; ia low,

tones.
“¥os P’ was the response.

JohnEon loosened his hold, and drow himself up.

“ 16w look here, Mr. Lawrence Clayton,” he

N6 1” roarod Tawrente, s ringing at  him;
#s 118 BAW him off his guard, and bearing him back
eadlong to the ground ; and then, springing
¥ trate body, he dashed through the
/8 of the wood.

“ T'1l make you stars for this geoundtelly cad!” he panted, a tinute.

And he st{ mi& ( toh&'b hia S @8 B8 van on; “ but he shall smart for this 1’

“ Hold still I hi 'i&d Jotnson, Highte | Ho phased for o moment to Wwipe the perspira-
ened his grasp 86 bthab Tawkenas i 6% | Hon from his forehoad, and theti & eold, damp
clamation deatrn from him ' pain. Ao spread Oyer his faea, a feeling of being
here, young than : you do things in & sif, e%g quite wg@w took possession of hitn, and he
ning, deceitful fashion, and call yourself & gontle: gazed ¢ l& Way and that, a8 #f %ot knowing
man. 1do things in o sraightforward, opom | Whots bo s For w6 fur fromt being ficoof his
way, and only eall wiyself & poor mian, ii\f,p&i wdversaty, he wa§ 1ot only in pursuit, but
boitor than a labourer. So 1 tell you bhiss I | 6lose ab hawd.

came upon you two a (}uartar of an ou%aga A
the wood there; and I tell you this; thib yo
shall not geaway from here till yoi’ve protise
me on your knees before Heaven thab sow’
never go near that poor lass again,” . |
“You wad fool!” exclaimed Tawienss, |

struggling once . S

“ Keep quict, or ?';1,&0 you & mischisf I’ 8k
claimed Jolinson, forein, Lawranu_ew k% 3t
a tree, and holding him there. * Mad fool ! mw:%
that’s aboutright ; but who has nade s
T'll tell you—yon have, by coming hétiwesn mo
and her, and just for your sport. W m
Miss Gwalia say to you, do you bhinlk, i

d

swrenoe had kigwn overs tara in tho wood
frof oggrd; w@fﬁ e%m'mg ’ég about a hun-
“" ya %ﬁ%mmai bl‘r%i'gﬂjr ﬁé‘v&h a tL‘r_xa,rrcl)zw
alley, ohe whi away from the direction he
iﬁg\ have boet s 8 dsga 6 bako-—namely, the

ot trast 5t 0wt 6f the twood on the
i\ifth{%% ﬁ:& ﬁm meaning to-Make his way
home b o8 ;

: adahhmm 1ot b0 ba bafled. Suspect-
iy Sote 1ise, aused for & montont to listen
Whts the pRiks Dhens

ed. he swishing noise

g*wg?aw mﬁw the fleeing man,
roloased elastie maplings ant

ows from freshly-
toaring thorn, he

knew it all ined Wpon Tiwibiies ab every stiide Hill, in a
“You insolent scoundrel !” oﬁa‘gﬂ;ﬁ o160, g;,mw deil, mw%é&r Bﬁm’ad,,{m’nting, to face
once more straggling to froe himself. * How | his pursuer, who closed with him, :

dare you mention her name I’ :
* Mention her name I’ eried Jok#igon. © Why,
I could drag you to her now, and tell her all
that I have seen, only 1 wonldn’s hurb the erf{hm
girl so for the world, certainly not out of reo-
vengo, Insolent, am I? Yes, I suppose you |
call it so. But look hers, young man : there’s
a great gap between us poer folk and you gentry ;
and we peor people respeet it; we look across
to you as a different kind to us; and we like
your smooth ways and your learning, and sece
gv}a.inly enough thab you are our superiors ; but
hen 6’:& of you does a cowardly, mean thing
en he commits some foul crime—tries, as if
were, to leap across the gap to where we:stand,
loWo!ih"% imself, ag he thinks, for the time to
our level, ho only falls into she pit between us,
ﬁ%g lies there in the mire. We look down on-
instéad of his looking dowa to us; and I
tell you, you've done this mean, cruel, dirty
c¥fime, and been found out in time. Come among
us you sha’n’t: creep back to your own peopls

. There was & shoit, fieree s'tr'ﬁggl’o. Lawrence
Clayton was lifted from his feet wnd swung
round, and then, with a %}“’y thid, he wWas
hurled azainst a tgsé,% fall senseless, appa-
tently dead, with Johusen standing over him,

One_instant mad With ¥age and hate, the
mext ghivering with died, Johnson stood gasing
upon his worlk, and wishing it undone,

He bent, down over the young man, placed his
face near his lips to cabeh his broath, thrust a
hand into his breast to feel if hLis heart beat,
and then, with a cry of horvor, he leaped up,
looked fearfully avound to see that he was nob
obsevved; and turned and fled.

CHAPTER XI.
EARLY IN THE MORNING.
THz cold spring morning had enly given the
first faint tokens of dawning when John Wadds
unfastened the cottage-door to bring a stool into
the opening, and sit down to lace up his heavy

boots and button his gaiters, while the old
pointer came and sat sedately by his side, utter-
g at intervals a low whine of pleasure to seo
hi& master again,

** Poor 0ld lags! and he said I were to shook
yot, did he P said ‘Wadds, stopping to caress

the old dog, which €oftly thrust its intellient
héad into his lap to finzzle close up to him, and
wink and b{m};p ' B AN oo

with satisfaction. “Ah!”’ con-
tinued Johh, ﬁg%n enitic the g‘gﬁm Ieathet lace,
“that's the Way of the World : g

no more use, and then you may be shot. :
as well, p'r'aps, as be kieked about, or g0 to
the workus, and be separated from all who know
you. There, that’s done,” he said, giving ono
boot a stamp. " Poor old lassy,” he continued,
patting the pointer's head bafore stooping to
lace the second boot, more by touch than sight,
for it was very dark. “ Gyp!” he said at last to
the black retriever, which was frantic with joy
at his master’s coming—* Gyp, my boy ! you
may just as well be quiet ; yow’ll be tired enough
before the day’s out. Quiet, dog, will you! I
don’t want my face washed with your tongue,
nor wiped with your great ears, Now 210
down 17

The dog obeyed, and lay couchant, with its
red tongue curled up at the end, and quivering,
as its owner panted with excitement, and want.
ing to start, for there was no end of fun to como
oE-—tra.ps to examine, rats to find, and perhaps
a few snacks for his own particular eating—
when that second boot was laced.

“No, old lasgs, I souldn’t shoot you,” said
Wadds to the pointer; “we’ve beon friends for
too many yoars. But there’ll be an awful
row when Master Larrance comes and finds
you here. T tell you what I’ll do, my lass: I’ll
get Miss Gwalin to take a fancy to you, and
then we shall baall right, ¢h ? Now, then, tako
care of the house till they get up, and I'm off.”

The last button was looped in the gaiters,
the shot-bélt was buckled on, and the gun
shiouldered, and, weléomed by o joyful bark
from Cyp, John Wadds set off down the path
that had been the scene of the lastnight’s meet-
ing, while the old pointer erouched before the
cotf;gge-door, and laid its muzzle wpon its
paws.,

The dew lay heavy upon thoe leaves and grags,
g:nd .ghé keoper’s eyes were wardering from side

o side. .

Just as he camo Yo the opening where Poll
had stood lagg, his glatde fell upon somg-
thing that was not a hyacinth nor yet g ‘violet,
though it was blue ; and, on stooping to pick it
up, a sly twinkle was in the kéeper's eye as he
recognised & little bow that belonged of right to
Polly’s hair. x

“ Bloss her!”” he said, half aloud, “Iow I
will tease her about this!” and he buskeq the
scrap of silk info one of His many poskets,
“ Hallo, Gyp ! what is it; lags ¢ :

The dog, which liad boen hunting and snuffne
about amongst the hazel stubbs, dropped some.
thing at his feet. R o]

“Oigar!” said Wadds, stooping to pick it up
—“half smoked, and @ gﬂodm’;:h@ Not wet
much I}exfi;her. }'ﬁ;hai: thers must b tivown
away last nig y sombe one. m Johnso
doﬁ,t smolga c}ilga.fr like tg&‘l:;;’ d .

e tossed the fragment away, ani
It struck him once that it W'Z.,s odd%trggg ;).‘leé
fact passed from his mind the next 1etent os
he stepped quietly on to go his Fownds beforo
breakfast. For thers were ﬁmsl" -4
mine ; steel-traps, too, seb fok vermin
kind, of every one of whish Gyp know th
tion, ‘and ran to it straight, sto pine
quietly if empty till his master eain f
ing joyfully if some small animal had fal to
the keeper’s skill. :

The traps had been pretty successful in tho
past night, for a polecat and a conpls of stoats
wero taken, besides moles, all of which Wero
transferred to the keeper’s pocket, réady for
impalement on the barn-door.

’f‘ﬁ'eh ths sun rose, to send voseate shafts
hrough tho mist that the wood, lighting
up the dim recesses, and flooding the gladey
with gorgeous orange  light, till leaf and treo.
trunk shone as if of purest gold, where every
spray, leaf, and threa.fi woven by busy spider
olistened with Nature’s jewels,
76 Well,” said John Wadds, stopping to lower
his gun and resb his arms upon the muzzle,
“« folis call this here a very wicked world, and
talk about getting out of it and longing for rest;
but it strikes me that if we'd only leave it alon,
and not spoil it with ouf nasty ways, it’s 5 very
beautiful world, and one wibh which we diqy
ought to find fault.” ST

Then he went busily on from trap t5 mg,
while tho barst of melody from every sids made
the woodlands ring. i

“Tohare — tchare — tohare!”  ghifeked a

o ol
hos. "Todh

" e ealVe
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startled jay; and the keeper’s gun went to his
shoulder as he eaught a good sight of the bird,
but he dropped it again directly.

“No,” he said; “I won’t shoot yom, $hough
there’s no fear of Miss Gwalia knowing to-day ;
but—eh? I must have you,” he said, softly, asa
great hawk came sailing over an opening in the
wood. “No young fezzans for your breakfast
this morning, my lad.”

.. The hawk came sailing on, and the keeper’s |

gﬂn was raised, while Gyp crouched softly
ehind, watching his every movement with
apparently the deepest interest. -

_ Then the bird came within reach. Thers was
# quick flash of flame from the fatal tube—a
sharp report. The bitd shot up a few yards in
the air, and then fell swittly through the bushes,
caregring to the right to recover itself, though,
ere it touched the ground, and go skimming for
a,while down one of the narrow paths, with Gyp

A0 17 said the keeper, pausing to relond ;

 you won't go far, my fine follow ; and that’s

Baved no end of our young birds,”

- Tinished reloading, he stepped off here to an

opening, where a hen had a little family of
hsasants darting in and ot of the coop, Dame
artlet being in an intense state of excitement

about the hawk, : ;

However, a handful of barley and some soft
food for hor young pacified the dame, and the
keapor Weéﬁ on, following the dog, which at last
Peappeared, bearing the dead hawk, whose
la‘h,ai‘,(g ‘t%"ﬁ‘s were fixed in the dog’s long eaxr,

“Good dog 1” then said Wadds, patting the
animal, which whined and seemed uneasy, gave
two or three short, sharp barks, and ran back
along the path. g

“ What t, then P’ said Wadds, who read
the dog’s actions more easily than he could a
book. ~ “What is it, my boy ? Go on, then—
foteh *em out ! . . ,

Away went the dog barking, to come back at
the end of a few moments whining and excifed,
but only to dart off again, ; 3
: "“’V‘V‘ha.t’s he found P said Wadds, glancing
guiltily’ round.  “I'll bet pound it's a fox,
and I'll—— No, it won’t do. They destroy no
end of young game; but it would be high
treason. to touch -one. < Here, come away, and
dg;l’t g;;.g your master into temptation. D’yer

T 1
. But the dog did not reburn ; ho only dashed
more fu}‘io&sly away down the path; and calls
proving ineffectual, the kesper stopped briskly
on, £0 tufn a corner and find. tho moss trampled
and the underwood g bib broken, as if a struggle
had taken place, :

*Hullo I 0id Wadds. “What's here? A
fight, or a beast got in ? No, it’s no beast, by
the‘ foot-prints. Some one’s been a-lying down
here, too; and, here, Gyp! Whereare you, boy ?”’

Another sharp bark away in the wood led

m to follow a track eyidently made by some
one who had gone blindly blundering through
the underwood ; and fitty yards or so further,

6 came upon the dog, barking turiously over
the prostrate body of a man. y

* Let’s have a look at~———Why, it’s the young
~master I exclaimed Wadds, stooping over the
figure lying prone upon its face, just as he had
evidently staégjered through the brushwood,
tripped, and fallen. The clothes were soaked
with the night dew; and as he turned the body
over, Lawrence uttered s low groan, and dis-
cl_ose a face palo as ashes, save where it was
discoloured with bruises, and a bramble had
torn a red line right across the cheek and brow.,

“Why, my lad, what's this?” said the
kecper. ” “ Who set upon you "’

Lawrends muttered a (%w incoherent words,
and, unclosing his eyes, gazed strangely in the
keopot’s face. .

“ Poor at.i ! he don’t know what T say. Hore,
Gyp,” Ire said, and the dog barked as his master
rapidly discharged both barrels of his gun, and,
aking out a great handkerchief, bound it round
and round the stock, *There, my lad, it’s
heavy; bub you tiust got that home.” e

Then, withiout further heed to the dog, which
immediately took the gun in his tecth, and
gontrived to wriggle himself under it, John
‘Wadds carefully %ifbed the young man in his
nervous arms, threw him over his shoulder, and
In spite of the heavy weight, strode through the
“brushwood with greab firm strides, a low groan
or two from ILawrence being followed by a
lapst into insensibility.

CHAPITER XIL
JOHN WADDS MAKES A DISCOVERY.
Wit T was o girl your age, Polly, I didn’t
Want 1o gg 57 3 ?omkfbnt was up in
ﬁ:m‘:l time, .;mf hu‘f the breakfast ready for
who wanted it.”

Thig from Mrs. Grayling, who was lying in
bed with the open door of her room, which was
on ‘the same floor as the keeping-room, enabling
her to see Polly bustling and busy, although her
face was pale. ’

* Yes,” continned . Mrs.. Grayling; “girls

used to be girls in those days.”
* Now, mother dear, do be quiet,” cried Polly,
pettishly ; for the little maiden looked worn and
upset. “ You shall have a cup of tea as soon as
possible.”

“Oh! I don’t want.a cap of tea,” said Mrs.
Grayling, querulously ; though that was what
really was wanted to soften down or melt—so to
speak—the little acid erystals which formed
in her poor invalid disposition during the night.
“I don’t want any tea. I was thinking of your
poor uncle.””

b ‘l‘IOh! mother, don’t be so tiresome,” cried

olly,
Sak { don’t see that its firesome to wish to see
the honse tidy by a decent hour in the morning,”’
said Mrs. Grayling.

“Why, the house is tidy, mother, and the
kettle boiling,” eried Polly; “and I'm justgoing
o pub ont the breakfast-things, and ‘it hasn’t
struck six yet.?”

“No,” said Mrs. Grayling ; it hasn’t struek
six; bub suppose your uncle had come back,
and there’s not a bitof black lead pub upon thab
stoye !” 3

Ton minutes after, Mrs. Grayling was being
soothed with & cup of tea; and at half-past six
she was sitting in her aceustomed place by the
bright fire, knitting away at a pair of gray
worsted stockings; while Polly was hard at
work up to her elbows in flour, making the bread
in a big pan, - religiously keeping her back to
her mother the while, on account of a stray
tear or two that would keep rising, and one of
which dropped like a little pearl right into the
white flour, and was lost.

bright morning, it was a very pretty sight to see
little Polly making the bread : first of all fetch-
ing the great brown pan, almost as big as herself,
then emptying in so much flour from a white
bag, making a hole in that white hillock, and
pouring in the frothy yeast from an old brown
jug ; then putting in ‘so much galt, and adding
water, before attacking the whole hotly with
two little dimply fists and their accompanying
white arms, whose slesves were pinned far above
the elbow. ~Punch, turn, pat ; it was wonderfal
how she kneaded that mass of flour and water
into dough, patting it at last into a great, soft,
white pudding at the bottom of the pan, the
whole well floured to keep it from being sticky ;
and then the great pan stood by the fire for the
dough to rise, neatly covered with a white cloth ;
while Polly washed her hands, drew down the
sleeves over her white arms—rather a pity, by-
the-way—and then stood panting and somewhat
flushed, waiting for her uncle’s return. ;i

“ I hope that yest won’t be so bitter this time,
Polly,” said Mrs. Grayling. “Oh! here's your
uncle! Is the bacon on the table £’

“Yos, mother,” was the reply, somewhat
dreamily made ; and then Polly grew animated,
for there was a rustling, panting sound, and,
in a great state of excitement, Gyp came in,
half earrying, half dragging the keeper’s gun,
which the dog laid on the floor, and then shood
over it, barking a series of sharp, excited barks.

 Surely nothing’s the matter I’ exclaimed
Mrs. Grayling, trombling. “Oh! Polly, my
child, see, quick—has the gun been fired off P’

Polly looked ali the locks, and then hastily
drow ouf the ramrod, and tested each barrel in
furn, ending, as she replaced the rod, by gazing
blankly at her mother,

‘ Then he’s met with some accident! Oh,

| Polly! and I've been so fretful and eross with

him! T shall never forgive myself I*

“ Here’s a handkerchief round the gun,” said
Polly, eagerly, ““ and two knots in one corner :
tha;t must mean something.”

“Oh! my child, run—run, and see! Take
Gyp, and ho will lead you right. I never folt
this affliction before as 1 do now, when it holds
me back from helping.”

Without another word, Polly ran to the door,
Gyp bounding before her with delighted barks
as he understood her movements ; but she had
hardly erossed the threshold, when she shrank
back with a faint cry, and covered her face with

er hands ; but she had presence of mind enough
to say, hastily :

“ Somebody’s hurt, but *tain’t uncle,”

“Thank Heaven !”” said the invalid, in a fer-
vent undertone; and Polly recovered herself on
the instant to look out once more and see John
Wadds striding manfully along under his heavy
burden, which he bore into the cottage and
through the room to his own bed, where he laid

it carefully down,

It may sound homely, but in the cottage that |

““ Now, lass, quick!”” he said. * Warm watet
and a sponge and towel ; drop of brandy, too.
The young nmaster’s gob a bit hurt, Cone, lass,
look alive ! What ails you ¢’

For no sooner had Polly caught sight of the
features of him her uncle bore, than she turned
white even to her lips, reeled wp against the
wall, and nearly fell; hut it was past in a
minube, and she was bustling about, answering
to all the keeper’s wants, as, with the rough
surgical skill of one who had been in many a

-poaching affray and helped the doctor after, he

did what was necessary to the cutsand bruises
Lawrence Clayton had received, ending by
leaving him lying in a sort of half-delirious
stupor, mutbering softly as helay with his closed
eyos.

“Now I'll go for the doctor,” said Wadds,
hastily swallowing a cup of tea. *That’s just
what lie did to.Sam Beaney when he was knocked
about in Woolley’s Copse. What ?”’
~*“Do you think he’ll die ?’ said Polly, for the
second time, in a choking tone of voice.

“No, I don’t,” said Wadds, looking at her
curiously as he bit huge semicircles out of a
Dbieco of thick bread-and-butter thrust into his
hand by Mrs. Grayling. * Head’s too thiek,
ever so much ; but I should like to know what
it all means.”

“Insolent—dog—dare you!”’ came, in & mut-
tered, broken way from the keeper’s bed.

“But has he met with an accident ?”’ said
Polly, anxiously.

“Yes, if you like to call it so0,” said the
keeper ; ““only, he’s been eruelly beaten by some
one.” ;

‘‘Poachers ?’ whispered Polly.

* Not our kind of poachers, I think,”” said John
‘Wadds, slowly and thoughtfully,

_“Oh'l pray tell me what you mean!” cried
Polly. =

* You seem mighty interested,” said Wadds,
with his mouth full ; ‘and he looked at the girl
intently.

‘1‘10111 only it seems so dreadful I’ stammered

olly. :

“ Yes,” maid John, wiping his streaming
forehead, and panting yet with his exertion ;
“he has been pretty well knooked about, and
it'll be a lesson to him.”

“Alesson? Oh! pray tell me whit it ig,
uncle !”

“ Well,” said John Wadds, “he’s been posch-
ing himself, T should say, and got thrashed for
it by the keeper in our upper wood last night ;
and there he lay till Gyp found him this morn-
ing—very kind, too, of Gyp, after being kicked
in the ribs by him six months ago, and having
one of ’em broken.” :

Polly stood staring and silent, unable to trust
herself to speak; but Mrs. Grayling’s euriosity
was excited, and she said, pettishly, being out
of temper on account of her fright:

¢ Why don’t you say what you mean, man P’

“ What do I mean ?” gaid John, turning at
the door. *“ Why, that he’s been at his old games,
poaching on somebody else’s preserves, and been
caught by the keeper ; playing wolf about some-
body’s sheep-fold, and trying to steal a lamb,
but been caught by the shepherd. There, de-
lnding some poor man’s daughter, if you will
have it, and been caught and thrashed by her
father, or sweetheart, or uncle, just as I'd
have thrashed him if it had fallen to me.”

As the keeper spoke, he looked very hard at
Polly, who trembled and turne away her eyes,
for there was a deal of meaning in the keeper’s
gaze. He was a man accustomed to judge by
analogy, and to be led by a slight clue into a
broad road. A spent cap lying in the wood.
land path had before now, by its make and the
shop where it could be bought, led him to dis.
cover the poachers who had been in the wood,
even as a ragged wad or serap of half-burned
paper had brought him to the same result. And
now upon entering the cottage, the finding of
that cigar-end had recurred to his mind with the
result that wpon starting off at a trot for the
doctor—in spite of the conversation, only a few
minutes’ delay having elapsed—he took the cut
through the ‘wood, sent in the dog, and re-
covered the ecigar-end, which ke carefully
wrapped in paper as he ran and placed in one
of hgs many pockets, ready for the use he pro-
posed.

And as he ran he made his plans. - First, ha

would get the doctor down to the cottage before

going up to the Manor ; for, to begin with, he could

do no good there, as nobody would be up, and,

of course, medical assistance was the first thing

necessary, After that, he would let Mr. Clayton

]5“5{“ and frighten poor Miss Gwalia most to
o

abi,

1t did not take him long to reach the village
and the doctor’s house, which was opposite to
the vicarage. Here he learned that, after being
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up l?ltll night, the doctor had only been an hour

in bed.

“Tell him I must speak to him,” said Wadds,
with the result that he was ushered to the land-
flng, and told his business through the half-open

oor.

“ With you in a quarter of an hour. Wait,”
was the laconic response; and John Wadds
stepped softly down, calculated his time, and
stepped out, to be met, before he had gone many
yards, by Tom Johnson, who looked pale as
ashes on seeing the keeper.

There was a peculiar look passed between the
two men, John Wadds fixing his eyes search-
ingly upon Johnson, who seemed to flinch from
the contact.

“I sha'n’t say anything, Johnson,” said the
keeper, slowly, “for I'm all in a muzzy state
a,ttpresenb; but I'm beginning to think it all
out.”

Johnson opened his lips to speak; but no
words came. The keeper did not notice it, how-
ever, for his eyes were fixed upon the young
man’s sceratched and torn hand, from the knuckle
of one finger of which the skin was knocked away.

‘ Just you stop here,” said Wadds; “and if
Mr.Westleigh comes out, I’m gone to the Manor,
and will be back in a few minutes. Do you
hear P’

The young man nodded, and John Wadds
turned to go ; but he seemed to read that which
was in the young man’s mind, for he stepped
back the moment after,and said, in an under-
tone : .

“ He isn't dead !”’

Hurrying to the Manor, he made his way to
the kitchen-door, and entered.

‘“ Master down P’

“No, nor won't be this two hours.”

“ Master Larrance "’

“Lor’, no,” said the girl, *“He didn’t come
home last night. Went away in a tiff because
he and master had some words.”

¢ Miss Gwalia 7’

‘“ Went out for a morning walk about a minute
before you came in.”

“ Well,” said John, “I just want to go into
Master Larrance’s study a minute.”

“ Well, go on,” said the girl, pertly. * You
don'b? want me to show you the way, I sup-
pose "

For it was no unusual request, Wadds often
going there to feteh and clean guns and replace
them ; 80, & minute after, the keeper stepped
on tiptoe over the marble floor of the hall, went
into the study, and the first thing which caught’
his eye was a cedar cigar-box on a cabinet. Open-
ing it, he took out a cigar, and hastily compared
it with the piece he held; then another and
another, to find all of the same thick, heavy
make and glistening leaf. ;

One by one the cigars fell back into the box,
and the old man’s brow contracted as he saw
more clearly into that which was before all
mist.

“ And T’ve taken him under the same roof !”
he said, with a groan.

He stamped one foot upon the floor as he drew
in his breath with the sudden, spasmodic ecatch
of one in pain; then, hurrying out, he was back
by the Doctor’s house just as he came out; but
no Tom Johnson was to be seen.

¢ Badly hart, do you think 7’ said the Doctor,
hastily, as they strode along. :

“ Can’t say, sir,” said Wadds. * Oneugly cut
on the side of the brow, and he’s quite light-
headed. Must have lain there for hours.”

“ Hamph!” ejaculated the doctor; and then
he was silent until they had completed their walk
through the bright wood, where all looked so
calm and peaceful, that it seemed hard to ima-
gine so painfal a scene as that which awaited
them in the keeper’s cottage.

Here all was as Wadds had left it, save that
Polly had been watching by the injured man’s
side, wincing as she caught, now and then, his
muttered words, mingled with which again and
again was the name of Gwalia.

“You could not have done better,”’ said the
Doctor, approvingly, when he returned from his
inspection. *‘ Been better without the brandy;
but there, you did your best. He will be down
for some time, that’s certain. Ribs broken—
think himself lucky it wasn’t his skull. But
who could have done it ?*’

“ Impossible to say, sir,” said Wadds, staring
hard at Polly, who was drinking in eagerly every
word that was said.

Then the Doctor took his leave, promising a
speedy return, and undertaking to break the
news at the Manor.

A minute after, there was a whimper from
the old pointer; a light step was heard ; there
was a tap on the door-post; and, basket in
hand, her soft hair confined by the strings of
her hat, Gwalia entered the room.

“T have brought you some wine, Mrg.——""

She stopped short, gazing in alarm at the
panic-stricken faces before her.

“Is anything the matter ?’’ she asked, her
soft, gray eyes wandering from one to the
other.

Then, as Wadds made a ‘clumsy effort to get
between her and the door leading to his bed-
room, there came & low groan from the stricken
man, Gwalia saw all at a glance, and made
towards the bed ; but only to be confronted by
Polly, angry, and at bay.

CHAPTER XIIT.

BEARING THE NEWS.

It was nature that prompted that movement on
the part of Polly Grayling, and art—that is,
education—which controlled it, and made her
turn trembling away; but, short as had been
the space of time, it had been long enough for
Gwalia to read that in the girl’s eyes which sent
a fresh pang to her heart; while John Wadds
obtained fresh corroboration of his suspicions,
and Mrs. Grayling grew angry at the rudeness
of her child. :

“ Don’t you know better, Polly ?”’ she cried.
“ Hasn’t Miss Gwalia a right to go where she
pleases in our house? The idea of your trying
to stop her!”

Gwalia said nothing, only moved to the bed-
side, to lay a cool, soft hand on Lawrence’s
burning forehead. He was, however, uncon-
scious of the gentle touch, and of the smoothing
of his pillow; but not so Polly, who was half
beside herself with rage, and only contained her
tears till she had run into her own room, and
locked the door. :

“ Queer times coming, I'm afraid—queer times
eoming,” muttered Wadds, shaking his head ;
and then, turning to Gwalia, he said : * I’'m going
up to the house now, miss, to let master know
of the mishap.”

“But tell me, Wadds, how it happened,” ex-
claimed Gwalia, in a hurried whisper, as she
laid her hand upon his arm.

“ Nobody can tell you that, miss, but Master
Larrance himself, I found him in the wood this
morning, lying where he must have been a-lying
for hours, and I brought him here.”

“But would it be poachers P’ said Gwalia.

“Not at this time o’ year, miss,” said Wadds.

“ Was he robbed ?”

“No, miss; theer’s his watch and money on
the chimney-piece, and his rings—all three—is
on his fingers.”

“ Then it must have been either from enmity
or mistake,” exclaimed Gwalia, pitifully—* from
mistake, for he could have no enemies. Look
here, Wadds : tell Mr. Clayton as gently as you
can. I would go with you, but I cannot leave
his side.”

“Yes, miss, I’ll break it gently,” said Wadds ;
and, setting off, he reached the Manor, and was
shown into the breakfast-room just as Mr.
Clayton had come down, was opening his letters,
and wondering at the absence of Gwalia from
the board.

“ Well, Wadds,” said Mr. Clayton,  what’s
;;‘he very particular business that brings you

ere P’

“ Master Larrance half killed in the woods
last night.” :

“TLawrence—half killed !”” gasped his father,
clasping the arms of his chair, and leaning for-
ward to gaze in the old keeper’s face.

“Been up to some of his games, and gob
knocked about awful,” said Wadds, coolly.

“ Where is he ?”’ said Mr. Clayton, trying
hard to compose himself, but trembling visibly.
“He is not dead, Wadds? Speak out, man, and
let mo know the worst.”

“ No, sir, nor likely to be,” said the keeper,
bluntly, “or else I shouldn’t have spoke so
plain.  The Doctor’s seen to him, and he’s now
lying at my place, where I took him this morn-
ing.”’

Mr. Clayton generally walked toilsomely by
means of a stick ; this morning he knocked the
cane down as he rose to ring the bell, and stood
erect as he gave his erders.

“ Let the carriage be sent on as quickly as
possible down to the Copse gate; put in plenty
of pillows and blankets ; let the gardeners both
come, and ask Mr. Vertley to allow Johnson to
come as well.” "

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Wadds, “ but wouldn’t
the spring van be better ? You could make quite
a bed on the floor.” :

“ Quite right,Wadds—yes,” said Mr. Clagton.
Tt them send the van. ;

Directly after, he was walking, firm and erect,
by the side of the keeper, whom he questioned
again about the accident, but elicited nothing ;
for, as John Wadds said, he could only tell of
what he had seen, and not of his suspicions,

A few words were said, on reaching the
keeper’s cottage, about the advisability of let.
ting the patient stay until after the Doctor’s
second visit ; but on this point Mr. Clayton wag
inexorable.

“ He could bear being carried here roughly,”
the father said ; “surely he car bear being care-
fully moved to where he will have home com-
forts and watching.”

It was all that Gwalia could do to keep her
eyes from wandering towards those of the
keeper’s niece, which she felt intuitively were
watching her intently; and it was 80, for this
was a turn Polly had not expected matters to
take. It was a triumph, she told hergelf, to her
rival, for she had made up her mind that during
the long hours when she would have to tend and
watch over Lawrence, he would, in gratitude,
turn to her to the exclusion of Gwalia, whose
memory would grow fainter day by day ; for
there was some engagement between them, she
was sure, and now—how she hated the meolk
pale-faced girl ! He was to be taken away, and
she, who had been cheated and deluded by him,
treated as a plaything, would be forgotten alto-
gegwr. ¢ :

er musings were cub short by the arrival of
the light van, in which quite a.ybed had been
made, and in the strong arms of the gardener
and the vicar’s bailiff, who performed his part
with quiet curiosity, Lawrence Clayton was
easily borne,. Polly, in spite of her determination
to behave with Spartan fortitude, and have no
more to do with anybody, having the satisfac-
tion of being beforehand with Gwalia in running
forward and arranging the pillows for the sick
man’s head.

This she did with a sort of defiant stealth,
looking angrily the while at Gwalia ; but no
sooner had the procession moved off, with the
wheels of the van brushing the bushes on either
hand, and often sinking into the ruts, and the
greatest care being needed to preserve the
injured man from rude shocks, than Polly ran
into her own room again, and, regardless of
Mrs. Grayling’s calls, kept herself shut in for
quite a couple of h9urs, a cold, dead feeling of
despair having taking possession of her heart,
as all the future seemed black and cheerless to
the little maiden.

“I’ll never even look at him again!” gaid
Polly ; “and I'd never forgive him, only that he
s or apisibudbitea

Then her spirit seemed to have b
and, after bathing her eyes, she weg‘?‘:nofx?;uzildé
busied herself over her morning work till :Tohn
Wadds returned, with the news that the young
master had borne the moving well, and all the
time John Wadds looked as if a great load had
been taken off his mind,

“For it would have been ten times worse to
have had him here,” said Wadds to himgelf, as
he stood and gazed at his homely cot; *like
nursing the sick wolf in the same fold as the
lamb, and now—— thank Heaven !”

“Polly I cried his sister just then, making
him start. “Oh! John, do, pray, stop her:
there ! she’s off again ! It’s quite shameful the
wajy she neglects me.” <

ohn Wadds looked up to see Polly disap-
peaxit;g tt‘ilovsl'n thg forﬁst path,

“Let the lass be,” he said, in a quiet i
way, which made Mrs. Grayling logk 3;; ;znhoilﬁ
curiously. ~ “Don’t say anything to her for a
few days, and she’ll come round,’”

[To be continued.]

*So Rich and Yet 8o Poor” commenced in N
0,
Part CXXVIII, i

B A T
UTTERMILK.—An eminent French chem;

M. Robbing, in a memoir recently presenf?;gl:g’
the French Academy, announces his belief that
the period of human existence may be greatly
prolonged, and enters into an argument to show
that his belief is based upon sound reasoning.
His argument is, that the mineral matter whicy
constitutes an ingredient in most of our {ooq
after the combustion, is in our system to inornst
and stiffen the different parts of the body
tending to render imperfect many of the vitaj
processes. He compares human_beings to fur-
naces which are always kindled, and BAYS t—
“ Lifo exists only in combustion, but the poum.
bustion which occurs in our bodies, like that
which takes place in our chimneys, leaves a
detritus which is fatal to life, To romove thig
he would administer lactic acid with ordinary’
food. This acid is known to possess the power
of removing or destroying the incrustations
which form on the arteries, cartilages, and
valves of the heart. As buttermilk ahounds in
this acid, and is, moreover, an agresable kind of
food, its habitual use, it is urged, will free the
system from these causes of death between the

seventy-fifth and the hundredth year,”
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“YOU ARE NOT LOOKING WELL, MY DEAR MISS HARGREAVES,”

FOR LIFE—FOR LOVE!

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ TRISSIE’S BRIDAL,” * WILFUL
WINNIE,” ‘“ AGAINST HIS WILL,” * A TWISTED LINK,’"
“MR. ERRINGTON’S WARDS,"’ ETC.

CHAPTER XVIII.

KATHARINE SEES, OR FANCIES SHE SEES, AN
OPENING FOR ESCAPE.

SCARCELY a word was spoken by father or son
asthey walked to Mr. Hargreaves’ house. Captain
Alverstone longed to question Claude, and glean
some knowledge of hisintentions; but he received
no encouragement to do so, and was afraid to
press the young man any further, lest he should
arouse still more the indomitable spirit he knew
not how to curb. He was- terribly mortified to
find Claude testifying so many scruples where
he had none, and ‘the only ‘course he could
adopt appeared o be standin passively by and
letting the young couple decide for themselves.

ut he was so afraid that Katharine’s avowed
reluctance should prove more powerful than her
desire to save her father, that he provided him-
self with a note, which he sent up by her maid

as soon as he entered the house, warning her that | s

Claude was too proud to wed her if sho testified
any repugnance to the match, and therefore
that, for Mr. Hargreaves’ sake, she must be
careful.

Katharine crushed the paper in her hand,
and longed to defy the writer; but sho dared
not. Her father’s health was in a more pre-
carious condition than ever; he was restless
and irritable, and the perfect tranquillity the
doctors enjoined was a difficult task o preserve.
The sound of a strange step—the echo of a
voice he did not recognise, threw him into a
state of mnervous excitement that even his
daughter’s soothing attentions would not always
subdne. She was afraid to surmise What the
consequénces would be if Captain Alverstone
forced his way into his presence ; and, after a
violent struggle with her feelings, she went
downstairs, prepared to submit herself to her
tyrant’s will, 3

Rose had flown to meet her relatives as soon
s they arrived. In spite of the grudge she

T
S

privately cherished against the unconscious
Queenie, she had not been insensible to her kind-
ness, nor could she help enjoying the luxuries
with which she found herself surrounded. She
was eager to show Claude a cabinet of foreign
productions, amongst which she had recognised
some dried flowers and shells that reminded
her of their New Zealand home, and the ani-
mated girl was trying to arouse his interest
in them, while her father, with a self-sa.tis_ﬁed
air, strolled about the room, planning alterations
that were to be effected as soon as he took the
reins into his own hands, when Katharine joined
them.

“ My child, you look pale this morning !”’ he
exclaimed, paternally, as he advanced to meet
her. “They tell me your father has slept badly ;
your responsibilities are getting too heavy for
you. It is time that amongstus we relieved you
of some of them.” ;

She made no reply, but, walking past him,
seated herself in her favourite chair. ~With her
hands folded in her lap, and her white eyelids
veiling the blue orbs, that were dark with pas-
sionate despair, she sat as rigid, as motionless
ag if chiselled out of marble, awaiting his plea-

ure.
He could have cursed her in his rage for the
passiveness that balked him more than any
louder opposition to his will ; but he feigned not
to perceive it, and, with a noisy assumption of
ease and cheerfulness, beckoned to his son.

*“Claude, my doar boy, your cousin is aware
that you wish to have some conversation with
her. Rose, you may as well do the honours of
the conservatory you have been describing so
rapturously,”

His daughter looked surprised and curious,
but obeyed, and the next moment the room con.
tained only the silent, statue-like lady and the
agitated youth, who stood gazing down upon her,

alf afraid to address her lest she should wither
him with her scorn.

‘“ Miss Hargreaves,” he said at last, ¢ you do
not speak, and yet you once told me that I
shouls be a welcome visitor to your father’s
house.”

“Did I? Then I must have been speaking to
the person to whom I thought I was under an

THE DUKE SAID.

obligation for saving my life ; I valued it then
more than I do now.”

The deep sadness of her accents touched her
hearer.

“ Heaven forbid that I should add to the
sorrow you are evidently suffering! You have
only to bid me leave you, and I will never in-
trude upon you again.”’

Still Katharine did not vouchsafe him a look,
or her reply might have been less cutting.

“I believe I know precisely how much and
how little your promise conveys.” These hands
of mine are fettered, and I dare not answer you
as 1 would.”

“ On my honour, Miss Hargreaves, I will do
precisely as you wish! If you would but
trust me—if you would but fbgard me as a
friend——"

But she stopped him with a quick movement
of her hand.

» “Impossible! You are the son of Captain
Alverstone ; T am the daughter of the unfortu-
nate man he suspects.”’

¢ Impossible, do you say ? and yet my father
tells me that——""

He hesitated, and coloured. Now that he
stood in her presence, how could he repeat the
Captain’s assurances that she would readily
agree to be his P

‘“Why do you pause?”’ asked Katharine,
though a faint tinge of rose-colour began to tint
her cheeks. “What I have been obliged to hear
from Captain Alverstone’s lips, I can surely
bear to have repeated by yours. Itis too late
for any pretence of sparing my feelings to be
acceptable.” e

*“1f you, then, permit me to speak freely, let me
hope you will be equally frank in return. Miss
Hargreaves, my father has given me hopes
that you will consent to be my wife. Is he justi-
fied in doing so 7’

He saw her set her pearly teeth on her lip
and lock her hands together. Although she
fancied she had nerved herself to go through
this ordeal, it was some time before she could
command herself to reply.

. ““ Justified, did you say? No—a thousand
times no! There can be neither right mor
justice in Captain Alverstone’s conduct in

\
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forcing upon me a marriage with his son. Bat

it is true that I have agreed to do his will on fi:iunit’i’es.
rm.

the condition that he spares my poor father.
Now, sir, you know all;”’ and, rising from her

“ You say this to rid _yourself of my impor-
He must give way if you are

“Yos; and he is aware that I object to

chair, she stood before Claude, trembling with | comply with his wishes; but must I tell you
excitement, yet resolved at all risks to enter]| what he said {

her protest against the treatment to which she
was subjected. * You know what promise has

She nodded assent.
¢ Hedeclared that if I persisted in my refusal

been extorted from me, and that if you enforce | to ask your hand, he would make you rue an
it, I must keep my word. Bat let us under- | obstinacy for which he considered that you
stand each other : if I become your wife it will | would be answerable.””

be solely to save my father from trouble and

“ He is heartloss and & villain I”? cried Kathg-

annoyance. I shall go to the altar with you | rine, passionately.

because Captain Alverstone gives me no other
alternative ; but I will only be your wife in
name.

you in public, and before your servants I |of your present dilemma.

e

“He is my father,” Claude reminded her.
Instead of dwelling upon what he threatens

To_avoid scandal I may appear with | to do, tell me if you cannot suggest a way oub

Have you no friend

will try to render you some show of obedi- | who would protect you, and interpose on your
ence; but I shall never, never forget—nor let | behalf ¢ .

you do so—that I am dragged into a marriage

“Not one,” she answered with a sob. “ There

that degrades me in my own eyes! If it were |are plenty of people who have made me offers
not for poor papa I would sooner die than be | of service; but I cannot reveal to them the peril

your wife, Mr. Alverstone !”

that menaces my father. Ah! why did younot:

Her look, her passionate tones were as galling | leave me in the hands of those brutal men? It
to his pride as the words she uttered, and |would have been but a pang, and I should have
Claude began to take a sterner and colder atfi. | been gt rosh,”

tude.

“T can well believe yon, Miss Han aves ; |

¢ And your father p”
She prossed her hands to her aching heart.
% Troe, Iam mad and selfish to forget how

but ere you make any more of these % 1
: I have no desire to lead fo t,s - much ho needs me. I must consider him, and

hear me!

altar a lady who so carefully impresses upon |save him if
T about friends # Alas! I have none to whom I can

apply in such an affair as this.”

me her opinion of my unworthiness, When
do wed, I should certainly prefer to be marrie
for myself. To live day after day with onew

I can. What were you saying

“But there may be some one——" Then

for no fault of my own, contemns me, and who | Claude broke off, and with disordered looks

heaps upon me reproaches I have dong nothing

‘paced across the room twive before he could

to deserve, is a vision I am in no hurry to|finish the sentence. *'There m,aﬁbe one, Miss

realige.” ; i
“You are polile, sir,
haughtily.

: ? Hargreaves, who loves you well
gaid Kathavine, | stand in the gap for your sake. I know that
nothing less than a very large sum of money

enough to

“I am sincere, madam. Did you expect me | will satisfy my father; but the man who prizes
to thank you for the proffer of a hand given so | you for yourself will surely arrange that it
unwillingly ? Or are you certain that I shall ) shall'be forthooming, and shield you from any

accept a wife on such terms at all P’
“What, sir! Are you even more crpel than

further annoyance.”

““ And where is this rich and generous gentle-

your father #*’ she ejaculated. “ Do you refuse | man to be found #”’ she asked, incredulously.

to wed me, so that papa’s ruin may be effected
at once P”’

Claude looked at her, but did not speak, and

it flashed upon her that he must have heard of

“Certainly not. Why should I sesk to do | the addresses of the Duke of St. Helen’s.

Mr. Hargreaves any injury "

Katharine blushed to her temples, but she

“Then you talk in this strain to humiliate | shook her head doubtfully. Sho had been flat-

me; to make me feel that you condescend | tere

by the attentions ot the handsome, tnsou-

greatly when you marry one who is 8o helplessly | ciant nobleman, and had been sometimes coy,

at your mercy.”’

sometimes kind enough to fascinatehim, and give

“You are mistaken, Miss Hargreaves, . I |the gossips some reason to assert that his grace
nover knew till last night why this marriage is | would eventually lead her to the altar. Butshe

in contemplation.”

doubted whether his love was deep and ardent

“But you are not generous enough fo use|enough to bring him to her aid now, even if she
your influence with your father to set fit|could summon courage enough to make him
aside,” she hastened to tell him, with an incre- | acquainted with her awkward position.

dulous air.

laude saw her perplexity, and also that his

“ There need be no talk of generosity,” said | father was beginning to. draw near the glass
Claude. “ You do not spare me, 80 why should | door leading from the conservatory.

I hesitate to remind you that I should have as

“You must have time to think—tc summon

much to lose in such a match as you would P | this gentleman to your assistance,” he whis-
She looked haughtily surprised, but he re- | pered, hastily. “You shall have it, if you will

peated his words, adding :

but be silent, and contradict nothing that I

“Non forget that I should be risking the | shall assert.”

happiness of my future life for a gentleman I

Captain Alverstone was in the room before

have never seen, and a young lady who treats | more could be said, and Claude took a step to

me with contumely.”
‘“ And yet you are here!”’

meet him.

‘ Father, I have come to an understanding

““Yes, madam, I am here to sa%—vif it bé|with Miss Hargreaves, and I have promised

absolutely necessary — Katharine

argroaves, | that she shall not be required to name a day

only consent to become mine, and all that I can | for our union until I see her again.’

do to reconcile fou to the fate you dread, T will
do. Orif you will

let me be your friend, and point | from one to the other, but his son’s ha

The Captain glanced crossly and suspiciousl,g
1o

out how I can extricate you from your diffi-|rested on the arm of Katharine’s chair, and her
culties, I am ready to make the effort and ask no | face had lost the hard, defiant look that always
reward but that you try to put a kindor inter- | provoked him.

protation on my actions.”

“How absurd! What occasion can there be

“If you are in earnmest,” cried Katharine, | for these delays?’’ he demanded.

breathlessly, “go at once to your father. Tell

him, as you haye told me, that you are averse { must be considered a little.

“ Perhaps none ; but Miss Hargreayes’ wishes
Do you hear,

to this marriage, and insist that he gives up the | father P—I insist that you grant her this re-

idea.” sp

‘I have no influence with him.”

'

ite !”
“Insighb ! he began, angrily ; but recollecting

“ But you are old enough for your determina- | that the game was in his own hands, and that

tion to have some weight. He must yield, if | Claude had proved it by conceding this much, he

you ingist. If iou are replly as much my
0

friend as you pr

gave way. ‘“Ah, well, ladies are proverbially
ess o be, malke a bold stand | whimsical; o our pretty Katharine must have

against an ach that may entail misery upon |her way, I suppose; but you may as well warn

both of us.”

her that it will be for the last time, Shs must

In hor eagerness sho had drawn nearer to|be your wife before the week is out, or T shall

Claude, and was trying to look into his averted
Gyes.

¢ See, he is there!” she exclaimed, pointing
to the conservatory. “Ah! sir, go to. him—

seck an interview with Mr. Hargreaves, and
get him to uge his anthority,” d

His meaning glance made the youny Indy

quail and mutter * Dastardt” "hitweon hor

plead with him to set me free, and ba patient | teeth; but Rose had noyw joined thom, and aftor
till papa is better, and I shall bo gratoeful | a fow common-places, and*}ve? decided ¢ qu}

indeed !”
Bat he did not move. »

will seo us again on the third
Captain Alverstone took  hisg

ra'.f ft(am this !
eave, Claude

“You forget, Miss Hargreaves, what I told | accompanying him.

?:ﬁ: @ n}inute ago. I haveno influence with my
er.’
- She turned from him impatiently.

W

Roso flew to a window to wave another fare.

well to her brother, and then came and geag,
h:rsglg at a writing-table to read and angwer :g

affectionate but almost illegible serawl sent to
her by the mother from whom she was parted
for the first time since her infancy. Katharine
still reclined where they had left her, trying to
think—to rouse herself to some of her old
energy, now that a chance of escape had been
given her. But she lacked the faith in the
Duke’s devotion that would have made her brave,
She could not resolve to summon him to her
side; she was growing so weary—sp crushed
beneath the weight of constant anxiety, that she
had no strength left for resistance. Had the
Captain returned at that moment, and com-
manded her to wed his son within the hour, she
would not have felt able to refuse.

If she thought eonnectedly at all, it was
when Claude’s image rose to the surface. Self-
denying and kind as he had proved himself, he
had also mortified her unconquered pride, for
had ha not testified the greatest repugnance to
the idea of making her his wife ?

I T were old and ugly, or silly and selfish,
like Lollie Quentin, he could not have shown
me more plainly that he will have none of
me. No ong cares for me but papa, and 80,if I
lose him, I lose all !” ‘

. She had just come to this sorrowful conclu-
sion, when a servant opemed tho door -and
announced a visitor, the sound of whose name
extorted a sharp, startled ery from Rose Alver.
stone. But Katharine sprang to her feet and
clasped her hands joyfully. A kind Providence
must have wafted him hither, for it was the
Duke of St. Helen’s himself, J

—

CHAPTER XIX.'

THE DUKE IS PAINFULLY REMINDED OF THR
OLD ADAGE ‘’TIS WELL TO BE OFEF WITH
THE OLD LOVE BEFORE YOU ARB ON WITH
THE NEW,”

WaeN Katharvine heard the Duke announced,
she glanced round for her young guest ; but
Rose had disappeared, and she could greet him
without any of the uncomfortable sensations
produced by the presence of a third person,
Never, perhaps, had she looked more interest-
ing than when, with a soft, rosy flush coming
and going on the cheek, that had grown thinner
since they last met, she stepped forward and
put her hand into Lancelot St. Helen’s. The
hauteurand imperiousness thatin oneso youthful
and petite, had been wont to amuse rather than
impress him, had disappeared, to be replaced by
a pensive, appealing manner, much more flatter-
ing to his amowr propre; and his own voice took
a gentler, tenderer tone in consequence, as he
addressed her. e :

“ I cannot tell you how much I regret to hoar
of Mr. Hargreaves’ indisposition, es ecially as
it deprives society of one of its brigﬁtest orna-
ments.”

“Your grace’s is a flattering speech, but I
fear there is not much truth in it. I cannot
believe that I haye been missed.”

“Indeed you have; go whers I will T hear
your name coupled with expressions of sorrow
that you are confined to the house, and for such
a sad cause. But let me hope that as I have
gained admission at last, Mr. Hargreaves is
e 1, ol viby Wouk il k th

'apa 1s still ve and il I’ i
told him with a sigh. ‘“But you say ?zt gzrsl??
I have found your card on my table once and
onl;_bonee;.l” - ; ;

“On_which occasion I wag so peremptori
refused admittance, that T have notpventu!:-e?imil;’g
rapeat the attempt until to-day; but now
fortune has favoured me, I shall ask Jeave to
coms again more frequently. It is 8o hard to
be shut out of tho sunshine, that T shall pray
yox:'ez,xgt to condemn mo to banishment any
more. ‘

Katharine smiled and blushed, and iried to
foel satisfied with the end of the Duke’s speech
though the commencement had chilled her. I
his love had been sincere, wonld he have allowed
weeks to elapse before making a second attempt
to see her? . :

“1t is dull work visiting here now,” ghe told
him. “Papa is 00 ill to receive anyone, and ¥
bring from the sick-room such saddened looks
and depressed spirits, that I am not fif 4o be,

en.”

“ An excellent reason why your friends
be constant in their ’a;tteptig.:j nds ShOllld

« My friends—yes, ' said Katharine, with some
constraint; “bub they are fow and far be-
tween,” i

“ May I not number mysolf amonost them ?
or has mot la belle Rewe forgiven my last
offence? Lot me see, what wag it p Robbini

| her bouquet of a flower, t0 Wear in token that

hpd sworn fealty to her: am I not right ¢
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But the sportive tone he was taking jarred
on her excited nerves.

“I cannot remember. In the presence of great
danger to a person one loves, we ceage to dwell
upon the frivolous nothings said and done in
gayer moments,”

*“I stand reproved,” the Duke replied, mere
soberly ; *“but I thought it would be bebber to
recur to the past than let your thoughts dwell
on present troubles. You are not looking well,
my dear Miss Hargreaves. Now the flush has
lett your face, I see that you are pale and thin :
are you not overtaxing your strength by such
close attendance on your fathér p” ;

“ He does nof lilke me to leaye him; but it is
not that. I have had a great deal to contend
with, and with no one at hand to give me the
udvice and support I needed.” =

“I am sorry to hear thig; I have always
thought of you as surrounded with affectionate
relatives and friends.”

“ Useless acquaintances, you mean,” she re-
- plied, rather bitterly. * Of those I have but
too many.”

““Then do not reckon me in the list,” he ex-
claimed, with greater earnestness than he had
hitherto employed ; “for if it is in my power
to serve you, dearest Miss Hargreaves, I must
beg that you will not hesitate to say so.”

Katharine was silent. Although-on his first
arrival she had resolved to tell him all, she
lacked the courage to begin without more en-
couragement. She must first know that the
love at which he hinted was deep and strong
enough to induce him to brave contumely and
trouble for her sake.

He drew his chair a little nearer, and, taking
her hand, entreated her to confide in him. But,
unfortunately, he had not the slightest idea of
the magnitude of her difficulties, and therefore
his words, though kind, were not emphatic
enough to satisfy her.

““ Wehy not tell me what has harassed you ¢’
he demanded. ¢ You do not know what a man
of business I can be upon oceasion ; and I am
an idle low, to whom a troublesome or
difficult ir wonld be - xegular boon. I
will run half over London if you bid me, over-
look clerks, scold lawyers, rid you of trouble-
some servants—in fact, do anything that will
1earn me a ‘thank you'from my Queen’s rosy
ipsg !”’ ;

b It is pleasant to hear you say this; but I
have no claim upon your grace. How, then,
can I ask you to devote yourself to my service ?
or to take upon your shoulders the perplexities
that assail me #2* ;

“No claim! Are you not in my eyes one
of the fairest, brichtest, and best of women ?
No claim! Oh, Miss Hargreaves, you jest !
Have I not always been one of the most devoted
of your admirers ¢’

¢ If you really mean what you say—if you feel
for me more than common friendship——"" But
Katharine grew very pale, and could say no

more. _She might load him on till homade & | 4 revengeful spirit,” answored the Duke,
decided b& al of his affection, and asked her | who was bﬁi@mih% to recover himself; “so |
to be hi vﬁa. but how could she consent P— | throw it away, Miss Alverstone, Revenge is a
how say to him, * In marrying me, you must take | vory ugly passion for a young la to.o%%vi&h-”
upon yourself the difficult task of extricating | «§o1p xﬁ wonder who atfached such a mean-
my father from the power of Captain Alver- |ing to a blossom so o}im ing & Here iﬁmoth,e,n
stone,” and also tell him how ﬂm.g DOWer was | that is not upli &h_,t‘{ﬂoﬁ-@nwl ave seen
obtained # oy in New Zealand, and if is called ¢two faces
“Do not paus .,%ggg Katharine,” the Duke ngda}:a,%ﬁ .’ It is common enough, perhaps ;
exclaimed, as ho raised the hand he held to his | but woil your grage like to have it for your
lips. It i, indaed, no common friendship with | buston-hole #’
T Sttt AL | S AMIELE et sty ot bt b
ave had no obher opportunities of knowing each | wag pr L, he was not pr agalnss hex i
othen;waew%a w crowded ball-roomn o | winniuy iy ”:u 24 ih ‘?:@u it
concert affords——" ; ; “1 will take anything you choose to allot to
; oppe %&ﬁk?ﬁg’ﬁ% mo, Miss %}M@ng;ﬁzﬁf you do give B the
stone, w iistended oyes fxed on bhe figure | fower you despise, pray accor 16 with on
St oo o ity | RIS o vl o
chin ; chatr. 16 was Rose Alyer- | - «There’s rosemary, that’s for brance;
ebor;e, . -dh ushing, q.nf awkward, | and th 3 T :otgiimfﬁggg as sﬁg.

2 hithorta soan hox, b dasaling . b

beauty that was heightened by a moming-dress

of white and pink; her dark, curl

raised inbo a coronet above h@’;‘ bro :

fémlli'xég»t%ig_eg .in.b: its natural
eside 1 runchte

had dres'g_g'éﬂ ng and in

) g'u? Io

nd

¥
Were you
that cha; ixf %nﬂ% :
me ioh you and I acted a little
oie;’:{- :w% 5 Beli%gﬁgl‘, was it not %
The astonished Katharine raised horself to
look from tho speaker to the Duke, who had

10 |

l 4 55,91:;.
s Yen- | moro animated loveliness was upon

[ | seience,

dropped her trembling fingers, and drawn back
mute and embarrassed. .

“ What does. this mean?” she demanded.
“Do you, Miss Alverstone, know the Duke of
St. Helen’s ¢’ ;

I have that honour,” said Rose, with a
slight emphasis on her Iast word that made him
redden, and knif his brows. “ Have.I nob just
told you that I waltzed with him not long since
under civcumstances that it may amuse you to
hear me describe. How is your grace’s amiable
friend, Mrs., Quentin? oes she wear her
| 8apphire bracelet? Have you made any more
bets with her dpropos of love-tokens p’*

“Iwas not aware that you and Miss Har-

reaves are related,” was all he could think of
60 say.

“No? And yet we aro cousins. Pray go on
with what you were saying. It was somothing—
was it not P—ahout the opportunities a ball or

flirtations 2’

“I am afraid T am staying too long for Miss
Hargreaves,” and the Duke started up, eager
to escape, for he knew not what revelations the
merciless Rose might be meditating.

“ But your grace has not answered any of my
guestions, and Katharine and I are in no such
greab haste to compare notes.” She looked him
steadily in the face as she spoke, and secretly
ground her white teeth in scorn of the confusion
he evineed. ¢ After all, there is great nonsense
talked in ball-rooms, and it is only the very
credulous who ever recall what their partners
tell them, except to laugh at the foolish speeches
gentlemen male, and fancy that simple women
believe. Katharine dear, I have been robbing
your myrtle. Let me put one of these sprays in
your waist-ribbon, It is an emblem of con-
stancy, isn’t it P2 :

I am not versed in the language of flowers,”
coldly answered Queenie, whose heart was
aching with the consciousness that her lass hope
bad failed her. She knew nof what mystor
was hidden under Rose’s satirical remarks; bub
the effect they had on the Dulke convinced her
that his devotion to her own image had nof been
strong enough to keep him ﬂx@g whisg
sweet nothings in other ears. Thero was no
to Captain Alverstone’s will, and marry his son.
Ay—and then Katharine’s dimmed eyes amﬂsled
with angry light, and she raised herself with all
her former cgguity of demeanour—ay, and it
might be betiber to marvy one who had acted a
fair and manly part, neither rofessing affection
nor seeking to conceal from her that his repug-
nance to the mateh was as great as her own—
than to become the wife of a peer so false and
fickle as Lancelot Duke of St. Helen’s was prov-
ing himself to be.

*“You are not versed in the floval language ?”’
Rose repeated; “neither am I. Perhaps his
grace can tell us what sentiment this lovely
exotic expresses P

are's rue for you
o ha?&aqqﬁet.’ B

 oxamin : aauniot spavo
B namesakes, nor my white. lilies ; thnzgngm
hex

d away; bub

| bure, too swaef, to bo

§

o engeuly followed ?;ﬁitgsm?&ﬁh?w ine was

otten as soon as the spell o 'hﬁz&%w,
[To bo continued]

‘.J?qt,: Wg-m{:g;g t; d”&%ﬁ- Wi& No. 52 and,

tta& ﬁ%ﬁgﬁwﬁ o )

and very li
arctla. o ta%ﬂ uenlion is mor
e e Tor ol ey

to be angry, ete,

concert room affords one of—what ?—getting up |

chance of eseapo loft tp hornow ; she must bend

X0 15 & bud in the conservatory just o ning
QI%MQ&W?&_ fymeamm é’&m 3
assistance A

i

& mora
“to cheat,

GRAINS OF GOLD.

Love is an egotism of two. The Arst sigh
of loye is he last of wisdom.—dntoine Bret,

Berreg give to two unworthy persoas, than
o deny one really in need. % !

Tun move and the greater arve life’s di
ties, th i

2 lifficul-
he more honourable it is te carry off tho
vicbory. Man may be disappointed in his greatost
hopes 1n life without, on that account, begoming
unhappy. - ?

- OLD LOVE.
Ngver to hear thy voice again—
Thy voice, which thrills thro’ every vein,
In tones of §orrow or of mirth,
The sweetest sound to me on earth,

Never again thy step to hear,
‘Which falls lile music on mine car,
Ah! e’en before thy face I seo

Thy step brings happiness to me.

Never again in eyes of blue,

To watch the love light’s varying huey
To meet thy earnest gaze and feel
Sweet trust in thee thre’ woe or weal,
Never to feel that mystic thrill

At touch of hands ; but ever stﬂ],

Go where we may, whate'er our iob,
Each loved one’s face is ne’er forgot.

Ah, never! tho’ the world be fair.
New joys—new love may be our shara,
But still our thoughts in mem’ry stray—

0Old love ecan never pass away.
F Fav.

ONE THING AND ANO'BLHT”E:R,,

WHAT is the opposite to ““loye i
| —War in A-“ shantes,”’ ove ina cottage B
eynio ag

MARRIAGE is described by a Fr
g tiresome book with g very fine pre
“Do not sing that son, again,” is the sar-
castic title of a new éam-gw e ;
A NEW DErFINITION,—A veil is g
| tection from the too, earnest gaze of the sun of
heaven aud the sons of men. 5

Tar PeEN 18 HTIE THI SWeRD.
-—Tk,ig well-knovﬁ% o ‘was us to the 21,11-
ference that when a inq.;&a"@s, “You might
have knocked me down with a feather,” he
means—the goose-quill.—Fun.

“Mamma,” asked a litfle gixl of her mother,
as she passed a dentist’s window, in which she
saw somersets of fa}se teethl, & whsi.lt;‘ are these
for ”—“Those are for people who hayven’t any
ﬁatb,, my dear.”— Couldn't yor -somp for

by, mamma ?* asked the liftlo one.

ly's pro-

A WELL-ENOWN author was abouti %o vead a
Raw piaca in W# a .and
Mm.% . mngm?ia@uq r and
ehmg;mgf otvess, who is always remarkable
for the elegance of hor toilettes, smirking, said :
| My dear Mr. —, is the WW 1a¥e wribten
ot Gl PTG
: b M QRINEER. ROR Your
dress saven fg@s 1 '

“Tuar’s the sorb of uymbrella thaf people
Lemgﬁm-——% K othpr ) b:&.’?agaid
o & g, T bl el
[ ‘I thought

,mg‘i&ﬁaw ARUARAHS b
€8, Ly h TR EeaiIn, *
so?wg}q»m [ @@vg ;ou hn@ww - :

et R U o o
gmﬁoﬁ ho gallery took oub “Lm iof
e e BRSO R
O Of L{s 8 Wrappea n it ]
?’b-m was seattered over tﬁg flogr of the

~ . The mimister could not resist a sar-

’m&ﬂihﬂgm 35 ¥ St Wik i which ha was

0 e age. - ] m m QLY your

;&&ﬁwﬁa&m baen ill buad.” oh
W ruz Frosr of England and Sxth of
| abla for

fiE SRR
'k & LHMOUS preachar who was yery wiMy in his

’g wm“ . ag Q?ts’

50 in
L4 k 2RL

fivst and sixth, m the lattor part of the verse,
‘He that wavereth is like a wave of the sea

driven with the wind and tossed.’ "
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PARIS FASHIONS.

Drzegses of gray or eru linen are gold in greab
numbers with ready-made trimmings, consisting
of embroidered bands. These are worked in
camaicu—white, black, or the same shade, and
look extremely mice. Gray is generally pre-
ferred to écru this year.

1 have seen 8 very etty dress of thig sort
made thus :—One single skirt trimmed en tablicr
with the embroidered bands laid quite flaf.
Behind they form gathered flounces overlapping

each other up to the waist, seven in number. |

The bodice, open en cowr, with round basques,
and sleeves open from the wrist to the elbow, is
prettily trimmed with the same bands of em-
broidery. The dress I saw was of gray batiste,
embroidered with black, but white embroidery
would look extremely pretty also for a younger
person. £ .

Batiste is an extremely nice material for little
girls’ frocks.” 1t does not crumple, and can b
ironed out quite fresh a number of times wibh-
out looking flabby.

‘Until this moment the spotted dark percales,
imitation of fonlard, do not seem to have sur-
vived last summer’s furewr.

Foulard and the Chinese and Japanese silles

are very much worn, Tussore is extremely | P

trimmed with black velvet. Black
grenadine, either plain, striped or spobted, is
extromely fashionable, for black is “still the
habilléz colour, however unreasonaible it may
seem in hot weather. For the evening it is all
right ; but going into the sun with a black dress
on, is a positive aggravation of evils, besides the
ineonvenienca of showing off dust in a marvel-
lous way. I have seen lovely demi-toiletites
;qa%e of broad-stripe, white-and-blue, white-and-
pink,

pretty,

glgu organdi. For half-mourning there are
white-and-black, or white-and-gray stripes.
A nicoe costume of white-and-green foulard is
made in the following manner :—The rasterre
gkirt is mado of striped foulard. It is trimmed
with a flounce eut on the cross, and headed with
a bouillonné heading, framed in by a rouleants
of green foulard. The tunic and bodice are
of white foulard with green spots. ‘They are
edged with gathered frillings of green foulard.
A scarf of the same colour of crépe de Chine
deeply fringed, is gracefully draped about the
waist, and tied loosely behind, the ends falling
half-way down the skirt. A bounet of white
paille de riz, trimmed with green ribhon, and a
cluster of roses noisette, with brown-shaded
fol‘i%ge complotes the toilette. i

Ve ,haye in Paris a shop—Old England—in
which English goods are exclusively sold. 1ts
windows are now quite ablaze with striped
stockings of the most dazzling colours, and
we Frenchwomen passing there, ask ourselves
the question, ¢ Who wears such hose in ng-
land 2 I remember having seen in the British
Isles ladies of the highest rank wearing such,
so I suppose they are not considered as unlady-
like over the sea. But this is not the case here,
and I would advise all ladies preparing for an
excursion to France, to leave all such bright-
coloured things behind. Une femme de bon ton
in France wears fine white stockings exclusively.
Those broad-striped stockings have a “look ab
my protty feet” look, the very reverse of the
quiet chiaroscura of a true lady’s dress.

Parasols are of two types : the long-caned one,
which is megligé, and_comports no decoration,
and the short-handled one, which is full-dress,
and is embroidered, furbelowed, laced, ete., ac-
cording to one’s taste. Bub the elegance of a
parasol is a very relative affair, and deponds
more upon its matching the dress, than upon
its own particular beauty. B

(Description of Engravings on pages 408 and 409.)
(Nos. 1 AND 2.)
FEATHER ROSE.

Teather flowers are quite the faghion for
evening head-dresses; they also make very
pretty ornaments for vases. The feathers from
the wings of young pigeons aro very suitablo
for making white roses. Those of white fowls
also serve very well. The feathers from paro-
quets are far prettier for leaves than dyed or
painted feathers; bubt when they are nob ob-
tainable, ladies will not find it very difficult
to dye white foathers with Judson’s dyes.
Flower-wire, green sewing-silk, and white cotton,
are’'needed in vsdditiox_x to the feathers.

No. 1 must be taken as a model for the spray,
and for cutting the petals of the flowers and
the leaves. The moss may be either natural
moss, such as many florists use for artificial
flowers, or it may be cut from fine feathers, and

white-and-green, white-and-mauve, very |

dyed. If dyed, the feathers, after being taken
out of the dye, must be shaken till quite dry.
No. 2 shows the mode of cutting the feathers
for the outer part of the buds. For the centre
of the flowers and buds to form a firm founda-
tion, a few small feathers must be closely tied
togetbher, then the petals, gradnated in size, may
be gummed round
them with white cotton,

030,

b=

(Nos. 3’1;0, 6.)
FASHIONABLE BUTTONS.

; (No. 7.)
ROSEBUD IN EMBROIDERY,

This will serye ‘for dotting about various
articles, such as corners of collars, cuffs, &ec.
It is worked entively in sabin-stitch.,

(Nos. 8, 9, anp 11.)
OHAIR TO FORM COUCH.

The chair is shown in No. 8; the counch
arranged in No. 9. 1t is of iron, with a good

adding of hair and wool. ‘Fhis is covere with
velvet and worked stripes on a foundation of
rgﬁs. A portion of the stripe is shown in the
full sizo in No.11. 1t is worked with coarse
purse-silk in three shades or colours, according
to taste. The principal part of the work is in
chain-sfiteh. Reps of the quality ghown in the
design should be chosen for' the foundation of
the, stripes, as it is exactly suited to the pattern.
In place of chain-stitch, machine embroidery

will serve for tho outlino of the design.

(No. 10.)
TOBACCO-BAG : NATURAL PAINTING.

Volvet, sillk, jean, kid, or wash-leather, will
sorve for the foundabion of $ho bag, and small,
delicate sprays of fern must bo selocted to orna-
ment it e

Tho bag, shown in No. 10, is rauch smaller
than would really be %se_d,_ and is merely given
as an indication for the fou, ing of the ferns.
Tho little ball-fringe whic , finishes the bag can
be purchased at any trimming shop. |

Asg it is some timoe since we gave directions
for natural painting, we will ropeat them, as
this 1s the sepson for thaf interesting work.

: NADURAL PAINTING.

To pross the leaves:—Thick, large leaves
shgnl,cﬁ;’qh "bo chosen. A number of difforent
kinds of leaves have a very beautiful effect.
Lay the fresh branches an separate leaves
habween blotting-paper, or betweon the leaves of
a book, and bend the stalks to suit the arrange-
ment of the foliage, and to give them as much
as possible the appearance of life. Repeat the
laying out of the branches three or four times
at intervals of twenty-four hours, so that they
are all re-laid upon dry places, and become
sapless. When quite dry, they ave fit to com-
monce the work. We must, secondly, describe
the arrangement of the foliage on the material
to be ornamented. This should be strebohed in
a frame, and the branches avo arranged lightly
and gracefully upon it. It will be necessary
before the leaves are X:@;u{ed to cub off. somo of
the branches here and theve, thaf they may not
appear too crowded. When tho ranches are
nicely arranged upon the matberial to be orna
mented, take first very fine pins or noedles, and
stick through the upper part to fasten thom
lightly ; then fasten them on with very uno
cotton. Care must be taken not to stick through
the leaves ; but only througzh the stuff. ‘When
the foliage is so fine that the thread must pass
over several branches, this part must be made
up afterwards with a camel-hair brush and
Indian ink. :

TFor the grounding of the stuff, a fAat nail-brush
with a handle is recommended, and a small, fine
comb. Rub some Indian ink in water until it is
about the consistency gg%&kiqk. Dip the brush
quite flat into the ik, and shake it out carefully,
o that no liquid remains,

the brush
downwards with Hold the brus

the left b over the work,
and strike the teath of 5%& comb agiightly over
the brush with the right h%_j that the black
dust falls unobsgwa&i over the work, * Begin in
thomiddleof the foundation, wherefhe grounding
is darkest, thenc bowards the outside, Whien the
dust falls slowly and in separate dots, the brush
must be strug &I;:"m Wlt}]; the comb ; and when
required, the bras! must be dipped again in the
ink. 'The smaller the dust, the morg hoautiful
the effect; npon the ground. The apots of blaclk

 yeins,

them, occasionally binding |
) Moss, it will be seen |
by reference to design, covers tho stalks of the

‘male one,
i

' the neck b,

should be larger here and there, and afterwards
it should be dotted with white with a fine
paint-brush. - When the grounding is finished,
take off the branches carefully, and paint the

outlines, and all parts that reguire to
be thrown oub, with a paint-brush and the ink,

(Nos, 12 axp 18.)
FASHIONABLE ORNAMENTS TOR
JACKETS, MANTLES, FRONTS OF
DRESSES, &c.

(Nos. 14 AnD 15,)

ROULEAUX, WITH CORD AND BRAID,
¥ ,,,.TRIMMING CHILDREN’S JACKETS,
&0, &o.

(Nos. 16, 20, Axp 21.)

COLLAR AND CUFF: KNITTING.

No. 21 shows the collar with cravat-ends;
1%9. 90 the insertion, forming the band for the
throat; No. 16 the cuff.

MATERIALS: White net; coloured velvet;
boar's-head cotton, No. 50; steel needles,
No. 14 (bell gange). *
Cast on eight stitches.
1st Row: Slip onme, knit two; make one, knit

two together at the back, knit one at tho back,

malke one, knit two at the back.

2ud Row : Slip one, knit five, make one, knit
two together ait the back, knit one, -

3rd Row : Slip one, knit two, make one, knit
two fiogether at the back, knit one ab the back,
male one, knit one at the back, make one,
knit one ab the back, knit one, :

- 4th Row : Slip one, knit seven, make one,

knit two together at the back, knif one. s
5th Row : Slip one, knit two, make qhge, k;it

two together at the bacl, knit one at the back,

nake eiirnit-one; at the
knit one at the back, make
the back, knit two.

back, make one,

5wo, knit one at
6th Row : Slip one, knit ten, knitting the
make two ag one stitch, make one, knit two
togother af t%a_hswk, knit one.
%th Row : Slip_one, knit two, malke one, knib
fwo together at the back, knit nine.
8th Row: Cast off six, knit four, make one,
lit two together ab the back, knit oue. .
Cut out the net sufficiently long 1o go round
tho neck, also two straight picces for the
lappets. dJoin two pieces of lage tqget,hai or
y fastening the seallops “fogether,
aﬁ ghown in design No. 20. The h,g%g%g requive
the outer edge of lace sewn on fall af the
corners. A yelvet bow finishes this collar.
Tho ouff is made by sewing tho edging to-
gother as described for the collar, =

No. 17.)
BIBLE OR PRAYER-BOOK COVER: EM.
BROIDERY.

Velvet or kid is the material gonerally
gelected for embroidering covers upon ; and gold
or silver thread is mostly used for the work;
but this should be of the very best quality,
otherwise it will tarnish quickly. Purse-silk
may be used with very good effect, if preferred.
To trace the design upon the velvet, it is
necessary to trace the pattern by pinning it
firmly upon a hard stuffed ground, and to
delineate it by making holes through the pattern
with a large pin or needle ; these must be made
closely and evenly; then take a muslin bag of
fine starch-powder, and sprinkle the powder so
that when the pattern is removed the outline
is shown, This powder is fized by a mixture
of gum-arabic and white lead applied with a
fine-pointed camel-hair pencil, e

‘ (No. 18.)
TRIMMING OF CORD AND JRT.

Jot trimmings are mow so fashionable, that
wo think designs for them will be very alcc?p“t.
able, as they are costly to purchase when made
with good beads. No. 18 shows a very simplo
and expeditious mode of making a jet trim-
ming. 'The beads are strang upon black silk,
and sown b regular distances to the cord;
the cord is then sewn firmly to the material.

(No. 19.)
TRIMMING OF APPLIQUE AND EMBROI-
DERY FOR POLONAISES, DRESSES, &o.

This*degign Will be very pretty worked upon
white, black, or coloured B}‘:- “The rosebud
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and foliage are formed of white or pink and
green silk. = The fine stalks are in cording-
stitch, All the edges are sewn down with
o%en button-hole stifiches in fine green sills.
The flower in thenext scallop is worked entirely
in safin-stitch, the leaves in two shades of
green, the flowers two shades of red or blue,
The how:e:; is worked with purse-silk. The
edge is of bubton-hole stitch, with purse-silk
tied in for fringe. The flower, in satin-stiteh,
should be well raised by running under with
soft; cotton, The whole design wonld be equally
pretty worked entirely in one colour.

No. 22)
TRIMMING FOR PETTICOATS, &ec.

Waved braid and black-and-white cotton are
the materials required. The braid must be
tacked upon the material (see design), and it
is then fastenied down at the points with open
butiton-hole stitch. The open button-hole stitch
is worked on one side with black, on the other
with white, cotton. The edge is of button-hole

stitch worked only in white.
[The materials for the above designs are gapplied

by J. Bedford and Co., 186, Regent Street, and 45,
Goodge Street, Tottenham Court Road.]

THE HOME,

COOKERY.

To PRESERVE STRAWBERRIES IN WINE.—
Let the fruit be gathered in fine weather, and
used as soon as picked.  Have ready some per-
fectly dry glass bottles and some nice soft
corks. Pick the stalks from the strawberries,
drop them into the bottles, sprinkling them
over with pounded sugar, allowing % Ib sugar to
every quart bottle of fruit. When the fruit
reaches to the neck of the bottle, fill up with
sherry or Madeira. Cork the bottles down with
the new corks, and dip them in melted resin.

Hopar-PopaE.—(An excellent way of warm-
ing cold mutton.) Mince your mutton (it is
better rather underdone) and cut up one or two
lettuces and two or three onions into slices.
Pat theseinto a stewpan with about 2 oz butter,
pe'%p’gg’ and salt to tasto, and half & cup of
water; simmer for thres-quarters of an hour,
keepmg.ﬂ: well stirred ; hoil Some peas separ-
ﬁt%ly, mix them with the mutton, and serve very

of.

OHIOKEN Pupps.—Mince up together the
breast of a chicken, some lean ham, half an
anchovy, a little parsley, soma shalot, and
lemon-peel, and season. these with pepper, salt,
cayenne, and beaten mace. Lot this be on the
fire for a few minutes in a little good white
sauce. Cut some thinly rolled-out puff pasta
into gquaves, putting on each some of the mince ;
turn the paste over, fry them in boiling lard,
and serve them on a serviette. These puffs are
very good cold, and they form a convenient
supper-dish,

- RASPBRERRY BRANDY.—Pick fine dry fruit,
put into a stone jar, and the jar into a kettlo of
water or on a hot hearth, till the jnice will run ;.
strain, and to every_fi.nt add % 1b sugar; give
one boil and skim if. When cold, put equal
quantities of jnice and brandy ; shake well, and
bottle. More brandy may be added if preferred.

life is agt, to
8 hum-

;) VARy THE£M°N°$°2§¥-“H%‘“"=
ecome monotonous, and monotony means
drum, x'iahg‘ Iaﬁ?e,s of a_family ho g this matter
in ’q‘}i;ei: own hands, for men, living an active
out: aoxfﬁfe; frequently seftle down to inactivity
during tl oiF oreninge, unless ronsed by some
pleasant episode into liveliness. It ig a wife’s |
privilege to make the home lively, and to give
variety and interest to home life.  If is snr- |
priging how very little invention if requires to
do this. All that iswanted is just an excuse for
liveliness. A little variety in the amusement
of the children, if there be any ; a little delicacy
at table, or at an unexpected hour in the evening,
some little novelty of dress, or the bl‘lﬂgl,n% n
of an agreeable visitor. When people go tra-
velling they diséover how many things they had
at home which before they ?lx;/d
of. Just 50, when our friends are absent, they
show us in their letters so many qualitics of
observation and s mv%'t.bﬁ&’?- expression, which
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TEMPLEMORE’S HERITAGE.

CHAPTER XIIIL

Lorp Nrwrowy, had quite made up his mind.

e plumed himself a good deal on the feat—
although he failed to recognise some of its diffi-
culties—and he pleased his mother and sisters
very much by the announcement.

“I say,” was the form of i, *you women
are always bothering my life out about getting
married ; well, I’ve made up my mind to do it.
Will that please you 7’

My dean boy I “Oh, Harry ! I'm so glad !
and “ Who ig it? I think I can guess!” wera
the exclamations and question which broke
upon him like a torrent.

“Oh! I’'m not going to tell you who it is—not;
till it’s quite sottled, at least. But my. mind’s
made up.about it.”

¢ Is she pretty, Harry ?” asked his youngest
sister, Alice.

“ I ghould think so! She'll cut you all out.
Catch me marrying an ugly woman ! They ought
to be smothered when they’re born: they’re no
use in the world, and they’re digagreeabls to
look at,”’ was the answer.

¢ I’'m glad she is pretty,” remarked Alice. * I
like pretity brides. Is she fair or dark 2’

“ }air,” replied her brother, graciously, and
surveying his own flaxen locks complagently in
the glass—*‘about my complexion.” .

“I hope, Harry,” spoke the Dowager Vis-
countess, coming up to him and laying her Hand
on his shonlder, “it is a matéh of which we can
approve £’

* You ought to,” elegantly retorted her son.
“They're better bred thun we are, and that’s
saying a good deal.” 1

“ Quite enough,” returred the lady-mother,
with digniby.

“And she’s a nice girl, too,” explained the
son—" tho uicost girl I,glgmw. Sho 1sn't stuk-
up.  She doesn’t pretend to be eleverer than a
fellow, you know. oesn’t take you up sharp
when you say anything, like that sister of hers,
Nora—I can’t bear that girl I :

“Then I’ve guessed right, Harry I’ exclaimed
his eldest sister, Sara, triumphantly. “ I know.
who has got a sister N org.”’

¢ Well, you can hold your tongue for once,
then,” snapped her brother. “T told you it
wasn’t settled yof, although it's as good as
done. Old Hartopp showed me the Merewilton
rentsroll the other 'day—quite accidentally, of
course : I saw through'it. He said, at the same
time, that he was on his last legs, that he’d
never geb over that gun-shot wound—denced
stupid thing, to be sure!—and he’s a sharp
fellow ; he knew I wasn’t hanging about there
for nothing. He means it—tho old fellow : he
as good as told me 50, and there’s nobody else
in the way—nobody to speak of, at least: I've.
only got to walk over the course.”

o 'ﬁle Hartopps are rich,” said Lady New-
town, complacently, *and Lady So hia, was
her father’s co-heiress. Those two girls of hers
will be worth a good deal.”

“I don’t care aboub ?h G’ cz&ed the young
man, magnanimously. ““1I like 10 girl, and
can afford to please m’ysglf. The tin’s all very
well, of course; bub I’d haye taken her without
a penny.”’ ¢ :

Anr%l, to do him justice, he would. .

“Ah, well!”” returned his mother, smiling, as
she resumed her embroidery work, “you are a
lucky fellow, Hazrry, to bo able to please your-
self, and to please us at the same time, and to
marry an heiress into the bargain.”

The good lady had had her anxieties, which
promised now to be happily set at rest. The
Newtown estate, encumbered by her jointure,
and by the dowries of her four daughters, and
called upon to bear the strain of the Viscount’s
wild oats—which he had sown pre ty freely on
the turf and elsewhere—gould scarcely have
bornea portionless bride to be added bo its other
burdens; and the Dowager had tormented her-

a good deal in view of this contingency.
She had also tormented herself a good deal on
another point. The young Viscount had early
developed a taste for the society of hig inferiors,
and his lady-mother had lived in dread of the
daughtor-in-law who might; be presented to her.
e was thankful to b relieved from all these
anxious anticipations. . 3

Her son went on hig wp,g,.oonsndera.bly elated
by the conversation he had just held.

“? Jove! I’ve pleased all the women ab
last,” he said to himself. *‘Now, what’s the
proper way to da the thing ? Never did it before
in my life, you soe, and, 'pon my soul ! I belieye
I fecl rather—rather nervous. Tasked Mountain
of the Liancers ab the Club the other day—he’s

just got hooked—I asked him how a fellow made
an offer—what was the right thing, eh ? Jusk
threw off the question in an off-hand way., "He
said I should go down on my knees—said Id be
hanged if I would : feel deuced stupid at it! Ha
said, too, if the girl had any tin, you should
speak to papa first, and to the lady afterwards;
it she hadn’t any, you might speak to her first
and the governor afterwards. Don’t know
whether he was chaffing or not—he generally ig,
The best way will be to take it as it comes, only
it won’t come. Should have had it out af the
opera the other night; but Nora bothered me,
and those boxes are so confoundedly small—a,
fellow can’t speak without every word being
Heard ™ e

Taking it as it came, Lord Newtown’s luck
threw him in Mr, Hartopp’s way. Calling a$
Hyde Park Square, he found that the ladies
were ‘“‘not at home,” but the master was, It
was not half so difficulf as he expected to open
out his errand: Mr. Hartopp meeting him, as
he graciously did, half-way,

“ Delighted I ho expressed himself. « An
alliance with your family, my dear lord, will
quite meet my views for my daughter; and, to
tell the truth, in the present state of my health
—failing fast, as I cannot help feeling it to be—
I shall not be sorry to see one of my children
established. My great anxiety is, naturally, for
them. If it had been leaving sons behind me
instead of daughters, it would have been dif.
ferent.”

Lord Newtown nibbled the end of his stick :
he always felt queer when people talked of
dying, and that sort of thing., ¢ Didn’t know
what to say, you know.”” But he did his best,
in an awkward sort of a way, to cheer Mr, Haxr-
topp up; said he didn’t Phihlg he was as bad ag
that; shouldn’é wonder if ho picked up again.
and lived longer than a good many of us, after
all; and when Mr. Hartopp shook' his head
mournfully, and repeated his conviction that it
wag ““all up with him,” the young nobleman,
really touched, blarted out his intenfion of look-
ing after Lady Sophia, and being a son to her.
Whereupon Mr. Hartopp wrung his hand, and
professed to be overcome with emotion, Aftor
thig, the young man was visited by a return of
his normal complaint—not knowing what to say,
and, finding the position awkward, took his
leave, engaging to call again presently, and seo
if the ladies had roturnedg; 3

He had got on go far tri,umpllantlg, 1d he
was disposed to finish off the matter wh?lx;t his
blood was up. He didn’t feel as if he could
settle t]g anyéth»ing‘ ul;i}:lil iti) wai: all et{yjﬂ; . So
he took a turn in the Park, expecting to seo
Lady Sophia there, and px;qba,b g to be asked to
return with her. He was sure, ho thought, that
Lady Sophia knew all about it; she and her
husband had talked it over together. It never
ogenrred to him for one moment that hor lady-
ship might not be willing to allow him to supply
that deficiency in her family circle to whiek)x he
had alluded, : -

But the Merewilton carriage was not to bp
seen in the long line which drew its slow length
along the Drive ; and when, after looking for it
until he was tired, Lord Newtown retu &aga.in
to Hyde Park Square, he was told that her
ladyship was engaged with Mr, Hartopp, and
the young ladies had gone out again with Lady
Waterwood—where, the footman didn’t know ;
but he believed they intended to dine with Lady
Waterwood. «

It was abominably provoking ; but although
he made his visits for the next few days at all
sorts of hours, the Viscount could not syeceed
in finding the ladies at home or disengaged, and
his unmade offer hung heayily on his % ls.

Mr. Hartopp had lost no time in laying hig
lordship’s proposal before his wife. Not that
he considered her congent necessary to the
arrangement, but becaunse he could “not well
do without her co-operation in bringing if
about. 5 v

Mr. Harfopp was a schemer. ) Wag
good deal of seope for the exercise of hig talent
in that line in the circumstances in which he
found himself now. He liked to gather all the
threads of a complicated manesuvre into bis
own hands before he took any compromising
st : :

There was a

ep.
“This will do very well,” he said to Lady
Sophia. ““ I suppose she has got over her abs'urg
fancy for that other young fellow ?” 3

Lady Sophia murmured deprecatingly that
:}1@ was afraid not—that, thers had nof been
ime.

+* Very well,” returned her husband, authori-
tabively; *thon wo must make tim. . Hrls
don’t generally take lpngb‘ to geb aver these

things, particularly when thers is a captis
vati?iir' alternative 'asg titla and L30,000 5 yoas
to fall back upon, . You can manage, I suppose,

Ey
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to keep Lord Newtown from speaking to her
for a few days? And, in the meantime, you
can enlarge upon the advantages of the match ;
drop a hint, too, that Templemore has gone off
without coming to the point; touch her pride:
it’s the best cure in the world for an inconve-
nient fancy. I leave it to you, my lady. I sup-
pose you are, at least, as clever as other mothers
of young ladies d marier, and they seem to
know how to manage these things. Ifis very
important that matters should not be precipi-
tated.”

“ Surely—surely, Charles,”” said Lady Sophia
at last, coming up close to her husband to say
it, ““we need not force our daughters in this
matter of marriage. We can afford to let them
do as they like, even if they should not marry
at all. Charles, I should be glad to keep them
with me.”

Mr. Hartopp smiled—a disagreeable smile,
more to himself than at his wife.

“So it would seem,” he said.

“Yes,” she assented, eagerly; ‘“so it seems,
indeed. We, of all people, need not run the
fearful risk of unhappy marriages for our
children.”

“ Perhaps not,” he returned, in the quiet tone
" in which he had previously spoken, and appa-
rently intent on admiring the large, white, fil.
bert-shaped nails of his right hand.

“ Charles,” continued Lady Sophia, laying
her hand on his shoulder with something of the
caressing grace he had long ago repressed in
her—* Charles, Lilian will not accept Lord New-
town.”

“ Will she not ?”’ he asked, without changing
his attitude. 2 -

“No,” she replied. *Lily is not like other
girls: she has no ambition; she has deep,
faithful affections. Charles, she loves Mr. Tem-
plemore. She has never been the same since
he left. She will never think of any other
man.”

¢ She will not, certainly,” Mr. Hartopp replied,
¢“if you humour this absurd, sickly sentimen-
tality in her. Talk common-sense to her, madam,
if you can; manage ber as those other mothers
of whom I told you manage their daughters—
as Lady George Wilmer managed hers when she
made three of them countesses in one season.
It was said, you know, that that eldest girl of
hers danced a whole season with young Mande-
ville, & penniless easign in the Guards, and even
that she was within an ace of running off with
him. But she was Lady Vivian before Christ-
mas. Take a leaf out of Lady George’s book,
my lady.”

Lady Sophia shivered. She had heard more
of that history of poor, despairing, reckless
young Lady Vivian—forced into a heartless
marriage with a middle-aged roué—than had,
perhaps, reached Mr. Hartopp’s ears.

¢ No,” she spoke more decidedly than she had

yet done; “1I cannot do it, Charles.”
" “You cannot do what?”’ he questioned,
roughly. “ You cannot do your duty as a wife
and mother? You cannot save a silly girl
from making a fool of herself ? Is that what
you mean to say P’

T cannot help to break my daughter’s heart,”
she answered, weeping. “ Oh, Charles! let the
young people be happy. Call Mr. Templemore
back. I believe you know where to find him.
Ah! whatis Lily’s fortune worth if it cannot
give her the happiness she is pining for P’

Mr. Hartopp turned round in his chair and
confronted her.

“ You are talking nonsense,” said he. “I
have accepted Lord Newtown’s proposal for
my daughter. If you and she combine to
thwart me in the matter, you may both regret
it later.”

Lady Sophia had always been afraid of her
husband : she was terribly afraid now, and she
trembled and sickened as she turned away. She
had made a valiant stand—for her ; but she felt
that it was all over now.

More than once in her life she had looked
on with wonder and a sort of terror at the
triumph of Mr. Hartopp’s will: it seemed to
have a subtle, invincible power to draw and
compel all things into obedience to itself;
and she gave up poor Lily’s cause as lost when
iha.t will rose up and asserted itself. against

er.

She went back to her room, weeping help-
lessly, and feeling that a new, bright ray of pure
sunshine had been quenched out of her life, as
well as out of Lilian’s. Only one thing she had
strength enough to resolve: that neither by
word nor deed would she help forward the catas-
trophe, as he regarded it—at least, she would
hold herself passive, and, so far, guiltless. But
it never occurred to her to encourage her child
in any disobedience to that sovereign will which
had so long governed her own life.

CHAPTER XIV.

Lorp NEWTOWN, baffled in all his attempts to
obtain a hearing, began to be very much
puzzled.

“By Jove!” said he; “I used to think it
was the easiest thing in the world to pop the
question—that a fellow had only to go and do
it. But here am I, with my mind made up a
week ago, and the girls chaffing me like any-
thing, and I haven’t done it yet! I ain’t good
at writing, or else I could settle it that way, as
Alice says. I wonder where that letter is she
was talking about —Sam—Sam Weller’s; or
some such fellosv, in a book somewhere? I
might look it up, though, really. There might
be something in it that would do, and the Har-
topp girls mayn’t have read it, and if they have,
I suppose all letters are alike when they mean
the same thing. Only, that girl Nora is so

sharp, and I do write such a deuce of a fist. I'd |y

better leave italone, I suppose. I’ll try again
this afternoon : they can’t be always out, or at
luncheon, or engaged. Old Hartopp doesn’t
show up either. They say _he’s awfully
seedy.”

But neither was that day fated to decide Lord
Newtown’s destiny. The young ladies were
“ gone into the country,” the man told them—
he didn’t know where; he would ask her lady-
ship’s maid if his lordship wished. Her lady-
ship herself was out with Mr. Hartopp.

But his lordship considered that such an
inquiry would be compromising, and therefore
he declined it.

“It almost looks as if it were done on pur-
pose,” he grumbled—* if sucha thing was likely,
which it isn’t. I’m not in luck, that’s all. I’ll
go round the Row, and see if I can pick up the
old people.”

So far he was successful, and a little more.
Mr. Hartopp regretted very much that his in-
creasing indisposition had obliged him to deny
himself to all visitors for two or three days
past, but said he hoped to be better soon, and
able to enjoy the society of his friends. And
then Lord Newtown inquired, sheepishly enough,
for the young ladies.

“ Quite well, thanks,” was his expectant
father-in-law’s reply, studiously unconscious.
“They are freshening up their roses in the
country—with Lady Waterwood, in fact”—
whom Lord Newtown hated like poison—* and
would Lord Newtown name an early day for
dining in Hyde Park Square — quite en
Jamlle 2

Mr. Hartopp confessed himself wunequal to
seeing anyone else.

The young man accepted the flattering invi-
tation for the following Monday, and rode off,
well pleased.

“That will do,” he decided. ‘Old Hartopp
means me to have my chance, then. I woul
have run down into the country—jolly place for
that sort of thing !—but I’d rather face a dragon
than that old Lady Waterwood! She tried to
catch me for her Blanche, and she has never
forgiven me because I didn’t seem to see it.
Now, Lady Sophia’s different : she’s a real lady,
ghe is. She goesn’t seem to care whether I
marry one of her girls or not ; in fact, I rather
think she doesn’t want me. And I’ll be hanged
if T don’t like her a great deal better 'for it !
Well, I'll wait till Monday, and then I'll have
it all out.”

So he did. -~ He had it all out to everybady
long before the decisive momeunt arrived. His
sisters knew, when he looked into the drawing-
room before starting for Hyde Park Square—his
batton-hole decorated with a more than half-
blown yellow rose—that he was touching the
crisis of his fate.

“Tt was written all over him,”” Jones, the
youngest of the army of footmen, irreverently
announced in the servants’ hall, *“ from the crown
of his head to the heel of his boot,” as he monnted
the stairs at Mr. Hartopp’s house.

His silly, inane face shone with the foretaste
of trinmph, and his manner to Lily during the
meal was provokingly expressive of a secret
mutual understanding, intensely gratifying in
its nature. Yet he was surprised to find how
nervous he grew as the, eritical moment drew
near, in spite of the copious libations of cham.
pagne with which he had fortified himself,

“ Wish I knew what other fellows said !’ he
mentally ejaculated, as he found himself stand.
ing alone before Lilian, coffee-cup in hang,
whilst Nora picked out the airs of a new opery,
at the grand piano down & long perspective of
buhl cabinets, marquetry tables, and gilded
drawing-room * properties. i = i

Just then Lilian lifted her eyes to his, with
an expression which by no means reassured the
Viscount.

Gentle Lilian was angry—=so angry, that she |

d | girl before !

wished him to say what he had come to say, and
let her give him his answer. She was notin the
least sorry for him, as it was in her nature
to be for the man she was about to refuse; she
was just angry, and nothing else.  She resented
exceedingly the tone and manner he had dis-
played throughout the long, interminable dinner,
Hor delicacy was wounded at the confident de-
monstration he had not cared to repress even
before the servants—that well-trained band of
impassive spectators, who (Jones, to wit) she
was painfully conscious were not the unobser-
vant automatons they represented. The heart
which had given itself to Hilary revolted, was
outraged, at the presumptuous taking possession
which this man’s behaviour had so unwarrant-
ably expressed. And yet the maidenly lips were
closed until he himself should open them—the
lips only. ¢ Speak,” the eyes said—the indig-
nant, steadfast eyes—*‘ speak, and let me answer
ou, and so avenge myself and—and Hilary.”
And then she blushed, the swift crimson rush-
ing over brow, and cheek, and throat, dyeing
the tips of the small, aristocratic ears, and
tingling to the ends of the taper fingers; and
the Viscount, misreading the signal of * Love’s
banner,” took courage as she lost it, and
tuu:]bled out such eloquence as came to his
need.

“ Miss Hartopp,” said he, *of course, you
know how fond I am of you—couldn’t help
seeing it, you know, and—and all that sort of
thing. And I think we two could run in a cur-
ricle together very well—don’t you, Miss Har-
topp? If you’ll say yes, you'll make me very
happy—’'pon my word, you will, Miss Hartopp.
Do say yes, Lily.”

“ Lord Newtown,”” answered Lilian, rising to
her feet: with a pretty dignity which contrasted
oddly enough with her admirer’s form of address,
“I am very much obliged to you for the honour
you have done me, but I must beg to decline
your proposal.”’

““ Decline!”” echoed the gentleman, staring at
her with his mouth wide open in his astonish«
ment. ¢ The deuce !—I mean, Miss Hartopp,
you know—you don’t understand !”’

She tried to pass him, but he stood before her,
intercepting her pati.

“I’ve spoken to yonr gov—I mean, to Mr.
Hartopp, and it’s all settled, and my mother
takes to it wonderfully, and so do the girls;
and I'll make any settlements you like, and——
No, don’t go, Miss Hartopp ’—dodging her
round a bronze group of Hercules and the Distii.
“ Let us talk it over.”

“It is perfeetly impossible, Lord Newtown,”
was her answer. :

“But why?’ he cried, trying to seize her
hand. * Everybody likes it, and thinks it just
the thing, you know; and I—I'm as fond of
you as I can be. I mnever was so fond of any
I'll steady down, you'll see,
and make you a good husband—I will, by
Jove !”

There was feeling, as well as a good deal of
earnestness, in his tone now, and Lily relented
a little.

“I am sorry,” she said, *but I cannot accept
your offer.”

“ But why not ?”” he persisted, still defeating
her efforts to pass him and escape. “ Why not ?
There isn’t anybody else, is there ?”’

The indignation flashed back into her eyes.

“Let me pass, my lord,” she said. * You
have no right to ask such a question.”

And in his dismay, he dropped back, to leot
her pass him, and make good her retreat from
the room.

Mr, Hartopp had detained Lady Sophia in
attendance upon himself—he would not run any
risk of her marring the plot—and Nora dis-
creetly played on, with her back to the scene
of the evening’s drama. But her quick percep-
tion noted and comprehended the various stages
of the performance. (e heard Lilian’s retreat ;
ghe knew how the discomfited lover stood still
to draw his breath after his defeat; and then,
presently, she heard him coming towards her
stumbling over two small footstools and a full.
grown ottoman on the road; then she rose and
came to meeb him,

“You are not going so soon?”’ ghe said,
softly. 5

And, for the first time, Lord Newtown recow-
nised that that girl Nora™ had fing eyes.

“ Barnes has not given us any tea ; and what
can have become of mamma ”” continyed Nora,
reaching her hand to thebell. ¢« Torg Newtown,
I wanted to ask you about that Arab of Blanche
Waterwood’s. Is it really and truly pure-bred ?
Blanche vows it is, and is_tremendously stuck-
up about it. I'm not & judge; but I'thought
you would be sure to know, and I have been
waiting for an opportunity of asking you.”

Really, * that Nora’’ was not such a bad sort
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of girl, after all! The Viscount suddenly con-
teived a bright idea. Supposing he asked her
whether there was anybody else in the way : she’d
be sure to know, and she seemed good-natured,
and might help a fellow. = So he blurted out his
question, regardless of the descent of Lady
Blanche’s Arab, and Nora answered him, as
sympathetically as possible, ¢ without any non-
gense:”’

‘“ Anybody else ?”’

She could answer for it that he—Lord New-
town—had as good a chanceas any other, which
was a very safe assertion. s

“Only,” she added, “if you will let me give
you a hint; you men are so impatient: you
don’t understand how much may be gained by
patience and perseverance. We women don’t;
like to be hurried in these things. If you driv
us to a decision, it must be ‘No,” can’t yo
see 7’

“Then you think, if I leave it alone fof*a
little while, your sister will think about i
said Lord Newtown, eatching eagerly abft
ray of hope held out by Nora, and feeling won-
derfully grateful to her for it. ‘I thought girls
knew what they meant as well as we do, and
that a fellow had only to speak and get his
answer,”” he added, rather ruefully. :

Nora laughed, and professed to explain to
him something of that complex piece of machi-
nery, woman-nature, and laughed a good deal
more to herself at the simple eagerness with
which he drank in her precious lessons.

“The poor thing is really very much in love,
in his way,” said she to herself, “ and the great
thing for us is to gain time, Mr. Templemore
will keep out of the way if he hears Lord New-
town is about—and the rumour will be sure to
reach him—and Lily will have time to get over
it. She won’t marry this poor creature, of
course; but he will answer the present pur-
pose.”

So Nora, anxious to repair past mischief, de-
liberately walked into more of the same kind,

atting and soothing the rejected lover, receiv-
ing the confidence of his full heart with a gra-
cious sympathy infinitely comforting to him,
and sending him away with the convietion that
women were incomprehensible creatures, cer-
tainly, with a great deal more in them than he
had ever imagined; but, according to the poet
(whom, however, Lord Newtown did not quote,
although he entered into his spirit)—

** A woman, therefore, to be wooed—
A woman, therefore, to be won,”

5 You,yvon_xen are always in such a deuce of
a hurry,” said he, in answer to the eager queries
of his home womankind, boldly transposing
Nora’s assertion. “ It’s not settled yet. You’ll
hear all in good time when it is,”

And only Alice, saucy enough for anything,
had the temerity to whisper, well out of hear.
ing of her mother and brother :

“I believe she has refused him, and he won’t
say so!”

[To be continued.]
" Templemore's Heritage” commenced in No., 523 and
Part CXXVII,

ABOUT THUMBS.

Max would not be what he ig without the
thumb. This fact has been so impressed upon
us from our school-days that we are mnot likely
to forget it.

Without the thumb for a lever we should be
unable to hold anything tightly, and most of
the inventions of our era would be useless, not
to speak of the enormous general power that
WOI‘;ﬂd be lost,

et us accept the fact of havine thumbs
then, and be thankful and rejoice over our Dar.
winian friends, the apes.

We did not know, howevar, till we saw it in
print recently, that the thumb represented in-
telligence aud affection. Born idiots frequently
come into the world without thumbs, Infants,
until they arrive at an age when intellect dawns,
constantly keep their fingers folded above their
thumbs, but they soon know better, and as the
mind develops, recognise the dignity and use-
fulness of the despised digit.

At the approach of death the thumbs of the
dying, as if impelled by some vague fear, seck
refuge under the fingers, and when thus found
a,re(ai an almost certain announcement of the
end.

So, in leaving this world, it would seem that
our hands, in their last desire for movement,
assume, with our growing unconsciousness, the
same suggostive position in which the hands of
thoe new-born babe, with faculties all dormant
first shape themselves. ¢

STELLA REDRUTH.

CHAPTER XXX,

It was opposite to the Fountain of St. Mark.
The moon was shining upon the Roman street,
the water sparkled, numbers of persons were
loitering round the fountain : art-students,
women, children ; a few aristocrats, English for
the most part, stood in a group conversing in
low tones. Near to them was a figure in dark
clothing, a young woman, sitting upon the
edge of the marble, and looking sideways into
the water. It was Bandulia.

Eustace hastened up to her, took off his hat
respectfully, then seated himself by her side.

She looked at him with a certain air of woll-
bred surprise.

¢ Monsieur, good-night,” she said. ¢

But he perfectly understood from her manner

the good-night meant ‘ Adieu, sir,” and
was not uttered in greeting.

She was walking slowly away, when Eustace
came up with her,

“Pardon, madam,” he said; “but you
will permit me to ask you to return the por-
trait which you so adroitly carried away this
morning. Believe me that I recognise in yom
a good angel; for, struggling as I was, I could
not have secured it, or hidden it, before the
police arrived ; and then that rascal would have
claimed it, and, ten to one, he would have been
believed.” :

The lady’s air of well-bred surprise increased.

* Sir, you mistake me for another person.”

The coolness of this assertion enraged Eustace,
much as he was fascinated by the young lady.

¢ Madam, it is too absurd,” he said, hotly.
“T have eyes, and brains, and a faithful memory.
You are the lady whom I followed from the
Church of St. Gervase; you are the lady who
repulsed me with such dignified coldness in the
market; you are the lady who, mounting the
staircase in the Via Panetta when Madame
Caffi had run out to call the police, entered my
little suite of apartments, came straight up to
me, and took the portrait from my hand.”

The young lady shook her head, and she

smiled. There was a winning brightness in her
smile which captivated the fancy, and dwelt in
the thoughts of Eustace for many a long day
afterwards.
" ‘It must be a mistake, monsieur,” she said,
still with that prettiest of foreign accents. I
am not likely to enter the rooms of a stranger.
An Englishwoman, perhaps, would so act. It
is the nation of courage. Your countrywomen
are a race of Amazons,”’

“I would willingly give you the portrait,”
said Bustace, hastily, “only that it represents a
dear, lost friend. Still, the gold setting shall be
yours, if only you will return me the likeness. I
will have it taken out of the frame, and I will
paint you something prettier in its place : your
own lovely face, for instance.”’

A flash came into the dark eyes, a curl to the
proud lip.

“8ir, if you think me one—one of those
contemptible beings who like flatteries, oh!
how you mistake me! I know that I am not
fair or lovely. A brown-faced girl, working hard
for my bread—painting, and often not selling
what I have painted; and when I sell, gaining
small sums. Sir, I live on bread and herbs, and
I dwell in a carpetless room, and I sleep on a
straw mattress. I fight daily with the world,
which is a hard step-mother tome. I know that
working, thinking women are not fair or lovely
in your eyes. For some reason, you wish to
scrape an acquaintance with me. Such an in.
timacy would bé disastrous to me. I decline it.”

“And why, in the name of common sense,
disastrous " asked the young man, passionately.
‘I am not a ruffian, madame, My life is pure
and spotless as your own.”

He bethought him of Ovington, and hesi.
tated. :
¢ Whyis there anything disastrous aboutme ?”

“ You are an aristoerat and an Englishman.”

Tam as poor as a rat, and as savage as a
chained dog. My pride, if ever I had any, is
trampled under the heels of rosperous, busy
men long, long ago. Iam no bloated aristocraf,
Listen to mo, madame. It is your face as a
model that I covet. For this reason, and for no
other, I have ventured to follow you, hoping
that you would have compassion on my muse—
to use the affected jargon of the sentimental
school. To-day I was told that you likewise
are an artist. Surely a fellow-feeling will in-
duce you to pardon what looked like rudenass
and forward impertinence, but was only the
eager impetuosity of the art-student striving
after excellence.”

Eustace conld not see the lady’s face now.

She turned it away, and -seemed to struggle

with some inward emotion. Was she laughing
at him? He turned cold and hot at the
thought.

Presently she looked up at him, grave and
calm as a statue of Minerva.

“I did mistake you, sir. Now that I under-
stand your motives, 1 appreciate them. But
why speak of things that never happened ?
‘What is this story of a picture set in gold #”’

“Nay, madame; you know that I spealk
truth. - Nevertheless, I will not distress you
for the present. But, tell me, will you consent
to be my model for a certain picture I have
in contemplation ?”’

“ What is the subject, monsieur 7’

““ An heroic one, madame. Your face is one
which expresses enthusiasm, heroism, endur-
ance, courage, generous self-devotion.””

The young lady bowed her head gracefully.

“You compliment me; but I distinguish the
difference between honest compliment and ful-
some praise. What is the subject, monsieur "’

I have not made up my mind.”

The young lady laughed a low, musical laugh.

“I might be a poor sempstress, toiling to
support my sick husband.”

“Or the wife of a bandit, changing clothes
with her rascal husband, and purposing to die
in his place.”

A certain feeling of irritation at the thought
that this bright creature was a bandit’s wife,
or anybody’s wife, prompted Eustace to this
speech. He watched her ; but shedid not flinch
or look angry. Again she laughed.

‘A bandit’s wife P’ she said. “ What a role!
You do not compliment me now, monsieur,
Well, come to my studio, and I will costume
for you, and pose, and do everything to make
your picture sell. Come at twelve, There is
my card;” and she handed him a card, and
glided out of his sight with a smile and a nod,
half-kind, half-contemptuous.

By the light of the moon, Eustace read what
was on the card—

“ Mademoiselle Monaco,
““‘ Hotel Florian,’
“ Rome.”

“It is like an address left at the post
office,”” said he, half-sulkily. *‘ Hotel Florian.’
Is it a grim, old house, where on each flat
dwells a separate family ? I will go and ask.”

Then he crossed over to where he saw &
Roman policeman, in the half-military uniform
adopted abroad, leaning lazily over the foun-
tain.

“ Where is the ‘Hotel Florian?’”’ he de-

manded.

The official threw up his hands. ;

“It is a long way off. It is a ruin. Buf
there is a colony of artists established in somg
of the rooms for the summer.”

““ And where is it situated P’

The man entered into long explanations. He
must walk or ride to the east gate. It was
two miles along a road called Florians Road.
The “ Hotel Florian” was a large ruined villa.
A company of artists had brought beds, cook-
ing-utensils, and furniture from Rome, and had
established themselves in the deserted rooms
for the summer, by permission of the atitho-
rities,

Eustace turned his steps homeward, grasping
the card in his hand; his mind so full of the
Spanish lady, that he forgot she had stolem
the portrait, that Ovington desired to obtain it,
that he had been attacked violently in the
street, that a suspicious man had called upon
him, and that Sir Halberd Redrath was in
Rome,

CHAPTER XXXI.,
THE SUSPECTED CONSPIRACY,

TaE Roman season was drawing to a close 3 and
since Sir Halberd was travelling for his health,
it seemed odd that he should linger in the
Eternal City just as the unhealthy time ape

roached. There were not many foreigners
eft; but those who remained gave balls,
dinners, suppers, to each other, vigorously keep-
ing up the round of amusements and entertain.
ments to the last. Sir Halberd and Lady Red-
ruth occupied a suite of fine rooms in a firste
class hotel. They had brought several servants
with them, and were travelling as great people.
Lady Redruth had been sought at once by all
the élite of Roman sooiety. Sir Halberd and
herself and heen to many balls and dinners, and
they reselved to give a splendid farewell ball
and supper previous toleaving Rome for Switzers
land, where they purposed spending the summer,
They sent as far as Paris for delicacies and
dainties for this supper. They hired gold plate
at the goldsmith’s ; they purchased the rarest
wines. The ball was to'be held in an immensa
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room on the ground floor of their hotel. Thisg
room was to be decorated with scrolls, ever-
greens, flowers; a band was hired from Paris,
Nothing conld, would, or should, exceed the
glory and pomp of the entertainment: on this
point Lady Redruth was fully determined. ;

Rumours of the great ball and supper reached
evon Bistaco Grayling in the dingy Via Panetta,
He was afraid of seeming too pushing and tire-
Bome in the opinion of the mysteriens Made-
moisello or Madame Monaco; so ho did nob
interpret her invitation to call upon her at
twelve o’clock, as referring to the following day.
Yet ho thought of nothing save his new model.
He sketohed out pictures in which she was to
figure; but _he kept away from the © Hotel
Florian.” e was nob troubled by a repetition
of Ovington’s visit. Casually he learnt that
the Welsh lawyer was one of the party staying
at the baronet’s hotel; that, in fact, Sir Hal-
berd was travelling in almost princely state,
sinco his ohaplain, the Reverend Raymond
Heartwell ; his lawyer, Mr. Ovington; and a eer-
tain doctor, a German, were all with him,

“And what can he want with a lawyer
abroad P A priest and a doctor, both of those
areright and reasonable ; but the lawyer puzales
m ”»

e.
The more Eustace thought of it all, the more
zzled he became; 8o, finding that all these
) os distracted his attention, he rosolyed
to tlink ne more about them,

‘What was his astonishment, on returning to
hig rooms a night or two after his econversation
ab the fountain, to find that a chariot, most
splendid, according toold Madame Caffi’s descrip-
tion, had drawn up at his door; that a lady,
whose white laco shawl was fastened bi a ruby
worth, Madame Caffi was certain, two hundred
Napoléons, had handed the little perfumed,
embossed note to the old landlady, which the
same landlady handed now to Bustaco!

The young man broke the seal, and read as
follows :—

“ Lady Redruth entreats the honour of Mr.
Grayling’s attendance at a ball and reception at
the  Hotel 'd6 la Lumiere,”” Via Dianetta, on
Thursday.” -

Tastace had never seen or spoken to either
Sir Halberd or Lady Redruth. He had refused
10 marty their daughter. He had been disin-
herited in consequence, and now—why, it was
preposterous I—her ladyship demands, or rather

entreats the honour of his attendance ab her

great Roman ball.

He flung down the note, and laughed bitterly.

“I shall go, nevertheless,” said the young
man to himself, after a few moments’ thoucht,
“An artist should render all petty wor dly
jealousies subservient to his art. I shall see
costumes, faces, characters, draperies, jewels,
vases ; I shall hear musi¢ and see dancing. I
will go to this ball.”

And then came’the question of fashionable
attire. Lustaco examined his wardrobe, and
found that hehad-all the oceasion required, save
gloves ; %o he wetit out to purchase these.

In orossing a narrow street, ho ¥as tapped
lightly but firmly on the shoulder. Turning
round, he saw Philip Rollings.

“You ran away from us the other night, my
dear friend.  Wete wo t0o noisy P - Did we dis.
tross your nerves, or were you ill, or out of
temper, ot in love ?”’

““None of those. But you did maks a terrible
row. Ihave had some odd adventures since I
gaw you.”

Rollings linked his armin Eustace Grayling’s.

** Recount, relate, repeat !’ he cried. “I love
to hear of adventures.”’

So Eustace, who did not ses that there was
any need to hide the events of the last fow days,
told Rollings of the visit of Bertrande, of the
attack made on him in the street, of the appa-
rition of Mr. Ovington in Rome, officiating in
the capacity of travelling man of business to
Sir Halbovd. He told his friend what the lawyer
had said of the Spanishlady, and how that same
Spanish lady had entered his room while he was
strageling with Ovington, and taken the gold-
framed portrait out of his hand.

It is & plot,” said Rollings, when Eustace
had come to the end of the story. * Don’t you
seo that your dark-eyed divinity, and Ovingfon,
and Bertrande, and this batonet, are all leagued
together for some reason to ruin you ?”’ :

“Bat I am ruined,” said Eustace, witha
bitter yeb light laugh. *So far as worldly
affairs 0, T am disinherited, and Sir Halberd
Yoigns in my stead.” :

““ Nevettheless, they aro afraid of you. They
want you out of the way. I suppose there is

Eome reason why they wish to possess them.
Bolved of that portrait. There is somebody who
would be olfended at your selling it. They wish

you to sell it, and then you'll be loft out of
somebody else’s will, and the Redruths will rob
you again.” :

Eustace thought for a moment. At last he
remenibered that old Tady Redruth had one
brother, a rich, eceentric Indian Nabob of re-
ported wealth, residing in 'a glittering villa at
Cheltenham. This old man was childloss.
Bustace had not seen him for years. He had
not attended his sister’s funeral, giving as his
reason his infirm state of health,

Colonel Ricardo was lean and long, yellow and
ugly, ill-tempered and stingy, This, at least,
was the character he bore among his relatives.

Fustace told Rollings all he had heard aboub
this old gentleman. Rollings clupped his hands
together.

“Ises itall. These Redruths' are poor, in
one sense. - You have told mo Sir Halberd only
enjoys the estate for his lifo: can’t out a twis,
or alter a‘stons of tha Manor Hotise P’

“ Not one.”

“Well, he wishos to inherit the Nabob’s
wealth ; and you being the blood relation of the
Nabob, the old yellow gentleman wishes to malo
gou hi§ heir, They will go to him, and show him

i8 sistot’s portrait, which they will tell him you
have sold. They hope he will be so disgusted

in their favonr.”

- Your perceptions aro acnte,” said Eustace.
“You have, at any rate, found a teason for
their conduct, Then the wonderful. Sarah and
her ditty papa tust have been apon the samo
business in London, when the one enticed me
out of the way while the other seéarched my
boxes P . 5

< Undoubtedly. How wasit sho didnotfindit?”

. Becatise it was at the jeweller’s, haying a
ring, by which it is hung to a chain or against
a wall, mended.”

“There it is,” cried Rollings. “The whole
affair is a plain story of man’s rasealdom, and
woman’s deceit. By this time, Sir Halberd has
the portrait, and no doubt it is on its way to
Cheltenhatm, with a terrible account of the wild,
rakish life you are leading abroad, and of how
you make fiin of the Nabob, and call him ¢ golden-
yellow” among your boon-companions.
what stulf these men of the world are made of.”’

“I think it's likely enough. But this Made-
moigelle Monaco is not in league with them.”

“She is.”

“I don’t believe it.” i

“Then, if not, she’s a thief, and has sold your
gold setting.”

“T am going to seo her,” said Kustace.

“Youare? Go armed, then, my friend, and
(16t me come with you. I tell you bhis Roman
society is as full of plots, conspiracies, murders,
and such-like, as the soul of a man who loves
not music. This Spanish girl is hateful
adventuress. I hope I shall see hor in prison
before the week’s out.”

' “I would sooner see yow there,” cried
Eustace, hotly.

Rollings broke into a laugh. -

“ Itsha’'n’t be my fault, my too confiding friend,
if the young lady is nof in custody before to-
morrow nig%lt. You say sho has stolen your
portrait? I shall proceed tothe ¢ Hotel Florian ’
with some sturdy, armeéd police and a scarch-
warrgnt; and if she does not give up the
portrait, woe betide her!” ?

Bustace trembled with rage.

** You idiotic meddler I”’ he said, passionatoly.
“I am sorry I spoke a word to you.”

The two young men stood nowunderthe shadow
of an ancient palace, whose marble steps were

yot stood grandly amid the dirty houses of to-day
like a fallen prince among shabby republicans.

Rollings seated himself on the steps, and
folded his arms. He fixed his mocking, blue
eyes on hig friend, .

“I have made up my mind,” said he ;  the fair,
or rather brown, Bandulia shall go to prison.”

“You have not been robbed, Phi{ip Rollings,”
said Eustace, looking very wrathfully at hig
friend, “and you have no right to punish the
robber, More than that, I shall flatly deny
everything—all knowled_g'q?f everything that is
connected with this affair,”

“And you will turn against your friend for
the sake of a good-for-nothing woman 7"

“I am convineed Mademoiselle Monago ig
worthy, noble, pure-souled, high-minded.”

 Philip broke into & laugh, drew out hig
cigar-case, lighted a cigar, and began to smolkq
complacently,

“1 thought you had had one - love.dream,
once and for all, I thought some blue-eyed
damsel, with lots of hair and no brains, a fing
bust and no heart, had led you a dance that
you did not wish to dance again; and behold

you piping to the old tune once more, and

at your gonduct, that he will make his will

know -

broken, whose windows were broken, and which |

0 T, .
this timp iP's infinitoly Weush, \ Yn Poy
gods 1—in lovo with fho ifs. 068 b %‘
clever, wicked adventuress I' Great hoas !
why couldn’t you bestow your love, if yéu
have so much of it to gpare, upon some whole\

some, respectable Englishiveman P °

Gipsy jade. What a pity that you did not stop to
be introduced to the bride-elect your poor aunt
designed for you—Sir Halberd’s daughter!
You might have found her charming.” i

“ Never,” said Eustace. “I am convinged,
from the edueation she had received, that Miss
Redrnth must have been a frivolous creature.”’

“And you told me she was g strong-minded,
woman’s-right iudivi?iual, who dabbled in paint,
politics, and poetry, and that yon detested
masculine minds in femalo heads.’

“Did I?” said Hustace, flushing a little.
“ Well, perhaps I did. -Anyhow, I have taken
so little interest in Miss Stella, that I quite
forget what disagresable qualities I attributed
to her: whether I thought her a creabiire all
false hair and fashion, or inky and intellec'nua.}.
I have never seen her, and T hope I never shall.”

“ You may ab this ball of her apa’s. On
of the daughters is matried, I now, and
don’t think the namoe was Stella; so you may
find the young lady single and beantiful, and
waiting to be asked the momentous question.”

“I never heard that she was beantiful,” said
Eustace, laughing. “I was told of her talents,
her wit, her noble mind, and warm heart ; and,
of course, I intorpreted it all to mean a hum.
drum, uninteresting girl, whot it would be to
my advantage to marty, since I should bscome
heir to Redruth, Of course I set myself com-
pletely against tho match.”

*“ More idiot you, not to usé the more familiax
but forbidden epithet.”

“Thank you,” said Eustace, beginning to
smoke in his turn. “It’s so consoling to bo
called an idiot ; it gives one such confidence in
oneself.” i

“ No offence, my dear boy, I know you work
awfully hard, and have a fine eye for colour, a
delicate, dexterous hand, are brimful of sym-
Eazhy, a,z,ld ablazo with the fire of imagination ;

Qb

“Stop,” said Rustace, taking the cigar from
between his lips, “You are talking trash.
Who ever heard of tho {5re of imagination? You
must write sensational sbories, since you talk
like that. Listen. If I have arooted antipathy,
it’s for this Stella Redruth. If I met her in a
train, and found her delightful, without know-
ing who she was, I should dislilke her when
once I heard her name; go don’t hint at the
possibility of my meeting her at this ball ; if so,
ghe shall vote me the veriest boor before the
féte is over. And now, Philip, I am going to
buy gloves. Come and help me chooge.”

The two friends bought the gloves; afterwards
they dined, and spent the evening together,

Kver since Eustace had made that appoint.
ment with the Spanish lady, he had felt an idle.
ness—an incapacity for work., Until he could
study her face, he could not paint anything ; so
the dinner was followed by light conversation,
cigars, wine, dominoes ; and then the two young
men strolled out together.

“I have been idle lately,” said Rollings.
“Here in this glorious old city, where the
mighty ruins of the dead past lie under our feet
—here where are sculptures and paintings,
which, to look at, is to feel one’s soul dilate with
wonder and mysterious awe—here I ought to
be at work; and T spend my time loitering af
street-corners, and listening to other men’s fove
stories. I dine and chatter, sip wine, and smoke
cigars ; and the time goes pleasantly. A desire

0 be “up and doing’ possesses me to-night.”

Whenever Rollings was in this mood, he used
to shut himgelf up in hig studio, and work hard
for days, then come out, walk %o the dealer’s,
and inyite him to ges what he had done, and
then his studio would be visited in g day or two
by some rwh' man making purchases ; andnearly
always Rollings sold, and sold well. He painted
things that were likely to be popular. He
delighted in warmth of tone. There was dash
and brillianey about his work ; and his subjects
were not so far-fetched as those of Grayling,
He gave the world no trouble to think; the
subjects declared themselves at once brightly
and strongly. =~ ¢

¢ [ must work,” said Philip Rollings.

There were not wanting those who thus ins
terpreted the young man’s words, “I must have
money.”’

The friends parted near the fountain, and
Eustace reached the Via Panettaandhis lodgings
 safoty,

[To be continued.]

“Stella Redruth” commenced in No, 814 and
Part OXXV,

6t Ho \
numbers of girly prettier than that Spahish \
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to take & tonic. Change of air is also heneficial, monogr; i 5
B it iy s - i gram._The price_is 1s..for two letter: s and 18, 64, for
PASTIMES; - 1, HILY.—See answer to “One in Trouble.”  We Qo not | three, (2) To te lpyouéﬁ'e lilTerent heliels of reffgmnu doiio-
know it by the name. Iceland or Irishi mosses ave considoread minations would fill & volnme, We do not, as n rule, enter
& s wadecde strengthening, into any theological questions,
SWEET IVY GREEN.—We have made every inquiry, but MIGNONETTE.—(1) We have ingerted yonr queries, (2) In
CHARADE, < annot find that there is any nuse for old postage-stamnps. | the table of kindred and affinity in the Book of Common
2 ! gVe think that the disposal of them i any wayv i3 quite a Prayer you will see what relatives may not legally magry
My first ingenions readers tind . myth, We have never heard of anyone who lias actually 3) Wo could get one worked for you for about two
An exercise of pleasant kind; disposed of any, : guineas, e & wa -
Phat often has tho wseldl power A YoUNG HoUSmkrrrrr.—(1) We do not know mhything f\‘l JACOBS.—Tha wood is most iikély in & damp place,
To while away a lefsure hour. > of the properties of ﬂrizw Ilo&evén‘% Qnusfs :Lum pimjple:don w Cm it will, like m‘i;vmmﬁ else, beeomé mouldy,
e A i il 1 the face are generally causi Y some interhal disorder, LEOPATRA,— (1) The most fashionable mates » 1
M:ds_e:gnd gs Lhe ste;tﬂ 3 ﬂ;shlgh.t You lind betfer consult a doctor. (2) Blushing arisey from | this season m"('.ﬂ(ln roi_!owiilsti— ; it Tna;zt:l];x?},slt)%' Hena:
And oot on a winter night ; various eanses, mostly from mnervousness. (3) The 25th of pacas, taffetas de Ritsse, s;{gmm etland home-spun, Poile
*Tis also an expressive term April, 1845, was a Friday. (4) There is an extremely protty | de Chévre, Tuskara eloth, and washing tussore. (2) The
Of resolution strong and firm, ~ | pattern for a capote inone of our last year’s numbers, No, 458, colours will be very quiet: grays, browns, doves, and any
TP WA OF tia TR Pazes 88 and 90, the stri of which would make a yery colours having a fade rance: 1o bright cofours wiil
Y Whole’s a gl Sl Lo W, : pretty antimacassar. (5) We do not know of anything that | ho WOrE, () 1t you ook in the London Post Office Directors
That strikes the yonthful mind with awe; vill destroy superilusus hair. Many things are sold for the ou will see the addresses of several lnep warehouses, (4)
*Twas formerly a title great, | urpose, and have no permanent efféet, © have not room in our Journal for an exchange,
Held by an officer of state. oA SUBSCRIBER FROM THE FIRST.—(1) You will see gome | JANET.—If you study the arrangement of the pattern, yon
2 G. T, N. yatterns for cigar-cases in the (‘()l]u(w)iul.: numbers of the | Will soon be able to see how the colonrs are avranged, The
BURIED TOWNS, durnal: No. 455, pago 489, and No. 455, pugo 520, Thase cases | Ick diamonds nre placed in & slanting row from right to
- you would be able to mount yonrself, as they are made and | left, the scarlet in the same way from left to right, and the
L mouﬁhed on cardboard, Nl? 4.;0, page }(&4 téu‘sty&)u wo‘;xldﬁot tosp of encthox is formed alternately of white and green.
Vi 4 i b { be able to mount _yourself. Yon cou] %6 one by Mr, TAR OF BETHLEREM.—We have man
Inover folt the w¥iad 50 rough.as it was ast mggt Y. M. Bedford, 46, Goodge Strect, Tottenhan Court Road. LI golve the problem you ask about; but im.yvg::n&' ;‘Jﬁ?}’%&ﬁ%
3 & nelhl}er "{ﬁ"“a" g%mgrns %ﬂ%you. y(')gllx wé“r, {::ghw"l,m:g;i{} in doing so.
» require at Mr, Bedford’s, & cannot inser aJo! e : X
Are not pine-apple 16es terribly dear ? e the niu%nolxlrr\m yglidnsllg for ; rtmtawm send it t0 you on the mgﬂ_‘ﬂ;mm ﬁ?l%fgﬁmﬂﬁsﬁ’;"}’ég agfubr:eﬁwt%msl?:uﬁg 'i):
5% g i3 receipt of 1s., an - for postage. worn, and in haif- i ite
3 3 SIx Ynﬁns‘ svnsclﬁmxzu.—lr .vv,oﬁx ‘;villolet l;lssck?gwo‘l‘)’]?;g {?iggt be worn in xm'n’?‘i},‘&'ﬂfﬁ‘faf;“ﬁﬁ‘é'wé?o }gglt“x?eﬁeﬁggﬂ{
x Tty a1y patlern you mean, we wi 0 our be: - ossamer is not fashionable ust now, Mourni
Why aid you leave your ball out here, Goorge ? & oty A parent should o' worn for twjo dvem(')s; né?’)p rml.ntx‘l’gx l"r&Q‘;l:
e g LOLLA L O—Your lines aro @eclined with thanks; the | And halt-mourning fop ha second year. (4) Black net or
vt PITATION. metro is defective, c;%yl)e 1S worn on the neck in very desy monrning ; but in
*Whols, Ilarge and larger brow: A Brapir.—(1) To strenigthen tho voics, read aloud or Ao o ourhiug, plain White net or muslin tios of rufes
Behead, from me the waters flow; sing for severnl hours daily, Yon may find benetit from o > b
Unless yon are me, life ean no pleasure yield ; Deleetable Jujubes, sold in” boxes by all chemists. (2) The HRISTINA DE MEDICL—We Welieve the little instrument
i 3 A0 DL T plecy i besg cure is to mix as much as possible in socicty, nnd gou | you wention is very good to practise the fingers upon. Of
Behead again, 1 measure land and field, Will soon find all nervousness and shyness. wear off, (3) The | conrse it would be ‘better to gmctise upon an ment
S. 8. B. yolk only of the egg must be beaten up, and well rubbed into | Which produces some sound ; hug if you cannot do that, we
T g the head, and then thoroughly washed off with water, 5{}3;121108%1““ the digitorium would answer your purposo
3 RISH GIRL.—We really cannot advise you, as we 4o e 2, ) X
SOEUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No, 5, n&%fmvsﬁur capbilitios or position In tife. Mo dsany you | MILLe  FLEURS, —The following 18 a good recipe for

DOUBLY ACROS B :—(1) ScorN, | are above taking a menial position, and, judging from yonr | Everton Tofee :—Put a tea-cupful of water and 1 1b pow=-
2) \Vat§x~lo/(§?(3?s§;g}e w(‘;()zeﬁkvyo(’.‘s‘)a%;'uth?g) N(&:E'Y.c % letter, you u\ra not qualified to take an engagement as | dered loaf sugar, into a brass pan, and beat to a oream } Ib
BURIED TOWNS. — 1, Applehy. 2, Epsom. 8. Caplisle, | Boverness, buttor. When the sugar is dissdlved, add the butier, and

: son - it | keep stirring the mixtire over the fire until it sets, when a
4. Chester, Lo1s TURQUAND.—(1) You must undergo an operation; it | i § ¢ ; )
1estor - 18 utborly impossible to have 16 4oy without, (2) \fe. do little is poured on to a buttered dish. Justbefore the toffee is

D S . S P ¢ d . i
_ DECAPITATION.~Chair, hair, air. | notknow what the charge for such an oporation would be: | g’l’l’%o':ldrd ggl" i‘};r(t);?x: ‘;’igggﬁg"% "t{ l;ﬂ‘:;“ colélml%e‘v;;lldl‘:}\‘ui?r
RIS e - “’L‘")"g}l‘;‘;x‘i ‘gg;g‘l’; i W":b'l’gl‘,““ i {;’f;g £ tho Indy | JEPATALS from thio’ disi, Bﬁvbe-r-‘.‘!cutehhnn excellont thing
; p —~Wedon ow anything o reoughs, ton r
NoTIcE 7o CORRESPONDENTS AND |yon inguire about, B f},“’a"ﬁ?f:’ n?xgmﬁv%x’x"gﬁ‘v#ilt?x“e&dg;gdai:g(f & “2;}?“%“}:
7 THE DIVIS LASSIZ.~(1) There i3 hut one way by whic ade 6 same manuer as toffee,
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY‘ you can darken your lm(ix-), and that is by dyeing it. This we 2 UBRIES
; f]lo.rlop 1'?comm[é1!1d ron tt(;z do. i’l‘hetmtg]m-zu cololuri ol ti()f) - Q o
- ek ur 18 always the most hecoming to the complexion, (2 MADELEINE DARCY wonld feel obliged'if any reader won
i e S e The eomh you mention would look very nice, Combs are | toll her the o r N v SO P W b
As our Corresponience Tas greatly hé¥eased with the very fashiofiable just notv, 3 coutains theger{‘lﬁeos :5- very. old 8o, the chorus of e
nei o i POLLY N. (Manchester,—(1) Tt is a very good age. (2) . % ;
3 vreased popular ity (?f o1n: .Yourna.l, qnoZ as fwrﬁhtr cax-cmnly‘mm.( ToHs ot BiETERGTS for a.young lady to be very * Sing hey- sing ho! for the cavaliers,
Pace cannot be spared in the Jouinal Jor Feplios thereto, | stout; but it is 1ot o deformity. Sing hey—sing ho ! for the crown;
Wb pUrpOse from This dats to answer quesbions of im- [ T. H, P.—Thereis not the slightest harm in doing so, if For we are gentlemen out and o,

i i R R A lady has no objection. But it is better o confine such a U i
med.,u;ﬁe lipowmce by post within a fow days of thetr f};ﬁcdég t:)ntheocmfntry. D;\\I,I:,l ‘f,?,}v‘nk“;;’,ﬁﬁe ;‘;’,l::ld__he“d' S
i 54 stamped, addressed envelope musi bo for. | BEATRIX CaSS MAUGHARL—(1) Tt you are very quick: We'll keep the roundheads down P
warded for the reply, and 3, Tall i | You might be able to accomplish your desire in a ear; but 3 8 down,” o
envelopes addrosss d,t b "i no 9‘{”“ SRall wh Wsw"faum %i a {}xmiowe shm}xhég\'}ggﬁ }]t w(@;)xhrlrmltre d(éx;fl;l'? i tggex E»‘t): A.]lsg lt;y }zvhom”ft is pub)ishred. and the price.  She would be

K 0 be left a ) s 7 e able to repor im. (2 ustes er; we 1 fiid 1o know the names of some good man) 8 A
oft @ post. oﬁcs think it is, (3) Yon had better consult n veterinary surgeon, gm-itone voice, fogether with theglntormatir{n ::ﬁ ra!ixgtll?g-

2 4 3
slbbscz‘tbers must mot expect us to reply by posk do | (4) It they are worth anything, we might do so. the poem of which the two folowing lines are the end of each
" questions that are not of wrgent importance, Al Lmo.—Thanks for your offer, but we are at present | Verse, ias ever been set to music, and if 80 by whom— -
N Jubure ; : ally supplied. ‘* Ana if thou wilt remembor,
o e shall not insert uquos.ts,for the words of DANDIE DINMONT.—(1) You will find the recipe yon re- And if thou wilt forget,” :
3 ':193 OF poems unless P a stamped tuim in nh? tkllumg péz;;-,e Otr No.k!ﬂ?1 (E) \\{a cnnm’)b tell you Rt by Hamilt Aldé Ted "B
ang . 5 < e name o 16 best boot-maker in Lond on, a8 there are so ere is a new song by amilton calle ‘Re:
i dadd’ 08560, envelope, ‘f‘t" the nom de plume of the | pidny Yocd oues, Tuferry, I Regeut Street, 18 a Urst-clasy | or Forget s 18 1t tho Saries : e L
Sender and the name of the song, e, vequived, written | boot-maker, HEDA O, would deem it n favour if any kind reader sonld
insido tls anselope e do e ST S 1 v, sk wwony | G v gt oY o SuR e ot
3 eknow where you can oh it (2 8 VOrks, S0 be gla now what is
MARTITA ADA.~(1) B2¢S are very nutritiond, but not fatten- “ﬁ‘ﬁf&%’w T T net YO T6quLTe oF ililygxor‘xfé’s{”(‘:‘h‘xvn%er the sequal to *MeThonrne House,™ and it there is any sequel

{;ﬂ)&;’ too %mg_jvh;vm(x}ii Ic}fi'rtxmnlér be bad for the (ilompluxiou, as | Strest, Nottingham, o ** Queeeliy,” and * The Old Helmet.”
. Crente - =L U0 and green are suitable colours o EVERGREEN.—(1) Anyo HuRBERT'S DARLING wonld feel grateful toany reader who
:;%15 gmre porsons. (3) No doubt you will get thinner a§ you by B:f ),y;irx;ylz‘ ;ls) é\eéo{)% aé'nﬁ?,ff’m 1%%«}'3 '&E’Eﬁg‘;*,ﬁ'o{*}isﬁg‘;", ,fg ﬁmgh :f;l’ld her vhé Words of the song called *Ratlier Shse
ol . 1ATZ6 De. (3) Yon will most likely g6t the book yery | ¥ i . i
HARRY’S DARLING — nf sFiall % éﬂu re ab Messrs, Cramer, musio ublishers, Regent Strevt, ALIOR’S DARLING wonld feel obliged for the words of the
ahlo bhis season, (:’g Té!ll) :&%&:’;g:&?g?m‘:x&?ﬂgﬁ’% Lo e (1) “F)’e a0 not know rro;npwlmt canse thoe ereptisn | soug, *dother Kissed meo in my Dreams,”
Indy of the helft on mention, {5 T 1s ot oud FOIBBEEFs | o Shon Gisenses, o Lould adriseyon s e ANSWER 70 QUERY, |
20 old. (4) Thin faces are not generally pretty. i6.. {5) Yon o e g - R oy &
Spoutent with your face as it i3, ana o not attempt to [ CYrAnIC.  [5) Yon must send to the ofiice of the Joweal A SUBSCRIBER s informed 1lhat “
Make it thmyier, ) !‘Veu,r Wi VegORMiE 10 & &griﬂ ting what ny ’ BSC ha Ythe song “Oh! Do You

o it i A umbor you require aud enclosing three haif: Remember the First Time L Met Yon $ js N
%Lngirfxtlﬁg'bé{z ?facte i8 rough ﬂ(lilf‘ﬂ rgd ,{rom‘ e“,?ﬁ:;:;:ﬁ PG;CB and your address, “Musical Bouquet;” Ofiloe, 102, g1, Ho]born.o' 8,781 of the
» bhe ling to use is solidified glycerine, 183 K. B, (W o .
by R, Hovenden and” Sons, London. Anygclwmist will get it books is%o}lgye él‘cﬁ‘ﬁ%ﬁhﬁ?ﬁfi’n’}’ﬁ. %‘lhﬁu;l‘gygzmt'tz i sl e o

fonyyou. (6) The avorago helaht of Tnglish women 1s five GSORTRY RUSPLCTRULLY DEOLINED.—* Never Again * and
{3“; four or five inches,  (7) ‘Take plenty%rout-doorexerclse- NINA—~(1) The following is an excellent recipe for whiten- { © Onl, ,,& Dream,” by C. A. W, - Evening ity “Pro
not Joog ek vinegar is very bad for the health. (9) We do | ing the hands :—Take two Iresh eggs ; two tea-spoontuls of oil | Morti,” by Nemo, Anuie’s Grave.” by Florator, “To g
06 kriow the qualities of the wash you mention, 8}’ %R&?‘t‘nlmmms i 1 0z of rose-water, and thmy-?lix wraing X)‘,"{g”'T b’..}A‘ G}ME{‘OLQ—M{ n'",',t; L‘E&sg ’ﬁh"l}' Rle'{‘(e"ﬂi" re
2 S by anzi & g - ke e .t ¥
R, e et | e b, fot e et gl Bt T S e Moy
TEW pronunciation, In Da. Docyr nus S w1, a8 10 T Jian, | G T 9F Kid gloves with the mixture on the. insides, ang | Des S b B, S pnemot,” by Violette, Sooy
18 48 Latin, ) Tk transintion. of Hie Bmaenigceds " | Pha tmy o, dUring the e e R Rge | Gantiy fonoh m Hirp's Wit Chioroe & " on"n Ohild o
R b R b it SRR IRt Bl W e e ]
4) Praotiag o > 18) You will 366 the table of | t0 ned up on one sido. . ; rowned a v Ve U. D, “Onup e Muriel,” by
legucy duty n No. o5, wanswor Nov1 16 Matte Bor onELA= (1) A Turiah bath wilpomovonll o ities | Nl 's}**‘"?duiém;’ St Lores. okore (thes.s by
s T R R 5 ) i 3 oA A > R
tho JoLAE—~To TS L b KRR e At ;{,’3“% K"::zgnma?"v"iuéﬁ) E»L‘;?r'ehiesiﬂ&%gsgdtby tho uss ordm'lona';-lll; ponwn” and “TNe Vow,” by 0. L, “My Home." by
<! needle to -h d 1€ constraueted ™ There is but one way, and that i .
bk S5uin, take the back of the atiteh, insiéad of tg 1ront; | daily pm?mé'“?if’fmé?emxemm siiould alivays pus the thay
8 the stitch, on the more protected side. London : B, HARRISON, Salishury Square, Fleot Street,
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Sor - Towen-com - pags thee, do mot re-pine ; Thy lot is ofearth, and its
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des - o-lateall, not re-pine—~  Oh! do  mot Te:pine: - Life can’t

S

re - pine,

be  all sun-shine, go do not
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The first humble flower that blossomg in spring

Impa,rts more of joy thal} the richest, can briug;

And earth is more beautiful, waking azain,

When wintry barrenness covered the plain, ; splayg
3
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The storm-windg that cause the wild waters to leap,
“eserve in itg freshness the fathomless deep 3

DF‘ Bight, that veils over the world from the aye,
4 her bright stars that bespangle the sky,

For pleasure with fulness will wearisomg grow O are stars in the mind that the darkness reveals,

It is but by change we can happinesy know ; There aro

If the sun of the summer shone ever 80 bright,

Its presence wonld bring not unmin led delight. |
hen, do not repine—oh ! do not repine ;

Troubles faced are half conquered, so do not repine !

fountaing of hope that prosperity seals ;

en let U8 not murmur op el hen we k
grieve when we know
Thayt out of dur}: evils rich blessings will flow.
e do not Tepine—oh ! do not repine,
0y and sorrow weyg twin-born, so do not repine,

Puta__

nd Monihle

~» Salisbury Square, Fleet Street.—Weekly Penny Numbers a;
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** AND S0 YOU ARE AMBITIOUS;

1
FOR LIFE—FOR LOYE !
HOR  OF ‘‘ TRISSIE’S BRIDAL,” *‘ WILFUL
"waz?xfm‘,HT" 2&.&:»:91' HIS WILL,” ‘ A TWISTED LINK,"”
* MR, ERRINGTON’S WARDS,” EIC., ETC.
e

CHAPTER XX.

« ith me, sweet ROSO," X
clﬁ&gd"fﬁe ;‘)’tﬁg o}'i%. Hel:m’s, as soonas they
Wwere alone; “and yet it is not you who should

lame me.’’
No. 530.—~Vor. XI.

by 3 1

YOU ASPIRE TO BE A DUCHESS P’ SAID KATHARINE, A LITTLE SCORNFULLTY,

* Neither do I,” she answered, carelessly, «TIf

ueen Titania forgives you, I am satisfied, Is
not that a magnificent aloe ¢

#I am not using Katharine Hargreaves well

—~I know it,” he went on, remorsefully ;
n i

“ Pray, spare me any confession,” ghe inter-
posed, “I am not very experienced in the
tactics of Cupid; but I know enough to be
able to tell you that such confidences are in

i very bad taste, I do not think any gir] with an

atom of good feeling would be flattered by being
told how often she has been forgotten for some
one else, or vice versd.”

“But I may be permitted to assure you, may
I not, that no one’s image has haunted me so
persistently as yours has done ever since we
first met ¢’ ;

““Of course, your Grace the Duke of St.
Helen’s may say what you like,” said Rose,
dropping him a demure little courtesy ; *“ only
don’t—please don’t ask me %o belieye what I
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heard until you can toll me something that | “Because I have nob given you a very ele- | show me a way out of a great trouble that
doesn’t sound quite so much like what you were | vated notion of the British aristocracy ? “Pray HmenacgR-age. = iy o8 :

murmuring in Katharine’s ears when I inter say what you think : don’d spare me. Youhave| ‘And you still have faith in him ? What if T

rupted you.” the advantage, and, like a true woman, you will | tell e 3 o

“I have made an idiot of myself this morn- | not hesitate to avail yourself of it.”” . “Stop!” saiq Katharine. T have no faith
ing,” he cried, ruefully ; for someliow tho non.| “ On the oontrary, I was just thinking ghat | in him. I haye been self-deceived ; but I wi])
chalant noble found himself in a dilemma that | if T loitered hera any longer, I ghould lose my | not listen to anything to his disadvantage ; ot
was extremely humﬂ-igﬁng, drive with Mrs. .Ma,udsley. Your Grace can go me ‘forge\t him,” = o

“ Pray don’t abuse yourself,” Rose sareasti-|and finish your nterview with Queen Titania ; There wag & moment's silence; for though the
cally entreated. W’iy not lay the blame on | I will not interrupt it again.” Duke had not found his way to her heart, it cost

eircumstances, or on my rudeness in breaking *“Knowing as I do that as soon as I am gone | her a pang to renounce the hope she had been
in upon a téte-d-téte ? Yes, the fanlt was cer- you will repeat to her the higtory of the | cherishing., Ag Duchess of St. Ffelen’s she would
taiuly mine. If I had only waited till my cousin sapphire bracelet # No, thank you; I prefer to | have been honoyred and happy, for the 2ol
returned to her father's room, it would have | avoid Miss Hargreaves’ presence il you and I | of her husbsmgi’s hame would haye shielded her
saved you so much embarrassment, I ought to | have come to a better understanding.” father from his enemy. E
have been more considerate, I confess it.” I do mnot know what you mean,” she an- “ Lot us speak only of you, Rose. If vou
“If I had known that you were here-——" the swered, more gently, but keeping her faco bent | meet him——
writhing, exasperated peer begun ; but the .sen- | over the flowers, so that he could not perceive “ Rest easy, my cousin—TI never dreamed of
tence was finished for him, its varying exprossion. doing so. T'have but fooled his Grace to the
* 1f your Grace had known, why, you would | 1 mean that I cannot be happy till you have top of his bent. I told him but now that he
have come prepared to manage matters more | permitted me to exonerate myself, "On my engaged in a_dul{gel'ous enterprise when he at-
dexterously, eh honour, Rose, I am not the fickle wreteh you bo- | tempted to inveigle me into a flirtation, Pre-
“ You have transformed yourself, Miss Alvor- lieve me ! But I cannot tell youall that is in my sently you shall hear him confess that I wasin
stone,” he exclaimed, trying what retorting upon mind, here,” ha added, hurriedly. At present | the right.”

her would effect. “T can scarcely recognise in | you are yery much inclined to despise me.” “ Rose, what mean you ¢
the young lady who rates and twits me so | “Yas’ gho replied, much too decidedly to “Do not question me, My pulses beat and
sharply, the sweetly-ingennous, timid little haye an agreeable sound. wy throat swells wheneyer I think of him, till T

blossom who could scarcely be persuaded to| ¢ But you will not refuse me an opportunity |am mad. I think the life have led in my youth
dance with me.” ' of explaining myself ? Why do you smile ? unkind has made half a savage of me,”” she added, with a

* Perhaps I have looked in the magic mirror | one that you are |"’ bitterlaugh, as she saw Katharine recojl from her,
since then,” said Rose, with more truth than| I was wondering whether your Grace's effort | surprised and dismayed at such unconventional
he imagined; “or perha,ps, like others, I can {to got out of the slough might not result in your vehemence. Byt | am fast learning to dis-
play more parts than one.” slipping in deeper.”’ .. | simulate, and when my lord duke reproaches mo
*“ Then let your present character bo distin- | “T will risk that,” he said, confidently, “if | for uot fulfilling my promise, I ghall feign to
guished by gentleness and charity.” Ican but induce you to bolieve that nothing I | regret it, and make another, and so on, till—till
* The charity that begins at home have said to Miss Hargreaves is ab yariance bave lured him into loving me in right
*“No, 110 ; but be reasonable, and try to coni- with what I feel for you, I shall be content.”” | earnest.” ; ‘
rehend that I may feel great admiration for | “But I do beliove that already. Homage to | And 5o you are ambitious ; you aspire to be i
%ﬁss Hargreaves, and yet cherish still deepor | the queen of your heart is mnot supposed in |a Duchess said Katharine, a little scorn- :
feelings for her tormenting cousin.” fashionable socioty to interfere with any flirta- | fully,

As he spoke, he contrived to imprison hor | tion Jou may engage in; only it may be as well | “Higp No—no; T enly aspire to make him
fingers in his own, but folt vexed that he had | to warn your Grace that you may find it dan- | guffer,”
done so when, with a grave look, Rose said : gerous fo flirt with Rose Alverstone.” : The words were few ; but they were gaid in
1 “May I ask why your Grace is bestowing on |~ “ You are angry. You migconstrue everything | such a menacing manner, that Katharine folt
me a second edition of that tender clasp of | I say; but promise to let me 560 you again— | half afraid of ¢ o beautiful girl, whoge clenched
hands I saw you not long since bestow on |soe you at some quiet a;iof;—-for instance, Ken- | hands were prossed against her bosom, and
Katharine p” sington_Gm_:dena—,—a.ud am sure I ghould be | whose face was blanched with hi b g
“Why taunt me with these things? By | able fo justify myself 12’ and 80 she stole uietly awa.
Heavens, Rose, if you command mo never to | “Kensington &q‘rdens,"nqused Rosge.. “Iam | amidst the leaves ang )
seo Miss Hargreaves again, I shall obey you.” oing there this morning with Mrs, Maudsle,_y. sweetness for her in v
geonld have the oarriage and drive there again

“An empty promise, for it is not very pro- 0 the' ; ot
bable that my cousin will admit you to her | to-morrow if I wished it.” : CHAPTER XXT »
presence again,”” he was reminded, “ And you will wish it,” he said, confidently. Gl b

*“I do not suppose that she will ;and if T have |  Dear Rose—sweot Rose, only give mo a pationt | FRESH STORMS ARISE, DHAT THREATEN TO
given her the sng:llest pain, T shall always re. | hearing, and Iam positive you will learn to II;‘IYQPYE BYERYONE N THEIR 0ONsE.
gret it; but the loss of her friendship .will | judge me loss harshly.” # : QUENCLS.
trouble me less than the fear of being misun- w58 g could be sure that it would bo right to | Anruovasn Cagtuin Alverstone had consented
derstood by you ! grant you this meeting——"" ghe said, dubiously, | to fmg Kﬁth‘?:ﬂl“e the regpite Claude demanded

“No more, sir—no more!” Rose exclaimed, {and as if vory much inclined to yield. in Lier name, ho had no sooner left her presence
with such disdain in look and voice, that he “ It would be kind,”’ was the eager reply; | than ho b ng to doubt whether he had acted
was stung to the quick. “Prott}stations “and T should be more 1g'ra.f;eful than I can ex- wisely in so oing., He guestioned his son so
ubtered in this houso to me are an insult to ross. Say that you will come, and at what houp closely, that the young man, u practised in
its mistress, and I should be weak indeed may expectyou, Hleven, nearthe Round Pond ? dissimulation, would not conceal fro, him bhat
if I could be pleased with the admiring glances | A thousand, thousand thanks! Be yet more | he was still resolved not to wed iss Har-
and honied words that will be at the service of | generous, and if you speak of me to liss Har- Teaves, an 1t-he had relieved her mind by
some one else as soon as I am out of sight.” greaves, lot it be as leniently as you can.” ? L i % 50, e sy

“You seem to have g high opinion of me, | But she put behind her the hands he would *“You play a dangerous game, my lad, when

Miss Alverstone,” he said, angrily, have clasped. you pit your caprices a ainst my will? th,
“ Quite the co’ntrary, I assure you,” Rosedid |~ «T will remember all your Grace has said, Captain told m‘gpenﬁ@iﬁ_s srgiydqn’gl’inténs
not hesitate to reply. and if you do not wish to seo Katharine again | to listen to any mors. 1 50 remembor

s 0re pretext
“And yet I would give the world to pleage | this morning, pray go, for I can hear the rustle | that if yon do mo W g&“ Wiu o name the
ou,"” he whispered, so ardently, that she raised | o her dress on the other side of those sbrubs. day—and that an arly one—for youy marriago,
er eyobrows, and took a still more sarcastic | Eloven, I think you said, near the Round Pond. | I shall haye 10 1erey on either of oy e
ono. . Vill you be very impatient it I am not there But Claude was not daunted by hig threats.
“ Really ! Porhaps you are going to tell me, &om{ﬁixp,f You see, I amnot my own mistress, As far ag L?n Soncorned, sir, I oan only
as you told Queen [Titania, *That ib is no |and I might be delayed. After all, I think I had | tell you that I had rat} et be poor with g clear
common friendship you cherish for me, and that | better not promise to bo there.” 4 consclence than rich with &:%Q’y sdga that
although we have had so few opparbunities of | Bub the Bﬁg would not hear of this; and as- my wife despls,egi me, and, what 1 should cop.
nowing each other,” ete., etc.” guring her that he would wait with all due | sider worse still, that I had fallen iy my
She mimicked his voice and gesturo so-cloverly | patience, he seized his hat and departed. own self-respect, As x’eﬂaards Misg kﬁ"stemes,
that ho conld scarcely resist laughing ; but the [ Rose Was right when she said that she heard | I have reason to think that she will he robectad
next minute ho had folded his arms on his | Katharine approaching. The latter, hurt and | from any of the eyil consequences m’?b which
breast, and wag reclklessly saying : indignant at the negleot with which she was | you threaten hep,2 >
“Pray go on, Miss Alverstone; convyigt me txeaqu, had come fo Pub an gnd toa confer- | Captain Alverstone wag considerably startled
out of my own mouth as a fool and g scoundrel, | ence that had been oarried to a longth too great | by this hint, 4 nd ho endeavoured to learn more
I shall not contradict you; I shall not attempt gor good taste or decorum . sho had therefore | but on thig snb;eot his son refused to say more,
to defend myself.” been an aunditor of the lagt words spoken on |and he w obliged to remain unsatisfied, and
“Why not? Because failure would be in- | either side, and thers was displeasure in her await with considerable uneasiness the dawning
evitable P looks when ghe joined her cousin,  On Rose, { of the day when he could insist on Katharine's &
He did not answer; he could not tell her however, it was lost, for she was leaning back | consent to the nuptials being immediately cele.
that, whilo conscious that his friends advised {in a Gipsy-chair, with her eyes hidden in her | brated.

him well when they recommended him to wed | handkerchief, The dread of something occmring even oy
the banker’s heiress, his thoughts dwelt only Katharine, with a stately gosture, tonched hor that might mar his pla,ns_ was heighteneq by 4
too often on the New Zealand Rose, whose | arm. Claude’s inscrutable behaviour, He wag rarely ‘

pretty head, however, he had not dreamed of | ¢ Vou cannot know what you have been doing. | at homefrom sunrise to sunset, and ﬁl‘mlythongh
adorning with a ducal coronet ; or acknowledge | In thig country it is not 901181.(1030& waidenly respectfully decl}ned to say howh? &p}oyed the
that he merited her scora even while he depre- | for young girls to make assignations; and if you | interyal, or whither he went, he  Caplain
cated it, fulfil $he intention I heard you xDress of mbot. | thounght it possible that he visited his friend the

“You do not speak,” said Rosa. You fepl ing the Duke of St. Helen’s, you may Seriously bookseller, but his cautious inquiries convinced:
that you said enongh when you admitted !'injure your charaoter.” ; g | i that this was not the aase. What, then,
o sore mot aware that Katharine and I|. . A yet yaw granted him a tdie-d-téte, Miss | wag 1ig 5on meditating ? Nothing very 'agnee”
wero related. I nnderstood all that the confes- HargreayesV” said Rose, hotly. ¢ You permitted { gpe, apparently, for' when Claude did goms
sion implied, you know that you are the | hin to hald your hand and whisper in your| home, it was with sad, ﬂ}"“ﬂ’hffﬂl looks ang

86 Knglish nobleman T haye ever spoken to, | ear1” |20 evident weight upon his ‘spirits, which in.
and that I do not fee? 8t all anxions to enlarge | ¢p.q7 did wrong,”” was the mournful repl{.- Creased as the hour drew near for seeing Katha.
the circlo of my acquaintance §”’ “But I hoped to find in him a friend who would | ripe,
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He was half inclined to hold out fresh threats
and warnings when his son came into the room
where he was standing, gnawing his glove in
doubt and ill-humour, and reminded him that it
was time they started. .

“Are you - prepared o act reasonably,
Claude 7~

*“ I hope so, sir,” was the reply.

“Hope ? “ Ay, but what do you mean by that ?
Do you intend to obey me ?”’ "~ :

“ I must see Miss Hargreaves before I answer
that question.” i i

-#The boy begins to feel his oyyn importance,”
the Captain mutterefz, ‘“ and takes adyvantage of
my good-nature ; bub I suppose I must put up
with it until after the marriage-day is fixed ;
then I must bring him to reason. 1’Il not be
thrown over as soon a8 he has fledged his wings
and can do withont me; no, no I

Rose was out when they reached the banker’s
mansion, driving with Mrs. Maudsley, who was
very glad to have some one more companionable
than Katharine had shown herself lately; the
latter, therefore, was alone when her yisitors
were ushered into the morning-room. Her first
glance, of ill-repressed aversion, was for the Cap-
tain, who was gay and smiling as he inquired
after her health, and hoped that fiis poor friend
was recovering; her seecond for Claude, who
immediately stepped forward and led her into
the conservatory, = "

* What news, Miss Hargreaves ?” and his
voice was hoarse and low as he puat the question,
for he knew that his own happiness depended
upon her reply. e LA

Twice Katharine essayed to speak, but in
vain, and it was with a desperate effort that
she said at last : =~ e g

“What news? Why, norne. Friends—firm,
faithful friends—are less plentiful than you
imagined. I am at Captain Alverstone’s
mercy.”

Claude turned aside that she might not see
the joy that sparkled in his eyes. He had
imagined that'the Duke, geeing her sad and
troubled, would ‘havé urged his own suit, and
never rested till she pledged herself to be his.

He could not be sorry that his grace had proved |
less generous and devoted 'than he had antici- |

pated.
e “ Mr, Alverstone,”” said Katharine, timidly,
I have been thinking that I will venture to
entreat your interference in my behalf once
more. If you can prevail with your father to
forbear for a fow weeks longer, 1y may ‘then be
able to resign everything into his hands, for I
am forced to see that papa’s recovery is hope-
less. When I have closed his eyes—when I
have had the poor consolation of knowing that
his last moments were untroubled, and that he
has been taken away by One who will judge him
more mercifully than his fellow-creatures would
do, I shall be able to nerve myself to Whatever
trials may be in store for me.” e
Sl;.ude ;ega;]ed her soﬁrowfully. &
on ,  Miss Hargreaves ou
worild b 16t albmo 1 the voniany Mty
“ What signifies that? Papa will be safe.
It seems ‘horrible to look forward to his doath
as a release from trouble ; but'it is for his sake
-—g;]r his sake I’ ek
16’ was now weeping conyulsively; for the
strain npon g .ner_vesn; been sagg);;;ags,' tﬁat
few traces of the high-spirited, imperious
ngeme remained, a3
laude Ted “her 4o the nearest chair, and
was bending - over hor tenderly, when Oaptain
Alverstore, impatient -of b'vqi'i de gi ‘thought
Proper to join them. Katharine’s tears were
Wiped away as soon as she heard his ‘step, and
her head proudly raised ; for, come what would,
this heartless man should not ses her grief.
. Well, my children—well?” he began, with
an atfempt to seem cheerful, which hig anxious
brow and watehful eyes belied. - ©Ig aﬁ sattled ?
Is the ceremony that will unite yon and clear
away all our dear little cousin’s per }exitiga to
¢omo off to-morrow—e ,'Clg.gide—,-eh'g i-gn
o was afraid to draw breath till he heard

is son say : :
*“ Yos, sir—that is, if Miss Hargreaves will
frechtdy entrust her futire toone sounworthy
as myself.” s b e ot :
His relieved and gratified father could scarcely
refrain from noisily ‘ei:‘ijk'esﬁeif ‘his delight at
this ‘speech ;" but Katharine s ted up, her pale
face crimsoning with anger. = '
" “What, ®ir! i this how you useme? ¥ou
Professed to be on my side, and yoluntarily gave
me an assurancé that you would mot Press me
to fulfil this hateful promise! ‘Does everyons
contrive o trick and deceive me®” = . =
- “Tush-—tush?! ' I'll have none of this ! orjeq
the Captain.” A promise is a promise; I keep
;”oim, ,Miss Hargroavos, and you must keep
urs, ‘

¥ Do you insist, sir 7’ demanded Katharine,
still addressing herseclf to Claude. “ Will you
go to the altar with an unhappy girl, whose
vows of love and obedience will be a mockery "

*“I shall do my utmost to stand bekween youn
and sorrow,” he answered, earnesbly : ““and
when you have learned to recognise this, yon
may be able to give me a wife’s affection.”’

“When 1" she exolaimed, ‘bitterly. * So the
femptations held out to you were toa great to
be resisted! To grasp at onee the monay you
fanoy we wilfully withhold has led.you to stoop
to an acl of absolute cruelty ! But why do I
complain ? T might have known that with such
a teacher always’ at your ‘elbow 'you could not
come to any other ‘decisiop. I will 4ry not to
blame you, Mr, Glaude Alverstone, but pity your
weakness and meanness as much as I do m
own inability to save myself’ from being uniteg
to a man I gan never respect.” ;

I think yoy have said enough, youn lady 1’
cried the Captain, harshly. ¢ You have no
right to revile those who treat you and your
father with greater consideration than either of
you merit. “ When I leave here it will be to
procure a ring and licence. You hear me ?!7

“Yes,” she ‘said, with her blue eyés, full of
sorrowful meaning, still fixed on the perturbed
face of Claude.

“ You will be married at the church in the
adjoining square fo-morrow at eleven. = You
have no objection to offer £’

“You ask a question to which I can give but
one answer,”’ she bitterly retorted. * Do I not
know that it would be of no use to object?
What other orders have you for me, sir #’

“ Your father's illness will be a sufficient
reason for the privacy of the nuptials; but some
of your own friends ought to be present. Whom
do you propose inviting ?” :

“I have no choice. You, I have no doubt,
will prefer those who are least likely to make
troublesome remarks.”? < ° ! fras

“1.do not think anyone will venture to com-
ment upon the affair in my heaving 1!’ the Cap-
tain told her, significantly. ¢ Wo will have Mr.
Bondes to give you away, and Ross and Mrs.
Quentin shall 'be your bridesmaids. Yes, wo
will - eertainly have Mrs. Quentin; she will
spread the news for us, and T’ll take care to
give her such a version of the cireumstances
that she shall not be a bit the ‘wiser for all her
peeping and prying. Before we leave you, Miss
Hargreaves, I think I had better see your ‘head
servants, and make those arrangements for you
whish will be absolutely necessgry.’’

‘* Must I submit to be debasedin their sight as.
well as my own ?” she demanded, in passionate

accents,

*“ Yes, if there is any degradation in being
married ‘to your own cousin—the son of one
who, whatever other faults he may possess, has
alwuys been able to call ‘himself an honest
man.” g ¢

‘ Pather,
nantly. i

“Does che spare me? Am I to stand here
and put up with all the taunting speeches a
peevish, ungrateful girl can:devise? Let her
beware ! It is not yet too late'to reract; but
if I am goaded into retaliating, Mr. Hargreaves’ |
illngzp,' whether real or false, will not avail him
much.” L |

“Oh, merey!” gasped Katharine. # I will
be silent and patient. Only lét him die in peace,
the poor 6ld man !” B2 efee
. “Support her, Claude : she is fainting 1! his'
father exclaimed, as her voice suddenly died |
away; but she put back the arm that was
thrown around her, and sat up, ghastly pale,
yet striving hard to appear calm,

“On second thoughts, I will depute all the
arrangements to Mrs. Maudsley,” the Captain |
said, when he saw that Katharine was capable
of listening. *“Sho seoms a sensible woman.
Where is she? Out with Rose? *Humph ! then
I will ring for luncheon to be served in your
dining - room, Miss Hargreaves, and I can
amuse myself by testing your cook’s skill while
T wait for the ladies. Of course you'll join me,
Clande, when you have had a little more conver.
safion with your betrothed.”

But as soon as he had left the conservatory,
Claude quietly advised the young lady to go to

er own room. el &

It would be useless attempting to conciliate
you, Miss Hargreaves, till I ean explain to you
Why”I have acted in this manner, Iy to trust
me !V

Bub Katharine heatd him with impationce,
“Have you not already deceived me? Take
care that in wedding me you do no entail upon

“spmew.ho‘r P’ eried Clande, indig-

olf ch misery as I haye been made |
yourself as mu | Ho had ascertained phatthere was a will in the

o suffer by you and your heartless father !
Claude saw her no more till she came to him
on the following morning, dressed in her bridal

robes, and followed by Rose and Mrs, Mandslay,
both of whom looked gravely uneasy at 50
basty nuptials. However, peither of ‘them had
dared to offer any opposition fo Captain Alyer-
stone’s imperatiye commands ; for if Katharine
©hose fo be mute and permit him to usurp the
mastery in the house, what could they say?
Eyen Mrs. Quentin, who had, bgen hastily-sum-
moned to assist at the ceremony, was subdued
by her. consciousness that this strange man
could sge through her, and was watching her
so _closely, that she dared not be inquisitive.

Only Mr. Sondes seemed tolerably at his ease,
and had lost in gome measpre the look of care
and depression that had sat on his features

ver since the. banker was faken'ill; as he led

?&atha.ri.np to. the carrigge, he made a feehle
effort to congratplate her, adding thaf Mr.
Clande was p fine—p yery fine young mag.

“ And his-father—~have youn noth'uig 0 say in
praise of his excellent and amiable father 7’
she agked, so derisively, that he was embarpassed
and did not atfempt to spepk agaim. . .

How I?&hh@uue had passed ﬁx_e mlgl,l{; before
her unhalloywed puptials pven sho conld searealy
have told. . Sometimes rebelliously pppxeﬁt_xng‘
against her fate—sometimes in an apathy of
despair, or stealing on tip-toe into the chamber
of hor father to weep and pray beside him.
XHer maid found her in the morning, dressed as
she had been on the previous nighf, ing on a
sofa, so_exhausted, that she conld -searcely
speak, ' Byt when Mrs. Quauti{; made_ her ap-
pearance, and would have overwhelmed her with
questions, she rouged herself, and endurgd tho
ordeal of heipg atbired for the geremony. ywith
extraordinary compgsnre.

ie.wenk to her father when her toilet was
ﬁn%ihed,pgrfdﬁhigﬁeye rested on her tﬁgﬁ; sille
dress and yhite bonnet with gll his old pyide in
her lé,:velmiaw- 3 i : a Jw G

“ You always dress well, my darling;
where are you going? I do mgt fﬁie Jou to
l.eutr? wme RO, Qaeept:iﬂ--”h i b %

“I am only going to ehurch, deares 3
wonld nat leave you if I could hLelp ;}?'W she
faltered.

“ My love, dop’t cry. I do not like to think
I cost you so many tears. Go, dear, and if 1
do nof‘see you again, why, I will gonsolo wmy-
self with the thonght tlgz;.tilen.yqn i8 yery Enax i-
ful, and may reunite my child and I hereafter,
. Katharine kissed and caressed him, repeat-
ing her assurpnces that she shopld not be
absent for more than an hour at fuytheshs and
he smiled, and blessed her in h uncon-
§ o com-
summate. £

He was lying hack in-his easy-chair when she
returned, and, feeling as it ouly the sight of his
dear features gonld reconeile her to the ring
Clande had just put on her finger, ran in to his
sn,trmme,

;smoqmgss of the sacrifice sho was

xoom. He did not lgglfcﬂﬁgnat her

and, thinking ho ha _into, { daze, she
caught po a0 ‘e;dabgown quilt to lay over his
| knees ; but as she did 50, her hand came in

confact with his.

One. start of ing:gdulous
horror—one long, yearning gaze. into -

is white

face, and the miserable bride k;nﬁw that her
sacrifice had been madein yain ! - The bo,maured,
conrted, trusced banker was no and who

; X ﬁmxe,
should eonsole his bereaved danghter ?

CHAPTER XXII.

> ; ' «
THE AMBITIOUS  CAPTAIN CLIMBS 70 THP
SUNMIT OF THE HILL, AND=

Tug blinds were drawn down at every window of
Mr. Hargreaves’ noble mansion, and- arine,
shutupin her chamber—to swhich noone but Mus.
Maudsley gained admittance—mourned his loss
with deep and lasting regret. In her memgdy
his many virbues wounld be always enshrined,
even thaugh there were moments when a- sensp
of relief stole over her. Come what might,
this dear father, at all events, was _ab rest; no
hard, grasping man could torture him with dis-
trustful questions—no cold world could gall
him with its donbts and sneers—nor ¢ould ho
be saddened with tie kmowledge of the hasty
marringe his child had made—nor his hours

{ embittered with a suspicion that her happiness

had been destroyed by the unselfish act.

‘While Katharine wept, sometimes for her
father, sometinmes for her own worse than lonely
condition, Captain Alversbone was secarcely able
to conceal the satisfaction with which he found
himself the actual head of affaivs. . He had
sufficient senge of decorum to put on a grave
look when he spoke to the servants of their poar
master; but when alone, he did not hesitate 10
come to &hie conelusion that Mr. Hargreaves’
death bad happened opportunely for all parties,

handg of the banker’s goligitor, and that gene
tleman admitted thab Kat‘twin; Rﬁwdﬁ%ﬂd %l."



420

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

gelf the principal legatee. Claude, therefore,
would be put in immediate possession of the
whole property with muoh less trouble than if
any litigation had been attempted, and his
father’'s satisfaction was immense. He could
fold his hands, enjoy the advantages his clever
scheming had secured, and grasp his share of
the good fortunes that there was no one now
to dispute with him. ; %

He insisted on taking up his abode in the
house, although Claude, who thought such a
step not only premature, but unfeeling, offered
much opposition to it.

But his father ridiculed his scruples.

“I tell you, boy, you must be a fool not to
see that we are merely doing our duty to your
little bride in coming here. She needs a maternal
friend, and she cannot do better than make one
of Mrs. Alverstone ; while I shall find plenty of
employment in looking after our mutual in-
‘terests.” :

“ Mrs. Maudsley, who has resided with her
pupil for years, is here,” said Clande, who
shrank from the idea of his coarse though well.
meaning stepmother being thrust upon Katha-
thine just now. ‘‘She needs no one else.”

“Mrs. Maudsley! Bah! a mere hanger-on—
a silent, artful woman, who looks at me out of
the corners of her eyes in a manmner I do not
like. We must get rid of her ; and Mrs. Alver-
stone’s being here will be a sufficient excuse for
dismissing her at once.”’

‘ Whether Katharine is or is not willing to
part with her? No, sir—no! I cannot let you
do this. Mrs. Maudsley must remain for the
present, at all eveuts. I do not suppose she
will wish to retain her position when she learns
the' great changes that are at hand for all of
us.”

‘“ Well, then, let her stay till after the funeral.
‘When that is over, we will all go to the sea-
side while the house is painted and renovated ;
our doing so will afford us an excellent oppor-
tunity for sending away all the old parasites and
hangers-on.  By-the- you ought to make

Katharine show hetselg for an hour or two in |.

the evening; the prying servants will begin to
chatter if they see you so estranged. Do you
hear "

“I do, sir; but we will not discuss this sub-
ject just yet; and I tell you frankly that I am
determined to leave Katharine in peace until
she has overcome the shock of her father’s
death. I will neither intrude upon her myself,
nor permit her to be annoyed or dictated to by
anyone else !’ and Claude said this so hotly,
that his father began to grow angry too, and
retort upon him.

“You had better buy a sentry-box, set it up
at her door, and take up your own abode in it,”
he sneered. “ Whether you like it or not, I
intend to stay here until you have actually
settled a comfortable income upon me. I am
not going to be kicked out because I have been
weak enough to let you have the reins in your
own hands.”

‘“ Father !” and Claud® reddened with indig-
nation. “ How can you think that I should be
guilty of such conduct? I repeat that it would
be wiser as well as kinder to leave everything in
abeyance until after Mr, Hargreaves’ funeral;
but I do not say this from selfish motives. I
have never wished to reap any advantage from
this marriage, nor expected to do s0.”

“Bah! you are half a hypocrite, lad, like the
rest of us. It sounds well to hear you say this
with such a solemn air, after you have secured
the good things yon affect to despise! Hold
your tongue!” he added, impatiently, as his
son would have replied. “I’ll hear no more. I
have something to do of more consequence than
prating to a conceited boy. I must go and give
the undertaker an audience; we must have
plenty of feathers, and so on; we will not be-
grudge the poor old man a respectable inter-
ment.”

Claude made no further efforts to interfere
with his father’s arrangemeunts., He left the
hotel himself, but not to join his relatives at
the banker’s house, of which Captain Alverstone
now made himself absolutely the master ; giving
his orders with the air of an emperor, and so
summarily dismissing the first who demurred
at obeying, that the rest found it prudent to
be quiet until they could learn from Katharine
herself what they were to do.

_Claude had taken possession once more of
his little chamber at the house of the old woman
in Camden Town, for her reticence suited hig
present humour. She asked no questions, and
he proffered no information; she might have
learned from other quarters that he had wedded
the beautiful girl who was apoken of in the
daily papers as one of the loveliest and weal.
thieut heiresses in the united kingdom, and she
might be marvelling at the sober manner in

which the bridegroom demeaned himself; but
she never intruded her ideas upon him, and let
him go to and fro without more communica-
tion on either side than a civil good-morning
or good-night.

It is true that Claude spent his days at the
banker’s house, but he avoided his father as
much as he possibly could, and invariably re-
fused to make one at the sumptuous dinners
to which the rest of the family sat down. He
could not endure to see the exultant smile that
sat on his father’s face at such times—nor to
listen, as Rose and Mrs, Alverstone did, to
those plans for the future on which the Cap-
tain was so fond of descanting; but he sat
during the greater part of each day in the
library, where Rose and Flossy delighted to
join him, °

His father urged him to assert himself as the
heiress’s bridegroom, but to no purpose; he
stood quietly by, letting everyone take ' his
own course, save when aught was meditated
that might annoy Katharine. Then his eye
lighted up, and his interference was so prompt
and decided, that even the Captain was forced
to submit.

“ Aren’t you getting very anxious to see poor
Katharine ?””. Rose ventured to ask her brother,
on the morning of the day fixed for the mourn-
ful cerémony. ;

“Very,” was the emphatic reply. i

“ Why, then, do you not pay her a visit? I
saw her for a few minutes as I came down-
stairs. ‘She looks paler than ever in her deep
mour but she was quite calm, and thanked
me when I tried to say how much I felt for
her, ﬁu‘b’he not think it strange that you
confine yourself to a formal inquiry sent by a
servant .instead of expressing your sympathy
in person?”

But Claude shook his head.

““She has enough to bear just now without
being reminded of a tie that galls her. I must
bide my time, Rose. I dare not force myself into
her presence while she weeps for her father.”

And Rose, who by this time had gleaned
enough from one and another to know that
Katharine had not been a willing bride, was
silent, though in her proud, sisterly affection
she believed that Queenie could not long remain
indifferent to the excellent qualities of her hand-
some young husband, and longed to tell her so.

There had been many requests proffered by
old city acquaintances of Mr. Hargreaves for per-
mission to follow him to his resting-place, and
they were readily granted by Captain Alverstone,
who loved pomp and show, and took care that all
the preparations for the funeral should be
made in a style befitting the position in life of
the deveased banker. He received the guests
himself, introducing the embarrassed Clande in
his new character, and so framing his half-
uttered sentences, that everyone was led to be-
lieve these nuptials had been hurried on at the
urgent request of Mr, Hargreaves himself.

“It would have been so sad,” he argued,
“for the poor child to have been left quite
alone—although, as a rale, I do not hold with
cousing marrying ; but, you know, one could not
refuse auything to a dying man—an attach-
ment, too, that commenced in so romantic a
manner. I suppose you have heard how my
son saved dear Katharine’s life ? She could nob
have done a more graceful action than devot-
ing it to him—eh 7"’ 2

Some of his auditors thought Captain Alver-
stone a very clever, sensible fellow; and if
others were less favourably impressed, they saw
no reason to imagine that he was not as fair
and well-disposed to the banker’s orphan
daughter as he appeared. Of Katharine no
one saw anything till a glimpse of her was
caught at the grave, where she stood sup-
ported by Mrs. Maudsley, until the solemn
rite was ended, when she returned home as pri-
vately as she had arrived.

[To be continued.]

* For Life—For Love " commenced in No, 520 and
Part CXXVII,

Tae HABIT OF SNEERING.—When we over-
value ourselves, we undervalue our neighbonrs.
Self-conceit is, therefore, the source of that
pharisaical weakness called contempt. The
man who prides himself on his descent, gneers
at the man who relies upon himself and careg
not who was his great-grandfather. The self.
sufficient purist says to the scapegrace, “ Go
to, wretech—I am holier than thou!” and the
millionaire, who regards money not as a means
but as an end, looks with scorn upon the
plodder who is content with a moderate com.
petence, There are few things in this world
80 utterly contemptible as contempt. It ig
the vice of vanity, and is a sensation unkyown

to true greatness,

- GRAINS OF GOLD.

MzN live better in the past, or in the future,
than in the present, .

TRUTH sometimes tastes like medicine, but
that is an evidence that we are ill.

CONSCIENCE is a sleeping giant. We may
lull him to deep slumber, but his atarts are
terrible in the waking hour.

THE FLOWER OF LOVE LIES BLEEDING,

I mET a little maid one day,
All in the bright May weather;
She danced, and brushed the dew away °
As lightly as a feather.
She had a ballad in her hand
That she had just been reading,
But was too young to understand
That ditty of a distant land,
““The flower of love lies bleeding.”

She tripped across the meadow grass, |
To where a brook was flowing,

Across the brook like wind did pass—
Wherever flowers were growing,

Like some bewildered child shé flew,
‘Whom fairies were misleading :

“ Whose butterfly,” I said, ““are you ?

And what sweeb thing do you pursue ?”’—
‘¢ The flower of love lies bleeding I’

““I’'ve found the wild rose in the hedge,
I've found the tiger-lily— ;

The blue flag by the water’s edge—
The dancing daffodilly—

King-cups and pausies—every flower
Except the one I'm needing : —

Perhaps it grows in some dark bower,

And opens at a later hour—
‘Lhis ¢ flower of love lies bleeding.’

“I wouldn’t look for it,” I said,
‘“For you can do without it ;
There’s no such flower.” She shook her head,
“But I have read about it I**
I talked to her of bee and bird,
But she was all unheeding :
Her tender heart was strangely stirred,
She harped on that unhappy word—
““The flower of love lies bleeding !””

¢ My child,” I sighed and dropped a tear,
I would no longer mind it ;

Youw'll find it some day, never fear,
For all of us must find 1t !

I found it many a year ago,
With one of gentle breeding ;

You and the little lad you know

1 see why you are weeping so,

Your “flower of love lies bleeding !” '
R. H. 8.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

PIANOFORTES were iuvented in Dresden in
1727. Frederico, an organ-builder of Saxony,
made the first square piano in 1758,

‘WHY is a prosy preacher like the middle of a
Wh°§1 P — Because fellows around him are
tired.

. A TEACHER, who, in a fit of vexation, called
ner pupils a set of young adders, on being re-
proved for her language, apologised by saying
that she was speaking to those just commenc.
ing their arithmetic,

A VETERAN observer says that “ Old friends
are like old boots. We never realise how per-
fectly they were fitted to us till they are cast
a.slde,bax:; othez:a, finer _and'mo_re stylish, per-
:‘1:,;):,‘1 b:ti g:‘:-;gggng and pinching in every corner,

Tue BANKd ﬁOLIDAY.—Pﬂp&S “ Now, how
shall we sp(mmk onday most advantageously ?
You might e the girls, my love, to the
Germg.n ?aza;;r niem:gl gﬁ Pro[gae that tl.ls1 Cha.x('ilei
intends to 0 . & Grecian,” he an
”f“ﬁ‘ldn’;ﬁ'ﬁ, sgn eglll:;;u'?’h—-v;’ z?r?cyh, at the Museum
of Ko ¥ g ®

AWYER'S PORTRAIT.— A certain lawyer
ha%‘}]fxyigsI;‘)ortrait takenh n ;"F f‘l’l‘.’“ﬁt"k?ﬁtﬁd“
2 i ith one hand in his pocket. Higs
f,i:?;;i ::El’ :;vllients all went to see it,snd every.
body exclaimed, * Oh! how like! It’s the very
picture of him.” An old isc,lrmer O%ly d’“?}‘t"(h

ok Mg LT

taint 1 ‘:ese;oended tho farmer. “Don’t yon

s0e he has got his hand in his own pocket:

;gwguld bo as like again if he had it iu somebody
80’8,

’
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TOM JOHNSON TURNED FROM POLLY AND LEANED HIS ARM AGAINST A TREE.

SO RICH AND YET SO POOR.
BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ A PEARL BEYOND PRICE.”

CHAPTER XIV.
CONFESSIONS.

PoLLY GrAayrine went down the woodland
path with a little voloano burning in her breast :
ove, rage, jealousy, were all contending; and
the lava that resulted took the form of tears,
which coursed freely down her cheeks as soon
as she was out of sight.

“Oh!” ghe sobbed, “and him so handsome,
and such a gentleman, and I loved him so—so
deurly !”

.There was a flow of tears here which lasted
till Polly reached the trysting-place, where she
stood sadly leaning against a tres, thinking
over the last night’s scene.

“And now he's hurt, I love him so much
better than before ; and because I'm a poor girl,
I'm not to go mear him, while that Miss
Gwalia—— Oh ! how I hate the soft white crea-
tare! No—no—mno—no,” sobbed Polly, sinking
on the ground in the moss, and covering her
face with her apron, I don’t hate Her, for she
is good, and kind, and gentle as can be, and
love her, though I want to hate her for robbing
me of —— 3

“Oh!” she ecried, her eyes growing hot, as
she leaped to her feet and dashed away fhs
tears, ‘‘he’s beem playing with me, and I've
been such a soft, littie baby as to_believe him.
Didn’t he turn away last night, and move to go,
a9 soon as I said anything about our being
married and him making me a lady, and our
having dear uncleand poor mother where they
might be happy always ? Of course,’”” she cried,
stamping her foot, *“I'm only a poor girl, and—
and he’s a gentleman,  Did I ask him to come to
me with his wicked lies and professions, making
kelieve to love me, when he was engaged o poor
Miss Gwalia? Iam sorry for her, t I am.
And I’'m sorry for him, too. If he wasn’t hurt,
I could shoot him with uncle’s gun, that [
could 1’

It was rather hard for the leaves and flowers
about, for Polly, as she mused g0 angrily, was

Fioking and soattering them about her in a most
iberal way. .

“I—I—I wish I'd never seen him, that 1
do,” she sobbed.” “ What—what did he want
to come for, making me so miserable P—a wicked
—wicked cheat! I can see through him now,
that I can; and I'll never forgive him ; and as
for poor Miss Gwalia, I’ll go down on my knees
to-night, and pray that her poor, tender heart
may not be torn about as mine is by that wicked
bramble of a man, and I'll never speak to him
any more,

*“He thinks I'm a silly baby—that’s what he
thinks !”” she exclaimed, after a time; *and
he’ll find out his mistake. I know I'm very
wicked ; but I loved him very much, and I'd
have made him a good wife, while now—now I
shall never be married at all.

I wonder,” she said, pitifully, as she stood
looking the very image of rosy health—* I
wonder whether I shall go into a consumption,
and be carried to the churchyard by six of the
village girls, all in white, like iina Simmons was,
and be buried with flowers on the coffin, and the
people all crying—— And him glad of it,” she
said, impetuously. “‘No, that I won’t: I'll live
to lot him see that I'm not such a baby, and I’ll
go and tell dear uncle all about it. What a
wicked girl I’ve been, and now I mean to try
and be better. I can’t tell mother, but I can
e

. Tell him, then, my pretty one,” said a rough
voige behind her, a.nlc)i, s{arting round, she
threw herself in John Wadds’ arms to sob upon
his breast,

.. He pretended that there were none ; but two,
:fonot more tears trickled down the keeper’s
se,
pocket among the percussion caps, as he petted
and fondled the girl, leading her to a prostrate
runk, upon which they sat dovmi he stroking
her hair, and calling her by all the tender
names he could think of, till her tears ceased to
flow, and the sobs that had nearly choked her
came but seldom, telling that the storm was
Passing away, and would soon be over,

But though the keeper’s words were tender,
and those of a loving father, there was the
wrinkled look of angry care npon_his forehead,
and he seemed to be Waiting anxiously for the

explanation that he hoped would come. But as
Polly remained silent, nestling ocloser and
closer to him, he spoke at last, ]

“Polly,” he said, I told Miss Gwalia yester-
day that I thought I should leave the Manor,
and go and seek my bread elsewhere.”

“ Why did you say that, uncle ?”’ exclaimed
Polly, looking sharply in his face.

“Yesterday, my child, it was because Mr.
Lawrence was such a brute to me.”

Polly’s breast heaved at these words, and
a sob tried to escape, but she choked it
down,

“To-day, my little one, I've made up my
mind, and I shall leave.”

“ And because of me, uncle ?”’

* Yes, my pretty,”” he said, quietly; and he
drew out the bow he had found, and the cigar.
end to lay them in her lap, -

“Oh! uncle—uncle,” she cried, pitifully, as
she ‘clung to him. “I’ve been such a wicked
girl; but I was coming to tell you all.”

“Yes, I know you were, my dear,” he said,
sadly. “I want you to feel that I'm like your
father,”

“And I do—oh! I do,” she cried, ‘ dear
uncle, and this all came about without my
thinking, and only last night I was saying to—
P

“lSpea.k out, my darling,” said the keeper,
sadly.
“To Mr, Lawrence, about telling you, uncle ;
indeed I was.”’

“Don’t say ‘indeed,” my pretty : I believe all
you say.” )

* But—but, uncle,” cried the girl, in a terri-
fied way, as she shrank back, *did — did

one of which dived into his waistcoat | you?

“ Did I pound him like that, my child ? No,
I didn’t know of it, or I don’t say but what I
might—a villain !’

“Please don’t call him that, uncle,” said
Polly, suddenly; “it hurts me yet. I sha'n’t
mind presently, but—but he made me very
proud of him, uncle; and though I might have
thought, I never did think he was playing with
me.”’

“And you know now he was, my darling 7"’
said the keeper, curiously. ]

“ Oh! yes, uncle,” oried the little maiden,
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firing up, and speaking bitterly ; “ I know now.
And look here, uncle : you've no call to leave the
Manor because of me ; for though I was only a
girl yesterday, I'm not one to-day, and I'll
never—never speak to him again.” g
“That's bravely said, my darling 1”” exclaimed
the keeper, kissing her tenderly; * but is my
little woman strong enough if he comes again
with his soft words ¢’ ;
v “Jet him come,”’ said Polly, angrily; *and
let him go again. I thought I was loving a
gentloman, and I believed a gentleman to be
everything that was good and true. Uncle
dear,” she said, sadly, as the passion flamed
out, and she became dull and listless once
more’,_“ pleass, I don’t want to marry a gentle-

¢ For the little heart, however coarse its
material, was very —very sore; and though
ghere were no sobs now, the tears flowed swiftly
own. i
«So T needn’t think of going, eh ? my little
woman P said Wadds, as he rose, and stood
holding Polly’s hands. ;
“No, uncle, not for me,” said Polly, rising,
and speaking firmly ; * that’s all over now, and,

uncle dear, I’ll never keep anything from you

again,” . .

« There, there, then, go and have a walk for
& bit before you come in; and I’ll go and keep
the old lady company.” 3

There was & grateful smile and a loving kiss
for the keeper as he left his niece, and she sab
curiously picking the leaves about her for a
time before she rose and began to look round.

A little forester herself, it was not long before
the crushed twigs took her attention, and, with
her interest excited as she thought of the wa
in which Lawrence Clayton had been injured,
she traced Johnson’s stéps through the under-
wood, saw where he had fallen, and then, in
spite of the tirae that had elafsed, marked down
his movements one by one till she came to where
the struggle hiad taken place.

Here old teachings of the keeper again as-
gorted themselves, and she made out with an
exactness that was most faithful the various

hases of the meeting: where Lawrence had
allen, and where ho had gone blindly stagger-
ing amidst the hazel stubbs, and there lay prone
hour after hour till found by the dog.

The marks upon the grass and undergrowth
made her shudder, and she sat down, shivering,
to press her little hands to her forehead and
try to think it out. And all seemed =0 strangely
out of place there amidst the soft, sweet scents
of the wood, and its birds’ love-songs arising on
every hand, that Polly had to glance from time
to time at the broken-down twigs to believe that
it was not all some sad dream: But that was
no dream, only a strange enigma troubling her

already burdened brain; and, glancing here and | b

there, as if to see that she was not watched, she
stooped down and picked two or three strands
from where the growth was marked by theshape
of a head, placed them in her bosom, and then
turned to go, when her sharp ear detected the
rustling of bushes; as if some one Was coming,
and that, too, in the direction she wished to take,

‘With a startled look, she turned away; parted
the branches, and glided ouf of sight, turning,
though, to watch as the rustling eame nearer
and mearer y and the next minute, with a hurried
atep, Tom Johnson forced his way into the little
open glade, and stood, apparently taking in the
soene, Btooping at last over the spot; where Law-
venge had lain, as if it possessed for him g
strange fasoination. . i
This was like a revelation to Polly’s quick
wind. . What had her uncle said about Johnson
and his coming to the cottage last evening ? Oh!
it was all plain enoughz this man had seen her
interview with Lawrence, watched them—oh !
how cowardly | —and then, out of revenge, bru-
tally ill-used the man he looked upon as his
rikablior o4 5i 3 :

Polly had promised her uncle that she would
never speak to Luwrence again. It was all over
between them. Yes, and so it should be; but
sho had her feelings, and her temper flamed up

as she stood in sight of the man who had;as she-

thought, played the spy;and then, withoub war-
rant, taken upon himself to punish her lov——
No, him who was her lover.

In her excitement, the little maiden forgot
everything but the fact that she had found ot
this man ; and, thrusting the bushes aside, she
stepped out before him, and stood, with flaghing
%@é, pointing at the spot where Lawrence had

n. ; { g : B
~“Yon cruel coward!” she exclaimed. “You
dic% Iﬂ,us, and thought you would not be found
out !’
Tom Johnson started back at the sudden ap-
parition ; but he recovered himself on the instant,
and said, bitterly :

‘geem

% It did not matter to me whether it was found
out or not, after what I had seen.”

“ And you own, then, that you did it ?”

“Yes,” he said, sadly, “I did it; and no
wonder, after what I had seen.”’

“ After what you had seen !” retorted Polly,
with flaming cheeks.

% Yes,” exclaimed the young man, ©after
gseeing the girl I thought everything that a
man could love, giving meetings to a gentleman
—a gentleman ! he added, scornfully—* a fellow
whosde name is known through the county as a
blackguard—a man who at this present time is
supposed to be engaged to Miss Gwalia, _Polly
Grayling, last night I loved you ag dearly
as a man eould love the girl he looked mpon as
littlo less thah an angel. Your uncle knew it,
and was glad of it—he showed me he was, asked
me to come to his place ; and the very ground
lived. It was like a new life to me, Polly, to
think of yon when I worked; to dream aboub
you when I sut thinking, and to believe that
gome day—— There,”’ ho said, hoarsely, “I'm
no talker—I never thought to havesaid as much
as this to anyone; bubt when you accuse me of
$his fight with young Clayton, I feel that I must
speak. hat conld you expect me to feel when
1 came last night upon you both down there by
thoe cottage? and though I tried hard not to
believe my own sensges, I gee—— There, there—
1 can’t go on: it drives me mad again! But
don’t call me a coward. It was all done in fair
fight 1” iz

Ho turned from her and leaned his arm
aguinst a tree as the young girl stood, flushed
and excited, listening to his words—words
which, in spite of herself, disarmed her resent-
mont 3 for his love for her spoke in every look,
bitter as he was, and it was an honest love that
might have been. hers.

“Tom Johnson,” she said, in a hesitating
Yoice, 2o different from that in which she had first
gpoken, *“did I ever, by word or look, give you
any encou ment P’

% No—no,” said the young man, sadly; and
the feelings that animated him lent no small
polish to his rustic features. “No; I was a
weak fool, and went dreaming on, working to
improve my position, and meaning, some day—
some_ day,” he added, bitterly, “to speak to

T did not know all this,” said Polly, softly;
“ or I would not have spoken as I did.””

“Think you,”” hé daid, sadly, 48 he tiarned to
go. ““Polly,” he continued, * I suppose I shall
be had up and punished for this—go to prison.
I should like you—you to think of why it was,
No one else will know—no: one should tear
it from me ; only I should like you to think thab
there was a reason why this happened. Good-

yo.

He had already parted the bushes, whena sob
arrested him, and he turned, to see Polly with
the tears ranning down her cheeks, holding ont
one hand. He turned on the instant and canght
it in his. i 3

« Good-bye,” she said, between her sobs;
“and—and I will think about what you say.
I’m very sorry ; you must love some better girl ;
but don’t think I'm the wicked thing you faney,
for that’s all over now.” cie

“ What ¢’ exclaimed the young man, excitedly.
“Say that again.” i

¢ That's all over now,” said Polly, very firmly
and quietly. I promised uncle I'd mever see
or spealk to him again. Stop,’” she said; ‘' listen
to what I'm saying: it’s bepause I can’t bear
for you to think I meant to hu{)t your feelings.
I've been very weak and silly ; but it's all over
now, and I'm very, very sorry.”

“ Bat, Polly——"" exclaimed the young man.
“ Good-bye,”  she said, coldly; and, before

he had recovered from she was

gone.

is surprise;

—

CHAPTER XYV,
n’toﬁz/ﬁaors IN THE PHIAL. :
“WaLy, Master Chandler, and how’s the
garden ?’ said Reuben Stocks, one of the mag-
nates of the village, as he leaned over the gate of
the garden twhere thé one policeman; stationed
at Clayton Street, as the village was termed,
spent his ex-official hours, for Samuel Chandler
was a horticnlturist in_his way. ‘Had he pos.
sessed wealth, he Wonld have been heard of as
a prize-winner ot all the shows; bubiag his
worldly possessions  ¢ousisted of the furniture
of his cottage, an old silver wateh, and » few
garden tools, ho was not often heard of at grand
horticultural exhibitions.
contrived to grow three 1
little plot as anyone about; and his produce
was finer. The Manor gardener Was duite dis.
gusted to see sticks of rhubarb bigger than any

times as much on hig

1y to me about the place where you

| man, sulki

But all the same, he-

he could show, and would not believe it was
the effect of soapsuds. Chandler’s turnips were
enormous, because he watered them nightly,
and as for his carrots and parsnips——* Bah!”’
gaid the Manor delver, *Sand would never
get ’em to that piteh,”

Mr. Chandler had come honie at daybreak
from his mocturnal rounds, gone to bed for a
fow hours, and then, after breakfast, cast aside
all official garb for the freedom of the cottage
gardener ; and in an old straw hat, his braces
hanging down, and his shirt-sleeves tucked up, he
was busy with hoe and fingers ““cleaning his
onion-bed,” when the gossip saluted him with
“ How’s the garden P’ ;

“The garden, Master Stocks,” he said, leaning
on his hoe, ‘‘is like the county. The county,
Master Stocks, is like a big garden, and we

olice is the gardeners: do all we ¢an, we can’t

eep it clear of weeds—thieves, and poachers,
and tramps, and vagabonds. Look at this here
inghun-bed. I dig it, and manure it, and sow
it, and here’s thieves : chickweed, and groundsel,
and sow-thistle, and twitch coming up all over
it. Ah! gardening’s hard work.”

“ Here's gardener toming,” said the gossip.
“ What's he in such a hurry for p”

“ Gtoodness knows,” said the policeman, seizing
a thief by the hair of his head, and lugging him
out by the roots.  *“I say, Stocks, ask him
what he thinks of my inghuns; and see how
wild it’ll make him. 1 was up in the Manor
garden t'other day, and his ain’t so high by two
inches, and sowed same time,’

“ Halloa ! gardener ’’ cried Stocks; ¢ come to

gee our inghuns P’

« Hero, look here, Chandler,” said the gar-
dener, puffing up. “1 don't know what you
policemen are for. While you were snug in
bed last night, here’s our young master half
murdered in one of the plantations, and old
master says you're to come up directly. He’s
in a fine way, I can tell you.”

“Stop till I get into my coat,” said the
policeman, hastily; and, dropping his hoe, he
ran up the path to the cottage.

“You don’t €ay as that’s true ?’” said Stocks..

“True as Gospel, man alive ; and if he was to
mind his rounds instead of spending so much
time over his beggarly bit o’ garden, this
wouldn’t ha’ happened.”

“Took here,’” said the policeman, coming
down the path with his hat awry, his coat un-
buttoned, and his hands at the back of his neck
buckling on his stock— * look here, you know
I can’t be everywhere at once. Don’t you go
to think I was in bed last night, because I was
watching aboub M\ggridge’s farm, where the
f%wls were took. ut now let’s hear all about
this.” :

The village gossip stayed with him till he had
filled himself full of the news, and then went off
to retail it, but only to find that while he had
been at the policeman’s the information had been
well spread. : ;

Meanwhile, the others hurried up to the
Manor, where the constable found Mr. Clayton
in a rage of excitement. Ho spoke ¢almly for a
few minutes, deseribing the assault and the state
in which his son had been ?mns; then his an-
noyance seemed to get the better of him, and he
vented his anger upon the unfortunate police-
man.

“ Now, what have you to say t ) §
Of‘ai;v&hif P iy t'y 0 suchia state
¢ Well, sir, I—"" began the constable. ..

“Look here, Chandler!” e;‘:%lg:e& Mr.
Clayton,, . “I ghall make it my duty to report
you to the Chief Constable.”’

:: RDgally,,sir, I— :

n’t interrupt me, sir.  Ever sinco you
l:;;; ‘éé’e'n stationed here, matters have been gosi’ng
“ Well, sir, you've reported me twice ; I can’t
" 3
:ﬁlp %tl‘l’zzﬁ:ﬂnﬂ such a hot-bed of scamps in

“Don’t be insolent, sir. Here is one week’
work : Mrs: Binney insulted going hotme :}1:,9:
dark : Muggridge’s fowl-roost cleared out; a man
knocked down and robbed ; and my gon nearly
murdered last night in the wood. New tell me
what: usoi are you Pd i T

¢« Well, sir,”’ gai e constable, I
I'm as much nise as other men of the (Iu:;‘s’;fff‘,?

 And that's none et all,” said the old man,
bitterly. :

1 oan’t be everywhere ab once, sir,” said the

lﬂ‘e insolent; - sir1”  efolaimed Mr.

S (3
Claytom. = “ It shall be put astop to; for if I've
any power, you gha.l’l be removed.”

% 1 hope you won’t report meagain, sir,” said
the man, humbly; ¢ we like the village—and
seem settled down—and Idon’t want to be drifting
about again. That man being knosked down,
sir, was by a tramp; and I took him, and he’s

“ Don’t
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in jail; then the fowls, sir: I was on the
watoh last night, and I think I’ve got a clue.”

“Pish!” ejaculated Mr. Clayton, contempt-
uously.

The man eoloured as he went on, galled by the
way in which he was spoken to.

“ Well, sir, as I'm put on my defence like this,
I shall speak : that case about Mrs. Binney being
insulted——"

“ Well P said Mr. Clayton.

“Well, sir, I’ve good reason to suppose that
she was annoyed by some ome Who was coming
home half drunk from the town.”

“ Of eourse—most likely.”

“ And that somebody, sir, was your son.”’

“ You—you—insolent scoundrel I’ exclaimed
Mr. Clayton, furiously. ““How dare you make
such a charge as that ?”’

¢ Because I got information, sir.”

“Then, why didi’t you bring it before the|p

magistrates P—why didn’t Mrs. Binney prose-
cute ?”’
¢ Bocanse 1 persmaded her not.”’

“You? Youdid? And why?”’

“ Because I didn’t want to make myself un-
pleasant here, sir, to you—didn’t want you to
be upset.”

“Now, look here, Chandler: it’s my belief
that you're an insolent, lying scoundrel, as full of
excuses for your wantof due performance of your
duty, as it’s possible to be. It’s your duty to
investigate everything to the uttermost, come
what may, and if you had had good cause for
your suspicions, I am sure you would have fol-
lowed them up to the end—I want no paltering
with justiee.”

“Very good, sir,” said the man, bitterly.
¢ I’H remsember that in future.”

“ And mow what have you to say about the
state in which my son is found ? I did not mean
to see into it—but—but——There, I have altered
my mind.” -

“ 7T should say he’s got dressed down by some
one who's got a spite agin him,” said the police-
mgn, bluntly.

Mr. Clayton turned uneasily in his chair, and
remained silent. :

“T'1l see into the matter at once, sir,” said the
man, stiffly ; “and first I must see Mr. Lawrence
Clayton, sir.”

‘Without a word the father led the way to the
room where the son was lying, bandaged and
muttering at times uneasily.

For a few minutes nothing intelligible was
heard; then as they were turning to go, the
.policeman said :

“ He’s a good bit knocked about, sir,and——"

“ Knocked about—Johnson—even for, this—
good-bye—Polly—pretty Polly——"

These words were uttered by the injured man :
the first in a vicious tone, the latter in a light,
half-laughing manaet, and then he was silent ;
while the girl who had taken Gwalia’s place
for a few minutes, applied cool, wet eloths to
his head.

“I gsuppose your name ain't Polly, young
woman ?”’ said the policeman.

““No,” said the girl, sharply; *it’s Fanny.”

“Ah! that will do,” said man; and he
followed Mr. Clayton down to his room.

« 1l take him in the course of the day, sir,”
he said, hardly, as soon as they were alone.

“Take whom ?” said Mr. Clayton.

« Johnson, the Vicar’s man,” said the con-
stable, coolly.

“ Take—Johnson—the Vicar's servant ! Im-
possible ! Mr. Vertley would be dreadfully
annoyed.”

““I’ve got my duty to do, sir,”’ w:i’d the man,

soll

bitterly ; “and I must show myself of some use
in the place. Ishall got a warrant against
him for assaulting your son, with intent to

murder.” 3

¢ But—absurd—what reason——""

“ Reagon, sir ?  It’s plain enough. Your son
named him, and he’s been after Polly Grayling,
the keeper’s niece.” %

The man went oub of the room ; and thinking
of his words that he had spoken—nay, bitterly
repenting of the hardness of some that he had
addressed to a quiet, meritorious officer, Mr.
Clayton’s head went down upon his hands, an
through the thin fingers worked their way one
Dby one the bitter, hot bears of shame for the folly
of his son.

CHAPTER XVI.
A BPECIAL PLEADER.

wes Twwrence Clayton’s illness, lebter after
gﬁﬁﬁ%ﬂ, to be opened by his father, most
of whioh ¢ost him pangs Whicl he was uuable
%o hide from Grivalia; and more than once long,
earnost conversations followed the payment of
some debb which had been left hanging over
the young man’s head perbaps for years,

“ T don’t want to be too hard, my child,” said
the old man ; ““ but I wish you to see the rotten-
ness of the tree to which you are clinging. I
admire your woman’s faith; but you must not
let it grow into weakness. I'm weak enough,
I own; but you must not take me for an ex-
ample. Now, look here—the tailor’s bill : T gave
him a cheque to pay it two years ago.”’

“ But are you sure, uncle ?’’ said Gwalia, softly.

“ Judge for yourself,” said the old man, taking
alittle private ledger from his secretary. * There
it is, under the same name for articles at the same
date. The only difference is, that it now has a
conple of years’ interest added to it.”

“Yes, uncle, it is the same,” said Gwalia,
sadly ;  but these are matters of the past, and
they should be wiped away.”

“@ladly, my dear, if 1 could feel that he
would start his mew life with a clean blank
age.”’

“ And so he will, uncle ; indeed, T am sure he
will. Take my little savings, and let them.go
to pay off what is needed. Let him get up
fromn his sick bed a free man, without these old
cares to trouble him, and I am sure you will
never regret it.”’ :

“ For your sake, my darling, he shall; bub
even now I canmot let this go on without a
word of warning. Lawrence has renewed his
protestations, I suppose, since you have been
with him ?”

“ Yes,” said Gwalia, softly; but there was a
touch of sadness in her tone.

« And he has promised to start afresh ?”’

“ Yes—so earnestly,” she added, with a touch
of her old enthusiasm.

«“I hope he will keep his word,” said Mr.
Clayton. Then he was silent for a few minutes,
which he occupied in tapping with his fingers
upon the desk before him.

“Yes,” he said, “it is better I should be
open with her; I cannot spare my own Son in
such a case as this, Gwalia, my child, what do
you know about this—this accident?”

« Fyerything, uncle,” she said, after a pause.

:‘ Pact P'i) tly by hi

‘Partly by my own suspicions—partly by his
own words {;’hile he was light-headed. Then,
too, the village gossip has reached my ears.”

“ And yet you——"" ‘ -

“Uncle,” exclaimed Gwalia, “I could not
rest till I had told him about it, and he owned
it all—that it was a silly flirtation begun long
ago, and that he had gone to the wood that night
to break all off—gone for the last time, since
he had now fties that bound him to another.
Then this horrible mesting occurred.”

“Well, my child?’ said Mr. Clayton, for
Gwalia had paused. “And you have forgiven
him ?”

“ Why should I mot, uncle? Am I to be the
harsh judge to him who comes and says to me:
<1 have sinned—I have done wrong; but these
weaknesses were before I knew you. Forgive me,
and let me have the love you promised. Believe
in me, and haye faith: it will be strength and
life to me. Uncle, shall I tell you his last
words the day he said this to me, a fortnight
now ago ?”’

Mr. Clayton bent his head, and the young
girl went ons ;

“¢ Give me your love to strengthen me, Ghwalia,
and I shall rige from this sick bed a new man,
ready to go in for the sbern fight for life, and
to make amends for all past folly. Refuse it,
and you send me drifting down the stream.’

¢ And what did you say ?” .

“Unele,” sdid Gwalia, with the soft glow
mounting to her pale face, “ what could I say?
So now you will help him oo, and let him start
afresh ?”* - § »

Mr. Clayton sat for awhile thinking and play-
ing with fhe soft hair that touched his hands,
for Gwalia had sunk down upon the carpet at his
feet, to rest her arms upon his knees and look
up appealingly in his face.

At last he spoke :

_“My dear,” he said, tenderly, “Iam turned
sixty-eight; and at that time of life, after many

disappointments, one is wanting in your young |

faith; but I have only onoe hope here, and that is

d L?g!'mm'e’s prosperity. 1t shall be, then, as you
W .’I .3

Gywalia leaped joyously to her feet.
ut I have one condition.”
A damp, and 0 goon!
¢ Ho ghall frankl b,
no matter how much they are, I Will pay them.
[ ask for perfect confidence.” -
“ Which yon shall have, nnele,” said Gwalin,
enthusiastically. “ Lawrence Will ouly be too

own to all his debts, and,

il 16400 en. GOtgRE: T may go to him
n%?’.‘k' 1y dear—yes,” said Mr, Clayton ; and

Gwalia hurried from the room and to the plea-
sant chamber where, an hour before, she had

| dances into balls.

left the invalid in an easy-char, for he was now
sufficiently recovered to take short walks in
the garden, and was very busy planning about
his fature.

To her surprise, on entering, Lawrence was
not there.

“Tf you please, miss, Mr. Lawrence, miss,
said he was tired of sitting in this dull hole,
miss, and said he should go for a walk.”

So the maid said who had been left in charge
of the invalid.

“ Why did you not come and tell meP” said
Gwalia. It was very foolish : he ought not to
have gone.”

“So I told him, miss, and—=""

“Well, what did he gay P”’

“ Said I was a fool, miss, and told me to mind
my own business.”

“ Invalids are fretful, Fanny,” said Gwalia,
smiling sadly. * Mr. Lawrence is not yet well.”

‘“He was well enough, miss, when I stood
before the door and tried to stop him, and told
him you said he was not to go, to say that if I
didn’t get out of the way, he’d knock my con-
founded head off.”

The girl whisked herself out of the room.

“It’s as well just to lot her see what sort of
an angel he is as she’s pinned her faith to,”
muttered the girl. “He’s a bad ’un, that's
what he is right through, or I'm mistaken.”

Then, to solace herself, Miss Fanny slipped
into the study, took up a duster ready for action
at a moment’s notice, and, after dusting one
book, spread out the county paper, to read with
avidity about the Clayton assault case, spelling
over carefully, word by word, the account of one
Thomas Johnson, servant, being brought up,
charged with a murderous assault upon Mr.
Lawrence Clayton, who, however, declined to
prosecute ; and, as there was no evidence, the
case foll through, the county magistrates telling
the prisoner that he had had a very marrow
escape, and that they hoped it would be a warn-
ing to him.

“And_he’s going right away,” said Fanny,
with a sigh. “Ah, well! we can’t all have the
same man !”’

[To be continued.]
“ 8o Rieh and Yet So Poor” commenced in No. 526 and
Part CXXVIIL

TO LADIES ABOUT TO MARRY.

WoMAN cannot be too cautious, too watehful,
too exacting in her choice of a lover, who, from
the slave of a few weeks or months (ravely
years) is to become the master of her future
destiny, and the guide, not enl{ﬁ%ﬁmfgh all
time, but perhaps eternity. What madness,
then, to suffer the heart to be tq,ken captive by
beauty, talent, grace, fascination, before the
reason is convinced of the soundness of principle,
the purity of faith, the integrity of mind of the
future husband !

It is not always the all-enduring, devoted, and
impassioned lover who makes the kindest, the
most attentive, and forbearing husband. We
have often seen the coldest inattention, the
most mortifying disparagement, the most in-
sulting inconstancy, follow, even in the first
months of malrimony, on the most romantic
devotion and blindest adoration of courtship.
The honeymoon seoms to exhaust every drop
of honey, and leave nothing but stings in the

jar.

Again, the lover who dares tobe a man, and
to “hint a fault, and hesitate dislike,” even
though the happiness of his whole life seems to .
him at stake—one who may forget a bounquet,
or neglect a compliment, arrive a few minutes
too late, or be disinclined for a waltz or a polka,
not admire a fashion, or disagree with a senti-
ment--such a lover, despicable and indifferent
as he is pronounced to be by astounded mammas
and indignant aunts (jealons for their daughters
and nieces as for themselves), and, far as he
falls short of romantic sisters’ and young
friends’ exacting notions, may turn out the best
of good hushands, after all. If he dared to be
a man when he had everything to gain, he will
not be a coward when he has, in the world’s
opinion, nothing to lose.

BaLns.—An old German custom echanged
This custom consisted in the
assembling in the villages during the Haster
holidays, of all the marriageable maidens, in
order to present to each new-made bride at
whose wedding they had danced a beautifully-
ornamented ball. When this ball, after being
borne on a gaily-decorated pole in solemn pro-
cossion throug‘ll,l ‘the village, had been presented
to the young bride, she was theveby laid under
obligation to_ furnish free music for the evening
to all who might tish to dance. m this fos.
{',ivﬁ custom is derived the expression “to give a
a "l
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PARIS FASHIONS.

GRrisATnne taffetas are very much in fashion
this summer. A few yards of such silk and an
old black silk dréss may be combined into a
very nicé and elegant toilette, with very little
expense. The skirt is madé of the black silk,
#nd frimmed with altetnate black and grisaille
narrow flounces; the black ones finely pleated,
the gri;;gle only gathered. The tunic is made
of grisaille taffetas, and trimmed with - black
chidorée ruches, black bows all down the front.
''he 8leeves aré black, like the skirt, with
grisaille revers.,

Atiother combination is this:—A flounced
skirb entirely Blagk; over this a tablier of
taffetas, striped black and white or black and
giay in rather broad stripes. This tablier ends
behind into two voluminons pans, puffing over
the black scarf which confines them ; the whole
Mg@ﬁ with slightly-beaded black lace, headed
with eurled white fringe. The bodice is black,
with plain, round basques, rather short, and
buttons all down the front. The striped sleeves
have black revers, trimmed with black lace and
white fringe. This dress is extremely styli
and distingué.

Thero are light summier materials, stri d |
white and blue, white and pink, pink and gray,
or blue and gray, which have the appearance of
batiste; but are ih realibty made of wool and
cotton. They ake very nice for unpretending’
morning-costunies for the éountry. The skirt
ig trimmed with pléated of gathered flounces,
edied with narrow imitabion Valenciennes lace
of eotton passementeric. The Polonaise or
tunic and paletot are trimined to correspond.

" Phire are also reil batistes imitating exactly
ItHo checked hindke s of our peasants.
Ty material i very fine and light, and somo
‘pié%%drés&e's hivyo hoen made of them, trimmed
with i'bd‘ez‘rié Anglaise. Bub they are only a
caprice de la mode, and could easily be made to
look extremely vulgar, if déficient in stylish
coup, de cisequas, %
"his is a very protty travelling-dress :—Skirt
of bronze-green cashmere, trimmed with gathered
‘Hounces. Short tuhic of iron-gray summer
d up on the sides by loops of
6 ¥ibbon and a buckle of green
., Close-fitting paletot-bodice of
ith bronze revers and cuffs, and
‘ e buckle. Gray straw irfé,
bronze faille, and a mother-of- |

688 of two shades of moisetfe
Fout of the dress is of the darker
med with three broad ruchir
s, and made of the ligh
of the skirt is covered w
1l ark shade, edged with biais
pands ght one. The bodice, of the light |
shade, opens in front over a Louis X V. waistooat
of the dark one. Old silver buttons.
i 8 fioW & very elegant and dressy di‘ni;g‘%
The manteau de counr

| fere ;
toilette. 1% is made of golden, maroon,
stratv-coloured faille.

&kitb of maroon faille; it is trimmed ab the | gix ; S
Bg’gﬁﬁn ‘with a deep box-pleatod flound 1" Jst Round : Tive clain, ore double. Repeat

g strafv-coloured faille. The headix W Hiilias Move: : ne
' 18 %b%és, showing tlie lining, 1 94d Round: Draw the cobton to the top of
rméd back on both sides with, of | fivs ﬁuﬁni Tound, * five chain, one double
0 ‘!gi eoloured lining.  The front | o ®ime Avo ohain, one %&lﬁh TndeE
wkirt is of loured faille, trix’mﬁ%{;‘% y : in, Repeat from * :
TOWS 0 ‘@“ﬁ@ léd lace resting upon gatl 3 mgﬁmwn to e ‘third
ﬂ% 6 same silk, fThz bd(lf’l'@am h of Vo ohain, * five ‘chain, ono
md open en cowr in front, is 6 - maroon | frfiieg wate. aven ohain, pass over
with a wﬁn lined with straw-coloured |y tﬁ” 5 n - He HOh f,% “ohiain.

¢ ruff of white ldgce. Tife
at the elbow over a pleat-

ing of straw-coloured faille, which again ineloses

two pleatings of white crépe lisse overflots of |5
a"ir?vt«i”

white lace. . :
The crownless bonnet is decidedly "

for driving, visiting, and going to the 't “fiom * “fwice more,
—in short, for fyll-dres gd"veh.sions. For the : &e 8 G im%rd’ three
strest, o limp erown of béaded or plain b o bieblo, , join %o the top of
is preferable. R in : hites ohiain, ona double
: LRRE i i 5 TP ’ﬂ%ﬁ without joining,
! (Déscription of Engravings onpages 424 and 425-.-] T 14 %‘W% join " the last %?éblghrz?
i (No. 1.) »{ thie *gvhﬁnu% one dottble in the ring,
- 3 PR T A E i two tr Tk
COLLAR: IMITATION HONITON BRAID.: - Sy 4
. For ‘direotions for working lace, see Nos. 1, | times , one chain, one di under the
, an §%§1&1r oint Lige, Supploments, given second ting, three chait, two treble, join to
Syith No, 517 and the April Part, No. 523 and the | the last treble of last rimg,  cliain, one
May 5 also W 5. 526 and the June Part. | double under the ring ; repeat twice more in
All materials for #re supplied from the | the same ring, one chain, one dbuble _under
Lahaeh’qﬁh 1 oo of this Journal, on | the first ring, three chain, two treble, join to
}W bfﬁl nps or. P.0.0. for the amount. | the last treble of lasb ring, hree chain, one
All Post-office orders shionld be made payable | double under the ring; repeat twice more in
at Ludgate Cireu in the same ring, three double in the third

for the lace designs may be had from Mrs.
Gurney, 60, East 79th Street, New York, P.O.
Box 3527. Prices upon application. 'The Point
Lace Supplements may be also had from Mrs.
Gurney, for 10c. &
MATERIALS RugQuikup #or COLLAR: 2 yards
of imitation gg‘i'bbn, braid ; 1 yard of fancy
braid ; 1 yard of edging; one ball of Meck-
lenburgh thread, No. 250 ; one reel of cotton,
No. 80.—Price ynaterials and postage,
1s. 8d.; tragmg ‘on fransparent linen of
corner and edgifig for mg: of collar, 84.;
maberials, tracing, and work bogun, 1s. 11d.

P 3

(Now, 2, 3, AND 5)
WALL PINCUSHION.

MAruRrAps: Round tushion; satin ribbon,

11 inch wide; Ardern’s erochet-cotton, No.18;
* medinm-size steel hook.

The tushion may be covered with design either
No. 2 or No. 3, as{jﬂfema. ; »ﬁ :

No. 2.~The tape star and insertion may be
tmade or bought. We have given directions for
making tape trimming many bimes in our

ournal.
. Hight points of the trimming must be
fitmly dratvn w&zﬁ@r im shiddle for rosette.

15t Round : One double in a point of tape,
# tiventy chain, pass over one, one single in
the noxt; keop tho stiteh on the hook; pass
over five, one single in the next, keep the
stiteh on the hook, pass over five, ofie single
in the nexb, keep the stitch on the hook, pass
over five, keep the stitch on the hook, draw
through all fogetHer, th¥és thain, one treble
between the next points of tape, three chain,
one double in the next point. Repeat from *
all round. :

2nd Round : Oue double in the double before
the twenty chain, * thirby-five chain, pass over
two, ono single in the nexh; keeping the stitch
on the hook ; * pass over five, otic single in the
next, km@ tlie stiteh on thie hook 5 repeat from
lnst * four times more; thres cHain, oie double
wnder the centie picot of first round. Repeat
from first * of i gg:fg&,u!g younds .

3rd Round: * Forty-f ﬁmﬁ,‘%ﬁm two,
one sinele in the text, keeping stitch on
the hook, * pass over six, ono single in the
next, keoping the stiteh on tho hook. Repeat
from lwst * five times more. Three chain, one

5 picot of last round.

double undet the centto
Repeat from first * of thied vound. The side
picots are drawn throngh each obher (see desizn) ;
tasten off, & :
4th Ronnd: One doublo in o point of tape;
ga  double in the third picot, * three chain, one
ouble in the next picot, draw through next

‘point g ape, three chain, one single in next
9%&? of taps, m%hainhone ta?rnble in the
b ‘picot of next group. Repeat from *. 3,
5th m{ﬁ%* One double in a point &m *
Iked the ‘a8

fifty-one chain, !’b"&&l on, picots, wor

%‘WM&, tg'vo chaih, one double in’

‘the nekt point of tabe, five chain, one double in
e oint me, TRepeat from *, ¥
hown in No. 3, mako a ‘ehain of

seven chain, pass over one picot, one double
into the next five chain, Repeat from first * in
fourth round. :

In working the next-three rings, they must
be joined to the last in working the trebles of
the two first rings. After working the trebles
of the second row, work one quadruple-treble
into the seventh picot of top ovalj after work-
ing the trebles of third ring, eross the last quad-
ruple-treble with another guadraple-treble into
the trebles of sseond ring (ses design).

(No. 4.)

TRIMMING OR INSERTION: MIGNAR-
DISE AND CROCHET.

1st Row: One double in three successive
picots of mignardise together, * six chain, one
double in the thres next successive picots of
mignardise together. Repeat from * for the
required length. .

9nd Row: One double on the top of first
double, * threo roll picots under the six chain
(a roll picot is made by twisting the cottom
eight times round the hook, and pulling &
through together), ﬁveeﬁ::in, three roll picots,
all under the same six chain, one double usder
the next six chain. Repeat from *,

3rd Row: One double in the firs
chain, betiween the roll picots, *
double under the sathe. Ten chain, one double
under the same five chain. Three chain, one doublo,
passing over three toll picots, thréo chain, one
double under the nextfive shain. Repeat from *,
In working the next ten chain, work five chain,
put. the hook through the last ten chain, lien
work the othér five chain in order to join the
pide loops,

t ‘of the five
ten chain, one

(Nos. 6,8,0, AND 11.)
KNOTTED FRINGES.

Nos. 6 and 8 represént fringes made of ‘the
threads of mwm_m& the oross threads

drawn out; these are divided equally, and
knotted according to designs.

Nos. 9 and 11 are of silk or wool knotted into
the material. Silk known as tailor’s twist is
generally used for the purpose. These fringes
are always fashionable when scarves are worn,
as they are the best finish for them.

For making fringe, a fringe-frame is needed.
This consists of a straight piece of wood, with
a piece of steel with sharp points driven into
each end, 'The material is slipped over these
pins, and held out firmly tK them. knot-
ting-in and tying of the silk is very easily done
with a large steel needle. -

(No. 7.)
BORDER: EMBROIDERY.
Thoe border is worked in ¢oral and long stitch,
with silk or cotton of one colour.
; (Nos. 10, 15, AND 17.)
KNITTED PETTICOAT FOR LADIES.

o e, ikddla of soven
A Winglo in the third,

A two he}')le;

‘on the hook ‘to finish
oo olin, ono domtble

MATeRIALS: § lb single wiﬁk% tW"woal 3
two pairs of wooden pins, No. 9 (bell gange).

This petticoat, made in Berlin wool, is espe-
cially adapted for summer wWear, as it is par-
ticularly light. For winter wear, a thicker
wool should be chosen. Ladies who like knit-
h‘;% will find 1tt very nice 4 bt work, ws it is
made in séparate pieces, an m er,

Cast on 100 stitches. < 2

15t Row : Knit two, purl two. Repea

2nd Row: Plain knitting. Repeat theso
rows alternately ninety-eight times ‘more, when
the work will be square; fasten off. Five of

these squares are required. = Work ‘a row of
double crochet on each side,

For the insertion between the squares, casb
on seven stitches. Slip one, knit one, make
one, knit tw_c- together, make one, knit two
together, knit one. oab this until you have
the length of square. Five lengths areTequired,
Join to squares ‘with double crochet: For the
border ab the bobtom of petticoat, cast on fifty~
four stitehes.s e s :

1st Row : Slip one, knit one, malke one, Ienit
two together, make one, knit two ti géther, knit
one, knit forty, make one, kr . ?

ke one, knit two to

mako one, ki bvo togothe, kit oue.
2nd Row : Slip one, knit one, male one, knit
two togetl}{ler, n?&é o gew%npﬁ~tw9 Sogtitier, pudl
forty, make one, knit two together, malke one,
Init bwo together, kuit one. : o
The Sathe as .
4th Row: The same as 2nd,
5th Row : The same as Ist,
6th Row : The same as 2nd.

.

5.
F-In the United States and Canada, materials.

of twonty oliain, ‘one double. into ‘the ring,

Repeat from 1st Row.  This ig continned
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until long enongh to go round the pethicoat.
Join neatly, so that the ribs come even, and sew
on o Eettiooat. S

On the lower edge work five chain, one single
in the first, pass over one stifch of border, one
double in the next. This completes the bottom
of petticoat. With four needles piek up the
stitches at the top of petticoat, leaving one of
the squares and two stripes of ixisexétion for the
front width., From side to side of this front
width pick up seventy stitches—that is, an in-
crease of twenty to be picked up more than the
stitches of petticoat. This increase is made ab
the ingerfion, The remainder is picked up
without increase. One needle must be kept for
the front. The other two for the back, These
stitches on the back needles are alternately knif
two, purl two.
+ For the front, knit two rows plain, without
decrease, In the 3rd row, after the last knit
two, slip one, knit one, pass the slipped stitch
over, knit twenty-two, slip one, knit one, pass
the slipped stitch over (tﬁis is for one side
gore ; the middle stitches are kept always the
same); knit twenty-six; slip one, knit eone,
pass the slipped sfitch over, knit twenty-two,
slip. one, knit one, pass the slipped stitch over.
This is the other side gore. (Continue the ribs;
knit two, purl two.  4th and 5th rows with-
out decrease. 6th row, decrease the same as
3rd row. Of course it will be remembered
that there is a decrease in the nuomber of
:gxtohas in consequence of the formation of

ore, s e

gt 8th, and 9th Rows : Without deoreae.
10th }iiéw,: Decrease, . ... i
11th, 12th, aBd 13th Rows : Without decrease:

th Row : Decrease.
; §th, 16th, and 17th Rows : Without decrease:

18th Blgw: chﬁ 288,
19th, 20th, and ist Rows : Without decrease.
22nd Row : Deci

U Q!'ﬂﬂ“%o ; =
rd, 24th, and 25th Rows : Withont decrease.
his is sufficient; for the gore. ‘
For the entire round, make one, knit two
t‘iggthgr, knit two, together, The last row is
plain kritting. Cast off,; A tape is run through
the holes. . :
(No. 12)
A ‘BORDER IN EMBROIDERY.
_The outline is in chain-stitoh ; the patiern in
108 Gtibeh, ' S5 96 tW6 colinrh ia Adeaed.

Nos. 13 axp 14.)
ROULEAUX.
 With jet bu%les‘ piton ab vegular distances,
suitable for crépe trimmings, &o., &eo.

> (No. 16.)
MEDALLION: APPLIQUE AND EMBROI-
DERY:

Appligué of cloth, silk, velvet, or cretonne,
id now very fashionable work, mixed with em-
broidery, The foundation in imiost cases is
black cloth, a8 all colours show iwell upon it.
Tho work may be raised or not, as preferred.
It the flowers are raised, a little wadding is
put under them. They are button-holed at
the édges with gutge or sewing silk, according

L)

to the qualiby of the material. The sprays are
in cbtal%té‘h’; worked with green silk, 4

The Proprietors of Tur Youye Tanies’ Jourwar
beg reg&eetfuliy toinform their numerous subscribers
that they have made arraligements with Messrs.
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regont Street, W., and 46,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with their

st Berlin, wool at Wholesale Prices, viz. :—Blackand
white Berlin wooltﬁs. d, perlb. Common colours,

5. Zd..-'gét,,lb. ~ Ingtain, 7s. 8d. per 1b. Azuline

umboldt, shaded and partridge, 8¢. 6d. per b, Gas
green, 108, per 1b.

ssinrraiet o

Tar new game * Badminton” promises to be
tho rage of this season. Croquet has been
going out of favour for Some time. People com-
plain that just in proportion as the game is re-
garded as one of the severer sciences it has
become “slow.” It takes people out of doors
into the fresh air, it is true, but when they are
there, it gives them the 'minimum of exercise.
Now, Badminton—so ecalled because it Was
brought out at the Duke of Beaufort’s seat—
calls into play the muscles of the arms, chest,
&e., and pi
and  exditement than eroqueb. ig, in faot,
battledore and shuttlegock reduced to rule,
elevated intoa game of skill, and played between
opposite sides. The opposite sidesare separated
by a transverse neb,‘whigh 5?9‘";‘: fg”e ulefgl

urpose of preventing the playe m rush.
lp;lg at each (?ther', battledore in hand, and strik.
ing each other instead of the shuttlecock,

uces ten times more exhilaration]

THE HOME.

o s

COOKERY.

Friep CucUMBERS. — Pare two or three
cucumbers, and cut them into slices of an equal
thickness, commencing to slice from the thick,
and not from the stalk, end of the cucumber.
Wipe the slices_dry with a cloth, dredge them
with flour, and put them _into a pan Wi
some boiling oil or butter. Keep turning them
over till brown; lift them out of .the pan 'let
them drain, and serve lightly piled on a dish.
These will be found a great im,provement_ to
rumpsteak ; they should be placed on the dish,
with the steak on the top:

INDIAN - CURRY PowprR. — } 1b coriander
geed, + 1b turmetic, 2 6z cinnamon:-sced; 4 oz
cayenne, 1 oz mustard, 1 oz ground ginger, 4 oz
allspice, 2 oz fenugreek-seek. Put these ingre-
dients into a cool oven, and 16t them remain
there all night ; then pound them in & mortar.

Rub them through & sieve, and niix them |

thoroughly together ; keep the powder in a
bottls, Frota Which ths air must be exeluded.

Swiss Curb.—Take the milk after all the
cream has risen, but while it is still perfectly
sweet, heat it nearly to the boiling point, an
then, after it has cooled so_that the finger can
be held in it without scalding, put in enough
liquid rennet to bring a ourd, and, when cool
enough to handle comfortably; turn into a stout
linen cloth, and squeeze out all the whey. When
quite cold, fill tumblers two-thirds full, and
cover with a quarter of an inch of sweet cream.
'tl‘hz curd should be salted or sweetened to
aste.

GooseBERRY TRIFLE. — Pub one quart of
gooseberries into a jar, with . sufficient moist
sagar to sweetén them, and boil them until re-
duded to a pilp. Put this pulp at the bottom
of 4 trifle dish; pour over it a pint of custard,
and, when cold, cover with whipped oream. The
créam should be whipped the day before it is
wanted for table, as it will then be firmer and
mote #olid. The dish may be garnished as
fancy dictates.

TEMPLEMORE’S HERITAGE.

CHAPTER XV.

Tae Duchess of M—— gave a ga.rden-pa.rt%at
Chistyick, and all the world was there. Not
one of the great upper ten but put in an appear.
ance, either personally or by representative;
and, amony'st the rest, Lady Waterwood and
her daughter: were there, and Nora and Lilian
Hartopp, and the Duke of Townley, conspicu-
ously devoted to Nora, and Lord Newtown,
hovering on the outskirts of the party, looking
longingly towards the Paradise from which
Lilian’s studied coldness excluded him ; and——
No, Charlie Dundas was not there. In the in-
tervals of her ducal admirer’s conversation,
Nora noted his absence with an uneasy sarprise
and half-consciousness. She was so used to
Charlie’s pleasant companionship, that she
hardly knew until now that she was deprived of
it, how pleasant it was, or how necessary to her
full enjoyment of any pleasure. What could
have happened to keep Charlie away, when
t00, he had dist.ingtli stated his intention o
being there ? Was it the Duke ? Nora scarcely
put the quéstion even into, thought, but it was
there, troubling the gay current of her thonghts,
and making her replies to the half-whispered
pretty nothings of the Duke oceasionally vague
and wide of the mark.

The fashionable crowd took note of the great
« gligible’s ”’ devotion, and the rumour that he
had made his choice—thrown his ducal handker-
chief—was the great sensation of the day. The
élite of society were too well-bred for significant
looks or smiles ; but Nora was none the less con-
spious of the fact that she commanded the atten-
tion of the assembly, and that the great ques:
tion of the season was answered in every min
by her name. Perhaps the rich crimson glow
:? };3” cheek and the Jlight in her eye were under-

0
balanee of her sometimes wandering attention.
Perhaps, too, even this had its fayouring signi.
ficance. - The shadow of the ltra-wl_)err{-_l;ea.vos,
the weight of the grand matrimonial triumph,
might well subdue even so undaunted aspirit ag
Nora’s. Certainly, his Grace felt and showed
no anxiety. ~Why should he? A veteran like
himself was not likely to take up any other
than a secure position.

But where was Charlie? Even Nora could

scarcely understand why, as the evening wore

by the Duke; and accepted in counter- | an

oni, and the festive groups peréeptibly thinned,
and the dull, close heat of the storm-brooding
July atmosphéré told upom the spirits of the
guests, she recutréd oftener and oftener, with
more and more of something very like alarm,
to the unusual cirdatistance of her cousin’s
absence.

And then, almost at the last moment, when Lady
Sophia had already fhade a movement to sum-
mon' hér carriage, Chiarlis, with a white, séared

th | face and & strange disorder of méanner very

unusual to his easy composure, appeared; making
his way towards his aunt’s patty.

The movement 6f departure had begun, and
only the two girls saw him. Lilian clasped her
two hands, in their pearl-tinteéd kid-gloves,
tightly together, and her heart cried out, in
quick alarm :

“ Hilary !
Hilary !

Buf Charlie walked straight up to Nora; and
whilst the Duke, on the one side, was gallantly
offering his arm to conduct her to the carriage,
Charlie, on the other, whispered :

% Come away outb of the crowd : I miist speak
to you.”

With a graceful bow and & sweet smile, ‘with
a little charming finésse, Nora disposed of her
titled cavalier by abrogating his services in

d | favour of her mother, and thén she dropped

behind with Charlie, and the real ¢onéern in het
heart tame out in hér eager words :

% Good gracious ! what is the matter? You
look horrible 1™

“There i a télegram from Switzérland,” gaid
he, rapidly. * My uncle, Lord Ashborsugh, and
his son are both gea.d_—drbwnad ‘in ‘the lake at
Tiicerne : the one in trying to save the other.
It came thrae hours ago—the message—sent o
by my grandfather. He is on his way to Londen,
en route for Lucerne, and I am to join hHim
this evening. I came to look for you first, to
tell you.”

“Both dead!” repeated Nors, slowly and
breathlessly, and as if weighing edch word in
its full significance as she uttered it.

“ Both,” answered Charlie.

And then the eyes of the two met, involim-
tarily, and Nora’s long lashes dicoped over her
burning cheeks.

“What is it, Chatlie P whispeted Lily’s
trembling tones at that moment.

“Bad news from abroad,” answered Charlie;
and then, as he saw Lilian’s ashy pallor; he
explained, hutriedly: “My uncle aﬁd cousin
have been drowned in Switzerland. ‘T arm ealled
away at once. I shall not see you for a few
dayé—perhaps_a week; bub I will write the
particulars. You must tell my aunt. Good-

ye- v
And in the intense relief brong‘ht by these
words, Lilian failed to comprehen the import
of her cousin’s announcement; never realised
how the accident at Lucerne had crushed the
hopes of a noble house, and forgot that it had
changed the whole current of Charlie’s life,
leaving between him and & peerage only the
frail span of life of a sorrow-stricken old man.
ove could make even Lilian selfish.

But to Nora, the revelation was complete and
oyerpowering. For once she lost her self-pos-
sossion entirely: forgot to return the Duke’s
parting bow, or to recognise his‘parting glance,
and, as Charlie wrang her hand ahd hurried
away, sank back into a corner of the cafriage,
with her veil lowered and her eyes closed, and
gave herself up to the bewildering eontempla-
fion of what that accident at. Lucerne meant,
for her as well ag for Charlie.

And when the carriage stopped at the door in
Hyde Park Square, there was a softening haze
over the lnstre of the brilliant eyes, and a smile,
sweet and tremulous, on the defiant lips. The
woman-heart, held in durance solong, had broken
its bonds, and was thrilling through every pulse
the message of its sweet dominion.
worldly-minded, insensible Nora, was fairly
transformed. She stepped into the hall, smils
ing softly to herself, like one in a delicious
dream.

% Nora, Nora,” said her mother, raising her
%&intive voice for the third time, as they walked

other up the staircase, *“ don’t you hear what

i g has been saying ? Poor Lord Ashborough

his son are both dead—in such a shocking
manner, -too! Is it not dreadful #”

* Yes, mamma, very dreadful,” repeated Nora,
still with that smile on her lips.

“ Charlie is going at once to Lucerne with the
poor, dear old Earl,” continued Lady Sophia.
¢ Ho must be terribly distressed.”

““Yes, mamma.’ :

“ And Charlie—it’s a great change,” gaid Lady
Sophia. “ He stands next after his grandfather
in the title. Poor fellow! he could neyver have
expected to come in; and now, he will ha

Something has - Happened to

e 0
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care to think about it at first. It isall so sad
—s0 very sad. Poor dear Lady Ashborongh !”’

“ Poor thing !”’ acquiesced Nora.

And then she passed on up the next flight of
steps to her own room, and left Lady Sophia to
rouse Lilian to tardy sympathy.

Charlie, Nora was repeating to herself, still
in her first amazement—Charlie, the younger
son’s son, heir to the title, and head of the
family, and that become possible which had had
to be pushed back and struggled against so per-
sistently !

A great rush of long-repressed tenderness
almost frightened her by its sudden self-asser-
tion. How well it was that such a dangerous
power had been kept, hitherto, under watch and
ward !

And the Duke?

Nora laughed, and tossed her handsome head,
and exulted in the trinmph she had won and
could afford to resign.

¢ After all,” she said, *“it would have been a
tiresome, tedious price to pay. Dear old
Charlie !’

And she gave herself up to the new, delicious
sensation of floating down the tide instead of
beating up against it.

And she was wonderfully gentle and tender
to Lilian all throngh the evening—a leisure even-
ing at home, as it happened—as the two girls
sat alone in their mother’s boudoir, and talked
in low tones of Lord Ashborough’s death, and
his widow’s grief, and Charlie Dundas’s changed
prospects; whilst, trembling each heart, and
faltering each tongue, was an unconfessed bond
which drew them closer together in & union
mysteriously felt and understood, if unspoken.

Charlie was back again in town in less than
ten days, looking a little pale, and a good deal
impressed and sobered by the awful event to
which he had been brought so close. He talked
it all out in the quiet, hushed manner he had
brought from the view of Lady Ashborough’s
frantic grief and his’old grandfather’s sullen,
almost vindictive despair..

‘ Yes, it has been a haxd time,” he admitted,
with a sigh. “For some reason or another, my
grandfather has never cared much for me, and
now he positively hates the sight of me. One
can understand the feeling, and one does hate
to profit-by such misfortunes. If it were not
for—for one thing, I should be horribly sorry
that I happen to stand next in the succes-
sion.”

Nora did not ask what that *“ one thing ”” was,
She only bent her head lower, and examined,
with a_sudden access of interest, the ivory
tablets which hung at her chatelaine. Nora—
self-possessed, fearless Nora—had grown sud-
denly shy and timid as a school-girl !

“Nora,”’ said Charlie, presently, bending down
and taking the tablets from between her un-
resisting fingers—* Nora, do you remember the
Gipsy’s prop! e%—that I should have the wish
of my heart ? ill you give it to me P’

“I—I? How should I know P’

She tried to be saucy; she tried to fence with
him; but the voice that would have laughed
quivered and broke down, and the unbidden
tears welled to her eyes, and the real, irresis-
tible feeling put her at his mercy. y

“Nora, my own—my darling! this is the
wish of my heart, and you know it !”” he cried, as
he clasped her to his heart for the first timein all
their cousinly intimacy. ¢ How little I dreamed
it could ever come to pass! Bless that Gipsy !”
he added, presently, laughing; for emotional
display was not after the manner of either of
these lovers, and they were glad as soon as
possible to shake themselves free of the access
into which they had been surprised.

“Ah!”’ reminded Nora, shaking her pretty
head at him; “ we must not forget the rest of
the prophecy.”

“T'll chance it,” answered Charlie, gaily.
* And now for my uncle and aunt.”

Mr, Hartopp and Lady Sophia had nothing
to say against the arrangement under the
altered aspect of Charlie’s affairs.

Lady Sophia was touched and delighted at
the story of the real and secret attachment
nourished by her worldly-minded Nora. She
was very fond of Charlie, and, as a son-in-law,
infinitely preferred him to the elderly Duke,
brilliant as his alliance would have been; and
Mr. Hartopp, who knew nothing of the ducal
episode, was well content with the future
peerage. Ouly, in his always alert and wise
policy, he stipulated that the formal announce-
ment of the engagement should be postponed
for six months.

“Itis barely decent,” he said, “‘to announce
a wedding close on the heels of a funeral. Tt
would be most impolitie,”” he thought, without
saying, “‘ to prejudice the grandfather by a pre-
mature rejoicing of that sort, Thereisa great

deal still in his power. He would naturally
resent this as an early taking advantage of his
misfortune. Well, matters are turning out satis-
factorily. Lilian marries Lord Newtown in time,
and Nora becomes, also in time, Countess of
Kenmore. That will do, I think.”

CHAPTER XVI.

“ HAVE you heard the news P’ Lady Waterwood,
a week later, was asking the Admiral, with her
aristocratic beak of a nose thrust forward almost
into her listener’s face, as the pair were dining,
side by side, at Sir Mark Kendall’s table.

“ What news ?”’ asked the gentleman. * No-
thing since yesterday, is there P*’

“Then you have mnot heard? The great
eligible has dropped off, and the young lady’s
family, in great disgust, have carried her off to
the South of France to finish the season, and
smooth over the mortification.”

“ Fact ?”’ questioned the Admiral,

The Dowager nodded.

* What is the meaning of it ?”’ demanded the
gentleman. It seemed a settled thing that day
at Chiswick.”

 Miss Nora may have shown her temper, or
some kind friend may have whispered a story or
two of her numerous flirtations,” charitably
concluded Lady Waterwood, with a satisfied
shrug of her uncovered shoulders.

““ And they have taken her abroad ?’’ said the
Admiral.

“Yes,”” answered the lady; ‘ and’—confi-
dentially—* it’s about the wisest thing that
poor Lady Sophia has done for a long time. If
she 1is sensible, she will keep the girl away for
six months, at least.”

And Lady Waterwood glanced over at her
Blanche, who, Nora well out of the way, might
have a chance to get her innings for the ducal
coronet, after all.

‘“ Ah !’ said the Admiral, sipping his Lafitte ;
“Lady Sophia is a bad manager—very. Scarcely
another mother in London would have let the
Duke glip through her fingers in that way.
Slol ?ghey have all gone abread—Hartopp and
all

“ Yes ; under some pretence of his health—
chest delicacy or something—wanting a warm

climate. In July! My dear Admiral, the thing
speaks for itself.”” :
““ Hartopp knows what he is about, too,”

mused the gentleman. * Who told you he had
gone P’

“ Lord Newtown. I met him this afternoon ;
he had just been to see them off ; and when I
got home, I found a little note from Lady Sophia
—of explanation, she called it;” and Lady
Waterwood fanned herself, and cov zhed signifi-
cantly. “I am sorry to say theis is no doubt
about the whole affair.”

‘“ Most extraordinary !’
Admiral.

And then the ladies rose from table, and the
conference broke up.

It was quite true that the Hartopps had gone
abroad, hurried away by an alarming increase
of unfavourable symptoms connected with Mr.
Hartopp’s disorder. He had once been benefited
by a visit to the Pyrenees, and, in spite of the
season, he persisted in trying the same air
again.

The physicians yielded : their object was to
ghift the responsibility of their patient. They
knew that the case was hopeless, and they were
glad to get rid of the daily feint of an impossible
cure. The Pyrenees, even in July, were as
good as any other place to die in, and the
patient might be humoured—for the last time.
And, the plan having been made, nothing _would
suit the impatience of the invalid but imme-
diate action. Twenty-four hours were all he
allowed for preparation for the family exodus.
Lord Newtown, paying his diurnal visit of in-
quiry, was just in time to escort the party to
the railway-station, en route for Dover, and took
the opportunity, on the way, of informing Mr.
Hartopp that Biarritz was the place he had all
along fixed on for his autumn trip, and that he
“hoped to stumble across them somewhere on
the road before long. Charlie Dundas, sum-
moned in hot haste by telegram from Nora, was
the only other confidant of the family.

“You will come over to us, Charlie, by-and-
by, when you get your leave ?'’ invited his aunt ;
and the young man’s rueful countenance bright-
ened at the suggestion. .

“ 1’1l be over with you next month,” wag hig
parting promise—the words to Lady Sophia, the
spirit to Nora. !

And whilst Lady Waterwood was sowing her
baleful insinuations broadcast over *“ Society”’
in Lady Kendall’s drawing-room, the innocent

emphasised the

subject of her aspersions was sitting-on ‘the:
deck of the Calais boat, under the summer moon,

‘of it.

thinking of Charlie and of that promise which
hat‘l taken the sting out of their parting.

“Society,” however, believed Lady Water-
wood’s story, and repeated it, with variations,
at all its last remaining meetings, and rejoiced
over it after its own amiable manner. As for
the “ great eligible,”” he smiled to himself as he
rode away from Mr. Hartopp’s door—where he
had occasion to leave a card—and stroked his
w«ilfl-dyed moustache, as he murmured to him-
self :

‘“ Gone abroad ! A masterly stroke, upon my
word, and a bold one! I should hardly have
given Lady Sophia credit for such superior diplo-
macy. It must be la belle Nora. That girl is a
clever creature. She deserves to be a duchess !
Well, there is no hurry. I’ll take a turn at the
grouse in August, and in September, of course, I
am dueat Townley ; but after October I can run
over to Biarritz. A little anxiety in the mean-
time is only the natural tare amongst the wheat
of such a harvest.”

And, in the meantime also, the Duke per-
mitted himself to be courted and féted by the
mothers of all the marriageable daughters in
Mayfair, and listened with imperturbable
serenity to Lady Waterwood’s regret that * her
poor friend, Lady Sophia Hartopp, was so un-
fortunate in her family.” She grieved to say
the younger daughter had formed a most unde-
sirable attachment, and she—Lady Waterwood
—had heard—this in strictest confidence, his
Grace would understand—that the sudden journey
to the Pyrenees, which had so astonished the
world, had been necessitated by a more than
usually flagrant case of flirtation on Nora's
part. Lady Waterwood was deeply concerned ;
she knew the family most intimately, and Lady
Sophia and she were like sisters. She had
always felt it her duty to warn Lady Sophia
against her mistaken system of training her
daughters ; and the result had justified her prog-
nostications. Lady Waterwood was thankful
—most thankful—that such a trial was spared
herself : her daughters had never given her a
moment’s uneasiness in their lives,

*“Training, my dear Duke—training is the
thing. In our position in life, one false step is
irremediable ; and in the case of a young lady,
that one step is so easy !”’

“True, Lady Waterwood—most true,” as-
sented the Duke, with a good deal of feeling;
and then he offered her ladyship his arm, and
conducted her to her carriage with a deeply-
symputhetic courtesy, which caused her to con-
gratulate herself on having successfully per-
formed her duty as a British matron.

“ Blanche would be precisely the wife for him,”
thought her ladyship; “and he looked at her
as if he thought so.”

Nevertheless, the season’s campaign came to
a close, and Lady Waterwood carried off her
da,lughters free as she had brought them on the

field.

“Still,” thought the undaunted Dowager,
“there is mno telling what the ‘antumn ma-
neuvres’ may accomplish; and Grace Hervey
has asked us to Combe for the first fortnight in
October, when the Duke is sure to be at Townley.
These things are much oftener settled quietly
in the country than in the hurry and bustle of
a London season. 1 am very glad mow that I
accepted Grace's_invitation instead of joining
Mrs. Herbert Fanshaw’s party in Scotland.
Grace keeps a dull house; but, then, Combe is
close to Townley, and there is a most neigh-
bourly understanding between the two houses.
And, after all, one must make sacrifices for one’s
children. =~ Dear Blanche has always been a
most dutiful daughter, and deserves my best
efforts.”

Supported by the approval of her own con-
science and by the hope of success to come,
Lady Watef,wood bade the Duke farewell “until
September,’” ag she smilingly reminded him, and
set herself to restore Blanche’s somewhat faded

bloom by a course of German waters in the
meantime.

[To be continued.]

T 17 e's Herilage”
Part OXXVII.

@ in No, 528 and

FoRGETFULNESS.—A. great deal of harm is
done through forgetfulness. A little thought.
fulness and care with respect to others twould
often save them from a great deal of suffering,
and aid them in their work, A man is dis.
couraged in consequence of the difficulties he
meets with. An encouraging word may be all
that is necessary to revive his energies, and to
cause him to persevere. t word is easily
spoken, There are those who are perfectl
willing to speak it, but they do not thin{
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STELLA REDRUTH,

CHAPTER XXXII.

SARAH OR MIRIAM?

AT the appointed evening Eustace found himself
climbing the grand marble staircase of the hotel
where dwelt Sir Halberd Redruth and his wife.
A door was open, and the young artist saw lights
dazzling, jewels sparkling, plumes waving. He
heard the sound of music, and presently beheld
several couples whirling round in time fo one of
the melodies of Strauss. He stood in the gilded
corridor, where was already a gay crowd assem-
bled, driven out by the heat. In this wide
corridor were flowers, and statues, and seats of
silken texture.

A stout, fair woman, in velvet, with gold orna-
ments, put up her eye-glass, and scrutinised the

andsome head of Fustace.

“ Positively,” she whispered to a friend, *“I
recognise that youth. He is the dead woman’s
nephew ; refused to marry that girl who ran
away. You know there was such a terrible
story about her.”

“Fine young man,” said a thin old lady,
putting up her eye-glass.

Eustace meanwhile was wrapt in the contem-
plation of the. glittering scene. Among the
dancers was a young lady, whom he recognised
as none other than the beautiful Sarah, who had
entertained him at supper, and searched his
boxes for the portrait of Lady Redrath. This
woman’s magnificent Oriental loveliness seemed
to have bloomed into fuller proportions than of
gore. Her colouring was simply superb; the

loom on cheek and lip was what a poet might
term divine, without hyperbole or exaggeration.
The raven hair, the enormous eyes, which looked
now azure, now black, now hazel, in the various
lights and shadows, all were of the most brilliant
and perfect beauty. Sarahwore white satin and
sparkling rubies ; necklace, ear-rings, bracelets,
glittered with the rosy light of those gems. She
waltzed charmingly ; her tall, graceful form
seemed to float round the ball-room. She danced
with an officer in blue-and-gold uniform.

“One of the Royal Princes of the House of
Gurstemburgh,” whispered one man to another.

Eustace was ablaze with curiosity. Who was
this woman P Wasshelinked in with the Spanish
Bandulia, with Bertrande, with Ovington ? And
behold ! she dances with'a Prince at Sir Hal-
berd’s ball.

* Who s that woman?’ he said, suddenly, to
an aristocratic-looking Englishman at his side.

The Englishman said, coldly :

* What woman? There are so many.”’

“I mean yonder wonderful creature in white
satin, with red precious stones sparkling like
fire on her throat, and at her ears—that tall,
beautiful creature, with black hair—there, danc-
ing with the man in gold and blue ?”’

*“The Prince Charles,” said the Englishman,
loftily ; “a friend of mine.”

“ But the lady ?”’ persisted Eustace.

“ Mademoiselle Silvio. Her father is, I be-
lieve, Italian.”

Silvio? Was not that the name of the adven-
turers whom Rollings had talked of at the café?
—a man calling himself a Count, who had a
lovely danghter ; the said daughter rolling about
in the Corso every evening in a splendid car~
riage; & ball given, the rooms filled with
baudits, the ladies’ jewels taken; and the Silvio
cut since then by all good people? Had he
been invited this evening to the ball solely to
meet this woman ? He thought so; and while
he watched the dancers, the portly form of the
one-eyed lawyer crossed the room at the other

end.

“The plot thickens,” thought he. Then,
without shyness or boldness, the disinherited
heir of the Redruths entered the ball-room, and
sat down, watching Sarah all the time.

The Prince led her to a seat, bowed, and re-
tired. Eustace elbowed his way through the
crowd ; and presently he stood bowing before
the beautiful Sarah. .

“ No need to introduce myself, Mademoiselle
Sarah,” said the young artist. ‘I daresay you
recognise me : Eustace Grayling.’’ é

Not a shade paler or warmer the splendid
complexion, not one startled gleam 1n the
glorious eyes, the beautiful woman smiled; and
Baid, in the prettiest English : i

“I have not the. honour of the,aoqmt"n“
of monsieur. There is a mistake.” e

“There is no mistake, mademoiselle,” said
Bustaoe, bowing most deeply, and then seating
himself by the lady’s side. “Oaly, doubtless,
You have geen half a hundred such beardless
youths as myself singe that night when I hind
the honour o{ supping with you and your papa

in the city ; while I have seen no one so magni-
ficent—so beautiful as Mademoiselle Sarah.’”

The lady laughed a musical laugh, and shook
her head.

“Indeed I do not remember you, sir, in the
city, Ihave mnever been in the city ; and my
name is Miriam.”

She flashed a flash upon him from her enor-
mous eyes ; and Eustace felt it was a dangerous
flash. It implied a threat, and there was one
intensely wicked curl of the superb lip—a merci-
less lip, though beautiful as a dream of Cupid
in a garden of roses. Cold, sarcastic, terrible,
Eustace was not daunted. He wished to find
out whether Bandulia was leagued with his
enemies, and what had become of Lady Redruth’s
portrait.

“You searched for a certain picture in my
room in London, Mademoiselle Sarah, or Miriam.
It matters not by which name I call you.”

¢ And I have never been to England,” the
lady said, looking at Eustace with a coolness
that staggered the young artist. My father,
the Count Silvio, and myself, his only daughter,
have lived for nineteen and a half years in the
nefghbourhood of Munich. Italian by parentage,
I'have received a German education. I have
been secluded in my convent until I came here
to Rome six months ago. I am twenty years
old now. Ilearnt English in my convent; but
I have never been to England.”

Calmly she spoke, coldly and carelessly be-
sides. Hustace was more than ever staggered.
She watched his perplexed face, and she smiled.

“TI will pardon you, monsieur,” she said, ““ be-
cause I feel convinced that all this is a mistake.
You really fancied you had seen me before -
whereas, you have never been within sight of me
in all your life. These resemblances are extra-
ordinary.”

“It is more than a casual resemblance, made-
moiselle. But perhaps you have a twin-sister P’

She shook her head. "

“I am an only child.”

“And I,” said Eustace, “am an artist, accus-
tomed to study every line and feature in the
human countenance ; and yours, mademoiselle,
is most deeply engraven on my memory.”’

¢ Under what circumstances did we meet 7
asked the lady, scornfully ; whereupon Eustace
in a few words repeated the events of the night
when he had been drugged into unconsciousness
while his room was searched.

““ And since a violent attempt has been made
to rob me of a certain portrait—within the last
few days,” continued he, “excuse me if, sus-
picious of a plot, I venture to warn you that I
am quite aware why you desire to possess that
picture,”

He said this in reference to Rollings’ solution
of the mystery—namely, that the portrait would
be shown to the rich Nabob in token of his
nephew’s heartlessness and extravagance.. The
beautiful Mademoiselle Silvio turned white with
fear, or anger, or suspicion. Eustace said
nothing of the Indian uncle, only that he knew
'éu“hy 80 many persons wished to obtain the pic-

re.

*“ If you know,” she said, quite off her guard
with sarprise, * make use of your advantages.”

She smiled a brilliant smile, gracious, full of
condescension. He perceived that if he knew
the whole truth in this matter, the adven-
turess Sarah—what else was she P—would pay
court to him, instead of insulting him. What
was this secret? Had it a larger significance
th:x; the wealth of the Indian Nabob, or had it
no f

CHAPTER XXXIIT.
SIR HALBERD'S KINDNESS.

“You tell me to make use of my advantages,”
said poor Eustace, smiling as cynically as it was
in his generous nature to smile, “T mean to do
so at once.” =

He was quite ignorant of the lady’s meaning,
He had no idea what hig advantages were ; but
he continued to grope in the dark with a confi-
dent sort of off-hand carelessness very well
assumed.

Sarah looked at him quickly out of her enor-
mous eyes—a quick, searching, anxious glance.

I can only repeat,” said she, languidly, re-
lapsing into pretended apathy, “ that I have
never been in England in my life.”

... Novertheless, you were alive whon I supped
with you and your good papa,” said Eustace.

t that moment a ta.ll‘,) istinguished-looking
man approached mademoiselle and Eustace, He
bowed, and Eustace returned the salute,

Had he watched demoiselle ocarefully all
the time, he would have seen that she had

o & sign to the gentleman, which had
brought him to her presence. Hp looked at

ustace, and smiled & courteous smile,

“I very much regret, Mr. Grayling, that I
was not here sooner to bid you welocome. I
must introduce myself : Sir Halberd Redruth.”

Eustace bowed again.

“I have mnever before had the honour of
your personal acquaintance, Sir Halberd.” :

“No; and I very much regretted it,’ said
the baronet, politely.

Mademoiselle made a qnick sign with her
hand. The baronet flushed ; and when Eustace
looked at him again, he was amazed at the per-
turbation of his countenance.

Mademoiselle broke into a musical laugh.

“Do sit down a moment, Sir Halberd,” said
she. “T have something so odd to relate.”

Sir Halberd sat down.

““ Once, in London, this gentleman was invited
out to supper by an old man whom he did not
know. Imprudently, he went ; there, in some
strange den, he partook of supper with that
old man and his daughter. His wine was
drugged ; he lost his senses. When he came
to himself, he was in the gas.lit street; the
November rain was falling on him. Hoe felt in
his pockets; but he had not been robbed. He
called a cab, and was driven home; there his
landlady. told him that a lady resembling the
old man’s daughter had come to his rooms,
and called herself his sister, and had searched
every box, trunk, and drawer in his posses-
sion. Nothing was taken. Mr. Grayling went
to the police, and they searched for the
old man and his daughter. Since Sunday,
a violent attempt ‘has been ‘made to deprive
Mr. Grayling of a certain portrait; and he
knows now that the said portrait was what
the old man sought. He has crossed over to
me to-night, telling me that my name is Sarah ;
that I am the old man’s daughter, and the
searcher; and also he now knows of what ad-
vantage the portrait is to him.”

Eustace watched Sir Halberd’s face while
mademoiselle mockingly told him this story ;
and he was surprised to see how his mouth
twitched, and how pale he had become.

“ Bandulia is faithful to me, or is a thief.
She is not linked with my enemies,” thought
Euastace ; for while he felt convinced that Sir
Halberd wished to obtain the portrait, he felt
gi;lso convinced that he had not as yet received
it.

“ You will speak to Mr. Ovington, perhaps
said the baronet. *

“The plot thickens,” thought  Eustace.
;‘ ‘What in the world should I speak to Ovington
op P

‘What does Sir Halberd mean? Eustace did
not ask this question, of course ; he pretended
to understand overything ; and he contrived to
preserve a quiet, calm demeanour, while his
whole soul burnt with impatience and curiosity.

“ Mr. Ovington came to claim the portrait
for you, and frefnsed to give it up.”

‘“ Naturally,” said Sir Halberd, with an un-
natural laugh—* naturally.”

The gay dancers whirled round, the musicians
played on, the rose colour and gold with which
the rooms were decorated swam in a confused
mass of colour before the eyes of Eustace; his
head was burning hot ; he felt that momentous
questions were at issue; and if he betrayed
how little he knew, he would lose all chance
of  whatever Fortune held in store for him.
Perhaps the Indian Nabob had alfeady made
hig will in his favour. Perhaps——, He waited
to hear what Sir Halberd would say. Sarah
leaned back against the rose damask cushions,
and smiled supereiliously. AL

“Iam your guest, Sir Halberd,”” said Eustace,
ab length—* your invited guest, and I have no
right to reproach you here ; but knowing what
a right I had to that portrait, and how invalu-
able it was to me, why did you send your man
of business to cajole it away from me P

“I? He—Ovington—exceeded his orders.
He is a rash and a—a vulgar man,” said Sir
Halberd, who could not find a more contemptu-
ous term for his family lawyer.

“You may imagine, Sir Halberd, how very
much surprised I felt at receiving your invita-
tion to attend at your splendid reception to-
night, when your lawyer had struggled with me,
called in the police, and made them search all
through my &wers, boxes, and wardrobe, for
the portrait. He cven told them that I was a
thief.” :

‘A vulgar man—a very valgar man,” said the
baronet, in a confused manner.

“ But the question is not one simply of the
man’s valgarity,” pursued Eustace, speaking
witha hard smile that was well assamed—a smile
which spoke of indifference, power, 8uCCess,
complete knowledge of the whole matter, while
his very finger-tips tingled with anxiety and
curiasity, “The question is, what reparation

do you intend to make for the wrong you jns

ir
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tended me ? You have invited me here not to
insult me, of course. You must surely have
somie proposal to make.” :

The baronet’s face was deadly white. Thers
positively, to Eustace, appeared scarcely any
real reason for all this violent agitation. ;

Suddenly a thin, rouged lady, in ‘glolet sa@m
and oriental amethysts, stood smiling a polite
smile before Eustace. She pub a very thin hand
on Sir Halberd’s arm.

“Our guest, my dear—Mr. Grayling, Mr.
Grayling, Lady Redruth.”

The middle-aged dame and the young arbist
bowed to each other. 3

“Does not Mr. Grayling dance P> asked her
ladyship.
. ““ Not to-night, Lady Redruth,” said the young
man, gravely. o N

Sir Halberd looked at his wife, and addressed
ber rapidly in German, a language with twhich
Eustace was not well acquainted.”

Lady Redruth grew so pale, that the rouge
spots in her hollow cheeks made her look ghastly.

“ And when shall we know the result? A
thousand pounds, remember; and Sir Halberd
may not always be in this géenerous mood.”

“T will call’ the day after to-morrow, Lady
Redruth, and tell you whether or no I will seil
the portrait.” ;

“ Well and good.” She rose toher feot. * And
now go into the room, and dance with the
prettiest girls you can see; and let me entreat
you to go into yonder refreshment-room, and
take something to eat and drink.” A
v e refreshment-room was ‘splendid. The
pla.‘t{g, the wines, the waiters, wers all most
costly. 3 g )
~ While Eustace was eating some deligions cold
game, he suddenly saw standing in the lamp-
light the form of a man he knew—a blunt, B]'ug,
rud'dg' face, though much of the colour had
faded, The youn gentleman started violenfly
when he saw Eustace. He rughed up fo him,
and grasped his hand. ; %

“ My dear fellow—my dear boy,” he said;
“ where have you been—what has become of

u

She ‘glanced at Enstace, and her small eyes | you ?

flashed savagely ; her lips curled bitterly. Then
she addressed a question sharply to Sir Halberd,
He answered ; and, turning round, Lady Redruth
addressed Eustace, L

“Mr. Grayling, will you come into my
boudoir? I will talk to youfor ten miautes,
and settle this question, I hope, at orice.”’

The young man roge, and bowed his head’ It
was a handsome head, and his form was grage-
ful, tall, well-knit, muscular. Many turned to
look after the hostess and the mnoble-looking
English yonth. Lady Redruth’s violet skirts
rustled stiffly. She threadod her way through
her magnificent ball-room, and entered a htizlg
boudoir, hung in tnrquoise-coloured v_elvel‘;, with
chairs and couches o mafch. Sinking into a
seat, the lady motioned Eustace to do the same.
He remained standing, however.

_“Iam very much pained, Mr, Grayling, that
this should have happened.” asess

Kustace bowed, and listened eagerly, e
uite understood that the lady was trying to

gnd out how much he knew ; and since he knew
nothing, he preserved a discreet silence. :

“This portrait P’ continued her ladyship,
with a bland smile. ; :

“Yes ; itia full of significance, Lady Redruth.
It was too cruel to attempt to deprive me of my
own, wasst not?” .

She shrugged her shoulders—thin shonlders,
and bare, as was fashionable, and unbecoming,
and ridiculous, all at once.

“ This world, my dear young friend, is a hard
lace to dwell in. . The school of life has bitter
iscipling for most of us.” Who ean blame us,

if we strive fira to build up the fortunes of our-
selves and our children ?”’

“ At the expense of others;’ and Eustace
paused to think; and then wnfortunately
added: ‘“and by falsifying the characters of
others.” -

He had made so sure of Philip’s theory re-
specting the Indian Nabob, that he yentured to
ach upon it. :

The sudden flushing of the lady’s %l’;pkan
cheaks, the sudden flashing of her smile, st owed
him that he had made a mistake ; th tfﬁgllmgs
had guessed wrongly, and that the Nabob and
his_golden hoards had nothing whatever to do
wi‘t:thlie_ ;m_ttteg. R 5 istakey”

alsifying ! no, no.. Now you mistake.’

She langhed, as though xmxc}g rglieyelg.?

¢ How could you think—what did. you think
all this meant ? Pray tell me! "You rqte VEry
much mistaken. That much [ ﬂ@% tel ypliv'- ;

* I only know, Lady Redrnth, that the portrait
is inwaluable to me ; that t’?;r some reagon Sir
Halberd desires to obtain it; and that I am
determined not to part with it fo a sonl.”

“ Well and good.”

Lady Redruth’s voice was quite jocund in
her satisfaction. i :

“ Only admitting that there is a secret that
we wish for the portrait ; and meanwhile you, in
profound ignorance of that secret, may go on
hoarding your poor aunt’s likeness ull your life
without benefiting yourself. Why not sell it to
us, say, for ’—the lady paused to eotgax_c,ler,_ then
said—*“say for a thousand pounds

Bustace started,

* Your ladyship bids high.”

“Because I know the story : I am behind the
scenes, You have no elue ; and the portraitis
useless to you.”" ;

. “ It may not always be s0.”

- “It way not.’ The lady sueered g little;
then added: ‘Believe me, it will, Poor old
Lady Redrnth will look kindly at you from the

" ivory, and that is all.”’

Eustace sighed. . ¢

“I will take time to consider of this, your
ladyship,” he said,

“I haye been here in Rome, Sir Gilbert,
wgrl}:ling‘ forfn]ily brea.d.é’ ? —S o

“Happy fellow ; and yet no. Some heartless
jade haIF ‘broke your heart, didn’t she Pq:tha.i
Axis'truth,er girl, didn’t zhe o g : e &
- It was a coarse, rough way of probing an ol
wound ; but Eustace new'ySij:' ilb.e;‘tgq,f old;
He winced a little, notwithstanding,

““The old scar has healed ; the broken heart
is mended,” gaid he, trying to langh.

“ Good heavenis! Jow can such {hjngs be,
when a man 7eqlly loves a woman ? Haye you
heard m% story, how old Redruth’s daughter,
who was to have been my bride, ran away from
mo in the night, and never has been heard of
since P g i

I peyer knew it. I have mixed with none
of my own set; I have read no English papers.”

“ Well and good. Look here : if I catch that
girl ”—he clenched his hands; he spoke through
shut teeth, and his eyes seemed starting from

heir sockets—* I have made up my mind to kill
or, 28 I would a mad dog, unless she marries
me. Shie ha.s slv)aatqd % gfg; she st ruiilned
my soul and body. you. were fo have
“gtxieﬂ that girl, and would not, and go lost a
ortune. You have reason fo hate her, too.”

“ What an extraordinary girl I’ said Eustage.

“She is beautiful, isn’t ghe P’

‘‘ Inever saw her.” 35l

Eustace spoke coldly; he was thinking of
other things.

» “Never saw her? Good heavens! A dark

creature, slight and tall, with eyes that look into

your heart, and read your secrets, and lips that
mile scorn on the world and its ways, Oh!
Stella—Stella I’

“1t’s a pretty name,” said Hustage, care-
lessly.

1 have searched for her,” said the baronet,
“by land and by gea. I have dreamed—dreame
—dreamed of her. Onoe, in an old French town,
I saw her face at a window—I am positive of it.
{ I paid one hundred pounds to the mistress of
the mansion to let me search it from floor to
ceiling. It was.a girls’ school. Well, she was
not there, Sometimes I have faucied that she
was dead, and that it was her ghost I saw.”

Enstace smiled. 3

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” said he. _

“T wish I did not.”” The baronet spokein a
deep, hoarse voice, full of a strange, wild pathos.
“See what a life I lead,”” he added, breaking
into & desperate sort of laugh—“I who used
to give up my time to field-sports, and spend my
life on horseback. Now I am a dweller in cities,
peering into every woman’s face, with my heart
and my soul g in ‘my eyes, and never to
se her. I haunt their foreign picture-galleries,
and I don’t care sixpence about art, I go into
their Catholic churghes, I who was brought up
in the Protestant faith, and never eyen like
the high chureh seryices, that are so much the
fashion now in London.. I live at hotels, and
speak bad Italian, and worse French, I sit in
cafés, sip absinthe, and play dominoes, I that
scorned all house-games, save billiards and hunt
the slipper, for a xromp ab Christmas. I smoke
bad cigars in mean German towns, and drink
their odious beer. I have. been.in' Spain, too,
watching the peasants dance the taraninle, and:
broiling under. the sun on shelferless brown
wastes. ‘Oh! how I longed for the cool woods
and green fields of Trevader! Bub no; I must
keep on searching. I musf search until I djg.”

The hollow eyes of this passion-stricken man
gleamed angry fire, How thin he had grown—hou
worn—how echanged ! What manner of woman
conld this Stella be who had so completely, and
‘against her own will, enslaved the heart and soul
of the proud, bluff Welsh gentleman ?

Eustace thoughti of faithless Lizzie Angtru.

ther, and a fellow-feeling drew him kindly to.
wards Sir Gilbert Owen.

“How do you know, Sir Gilbert, that Miss
Redruth is abroad? She may be in London all
this time,”’

Sir_Gilbert shook his head.

“No; she was seen landing at Dieppe by a
friend of mine, who did not know that she had
left her home, and was surprised to find her
travelling alone; then, since that, have I not
seen her ab the window in that Fremch town P
Besides, all her instincts led her abroad. She
wished to be an artist, and fravel about alone.
She is a free, independent creature, with a
masculine soul and a passionless heart.!?

I would forget her,” said Enstace.

% You remember the words in Holy Writ,”
said the young baronet, with & faint smile—
“the words full of sweetness and passionato
love—love of the purest and holiest that earth
can show—the mother’s love? (an g woman
forget her sucking child?  Such has been.
Mothers, cold and selfish, exist, but they are

monsters. More easily conld the tenderest
mother forget her son than I forget Stella Red-
ruth. You might have married her, Eustace
Grayling.”

“*How do I know ?” the young man answered,
with a smile. “Probably this independent
damsel would have turned up her nose at me.”

¢ Such a daiuty nose, 5o sweetly curved at the
pretby nostril. - Yes, I wish she would curl her
red lip at me again, and tell me to my face that
Iam a fool, or anything else she liked.”

“Such infatuation !” said Eustace.

“Yes; you can call it worse — downright
mania—madness—~whatever youlike ! She never
gave me a loving word nor a fond glance in her
life.. She told me one tale persistently: ¢ Sir
Gilbert, I dislike you ; leave me.’”’ .

‘ Not a coquette; then #?’

fOh,no! a woman’s rights’ damsel ; one who
wished herself a man, that she might fight the
world withoutanybody havingaright to comment
on unladylike manners, yot a thoroughbred gen-
tlewaman to the backbone, dainty in her dress,
neat to perfection—pure, in short, as the bloom
on her  young cheek  testified. Ah! I have
written paoetry since T lost her—I, that was a
fox-hunting, roaring squire, and my verses were
bought by a first-clags magazine and inserted ;
and a fellow wrote and puffed them up; said
they had the true ring; hoped to welcome me
again on the field of letters. < Had he only
known ! There was I, a fool, only Stella in spirib
looked over my shoulder and guided my pen.”’

More the love-sick baronetwould have said ;
but Eustace grew somewhat impatient. e
was full of anxious thoughts. The mystery of
his own fortunes was 8o inexplicable. ~He
therefore wrung the baronet’s hand, and soon
escaped from the glitter and musie' of ~Sir
Halberd’s reception, : il

One thing was clear; he must regﬁn SEOS-

d | sion of the portrait, and he must write to the

Indian Nabob, and he ‘must consult a lawyer
before accepting Lady Redruth’s offer :of ono
thousand pounds. : <
Greater results than ho dreamed of must hang
on the possession of the picture, *
[To be coutinued.]

“§tella Rednuth™ commenced in No. $i4 d
T Bart G Th: n No. 514 and

A PACK o7 Caps. — outh - ber of
rds B 8 vadk, %ad Thase. aep bt I’ygﬁﬁ‘ttge
number of weeks in a yepr; thezo are also fou
suits, the number of weelks in a 'moz,ngh. Cdung

the spots on'a pack of cards, and you find thre
hundred and h;‘x’cg?ﬁ'v‘e. as %:;'ny yigra“i 22 i‘ﬁ;’::
are In ‘a year. There are twelve picture cards
in a yPack, representing the number of months
in a year; and coiznti‘nf the “ ricks,” there arp
thirteen, the nnmber of weeks in o quarter,

ReAL CoNTENTMENT.—In Vienna o §«
ficent house was built by a nob!emmi,*?:%l‘:,la
front of which'is a stone with this inscription
“This house was erected by Count D to bo
given to the ﬁrstyfnan who can prove that he is
really contented.”” One day a strangey knocked
at the gate, and. des,i_r’ed‘ to speak with the
master. I ameome,” said he, to take posses.
sion ‘of this house, as I find you have built it in
order to bestow it upon the man who is reall
contented. Now I amin that state, of which {
am willing to make oath; you will, therefore,

lease, sir, give me immediate possession.” The
%ounf. did not interrupt him till he had finished
his epeech, when he repheq, “¥du are aito
right, sir, with respect to my intentions ; but ag
1 do not discover the least pretension you have
to the character of a contented man, 1 beg you

will retire. 1If you were quite contented, you
would not want my honse!” TroRed &
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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

OF ALL THE. LATEST

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

FROM PARIS EVERY MONTH.

PASTIMES.

OHARADES.
1,
My first is a calamity,
That allthe world endures ;
But, gentle reader, may it_ lQ&g
Be kept from you and yours.
My second’s neither you nor yours,
But may be you and me;
Correctly speaking, it is the
Objective case of we.
My third is at the table-head
~Tuvariably seen ;
*Tis with the meat and fruit we eat,
Though coming in beteen. -
My fourth is prige oy local tax,
A necessary fee,
A gquestion of proportion, or
Emme—f ofdegree.”
My fitth in every riddle is—
Tt truly is indeed;
And vainly might the busy wight
‘Without it try to read. 3
My wholé THE LADIES’ JOURNAL is,
And pleasura to the render gives,
2.
My first we never wish to keep,
Nor care to giveaway;
My gecond is most often seen
Upon theiron way.
My whole is to support my first;
*Twas genevally wood,
Though often superseded now
By something thought n.s good,

G. T. N.

&. T.N.
R s
: T
He Jives at the farm yonder by the mill.
2.
Righard intends to wear anew wig fo-night at the ball,
6 doric - el B 2 Y. M,

REBUS.
A city ouce famous,
A vowel ag well;
A hero of Shakspere

Correctly will spell,
4 AT N,
_ CONUNDRUM. = t
Why is an uncondemned eri rinal like a regsonabls mind ? |
i PR B ST o

| very pretey and very

| not to allow tl}eale ves, &e., to rem
‘will ultco i

A e 8 S

ESMERALDA DAVIES.—(1) gentleman of twenty-one is
rathier Loo young to marry ; twenly-fve is a better age, (2)
The gentleman should bo ofder than the lady; but if the
attachment is sincere, the fge does not matier much. (%)
You will find an excellens récipe for salad, written in verse,
by Sydney Smith, in the Jorrespondence page (answer to
‘“Housekoeper’’) of No,500, page 707, (4) Smithant Darnell’s
copy-books are very good. Nus. 12 and 13, to be obtained ab
any stationer’s,

NoRA.—(1) We do not think it would be injnrious, but it is
not at all a ladylike_ habit. (2) The seven wonders of the
world are:—1, The Pyramids—the mystery of the past, the
enigma of the present. and thé enduring for tlie Tuture ages
of the world, 2. The Temple, the walls and hanging gardens
of Babylon, the most celebrated city of Assyria, and the resi-
dence of the kings of that country, after the destruction of
Nineveh. . The Chryselephantine statue of Jupiter
Olympus, the most renowned work of Phidias, the illustrious
artist of Greece.’ The statne was formed of gold, and was
sitbing on & throue almost touching the summit of the
temple, which was 70 feet high. 4. ‘thé Temple of Diana at
Ephesus, which was 220 years in building, and which was
425 Teetin tength, and 220 in breadth, and sSupported by 127
wmarble columus of the Ionic order, 6) feet high. 5. The
Mausoleum at Halicarnassus, ereeted to the memory of
Mansolas, the King of Caria, by his wife Artemisia, B.C. 358
6. The Pharos, .at Alexandrin, a lighthouse erected by
Prolemy Soter at the entrance of the harbonr of Alexandria.
1t was 430 feeb high, aund-could bo-seen-at n distance of 100
miles, and npol it Was inscribed, **King Ptolemy, to" the
gods, the sayiours, for the bbnefit of sailors.”” 7. The
Colossus at Rhodes, a brazen image of Apollo, 105 Grecian
feet in heizhi, aud loeated ay the entrance of one of the
harbours of the eity of Rhod
Lotion (No. 2, cura
if very numerous, ¢
order,and it is i Lhib
very slight, nodouby
threm, 3

(8) Certainly,
9d. per bottle.

(4) Rimmel’s
(3) Pimples,
y arise from some internal dis-
we better to consuit a doctor. If
@ little cooling wedicine would remoye

STEPHEN'S DARLING.—If you send to Mudia’s Library,
New Oxford Street, London, for a eatai gue—of-the works
they have for e, ¥O'U Will probably see the hamkg you
rtexiru marked at about one third of their original prices.
ROSALIE HILDA ST, CLAIR.~—(1) A wash can be made
from elder-flowers; butis X%Vu great deal of trouble to make,
The flowers require to hedistilled, which you enmioy do
unless vou have a still, - If yo« wash for sowmething to clenr
your eomplexion, we recommend yon to use Rimmel’s Lotion

(No. 2, curative), (2) We do ot know much about tie ma-
chine you mention. We have no doubt it would be eflica-
cious if properiy used. 1f you apply for one, you had better
forward the mouey by P.0.0., not in stamps. ~ (3) We eannot
advise you to use anything better than ram and castor-oil
for promoting the gx'owj[.li; oi the hair,. (4) There are go many
retly materials, that itis really dificuit so t6ll which'would

e the prottiest. ish silk-finished tinted alpacas are

shionable, You can get them in all

and colours, You will see 1 preity and youth-

stames in our Supplement, issued with' the June

E. H. W.—To make_skeleton leaves, the leaves %pst be
placed in pans'of raii-water (not to be changed) and left to
‘sopk for sofe weeks, until the onter conting or green parh
feels pulpy, and_sticks fo'the ingers. They must then be
taken out and washed, by being gently shaken about in
water, and afterwards putinto a shallow earthenware tray,
still in water, keeping themn steady by pressing the finger
upon the stalk, while the decayed part is removed with a
small, short-haired, rather stiff brush, when the delicate,
woudy fibre alone will remain, Although the operation is 80
simple, yet considerable experience is ne; pslnll"g' as to the
time of maceration required for the different leaves, This
can only be gained by pragtice, as it-is impossible to give

ny rutes for the time, varying as it does wibi thae season ol
he yeg.r,' and consequeut tenrperature.  After the Jeaves nre
dry, befors mounting, theyshould be bleached in a solution
of chloride of lime, of Whigh "there shonuld be about one
table-spoonful in two quarts of water, Care muzt be taken
in 600 long in the chiloride,
or. they. ‘will Tall Bees.  Ou removing them from the
solution, they are to be put into clean waler, which must be
chan about five or six times; after this they Should he
dried Fn biottx}nq»pnper.» }Vﬁn& m“lwt"m ble ?AS&D‘)&]{H%B? if,

of mal nyes, you find only two op three skelotons
ggffe‘ot,” ?\% met?’st su¥tuble leaves 1’0:"y gkeletonizlng are the
pog]iu'. plane, pear, tulip, sycamore, magnolia, and Indian-
rubber; these last take a long time to macerate, The seed-
vessels of the poppy, stramonium, hyoscyamus, and winter
cherry, make beautifal skeletons, Ivy is also very useful

.| and pregty’in a group.

EpITH luupxh-(l) Milk of sulphur js a very cooling
?biux to take in the spring of the ye%r, (2) Thereigno grent
mproprieby; but it is better avoide: except between the
dren of most lnﬂmggg friends. (3) It is not tsual for o
tleman to correspond with a young iady, nnless he looks
upon her as something more ghan a friend.” (4) She must do
wh’:lu her ehnxstgi%{abe. 1r x_h% d(l)es not w;xsh lm%nﬁ write
Q nd bentions are not pleasing, the best thing is
f Ll nim once. (8) Solidified glycerine is an excellent
thing for the hands, (6) Quiet, faded-looking colours are ta be
worh this season. ‘Fhe colours most becoming to dark
people-are_purple, pink, mauve, maize and ‘bine,” (7). Rum
and castor-oil is an excellent thing for promoting the growth
of the hair. (8) Velveteen costumes are too warm for
summer wear; they are always fashionable in the winter.
(9) Pretty, but not ungommon,
A GoOD TEMPLAR.—(1) The followingis an excellent regipe
or wﬂ!c@!ﬁpﬁn@\g&s i=Take & wine-glassful of enu-do-
another 1of lemon-juice; uqmp%n&wb cakes of
rowh WindSor soap to a powder, and mix well in o mould.
hen hard, it will-be an éxcellent soap for whitening the
hands, - (2) Blue, piuk, violet, and brown. Between
fifteen and seventeen. 1t depends upon whether you look old

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIM] . % fuor young for your age, - ;

.. SOLUTIONS 0¥ PASTIMES AN No. sl % i .—Thé only way to cure stammering is to
X gggg%“%mmble. dete 3”':&“"&‘ fempt to speak, whab-you are going
a > TOWNS.~1. Windsor. 2. Leigester. 8. Loul say, an vour, you do ‘speak, £0 pronourn

i Wiagt SLIAEADEE 4 20 e 'h word slowly and distinetly, By t| h
DuoARITATION. ~Swell, well, ol. 1566n Toso e iabit of stanimoriing, tuisss 1t tu’ csed by
the mouthi: in that case we recom-

NOTIOE 7O CORRESPONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY.

As our Corvespondence has greatly increased with the
inereased popularity of owr Journal, and as further
8page cannot be spared in the Journal for repligs thereto, |
We puirpose from this date to answer quesbiong of im-
mediate importance by post within.a fow days of their
recoipt. A stamped, addressed envelope must be for.
warded for the vep'y, and in no case shall we answei in
envelopes addressed to be loft at a post-office. Our
subscribors must mot expect us to reply by post to
Questions that are nob of wrgent importance.

In Jubure we shall not ingert requests for tie words ﬂﬂ
0ngs or pogms unless accompanied by @ stamped
and addressed. envelopa, with the nom de plume of the’
souder and the name of the song, &c., required, written
inside the envelope. - »

1 GNES,—The fentures and exp

ress S tolerably ’good
e Tice i intelligent, but ot . hair i8 not,
bi - 931, i rehead, and i 1s
v "‘{r‘m%"’mﬁﬁ"nﬁhmn oming. Ags Detiwean

some o
mend you to consult & medical man,

NoRAH K.—(1) The following is the best method of wash-
ing crochet antimacassars :—Pat two quarts of rainswater,
2 0% bs“u{b llow soap, eut yery thin, and 2 oz soda, into ajar;

when guite (mlﬁd,,,nms én the work, and place the jar in a

| cool oven, and let it stand all night. Take out the work,

ut i into : water, and let it remain for a fow hours:
Bbn take it out, and ‘pin out on & eloth to dry, Do no
starch-it. (2) Braided toilet-mats should be put into thin
stareh. (S)Ml:)- i 1]

(4) We are sorry we have not the recipe for
which you )
yith W tﬂg&a, OFwhite plested muslin, than with siik of a

e I
Your dress would I lighter, trimmed
&rk

r sh
KAg“l!I JANE~(1) Brides’ dresses do not require mueh
trimming,  For the nowest style, we nag“ refer you to
our Sapplement, issusd with our May Part, on which you
will see a bride’s costume, (2) Capes will be worn this
season, (3) It is unusual to mark the linon until after the
wed%mg, and then you can mark it with your husband’s

J. P. S.—(1) Percy is from Percival, the signification of
which i§ ““a town ym France,” cm The gurd iden of
fashion in %xe colour of hair has quite gone out. The
vlfﬂmw_ olour of the hair is always hest suited $0 the comm-
ghxlou. 3) The shoulders should nab beb § Qngnx, lox

)1ty onall, hut : S hack should ho Berfectly dat.
matter . ) .
ot bl e '°E;r ua%r. S&uoh depends

e
hers would
lllgm pyefils ‘gl;:rer blue eyes and
"EST MOT,— r send to Cramer’s, Regent
Stgeet, or Aud(gwg o“uhud .P.?;j:, ﬁanom Square, London,
e adbag e st iRl Mot
en c 86 for- raelfl. e 5
O TN 0T I on Who onn 66 the
T o T etebf or sonte DT WIb Q01 dainethe
would have RSthisnsg £ 86 with 1t .

() )
twonty-tive and thirty,

5 Years by Gertrade. * i
lmlﬁ’. ";gi"‘{bemnk and I Quarrel
e

Roste.—White collars and caffs may he worn when in
mourning for a parent aftemthe firstsix months ; but they
should he composed of plain white muslin, deep hemmod ; or
White linen with black edge.

JULIa ST. CrArz.—(1) If you consider your question, you
Wwill find that the origin is far too ancient to be traced. (2)
Sunday is the first day of the week. (3) We do' mot know
the book you mention. If yon require & work of the kind, we
recomuend you to get Dean Alford’s “ Queen’s English,”

_VERBENA AND VIOLET.—(1) Mauve. (2) We have discon-
tinned answering questions as to colour of hair and style ot
writing. A

K11ty CLOVER.—(1) With many people it is constitutional.
You cannot restore the colonr to_gray hair without using
dyeor a Xmuj restorer, Try Rimmel’s Photochrome, (2) Rum
and castor oil is an excellent thing to promote the growth of
tho hair. '

MINNIE.—(1) Wash the yak lace as yon wonld flannel; do
not starch or jron; but pin it out carefully on'a board nntil
quite dry, (2) Damon and Pythias were two Pytha. orean
pl_x;losoplgeraQfSyracuse,reudered‘memurnhlehyﬂmir riends
sliip, Dlouj‘f'glu_s Lp»e tyrant haviug condemned Damon to
dmt.h,yerm ssion was granted him to return to his native
place, in ovder to settle his affairs, Pythias remaining in hi
stead, The hourfixed for the 8xecntion axrrived, and Lythia

hout "to auk’gﬁ' the panishment; but Damon réturiie

o und a genérous contest engued between them as to
who ™ shonld be the victim, ‘Dionysiug was.so touched by
this faighrual fnenﬂs%h_xy, that he pardoned Damon, and asked
to be admitied as a third friend. Bhey lived fn the fourth cen=
tury B.C. (3 aid 4) We donot know, neither can we ascertain
the answers to either of these questions. (5) We have ine-
serted this question as a query, but have not yet received
an answer, (6) If the rigué is white, most likely salts of
lemon wounld remove the ‘stain; if' colonred, hoiling milk
might do so, If it does not, we know of nothing ¢lse that
would, = (7] I’_or‘t’ash}gxmlde riding-habit, see our Fashion
Supplement issued with the JunePart. - i

ANN‘IE‘N.—{}) Spread your gloves op a elean hoard ; rub
the “dirriest plasas with ream of tar AAr or magnesin, and
let them remain'an hoirr or more. MiX tocether some POW=
dered alnm and fuller’s earyh, rub the mixture all over the
gloves with a little brush (a tooth-brush will answer the
purpose), angd again-leave them for a time. -Brash-off the
miixture and_rub the gloves with a flanngl dipped in ' bran
and- fnely-powdeved whitening, = After again Tetting (liem
lie-an-holr or two, brash offthe powder, and the gloves will
beé clean,  (2) To remove wine-stuins, hold the article in hoile
ing milk, and q!l(;ex‘y stain will disappear. The same remedy
is effectual for fik-stains if applied before washing. (3) To
clean hair-brushes, put one tea-spoonful of liguid ammonia
into two quarts of warm water; putinone brushatatime; do
not wet the back ol the brushrs rub it abent quickly, rinse
in elear tepid-water, and'put it in-the air to dry. .

A GENERAL READER.—I is perfectly correct to say * av~
rived ;" bug “arroye’ ‘g;“ arriven ** would only be used in
colilic American literature, ox by comie lecturers like tire late
Artemus Ward. > = T

M1ss 8. (Southport.)~We cannot answer letters by post
qxllessusta,lmped envelope is sent. A pattern of Houiwp
Lice handkerciief border was given in No. 502, page 795,

Bl il
QUERILES,

MAGGIE DARLING would feel very

\GGIB I W rateful to any kind
realer who would oblige her with® the words otnn,ypoem

entitled “ Burned Letters,” which begins thus:—
**"Tis six months to-day since his wedding-day,”
and in which the following verse occurs—
- * " Horew another that came
When the summer days were long.”
It begins with—

“My darling Nell,”
and ends with— d

‘ . Forever your oy
lopmrmane gt GOV whane: ue v o
1 alle . rague g - | in {
and, 1€ 16 1§, where she co 'nwcure?t; B E- 1o REl

MAUDE wonl gritteril to any reador who conld lot hor
know where sh‘%@&%%‘b_ ‘thq%ook called * More Worlds
than One;” she thinks it isby Sir Edward Russiter; also the
price.

A KuNTISH MAIDEN wounld feel obliged for the words of
the songs, “The Young Recrait,” aund “ Come Back to

i ANSWERS TO QUERIES,

BRANCEE DORMER has great pleasure in telin
that the ling she mentions oef
Irish Melodies, eatiéd * Fare
come the Hour,2 - - 4

“ g
ars in one of Thomus Moore’s
oll, but Whonover You Wels

BLANOHE DORMER, NORA, JESSIE, B, I, ETHEL, IsABL
61:& iA KENTISH MAIDEN, ng}grm&mkd‘d for answers tr'b'
eries, . -

TO CONTRIBUTOQRS,
G. DUNCAN AND MARY ave thanked for contributions of
Pustimes, ¥

STORIES RESPROTFULLY DECLINED.—“ Effie Dale,” hy F,
**Ihe Ghost of the Lvy Tower,” b{ R. W. D, *““‘Hilda; orthe
Rash Vow."b& Lal * Laura’s Brother-in-law,” by Isabel,
ons:
Ko

.
“ By Mutual ent,” by C. Henderson. * Helen's Tri al,””
by ﬁ‘}% . Knto Stinloy. by B G, o do
8-t :

Dbis ame, * Bthol { G. B. 8, “"D'A”em do.%ou-

Gertifl ni  For Hof Sike. by 1. J. 1 Mgh

oumi I oty on 6 B O el by
. 'L 2y

K. Wilson, “ Hasily Won,” by Sabinar o I,Bﬁuhg%u».)z

by Miss H%ding. “My Cousing,” by R. L. Carr. ** Aftor
1 all's &‘toubles," by A.

ed, . M
Ken &0, hi KWy "“tgar%;uda 1{! ‘,"GK g

A Stra Srory,” “A Curions Dreni ”'huﬂ‘"ﬁr. idler’
Grand Concert,” by Mrs. BEdwards. 72%e foregoing MSS,
were qecompanied by stamps Jor their return, and have
therefore been sent by post to their several awthors, THR
FOLLOWING MSS, NOT HAVING BEEN ACCOMPANIED BY
at the Publishing Office, where they
3 ad upon application ; but any MSS, that Mmay re-
main unclaimed.on the 3180 December next, will be destroyed.
*1s He Faithful, L%vln{, and True ?” by M. B. *‘Aunt
bara’s Heir,” by F. M. B. * Lilian’s Wuddtnx.c%ﬁ
Ashe. *“Harry Weston,” by Nellie B. * o at Pi
Sight,” by M. G. E."* Maud,” by B, E. F. "“Flora €ole~
man,” by Bdward D, “Told at the Inn* and “The Harp o
the Fairies,” by J. 0, B, *Arab Entertainment at Coi=
stantinoples ‘‘ Reginald Ashton,” by Miss H. * Lgs:
by V. M Lged. “ Madeleine,” &e., hg M. M. Brow
Canmere,” by 0. B, Canney.” “ Maud and ur

o mortelle. ** Mand Grantley;” Anon.

eight “in Diamonds:” Anon. “A’ Picture,”” hy Haelej
utwitted’’ and ““ Edith Leigh's iformne." by

: Thespis, ** All’s Well that

Ends Well,” by Suivre, “In Exi)er!enco of the Stage,”” by
Amy Reade. ‘“A Love Stor.y(‘ by B, X. ** After Many §em‘s,"
by Oswald, ‘Unspoken;” Aunon, * After Five Years,” hy
Maria R. “My Promise,” by C. M. E. 8. *“The Captain’s
Wife,” by J. F. & Ellen Jassy,” by K. V. C.  As Blind as
Bat,” by V. E. “Only a Girl’s Thoughts,” by @enuine,
* Lost »gd Won at Wimbledon,” by 8, H. Dakin, *A
%ho?s ry,” by Lyro. “Th &egueﬁm;” Anon,
RIS S | Nl b

y M. M. D, e > y )
ﬁustmlian Adyenture,” by M. C.

v M. 0. “A Happy New 4

“The Midnight Mystery,” by D, .py"Jem." by\Ml ]

“Thorns among the ses,””
“Ellgn’g Mistake,” hyJY H. J.

. H. 3, M
o', Ban-purty by B, A« O D: - < Qlioen Biiy;>
St b fem i

arces,” o render,*
8., by Hope pni

i
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‘KATHARINE DROPPED THE CABINET ON THR TABLE BEFORE THE AMAZED CLAUDE.

K3 1 & 2

3 i gYoup in the drawing-room consisted only of

FOR LIFE~FOR LOVE! |0 near comneotions who had beon requested

BY THE AUTHOR. OF “TRISSIE'S BRIDAL,”  WILFUL to remain, and hear the tenour of Mr. Har-

WINNIE,”  AGAINST HIS WILL,” ‘“ A TWISTED LINK, greaves’ will. -

Mrs. Alverstone was there, dressed in the

A ilnosthex%ensive mourning. Ix:1 %bedlﬁnce ﬂto

> e er husband, she had essayed to Dplay tne

CHAPTER XXIIT g CREATES | Hostess ; but had been so ov};rcome by a con-

THE WILL IS READ, AND MR. SON sciousness of her own deficiencies, that she had

A SENSATION. . |kept her face concealed in her handkerchief

AT last all was over. The carriuges contain- | during the greater part of the time, thankful to
ing the funeral guests

No. 531,—Vor, XI,

“ MR, ERRINGTON'S WARDS,” EIC., ETC,

»

had rolled away, and the | escape by this semblance of grief from the task

of conversing with people she did not know, and
could not understand.

Mrs. Quentin was also present, breaking in
upon the subdued whispers of the rest with
little hysterical bursts of woe, which, however,
did not prevent her from listening eagerly to all
that passed, and striving to sift Mrs. Alverstone.
But in this she was unsuccessful; for Rose
never left her mother’s side, and there was an
expression in the young girl’s bright eyes that
kept the wily widow at bay. ;

Mr, Sondes, too, had stayed, at Captain .
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Alverstone’s request. In his palmiest days, the
banker’s head clerk had not: been a handgome
man ; *and now that his wobegone face was
stained purple in patches from the new kid
gloves with which he had rubbed his eyes so
often, he looked miserable indeed. The Captain,
who 1was in his most gracious mood, patted him
on the shoulder; and said something intended to
boreassuring, far e i no doubb that Mr. Sondos
was trefublinig for the post he had held so long,

and dreading instant dismissal; but his con-
descension seemed to have no other effect than
making the poor clerk look more lugubrious
than before. f

The solicitor drew out the will ; and as he laid
it on the table, ho glanced at the Captain, who
immediately rang the bell. :

“T.et some one go to Mrs. Claude Alverstone’s
maid, and tell her to inform her mistress that
her presence is requested here’” 5

“Not to-day, six,” Claude agitatedly inter-
posed. “In a week or two sho will be better
able to bear what she has to hear.”

But his father bade the servant carry his
mossage, and then blandly observed : -

“ My dear boy, I honour you for your tender
consideration of our dear Katharine’s feelings;
but hor grief will grow morbid if we permit her
to indulge it in this way. Besides, as Mr. Hax-
oreaves’ principal legatee, it is only right that
she should be here. W should like to consult

her wishes as far as we can—eh, Mr. Vellam ?
As rogardd the banking business, I have mo
doubt that she will concur with me in wishing
it o romain for the progent in the hands of our
worthy friend, Mr. Sondes.”

« If dearost Katharine would rather that I
vepresent her,”” murmured Mrs. Quentin, “I
am sure I’m quite ready to make aun oﬁorfl, and
sit out this dreadful reading; although it re-
minds ma g0 forcibly of my poor, dear, never-
to-be-forgotten Fred, that my feelings——"

But_ she stoﬂ)ed short; for the door had
opened, and Katharine herself stood on the
threshold. She had lost her dread of Captain
Alverstone, now no one but herself could be
nade to suffer by anything he said or did ; and
within the last hour she had formed a resolu-
tion, to which she intended to adhere.

She wounld not live with Claude; but retire to
some quiet, country village, where, if he refused
her tho modarate allowance she intended to de-
mand, she could sipport herself by the sale of
her jewels, until she conld obtain a situation as
governess or dame de c‘o‘mgmgnie. As for the
Alverstones, they might fatten on the wealth,
which wonld be worse than valueloss in her eyes,
if she raust share it with people whom she
abhorred and regarded & being in a great mea-

‘ gure the causé of her father's untimely death.
She cared not what they did now ; if she could
but release herself from their yoke, and go where
they would never trouble her, she thought she
could feel content.

Without vouchsafing a glance at anyone, or
noticing Claude, who-eagerly sprang forward to
offor her his arm, she stepped towards Mr.
Vollum, and addressed him in her coldest
haughtiest accents. She had suceumbed to the
pressure put upon her while her father was in
danger ; but now not even force should make
her play the hypocrite, and pretend to be satis-
fied with her lot.

T am here, sir; not because my presence can
be required, as I am but too well aware that I
have no power to alter the plans others will
malke for me ; but simply because I should like to
hear the words in which my dearest father dic-
tated hislast requests. Will you please read on?”

She seated herself in a listening attitude ; and
Mr. Vellam, looking considerably mystified,
bowed, and f)ogn.n to unfold the decument. Mrs.
Alvorstone half rose, as if she thought she onght
0 laiwve she room ; but not succeeding in cateh-
ing the eye of her husband, without whose ac-
quiescenco she dare not do anything, she sank
back in her chair. Mrs. Quentin, who hoped
‘for a legacy, and was boiling over with curiosity
to know the eause of Katharine’s hasty nuptials,
made a sudden rush across the room to hang
about her cousin, and gurgle exclamations of,
¢ My poor love!—my sweet follow-sufferer !
Oh! why cannot I be as calm as you? Do have
my vinaigrette! I know you have not my
highly-sensitive organisation; but still, you
must feel this trial I’ g
~ For once in her life, Katharine was grateful
to Captain Alverstone, and eould have thanked
him sudibly when, in a manner that forbade re-
sistance, ho lod the gushing widow back to her
seat, saying; as he did so: ¢

“ Be kind cnough to recollect, Mrs. Quentin,

_that this is neither the time nor the place for
such demonstrations. Unless you can control
yourself, T shall be obliged to take you out of

$he room.” .

- Mrs. Quentin called him  cftlel,” and plain-
tively murmured that no one symupathised with
her—no one had ever done so since she lost poor
Fred; but she subsided into silence when Mr,
Vellum began to read, till, on finding that her
name was not mentioned in the will, she audibly
regretted that she had made herself so unhappy
about a relative who had not testified the
smallest regard for her.

With his arms folded on his chest, Clande
stood close to his bride, gazing down upon her
with the tenderest compassion, and ready to fly
to her assistance, if the ordeal proved too much
for her. At such a frying moment, he was
generous enough not to think of her as the
proud, disdainful girl who repelled his advances
so scornfully, but only as the heart-wrung
daughter, who had made a great sacrifice in vain.
He alone observed the restless motion of the
little handg, that had grown so thin during the
last few weels—he alone saw how she started and
grew paler than before when Mr. Vellum respect-
fully addressed her by her new name; and how
her lip quivered, and the tears welled into her
eyes, when healluded to the circumstances under
which Mr. Hargreaves had given instructions
for the drawing up of this will. Ah! why could
she not see that, if she had lost one loving heart,
there was another still left to cherish her? and
that the marriage vows her lips had spoken g0
unwillingly had been breathed by Claude with
a deep and reverent sense of their import, and
an unswerving determination to keep-them to
the uttermost?

* * * * *

Tn fow and well-chosen words, the banker had
bequeathed to his clerks and servants substan-
tial tokens of his gratitude for their faithful
sorvices. Mr. Sondes was especially mentioned,
and directions given to Mr. Hargreaves’ exe-
cutors to sink a few thousands in the funds,
so as to secure to the worthy little man a
comfortable annuity, which he was to enjoy
whether he did or did not think proper to re-
main in the bank after the decoase of his patron,
This proof of the banker’s attachment his
head clerk heard with a groan and a sob, and
Captain Alverstone with a frown; for he dis-
approved of wasting large sums on dependents,
who ought to be satisfied with their salavies.

Thers were gifts of plate and rings to personal
friends, coupled with a hope that, if the testator
had omitted to mention anyone to whom such
tokens of his esteem would be precious, hig
daughter would repair the mneglect; a clause
that made Lollie’s eyes brighten again, and set
her speculating as to whether het cousin could be
induced to present her with a handsome paiure
of jet, to be worn for the sake of the dear de-
coasged. ¢ i 5 i g

Then, in tones that iﬂvqi&ﬁtaiiizr bmga_a-
lower and gofter, Mr. Vellum read. the tender
words in which Mr. Hgi'gr_eué{s had devised to
his dearly beloved and ouly child, Katharing
1da, all the property, both personal and real, o
which o night dis passessed 3 loyiig pon Hor
no restrictions beyond tﬂ’io?@_ ‘that, ;é_ﬁi?ljiﬂ 1
age or unmatried at the time of his decedss;
sho would bo gaided by the advice of the two

genﬂe‘me&% wmed as her gdardians,
When Mr. Vellum had concluded, Katharine
;pﬁham}, ‘glancing at her young husband,
coldly said : .

“You haar, sie? I suppose néither you nor
your futher will disputo this will; as it mkes
ovebythiig your own? Need I stay longer?
My, Sondes; you Served my father faithfully,
and h‘ifs child thanlks you for it; she can do no
more !’ s : : v e
% e shall not forget M. Sondes’ services,”
siid. Captain Alverstone, majoestically; *wo
shall retain him in $ho bank if he continues to
give us satisfaction.” 5

But, instead of bowing his thanks, Mr. Sondes,
to tho astonishment of everyone present,
started up, and seized his own hair with both
hands ; sorrow and anxiety had made him for
the time a madman, and, stammering and trem-
bling with emotion, he retorted :

At the bank?

“ Youw reta.itn me !—-W_l{x;eml?1
By this time to-morrow'it will be closed! You
rezvnrd me—with vv)ga,t? There is nob enough
to satisfy the ereditors; there’ will not be a
halfpenny gaved for this poor young lady! The
undertakings on twhich Mr. Hargreaves had
ventured his all fell to the ground when he was
no longer able ,t;o carry them on, and we ave
roined—ruined " ="

“ Tt ig false!—ib is o base lie, invonted to
alarm me ! thundered Captain Alverstone, as
he strode towards the shivering man, and would
have seized him by the collar if he had not
sholtered himself behind Claude. “ Unsay these
words, fellow ! You aro deceiving us
But still Mr. Sondes repeated his assevera-

tions.

waré and confess that he has
600!

“It is true, Captain Alverstone, although it

breaks my heart to be obliged to say so. We °

must have stopped payment to-day if we had
not closed the bank out of respect to Mr. Har-
reaves, We must inevitably do so to-morrow.”

“I'll not beliave it—I can’t believe it!” raved
the infuriated Captain, his eyes roving wildly
round the sumptuously-furnished aparfment,
that a few minutes earlier he had been rejoicing
in as his own, “I{’s a conspiracy—a shame
conspiracy—to defraud me, and this hypoeri-
tical rascal is at the bottom of it! You, too—"’
and he came towards Katharine so menacingly,
that Claude stepped in front of her, and
beckoned to Rose to come and lead the stupi-
fied girl from the room—* you, too, madam,
have been deliberately cheating me ; and all your
pretence of dislike to the marriage I was fool
enough to arrange, was but a 7use to hide your
eagerness to secure yourself before the crash
came !”’

“ Gently, Captain Alverstone,”” Mr. Vellum
ventured to interpose. ““ Iam quite sure that Miss
Hargreaves is incapable of ths conduct you im-
pute to her. Anyone can ses that Mr. Sondes’
revelations have astonished and shocked her
equally with the rest of us.”

¢ Let her prove it. She was too deep in her
father’s secrets not to know why he dared not
meet me, She is a heartless intriguante—a
cunning: jade——"’

But now Claude indignantly interfered.

““ Please to remember that you are speaking
of my wife, sir, and have some little considera-
tion for her feelings |”’

“Then let her tell us the whole truth,” was
the angry retort., * Let her explain by what
abominable trickery this stato of affairs has
been brought about. ILet her and her confede-
rate—where is the sneaking scoundrel P—be set
{g.ce t,? face, and made to answer my ques-
iony. ey

But @hg% had put Ki8 unhappy bride into
the drtns o ' Rose; who quickly ?c?dy her away,
turding & deaf ear for once to the imperious
comriia d to stop which her fabher vociferated.

Katharine shall angwer no questions bub

said. ‘It is she

s
should be pitied—I, who have been so shame-
fully &nyg(}).i seuaéhﬁ; feelings, indeed ! You
don’t seem to remember that, instead of bring-
ing you a fortune, she Brings you nothing—ab-
solutely nothing !” : :
““For better for worse — for richer for
oorer!”” Claude significantly repeated; but
his father only grew angtier when thus re-
minded of the words of a ceremony he had been
Bﬁfal‘)ger :o bx{{ing a.boz‘rl:.h - f
on’t gicken me with that sorb of bosh just
now, but_make that fellow Sondes sloung Jfor-

1fess 1 soti cooking the
punts—securing a purse %'ﬁxs‘elf,g and
mismanaging affairs ever since thére has been

Eﬁcygz;éxoqn ot & %

_greatest | by what ha -
ourréd ; do nof t“uuglr ot ?g s
_““Rlie the sufferer! Nonsense! It is I who

110 orte to look after him! He sMall spend- this

night in prison unless he ayvows everybhing !
PR 5o be. dupka;  robbbte BEBDwcintat

| Hoavens and earth ! what a horrible, horrible

disappointment it is ! — without. knowi h
reason ivh;ﬁ.” 3 ég e

“You can do what you like with me, Captain
Alverstone,” replied Mr. Sondes, who had now
recovered his composure, and spoke with a
gorrowful graviby that impressed everyone with
his trath, ¢ If I were in fault, I should feel I
deserved it, and, being innocent, I can bear
the worsh you elicose to say or do. I have
toiled night and day to stem the current and
keep things straight, as Mr. Claude here knows.
He acquits me; he came to me at the bank,
and mqmreg into the state of affairs for Miss
Hargreaves sa.kp. I saw he was to be trusted,
and so I told him all. He went through tho
accounts with me, and convinced himself that
matters had gomne too far to be retrieved.”

":Ehe Ca?tmn turned fiercely on his son.

‘What’s this he says ? You—you knew that
I was cheated, and yet kopt it from me #”’

“T could not alter it, sir, and I hesitated to ex-
pose the dying Mr. Hargreaves to your wrath.”

«But the girl—you have married the girl—
saddled yourself with a pauper 1”

“gShe had mno other friend—ro ofher pro-
tostor,” was the quiet reply.. “T did not wed
Katharine until I convinced myself that there
was no one else to stand between her and ap.
golute want.”

« Madman—idiot! she scorned—she despised
you, and you knew ib!

“Yes, sir, and I also knew what had led hor
to form so poor an opinion of me,”

Captain Alverstone did not choose o hear
this, but raved on.

“You knew, too, that she was penniless, and

B

-
é
§
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yet wedded her? I could strike you to the
grognd forggeur folly 1” o

The young man drew himself up proudly.

¢ Father, you would have had me marry her
when you believed her to be a wealthy heiress.
Do you think I could act such a despicable part
ag o’ draw baock when I had questioned Mr.
Sondes and extorted from him her real posi-
tion 7’

“Starve; then, with her! - ( X
claimed; with an oath; and, perceiving that his
wrath was beginning to veer round to the hap-
less manager, Clande drew the latter from the
room, whende Mrs. Quentin and Mrs. Alver-
stone had fled in dismay some minutes earlier.

% Indeed, gentlomen,” the poor clerk kept
repeating; “I have donemy best. AsItold you
when you came to me at the bank and asked
mio if T could not arrange things so ag to shield
Miss Hargreaves from trouble, they had gone
beyond me. ~If Mr. Hargreaves had not been
stricken down so suddenly, all might—nay, all
would have been well; for he was a man of won-
derful resources; but when that illness so un-
fot;tgmai:'e_ly attacked him, everything stopped
with it.” ; :

Neither the speaker nor Clande knew that it
was the return to England of Captain Alverstone
that had given ‘the banker his death-blow.
Already oppressed and harassed with ‘the mag-
nitude of the speculations in which he had em-
barked, his brain had given way altogether when
weréditor appeared whose claims he was wholly
unable to meet: skl ,

“Then it is true ?” asked a hollow voice ; dnd
Katharine stood before them.

She had resisted the entreatios of Rose thab
sho should retire to her own apartment, and
had been walking about the hall, striving to
roalise what ghe had heard.

Ruined! Could it be possible ? Was: that
frichtful séene she had once seen enacted about
to be played over again, and her father’s name
cursed ag she had heard another banker’s exe-
crated by his wronged creditors ?

“Tell me,” she gasped; “ig it—can it be
" true £’ §

“ Tt is a great misfortune,” Mr. Sondes
answered, with a sigh; “but it has been un-
avoidable. If we could but make Captain Alyer-
stone believe that it has not been through any
fanlt of mine !’ e

“Am I expeeted to regret his disappoint-
ment #”* exclaimed Katharine, all her hatred of
that hard, unfeeling man surging np at the
‘mere mention of ‘his name, I might do so if
it were nob the just reward of his avarice. He
did nop carve who suffered; so that he accom:
pliched his purposes. - He hags crushed me; bub
?e f_.:k,l,s, £00, and I will not pretend to be sorry

or it. .

She spoke to Mr. Sondes; bub she fixed her
glittering eyes on{ Claude, who turned away in
silence. - His pity was too great for anything
she said to move him to anger; and he knew
that she had just cause for complaint against
his father, whose conduct he deplored far more
than she imagined. ‘

“ But, indeed, my dear Miss Katharine,
whatever Captain Alverstone may have done, Mr.
Claude has behaved admirably—admirably !’
the clerk ventured to say ; for he had been much
impressed by the manly bearing and eonsiderate
kindness the youth testified. 3

He would have entered into the fullest expla-
nations; but already Katharine was moving
impatiently away, She was in no mood 4o listen
to anything that whas in favour of a member
of the family she detested. : t

“Pray sparo-me !’ sho lonked over her
shoulder to say. - *I know that I mustbe silent
now, whatever I may think or feel; but to hear
you sdvocate the cause of the gentleman who
thought he married the banker’s heiress, is an
annoyance I can very well dispense with.”

Poor Mr. Sondes glanced anxiously at Claude,
whose comprossed lip and knitbed brows evince
how greatly her taunting tone had aroused his
own fiery spirit. St

“ Hagsty words—nothing more, my dear SIT;
he said, soothingly. ¢ Think how this poor
young lady has been petted and indulged, never
formifig & wish that was mnot gratified Jm-

- mediately, and forgive hor if sorrow makes her
irritable. A
appreciato your good qualities, and tha.?!

eaven, as 1 do, that she has married one who
will do "his utmost to prosorve her from all
further troubles. What do you propose doing,
my dear Mr. Claude? Bub there, L am foolish
to ask & question you cannot answer yeb. T }l
send you word how I buffet through to-morrow’s
storm; and yow'll endeavour to

Alverstone believe, won’t you,

I bhave acted honourably throughout; and

strictly done my duty to my late employer

? the: Captain ex-

By-and-by, she will be better able o

make Captain | hi
my dear sir, that”

As soon as Mr. Sondes had disappeared, the

; | Captain pounced upon his son. In the interval

he had “been swallowing large draughts of
brandy, and alveady his voice was thick, his
countenance inflamed.

¢ (Jome heére, boy, and let us decide upon some
course. As the largest creditor, I shall bave
first claim, so there will be something for us;
and if we could stave off the crash for a few
days, we might be able to realise a considérable
sum, and get hold of all the most valuable
securities.’’

“ Would that be honest; sir?”’ his son de-
manded.

“Pooly! it is what any prudent man would do
undeér such circumstances. - Everyone for him-
gelf in business.”

«“But it is not honesty;” Claude persisted ;
“gand I have heard of attempts to defraud ere-
ditors being severely punished.”

“Of course I should mot do angthing thab
was risky ; but who has a greater right than we
to whatever can be saved from the wreck ? It's
not too late to recall Sondes and sound him.
‘With his assistance, we might secure to cur-
selves—""

« Stay, father I’ and Clande grasped his arm
ag he was snatching up his bat to harry in
pursuit of the clerk— stay, sir! I have a 'voice
in this matter, and as Katharine’s husband
and representative, I protest against any act
that meither she mnor I ean sanction with
a clear conscience.”

¢ Do you, then, turn against me? Am I to
sit downy and see everything slip through my
fingers because you have scruples? Do you
forget that Rose; her mother, and the poor
children, all are dependent on me, and that
Mr. Hargreaves’ failure entails poverty on
them as well as us?”

“ No, sir ; Ineither forget these things,nor that
poor Katharine, on whom a rough wind has never
been permitted to hlow, will feel her changed
circimstances far more than the rest of us.
But if we lose all else; let us preserve our in-
tegrity.” 3 :

“ Will it find ué bread ?”’ sneered the Captain.
“You ought to. know by this time that to be
honest is to go to the wall. It’s only the rogue
and the gambler that flourish. If wewould live,
we must do as the rest do: take care of our-
selves.”’ v ; :

“ We will, sir, 80 far as this: we will share
with the other ereditors what there is; but mo
mean advantage shall be taken of those who
will bo as much the losers as we are. Don’t be
angry with me, father, for insisting on this, for
T must do it. I have never yet stained my
hands with a dishonourable action, and I will
not be a party to one now.” -

¢ But how are we to live, I agk you—how are
we to live !’

¢ Tiet us return to the farm at Otago, and do
our best to make it productive.” ; 5

“Not I, indeed,” the Captain replied. “I
am sick of such a humdrum life. Besides, I
gold the place out-and-out beforo we quitted the
colony.” : 5

Claude looked grieved and ashamed, for he
knew that his father had promised Mre. Alver-
stone more than once that he would not abso-
lutely part with the property she had inherited
from her parents; but it was no use reminding
him of this, and the young man said,after a
little pause :

¢ Then we will do our best in England. Iam
both ‘able and willing to work; and our pro-
spects may brighten after a while if we put forth
all our energies.”

But Captain Alverstone’s answer was heralded
with a groan.

¢ You talk as the young generally do—as ono
who has niever really known what it iy to toil
and slave for such a miserable pittance, that
when it is earned, one knows not how to eke it
out. I came back to this country, thinking all
would be well, and never dreaming that I should
be chqalted out of my hopesjust as they seemed to
berealised. Oh! T could poison myself in my
despair! Was there ever a man so used by
Fortune as I have been? Did I wait all these
years only to have the luck wrested from me
just as I was surest of calling it mine 7"

Claude said all the consoling things he eould
think of, and prosently the Captain, beneath the
influence of his grief and potations; sank into a
sullen mood from which there was no arousing
him. But his son would nob leave him; he
feared to do so lest the desireto see Mr. Sondes,
and endeavour to wile him into some scheme
for outwitting the other sufferers by the impend-
ing - bankruptey, should revive ; and although
is father roused himsélf once or twice to resent
his conduct in sitting there watehing him,
Claude persevered until the half-intoxicated
man took his candle and staggered to bed.

)

However, he seomed to have nearly recovered
his msual spirits in the morning, although he
looked wretchedly haggard, and :Rose, whose
chamber ddjoined her parent’s; whispered that
he had walked the floor, muttering to himgelf,
till daybreak. .

“1 shall go down to the bank in the ecourse
of an hour or two,” he told Claude as they sat
at breakfast. “Not withany idea of preventing
the smash—it is too late for that—but to learn
the names of the pringipal creditors, and propose
some arrangement. My own claimsare solarge
that they will'be only too glad to defer to my
snggestions, and I have no doubt that we shall
contrive to 'save something after all.”

He invited his son to accompany him ; but the
invitation was refused. To face an infuriated
crowd, all clamouring for their rights, required
a stronger nerve than the young man possessed.
He- preferred to stay indoors and attempt an
almost equally difficult task—that of inducing
Katharine to see him; and believe that he would
do his utmost to shield her father’s memory
from dishonour.

But although she kindly received his pretty
messenger, Rose, she entreated that her seclu-
sion might be respected & little longer.

‘““ When the worst is ascertained,” she said,
“and I have learned through Mr. Sondes the
extent of my father’s liabilities, and what there
is to meet them, I shall leave this house.
Before I do so,1 will see your brother once
more, if he persists in wishing it; but as I am
not the wealthy young lady he married, I hive
no doubt that he will agree with me in thinking
that the less we have to do with each other the
better.”

“Why will you persist in thinking Claude
mercenary P Was it not for your own sake that
he married you "’ 3

“ T have tried to think so, but I cannot,” and
Katharine involuntarily touched & paper that
lay in her bosom.

The action did not eseape the quick eye of
Rose, who exclaimed :

‘“Claude has an enemy ! Some one has been
telling you falsehoods of him !*’

¢ 1 think not,” said Katharine, crimsoning
beneath the steady gazo of the indignant sister’s
eyes—*“T think mot; bubt I ecannot argue the
matter with you, my dear Rose; you are quite
right in putting as favourable a construction on
the cenduct of your relatives as you ean.”’

“But you are Claude’s wife,’ said Rose,
bluntly. ¢ Nothing can alter that. You pro-
mised to love and cling te each other till
death.”

« With our lips, butnot with our hearts,” she
was reminded, *‘and yeu will find that your
brother will now be as eager to forget the gall-
ing tie as I am.”

“ T do not think so,” was the reply. -

¢ Perhaps you do not know as much as T do,”
Katharine said, her hand again touching the
concealed letter., I have been cruelly humi-
liated, and dragged into a course that has made
me hateful to myself. Whatever T may be in-
ducéd to do mow cannot make my position
worse than it is—a wife, yet no wife ; bound
’100 a man for life whom I can never learn to
ove.”’ ;

¢ What wild aet is she meditating P Rose
asked herself asshe withdrew, fecling extremel.
nneasy about her sister-in-law, whose feveris
hands and evident excitement seemed to be-
token gowme desperate resolve. She determined
on the morrow to renew her entreatics that
Katharine would grant Claude an interview, for
ghe hoped much from the arguments he would
employ to reconeile her to the fate she de-
plored.

But strange events were to occur ere that
could be. Captain Alverstone came back from the
bank in an unusually taciturn humour; and yet
Mr. Sondes, who stole up to see Clande in the
evening, assured him that the other creditors
had shown themselves willing to enter into any
arrangement that could be made. All that day
he moved restlessly from room to room, some-
times stopping beside his son—who was en-
gaged in copying some accounts for Mr. Sondes
—as if inclined to take him into his confidence,
but always moving away again as soon as
Claude looked up.

Mrs. Alverstone ventured to ask if he were
not well, and was auswered with such fierce
reproaches, thab the poor woman sat trembling
and crying, while Rose shatched up Flossy, and
hurried from the room ; afraid to make matters
worse by interfering; but too angry to stay and
hear her mother reviled ag an useless incum-
brance, whose very presence was beginning to
be hateful to him.

«1 know I am plain and awkward,” the poor
woman sobbed to Claude, when her evil-tem-

pered husband had snatched up his hat and left

-3
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the house; * but I have tried to be a good wife
to him; and if he will let me have my children
T will go back to ths old farm, and do my best
until his heart turns to us again.” e

Claunde—always gentle with her—did his best
to soothe her; and attributing all his father’s
hanxsh speeches to the worry he was enduring,
brought back Rose and Flossy to assist him in
consoling the despised wife. Mrs. Alverstone’s
toars wete soon wiped away, and she went oft to
bed presently with her little child clinging about
her neck, and the arm of the tall, graceful Rose
thrown protectingly across her shoulders.

Loft by himself, Claude finished his writing,
and was only awaiting his father’s return, ere
he went to his own room, when the clocks
chimed the hour of midnight.

®olate ! Where, $hen, was the Captain ? Would
he oarry his ill-humour to such lengths as to
stay away till the morning P

Scarcely had he asked himself these questions,
when Kasharine, carelessly attired in a white
dressing-gown, her hair hanging loosely on her
shoulders, rushed into the room. In her hands
she carried the beaubiful miniature cabinet of
ebony and silver, in which she had been accus-
tomed to keep the ecostly. trinkebs with which
her father had delighted to adorn her ; but as
she dropped it on the table before the amazed
Claude, he saw that it was empty, that the lock
bad been forced, and every drawer and tray
ransacked. ‘

“Tt was my little all,” she gasped, wildly.
¢« While I had my jewels I was not wholly at
your merey. Only this morning I had planned
to sell them, and use the money to carry me
abroad. 1Is it you who have done this

‘A cold hand seemed to grasp Claude’s heart,
and & voice o clang in his ear the name of the
thief, and he stood before her as mute and pallid
as if he were indeed guilty.

—_—

CHAPTER XXIV.

WIIEREIN CAPTAIN ALVERSTONE RESORTS TO
A NEW BXPEDIENT.

« T gAvE been cruelly, basely robbed !”’ Katha-

rino repeated, when she had grown a littlo

ealmer. © Whether the deed has been done to

render me still more dependent, or out of sheer

avarice, I know not ; but i# is a heartless one—

a very heartless one, and I will never forgive it.”

“ Tefore you flash such acousing looks at me,”
aaid Claude, resentfully, * please to remember
that I have never attempted to enter the suite
of apartments you oceupy. When did you dis-
cover the logs of the jewels ?””

“ Not ton minutes since. I remembered that
amongst them there was a ring that my father
used to wear, and I wished to give it to Mr.
Sondes ; but when I went to the cabinet, it was
in the state yen behold.”

% When did you last open it?”

« Yestorday, to put away my father’s watch ;
oub m{ maid ecan vouch for its having been
safely locked this evening, when I sent her out
40 post somo letters.”

“ And since then it has been where ¢’

“ Tn the boudoir adjoining my dressing-room,
where T have been lying on the couch sleeping
off tho dose of chlorodyne my maid forced upon
me to still my throbbing nerves.: I fanoied once
that I heard some one moving in the boudoir,
and suppesed it to be Annette; bub by her own
confegsion she has been gossiping the evening
away in the housekeeper’s room. Where is
Captain Alverstone P she asked, so sugpiciously
that Clande’s cheek flushed with anger.

“My father left the house before dusk, and has
not yob returned. When he does come, I will

* agk him to concert measures with me for the re-
covery of your ornaments.”

But Claude’s heart sank, and doubts he could
notovercome wero strengthened when he learned
that instead of being absent the whole evening,

. the Captain had returned to the house within
half an hour after his hurried departure. The
servant who admitted him said that he went up-
stairs directly ; and after remaining there a con-
siderable time, came down again with a small
valise in his hand, and a coat over his arm, as if
about to take a long journey.

These doubts became certainties on the
merrow, when a letter from his father was
brought to the grieved Claude. It had neither
date nor address of the writer, and was couched
in words that made the wronged son crush it
in_his fingers, asking himgelf why he had the
misforbune to be connected with ono so
thoroughly unscrupulous as Captain Ernest
Alverstone had proved himself to be ?

The fetter began thus:—

“My DrArEST Bovy—

1 had intended to announee my-
golf ag Mr, Havgveaves’ principal creditor, and

i

50 resone for our own use as much as I could of
the property of which we have been so unfairly
—so0 scandalously deprived. By-the-by, I shall
always believe that Ma’amselle Katharine and
Sondes have been working together, and thab
the young lady has secured herself a private
purse, a fact you had better be quick in ascer-
taining. I meant, as I said above, to have put in
my claim ; but you know how Burns poetically
remarks ‘‘ that the best arrangements gang aft
aglee;” and I have convinced myself that as we
wera so nearly related to the bankrupt, it will
look better to waive our own claims altogether.
You will say as much for me to Sondes when
next you see him; you can add that when I
Jearnod how small the assets were, I felb that
1 could not make an ungenerous use of my
power, and have therefore renounced all liens—
is that technical enough P—upon the property
of the deceased. Having come to this decision,
my dear Claude, I felb that I really was not
wanted in England, and that as I have been
considerably upset by what has oceurred, I
could mnot do better than try the effect of a
continental tour. I know that my wife and
children will not be suffered to miss me while
my dear boy is with them, therefore I haven t
the least hesitation in leaving them to your
care. Do your best for them all until we xqeet
again.”’

And with no other farewell, he had stolen
away, leaving those deﬁendent upon him to
their fate. That it was he who h abstracted
the jewels Clande was obliged to believe, espe-
cially when one of the gervants declared that
she met Captain Alverstone coming out of the
boudoir, but had. not spoken of it, as she sup-
posed that he had been holding an interview
with her young lady.

‘Katharine no sooner heard this, than, with a
look of mingled despairand contempt that made
Clande wince—although he knew himself to be

innocent of any participatipn in the crime—
she shut herself once more in her apartments ;
what resolves to brood over, what plans to form,
no one was permitted to know.

Mrs. Alverstone bore the tidings of her hus-
band’s defection with great composure. Perhaps
she thought only of the relief it would be to be
free from his continual chidings.

“T suppose he will come back when things
are brighter,” she observed ; ““and he is quite
right in saying that you will take care of us all,
;l‘eas Claude. Yow ave mever impatient or un-

5 G

Ho conld scarcely conceal the shudder that
ran through his blood. - His obtuse step-mother
forgot that he was penniless and a stranger in
England. Where was he to obtain the means
to support all these helpless ones, besides the
young wife, who was the most helpless and un-
fitted to endure privations of them all ?

Only Rose saw his face change, and guessed
the reason. Putting her arm over his shoulder,
she whispered :

«Take heart, my brother! Bebween us we
shall strike out some way of overcoming our
troubles. All is not lost while we can keep up
our courage!”

“But Katharine—Katharine !”” he groaned.

* Wil learn to love you dearly when ghe sees
you striving and toiling for her sake.”

Clande shook his head. } [
only conception of greab poverty had been
drawn from life in New Zealand, where, when
things were at the worst, food was plentiful,
and work to be had by all who chose to do it.
She was ignorant of the scenes of misery her
brother had witnessed since they had arrived in
Tondon, and knew not how often the most ener-
gotic and persevering found no field for their
abilities. ;

She saw that she had not succeeded in arous-
ing him from his despondency; and, kneel-
ing down, so as to look into his face, she €x-
claimed :

“You must be brave, Claude. Remember
that we have no one buti you. . If you fail us in
our hour of need, what will become of us "

«T shall not turn eoward—never fear,” he
answered, firmly. “Give me a little time to
overcome the: first shock of my father’s con-
duct, and you shall not hear me complain
again.””

“ Ao wo to stay here, Claude P’ Muys. Alver-
stone began asking. ‘Do you thiuk I need
receive anyone Who calls ? and wmust I give
orders for dinner, or send the housekeeper to—
to your wife?”’ S

) Do whatever Rose thinks best, dear mother,”
he answered, as cheerfully as he could. “I
must go and see Mr. Sondes. I daresay he will
agree with me that the sooner we can remove
from this house the better : Wé shall only expose
ourselves to annoyance by remaining. 3

“If's a great pity;” said the poor woman,
ruefully ; “for I was just beginning to feel at
home; but, of course, we shall all d@ what you
suggest, my dear boy.  While 1 have you and
Rose and the children, I can be comfortable
anywhere.”’

Mr. Sondes was transfixed with astonishment
when he heard from Claude that his father had
quitted England. At first, he seemed scarcely
able to believe it, for the Captain had contrived
to make so favourable an impression on the
gentlemen representing the firms to which M.
Hargreaves was most deeply indebted, that the
bank-manager had been quite inspirited, and
hopeful of an agreement being entered into that
would settle affairs without too close and
damaging an inspection into the causes of the
bankruptey.  Why, then, he should have broken
his engagements, and fled no one knew whither,
was a mystery which neither Claude nor Mr.
Sondes could unravel.

“If yowll trust me, my dear sir,” said the
latter at the close of a lengthy interview— if
you will trust me, I’ll do my best for all parties,
and try to get a small annuity gettled on Miss
Katharine. I may not succeed, for people are
very selfish; they think less of what ‘she will
suffer through: this sad change of circumstances
than of the—hem !—the vast sums that her
poor dear father expended on her.”

“If any provision is made for Katharine,”
cried the young man, hastily, “let it be settled
upon her for her own and sole use.”

“Time emough to talk about that, my dear
My, Claude, if the provision is made, and I am
doubtful—very ' doubtful.  ~However, we will
hope for the best. Cannot you form any idea
why ' Captain Alverstone has left England so
strangely and suddenly ? He seemed so pleased
at the prospect of recovering some portion of
his property that his thtowing up the affair
in this way quite perplexes me.’ -

The subject was such a distasteful one to the
fugitive’s son, that his answer was curt, and he
avoided any further allusions to it by taking
his departure.

[To be continued.]

« For Life—For Love ™ eommenced in No, 520 and
Part CXXVIL.

FrowErs AND Frerns.—Nothing beautifies
a room more sensibly than a few tastefully-
arranged flowers or plants. In summer flowers
are always available ; and in winter their place
may be agreeably supplied by sprigs of ever-
greens, dried grasses, or immortelles. fow
plants of creeping myrtle or ivy can be placed
in the cellar, or left outside, where they can be
reached any time during cold weather, and a
fow twigs of these brought into use whenever
required. .Those who keep house-plants always
have the materials at hand for table decorations,
and they should be used liberally and constantly,
varying the arrangement as often and widely as
possible. A charming house ornament is sup-
plied by a fern case, which may be constructed
quite inexpensively, while the plants required,
being indigenous to our woods and meadows,
can be easily collected, so that the pleasure of
having a case well filled with finely-grown plants
can be enjoyed by those who do not wish to ex-
pend largely for this purpose.

MeNTAL LABOUR.—Many people have little
gympathy for the fatigue of brain workers,
whom they consider as the better sort of idlers,
because they perform little physical labour. No
doubt many too much neglect the development
of their physical powers, so that their excessive
brain work proves fatal to them, even if their
mental powers are not very active. Bub still
they are hard workers. Whenever a thinker,
or student, or scholar, gets into that condition
when he feels very tired all over, at the close of
the day, especially from the knees downward,
he ought to take heed kindly of Nature’s
warning ; the brain is giving out; not that he
ig growing crazy, but he ig getting into thet
nervous condibion, . which makes instant
abandonment of all mental application most im-
peratively necessary; without such prompt
action the whole machinery of the nervous
system may become disordered, and months and
years may not suffice to repair the damage. A
respite from mental toil, and a few weeks of
healthy outdoor exercise, will, in_such a case,
work wonders, and should immediately be re-
sorted to. The effects of mental overstrain are
much to be dreaded, and the mind must be
gradually educated to ‘?ndure the wear and
toar of care and study. “All work and no play *’
is caleulated to sap the strengthof the strongest
{bmin. Boware, then, how you overwork your
powers,

s
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GWALIA WENT OUT THROUGH THE CONSERVATO

S0 RICH AND YT SO POOR.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “A PEARL BEYOND PRICE.”

CHAPTER XVIIL

THREE BLOWS AT A PERFECT FAITH—
NUMBER ONE.

ON being left in Lawrence’s room, Gwalia—his |
nurse for so many weary days, and now his ad- |
voecate with his father—stood undecided how to |
act. 1t was so important that he should see his !
father mow, for the sooner the matter was settled
the better, especially as they were both ready
to yield. |

The young girl’'s face glowed with excite-
ment ; for what news she had to communicate !
1t was of so glad a nature, that she forgot, on
the instant, the remarks made by the girl. |

* But it was very, very foolish of him to go
out in his wealk state,” she mused. ‘I’llfollow
him and bring him in. ‘No; he might not like |
it ,t ’smd yet I must, for he ought not to be |
out. {

She ran downstairs, caught up her hat and
sunshade, and went out through the conserva-
tory, thinking he might be there ; but there was
no sign of his presence. !

« Ho has gone to the stables,” she thought ;
and a bright smile jrradiated her countenance
as she mused on the love that men had for
horses and dogs.

But there was no welcome for her in the gtable-
yavd other than that given to her by the dumb
animals. Very genuine, though, it was: the dogs
barking and straining at their chains, and the
horses rattling their head-stalls in their efforts
to turn and salute the gentle mistress who had
so often petted and fondled them.

Not. there. ~ Where could he be ? . The

arden ?
* She hurried through the kitchen-garden and
through the shrubberies on to the lawn, going|
from one to the other of the quiet, shady seats ;
bub there was no book or handkerchief left to
tell a tale. i

She might have known from the servanfs,
perhaps ; bub sho shrank from asking them,and |

‘ went on down by the little lake, half expecting-

| “Why should I fear to meet her?”’ and she

that he might be there with a rod. But no;
she had gone all through the garden grounds,
and he was not to be seen.

The more she was bafiled the more excited she
grew; for her business seemed to increase in
importance with every hindrance.

T must bring him to dear uncle,” she said,
half aloud ; and then a light seemed to flash in
upon her. He had strolled through the ring-
fence, and on along the prass-path to the
wood.

To boe sure he would want to sce how the
young pheasants had got on during his illness.
He had asked her more than once about them,
and, with his love of sport, had seized the first
opportunity to go and judge for himself.

How foolish not to bave thought of it before !

She hurried along the path, and at the end of
five minutes had reached the gate and passed
out of the hot sunshine into the pleasant shade
of the trees. :

‘Which path would he have taken ?

She stopped for a moment to think, and tried
first one and then another, coming at intervals
upon first one and then another coop with its
jrritated, impatient, prisoned hen worried into a
state of feather-dropping excitement by the wild
behaviour of her alien chicks.

But no Lawrence ; not a sign.

_ She was beginning to grow hot with her exer-
tions when she came to a turning—a charming
alley, all soft, green-tinted sunny. light;, but
from which she turned with a shudder, for it
was down there, as she knew well, that a terrible
struggle had taken place one evening long back.
No, it was only one short month, after all, and
what changes since !

She paused now, for the recollection of what
she had recalled seemed to damp her ardour, but
On‘ly for a few minutes. ;

Pl go on to the cottage,” she said, “and
ask Wadds.”

Then she hesitated, for the thought of meeting
Polly held her back, but a look of calm serenity
came over her face.as she thought to herself :

hurried on. i
At the end of five minubes she was in sight

s s,
LT

RY, THINKING LAWRENCE MIGHT BE THERE.

of the keepor’s home, and a strange hesitation
once more seized her. But she shook it off.
The old pointer came whining round her, and
before she had gone many yards further the
sharp voice of Mrs. Grayling was heard :

¢ Polly—Polly, is that you P’

« It is I, Mrs. Grayling,” said Gwalia, entering
the cottage. TIs Mr. Wadds at home?”

«The Lor’ ha’ mussy, my dear Miss Gwalia,
is it you? I thought you’d quite forgot a poor
old invalid. No, my dear, he isn’t at home, and
won't be yet. But have you seen my “Polly
She’s gone down the village and ought to be
back by now. It’s a shame, the way she neglects
me, my dear, that it is; but my baek will soon
bo better, now, and then I shan’t be beholden
to anybody. 1t's very hard, my dear, being so
helpless.” :

“It must be, indeed, Mrs. Grayling,” said
Gwalia, gently, ““There, lej me beat your
cushions a little, and make you comfortable. Lob
me pub your chair nearer the door: the sun
comes through that window.”

“ Bless you, my dear,” said the old woman,
fervently, ‘as, suiting the action to the word,
Gwalia re-srranged the seat and placed the
wheeled-chair in a shady place where the soft
woodland air swept in.

“ Bless you for it,”’ said Mrs. Grayling, agein,
“and if curses does harm, blessings must do
good. But I do wish Polly would come back.”

«You must met think it unkind of wme if I
hurry away,” said Gwalia. “I am looking for
my cousin—has he been here ?”’

“ And so he's better enough to be out, then,”
said Mrs. Grayling. * What a mercy! But I
wish my Polly would come. No, my dear, he
hasn’t been here since that morning you came
and took him away: Yowll tell Polly to make
haste, my dear; if you meet her ? 'That’s right
—good-bye, my dear,” she cried, as, after a
hasty farewell, Gwalia hurried away, to stand
ab last, undecided as to the course she should
pursue.

The old pointer deg decided her by gazing up
in her face, and then wagging a mangey tail,
and, whining softly, going down one of the
paths a few yards, and then stopping to look
back. :
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“ Why, the good old dog will take me to its
master,” thought Gwalia, joyfully; “and per-
haps Lawrence and Wadds are together.”’

or heart had been sinking with a kind of
weary, disappointed sensation; bub _now it
gave a bound and beat fast as was its wonb
when she expected to meet him who was its
master ; and, speaking a few encouraging words
to the half-blind heast, it trotted on before her
with its nose close to the ground, stopping at
intervals to look back and see if she was follow-

ing.

gI‘he path they had taken was one she knew to
be a short cut to the lane which ran down to
Clayton Street, and more than once she hesi-
tated, thinking it unlikely that she should find
‘Wadds here, though she would have followed
the dog without a pauase towards the more dense
thickets of the wood. :

“ It knows which way, though,” she argued ;
and winding about, with a briar or a wanton twig
every now and then trying to arrest her pro-
gress, Gwalia walked swiftly ou, not even

2

pausing to pick some woodland gem which at |

another time would haye arrested her course.
It will be too late for to-day, evenif I find him
directly,” she thought; and then, with a joyful

ory, she started forward on turning round ad

curve out of the path, but only for that ery to
be, as it were, arrested half way, and to fade
upon her lips, as, with a sigh that was more a
groan, she tottered back, to stand shivering,

her hands pressed to her temples, and a wild, |}
%

hopeless look in her eyes which besp
thoughts.

CHAPTER XVIII.
LAWRENCE IS BETTER.

TAWRENCE Crayron’s had been a troublesome
and very painful lay-by; abtended with no

special danger, bub enough to weaken him sadly,

and to make hig by no means patient disposi-
tion irritable in the extreme. But all his impa-

tience had been met by smilos and gentle at-

tendance, Gwalia's influence g.zga.mplg ex-
tending to the servants who %av her from
time to time in the charge of the exacting
patient—patient only in name. -

The convalescent stage reached, Lawrence’s
temper became excessively: awkward, and ab
last it seemed as if he were endued with a
spirit of contradiction, which led him to act as
if every bit of advice he received were specially
designed fo cause him annoyance.

It was so on the day mentioned in the last
chapter, when doctor and attendant had im-
pressed upon him the necessity for caution even
yet, and that his open-air exercise must be taken
most sparingly.

“T’m gick of it !’ he muttered, as soon as he
was lef{: alone; and then he began to walk im-
patiently up and down hisg room. * Gwaly will
be with tne old gentleman for the next two
hounrs, I'll be bound, and—— Hang it ! I'll have
a smoke. I wonder how a cigar would taste.”’

He paused for a moment by the door, as if
dubious. ;

“Hang it! a cigar couldn’t hurt me, and a
mouthful of fresh air. Well, what do you
want P’

i This to the girl who was waiting outside the
oor,

¢ Miss Gwalia said I was to stay till she came
back, sir, in ease you wanted anything.”
“,:fhen I do not want anything, so you can
0.

The girl made a grimace to herself, and began
to tidy up one or two things about the room.

“Did you hear what [ said?’ asked Law-
rence. ¢

¢ Yes, sir,” said the girl, quietly.
¢ Then, whﬁdon'& you go ¢’ .

B Migs Gwalia said I was to stay,

“ Hang Miss Gwalia!” said Lawrenee, im-
patiently. ‘

The girl made another grimace, unseen by
*he patient.

¢ Lookhere, Fanny,”’ said Lawrence, fretfully :
*“1 don’t like being watched like this: be off
now, and I’ll give you half a erown.”

/“Didn’t pay me the last you promised me,
sir, for posting letters for yon,” said the girl,
ertly; ‘and Miss Gwalia said I was not to
eave you on any account.’”’

“ Humph |’ ejaculated Lawrence, going back
to his easy chair, and trying to read, but only
throwing his book down impatiently the nexi
minute. :
. “There!"” he exclaimed, “ I'm, tired of sitting
in this dull hole. I shall go and have a walk.”

¢ But you mustn’t, sir—indeed youmustn’t !”’
exclaimed the girl, with the result she deseribed
to her young mistress—that of being snubbed
for her pains, -

Then the hope of the house of Clayton de-
scended to his study, selected a good cigar and
lit it, strolled out into the garden, and, carefully
avoiding the side of the house where he knew
Gwalia to be closeted with his father, pleading
his eause, he went on by the little lake, stayed
to have & look round the garden, and then he
made straight for the wood. 2

“ Seems fresh and pleasant after being cooped
up there so long,” he muttered ; and again he
paused to have a look round, the soff, fresh
early summer airapparently giving him strength
at every inspiration. :

Then he went on once more towards the wood,
strolled in through the gate and along the path,
musing about eertain little unpleasantries in the
shape of debts, which, now that he was getting
better, began once more to intru(%e themselves
upon hig notice. -

der how she’ll get on with the old

H{\wb?x&.om,mﬂe further. o
“That old scoundrel Wadds has been having
I wonder

“ [ syon
fellow #? he said, half aloud. “ Well, he’ll haye
to pay up, and st me free, and he had better ‘do
it at once, for the longer he waits the more it
will cost.”
e}

a nice time of ifigince I've heen ill.
where he i 3 :
) on in silence for a few minutes.
5 hy, at this time he ought to
down at #he Long Bottom, To be sure. Now,
; 1 the cottage, and see whether
re he should be. If he’s at home now,
?m duties, and it’s time he was

i he had reached a cross-path
od to the keeper’s house, and, to keep
pleasant fiction with which he was saly-
e 3 Lawrence walked on past if,
I short, and burned_back.

Al

ervants’ do negleet things

a
s g

There was a twinge or two of compunction,
ghcmsh, even now, and an_effort on_the parb of
his better angel to turn him back, and make
him own that he had come out on purpose to
sook Polly %k yling ; for, in spite of himself,
houghts w through his memory of a gentle,
loving face watehing patiently by his bedside
during the long, feverish hours of his pains—of
a soft, sweet voiee, whose low cadence fell upon
his ear as its owner read to him hour by hour
the books ho loved to hear—all most certainly
of a class that could afford no interest to the
reader—thoughts, too, of the same loving girl
even now, as far as he could judge, pleading on
his behalf, and——

“ Bother | ejaculated Lawrenco, apparently
wafting all such thoughts away as he did the
olond of white smoke from his cigar. ‘It’s
either very hot in the wood, or else I'm con-
foundedly wealk !”

He wiped the perspiration from his fore-
head, and stopped onee more, for bodily weak-
ness seemed di

isposed to win from him that
which his better nature had failed to. obtain.

“What a snivelling ass I'm growing!” he
exclaimed, angrily. ‘‘Anyone would think I
had no right to come here to speak to my own
gervant and—— Bah! what harm X

Ho walked on till he came to the old trysting-
place, and then stopped, and uttered the pecu-
liar cry of the partridge. Waited, and utbered
it again, :

No response, J 5

He tried a third time, and waited, bub without
ing more hot and weak than he felt disposed to
own to himself. ¥

Then he tried once more the same calls, bub
the only response was the twittering of the birds
about in the wood.. So he rose from his seat,
and walked slowly and gently towards the cob~
tage, to be met before long by the old pointer,
which came trotting up, smelt round him sus-

iciously, dropped the very shabby tail rather

ow down, and, heedless of a call and flattering
‘words, trotted slowly back again, for the old
dog’s master was not reckoned by it as amongsb
its friends.

“The old beast ought to be shot,” muttered
Lawrence, as he walked on, to stand at last in
front of the open door, through which he could
geo Mrs. Grayling nodding in her chair, fast
| asleep, with all around her as silent as if she
were in the far depths of the wood.

Lawrence went softly round to the back of
the cottage, where he again encountered the old
pointer, which looked at him over one shoulder,
and then again trotted off.

% Gone out,” muttered Lawrence, as he walked
slowly: away,
amongst the trees.

“ Well,”” he said. to him.
self, more cheerfully,

“Pm glad I came.. It'g

my errand,”’” he said, with

success ; sat down and finished his cigar, feel-:

and was lost the next minute

satisfactory to know that he is away about his

duties. I wonder where the lititle puss has
gone 7’

Now, “ the little puss’’ was at this time trot-
ting composedly along the Jane from the village
street, and, a few minutes after, climbed the
stile at the wocdside, flushed and hot with exer-
cise and the weight of the basket she carried.
She leaped nimbly down into.the wood, where
ghe untied the strings of her hat, and, taking
it off, used it in the grateful shade as a fan to
cool her burning cheeks.

¢ Her cheeks, as red as any rose,
Then grew as lily pale,
‘With sad lamenting of her woes,
Poor Jenny of the vale!”

sang Polly, in a pretty little treble, as she
walked on; and a great-eyed robin cocked its
head on one side, and gazed down from a
mossy pollard at the rural songster, who now
hummed to herself the quaint minor notes of
‘the country ditty, breaking out into snatches
oceasionally till she came to the last verse,
which she sang softly, with a quaver in her
pleasant voice, as she mentally compared her-
self with the heroine of the song, unlike her ag
‘she looked :—

¢ And six fair maids her coffin bore,
All dressed in white array;
And each fair maid did weep right sore,

All on that mournful day.
“Oh, dear!’ sighed Polly, *“I'm very tired;”
and then she took up a bit more of the burthen
Of th@ ditty—_-

¢ A-dying all for love, poor maid—
A-dying all for love.

“QOh1” i

Polly gave a little seream,and stopped short,
for Lawrence Clayton stood in the way.

“ What ! singing away, my little birdie !”’

“Oh! My. Clayton, you did frighten me !”’ ex-
claimed Polly ; and she looked curiously at the
pale face of the young man, for he was a good
deal changed. i

* Took frightful, do 1?” said Lawrence.
¢ Well, that is eruel after I’ve come on purpose
to see you, the very first time I'm out.”

“Please, sir, I didn’t say so,” said Polly, de«
murely ; and she bobbed him a little curtsey;
“ and, please, sir, I'm very glad to see you out
again, and looking so well ; and I'm quite sure
uncle will be so, too ; and, if you please, sir, will
you let me pass, for my mother is waiting for
me, at home.”

“To be sure she is, and I've been waiting for
you, here. But the old lady’s asleep, for I saw
her ; and I’m wide awake, so I’ve a right to see
you first.”

“ If you please, sir,” said Polly, with another
very demure bob, ““I’ve got to make haste home,
and I’'m sure anything you want to say had

‘better be said to my uncle, for I’m certain to fors

get it.” ’

“ You won’t forget, Polly, that I’ve been miser-
able all the time I’ve been ill, because I couldn’t
500 your pretty face. You know, last time I saw
you—~—""

“ You got knocked about, sir, for talking to me,
gmd coming to see me, and I was very sorry for
it, and I'll take care, sir, that you never get
knocked about again.”’ :

“ Why, what a droll little riddle you are,
Polly I’ he cried, catiching at her hand, which was
snﬁuitly w_ithdmvi(rin.}? g 3

‘es, sir,”” said Polly, sharply ; “a riddle as
has sifted all as has been said Eoy}fer. And now,
please, sir, will you let me go by ? or else I must;
go back.”

“ Now, don’t be a little goose, Polly,” said
La‘."wrenca,‘ coaxingly.

*No, sir, I won’t, indeed,” said the little
maid, who was all aglow.

* You know I love you, Polly.”

Here he tried to eatoh her in his arms ; but
sh‘e‘ was too quick. 3

If you attempt to touch me again, Mr. Law-
rence, L shall scream as loudas I can, and tell
my uncle divectly he comesin.’”’

Why, you wicked little shrew,
be so contrary !
il ke

¢ No, sir,’ said Polly, with another bob and
a keen look in his face; “but it’s all I've got to
say for the little bit you offered me, wrapped up
in so many fine words. . And, if you please, sir,
I shall be much obliged if you would stand
on one side.’” s

“My dear little Polly,” he exclaimed, ““ how-
over can you freat me so

¢ Because, if you please, sir, all your love, as

u call it, ought to go to somebody elgy.”
yo y ey ) Y %

“Nongense ! Absurd I” exclaimed ILawrence.
% Who ever put that stuff In your hoad

“ Never mind, ples,se‘,‘ sir,” said Polly, with
another of her bobs. ““Only I'ye been told by

how can you
Is this your reward for all {ny
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gome one who s as good to believe as you are,
and they say you belong to somebody else, and
there she’s a-waiting for you.”
awrence Clayton turned round as if he had

been shot, to see Gwalia only a few yards dis-
tant, tottering, and in another moment she would
have fallen had not John Wadds suddenly
parted the thick underwood, stepped out and
caught her, to lay her gently down upon the
mossy grass. .

“Don’t take on, miss: it’s the heat,” said
Wadds, quietly, while Polly ran up,and stooped
down to loogen the hat-strings, and fan the poor
girl’s face, as shielay there with her eyes closed,
apparently inanimate. Lawrence Clayton walked
hastily away. ;

“Thanky, my darling—thanky,” said John
‘Wadds, in a whisper; and all the time he kept

tting his niece’s shoulder with his great rough

nd.

“QOh, uncle!” exclaimed Polly, “you were
playing the spy.”

“Tt’s my trade to watch people in the woods,
iy dear,”’ said Wadds; ““ dnd I say again, my
fdear—thanky.”

¢ Then, did you hear, uncle ?”
blushing scarlet.

“Every.word, my dear; and you were a very,
very good girl.” :

«"But it was very, very hard tobe,” said Polly,
with a sob. O’ uncle dear, please send me
right mva.y.” ;

# Hush ! she’s coming-to,” whispered Wadds.
* Qome, Miss Ghwalia, try and sit up; and there
~there, let me help you on to the cottage:
You’ve overdone yourself with the heat.”

“No. I’m better now,” said Gwalia, glancing
hastily round, hereyes resting last upon Polly,
from whom she turned with a look of pain con-
traoting her face. “I am—much better now.

o8, the heat—I will walk home, please. Let
me have your arm fora few yards.”

« Of course, miss,” said the keeper, anxiously.
% Tet me earry you, my dear, same as L used
years ago.”

«Thanks, no;”’ and she.turned her ashy face
to him, with a sad smile. “I can walk.”

As she took the keeper’s arm, tottering as she
did so, she serupulously avoided meeting the eager
eyes of Polly, who stood there with her bosom
heaving,apparently ready at any moment to burst
out erying. It was evidentthat the way in which
Gwalia was treating her cut her to the heart;
and at last, when the couple had turned away,
unable to contain herself any longer, she ran
after them a few steps, caught her rival’s hand
in hers, kissed it passionately, and then ran
sobbing down the woodland path, leaving her
basket where it had dropped from her hands.
But not without a protector, for, seeing the
ownerless valuables, Gyp, who had been bound:
ing after his master, stood and barked loudly
for a few moments, trying to call somebody’s
attention to the forgotten purchases, before
seizing the handle in his mouth, and then
laboriously dragging it a few yards at a time in
the direction of fhe cottage in the wood,

whispered Polly,

CHAPTER XIX,
MADE FREE.

Lawrence Crayron was seated in his easy
chair, hot and weary with his exertions. There
was o feverish look, too, in his cheeks, as he
sat there drumming the little table with his
thin fingers, and inveighing against Fate for the
seurvy tricks she ﬁla‘yed him.

“ It’s precions hard,” he muttered. *The
very first time, too, of my going out. There never
was a fellow go unlucky. .
claimed, aloud, for the door opened and there
was a light step on the floor. i

“1t is I—Gwalia,” was the reply; and she
came forward, and stood by the table, silent and
as if waiting for him to speak.

It was very ard.  If sl
burst out angrily at him, like a jealous woman,
he could have grown angry, too, and have de-
fonded himself; but to stand there so calm,
statuesque, and with r apparent at every
turn—ah ! it wa,s*dtei;ibly aWkgﬁ;it:hmd in
the extreme; and Wrence n again
mentally abused Fate for the way in which sh
treated him~him, a sick helpless man. ‘

% Well, what is it?” ho exclaimed at last,
after making two or three ineffectual atbempts to
speak. ¢ Have you come to scold me?”

« No, Laqunee{;’ she said. - >

very voice ¢
criis?xl;ad, ﬂgd bre:;lthed an agony of soul that he
omprehend. x
conld ot O Grsb time I was_out,” ho- said,
weakly, and in & voluble way. ¢ Tcouldn’t help
mecting the girl; [one] I didn't know she was

likely to be there;

minute ; [three] and nob ing passed between us

| may be put back into the past,

‘Who’s that P’ heex- | BO,

If she would have |

ad changed ; it sounded cold,r

but the barest civilities ; [four] I couldn’t quite
cut her all at once, you know.”

Four lies in five lines—that was all.

¢ Please say no more, Lawrence,” said Gwalia,
in the same.strange tone of voice; “but listen
to me.”

“ Not if you’re going to bully me,” he said, in
a weak, quavering voice. ““‘T'm ag helpless as a
child, and I can’t bear it—I can’t indeed: my
nerves are that shattered, I don’t know what to

0 »

“T have very little to say, Lawrence,” said
Gwalia, quietly.

“Then why don’t you sit down P” he exclaimed.
“You know, in my weak state how it irritates me
for anyone to stand.”

“T came to tell you that I have been with your
father.”

“ Ah !” said Lawrence, apparently greatly re-
lieved. .
21 gam’e and looked for you in the wood

“Now, look here, Gwaly, I can’t bear it now
~I ocan’t, indeed. If you wamnb to find fault,
and tyrannise over me, pray wait till I'm well.”

I have nothitg to say, IYa.wrence,” continued
Gwalia—‘ nothing save that which applies to
your business matters.”

“’Well, then, pray go on, and don’t torture
me.”

_““ Your father will pay your debts, if you will
give him a full statement.”

“ He has promised ?” exclaimed Lawrence, his
whole manner changing.

“Yesi on dondition that you keep nothing
back—nothing, for he wishes you to begin life
free, and to have no old trouble upon which you
may look back.”

claimed Lawrence. * But shis is your doing,
Gwaly—all your doing, I’'m sure. I—I am glad,
and—there, don™; think any more about that silly
meeting. it :

He made as if to take her in his arms; bub
she started back, and a shiver passed through
her as her eyes met his for an instant, and then

Tt

fell.

“Oh! just as you like,” he said, sulkily ; and
then, to cover his confusion: “ When does my
father want this—this statement ?”’

“ Direatly,” said Gwalia, as she stood there
paler than ever, for she had expected that he
would have asked her pardon, have talked so
differently, instead of, as is the wont with those
whose case is weak, assuming the 76le of the
injured party, and bolstering up their position
w%th reproach that should come from the other
side. ;

“ Bub how am I to get it ready directly ¢’ said
Tawrence; subsiding into the weak, injured tone
once more, * I'm so faint and helpless that I
can’t do anything. The old fellow is about the
most unreasonable being that ever—-"’

“Don’t say that, Lawrence : it was my doing.
I begged your father to remove this o{d clog
from you, that you might begin afresh, and he

romised me he would, and at once. It should

o done at once,” she said, earnestly; * that it

eaving you
alone the future to meet.” ¢

“You might have thought about how I am,”
a‘ﬁig Lawrence, querulously. * But he will pay |
a 2l

“ Fyerything,” said’ Gwalia. “ He makes
{:)hiskthe stipulation : that nothing shall be kept

a.o ”

55 Weu, it’s very noble of the old chap,” said
Lawrence, fidgeting in his chair; “bub it will
come o a good deal. I can’t reckon it all up

W.

“ But I will help you, Lawrence,” said Gwalia.
“ Oh! if you like to help me, you can;” and

heleaned back thinking, while Grwalia stood very

palo, still gazing at him, her spirit strangely

| moved, and an indistinct feeling of trouble

‘goming upon her, against which she fought hard.
She blinded herself t0it; but thereit viagf!:ominz
like a phantom, asking her in tones that would

| not be denied : : :
“ What was there in that selfish, heartless boor |

that could induce you to yield to him the price-
[To be continued.]

“S0 Rich and Yet So Poor? commenced in No. 526 and
Part CXXVIIL ¥

A good wife is not
Why? Because she does not
.caxry her all on her back. A-good wife is like

y? Because sho does mot speak so loud
that all the town can hear her.

“Well, that’s jolly of him; T am glad,” ox- |

sin %zsvae ‘gﬁea‘.snra of a young girl’s first, pure, simple |

A 600D wifo is like a snail. Why ? Because
| she keeps in her own house.
|like ‘a snail.

& town zlobk. Why ? ‘ngaﬁz she tikeepna %oog_
 time. A s bt like o towa ;
[two] I wasn’t with her a| Wh good wife is clog]

GRAINS OF GOLD,

—

Hgz is a hero who is sincere.

Tag contented man is never poor, the discon«
tented never rich.

Tue Berrer Parr.—How frequently does
the human heart struggle with its better feel-
ings, and laugh in public ‘at that which hag
made it bleed in private.

_THE man who is shut out of the sunshine of
life may condole himself in the feeling that the
shade is more condueive to contemplation.

ARGUE not with & man whom you know fo
be of an obstinate temper, for when he is once
contradicted, his mind is barred against all
light and information ; argument, though
ever so well grounded, provokes him, and
makes him even afraid to be convinced of the
truth, ;

I7 is certain that nine times out of ten we
ave nearer the truth in thinking well of persons
than evil. Human nature is a free bearing
good as well as evil, but our eyes are wide open
to the latter, and half-closed #o the former.

_ ErrORS. — Busy not thyself in: searching
into other men’s lives; the errors of thine own
are more than thou canst answer for. It more
coneerns thee to mend one fault in thyself than
to find out a thousand in others.

FORGIVEN, BUT NOT ¥
Ir thou wouldst wike «
For buried hope d
TFirst teach this sad henrt to i
A love that left it nangh: hut ©

GOTTEN.
i regret

If thou wouldst ever be again
To me the brightest star in heaven,
First teach me to forget the pain
Thy broken promises have given.

If thou wonldst wake again that chord
That echoed in the long ago,

First teach me to forget the word
That turned the gathering mists to snow,

The sleeper, wakened from his dream,
Oan never catch the broken strain ;

The dreamer, wakened, as *twould seem,
Dreams on, nor cares to sleep again.

Thus T forgive the bitter past, g
And weave a day-dream bright and free,
And when I calmly sleep at last,
Then I'd forget and dream of thee.
B

J. M,

v

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

EPITAPE ¥oR A CANNIBAL— One who loved
his fellow-man.”

A BArrEN RocK.—When the cradled baby re-
fuses to go to sleep.

WaEN is a match frivolous P—~When it makes
light of things.

AmuNpED ProverB—for thq season (by.a
Belgravian Dowager).—Marriages are made in—
London.—Punch.

QUESTION ¥OR DIScUsSION.—When & man
can’t contain himself, is he too large or too
small ?

WaeN does a man contrive to move in a very
small space P—When he comes downstairs in his
slippers.

Tae Satwrday Review thinks that, as the
world grows more civilized, the quantity of
ceremonial is diminishing.

ONE of the saddest things about human
nature is, that a man may guide others in the
path of life without walking in it himself—that
he may be a pilot, and yet a castaway.

A country boy, having heard of sailors
heaving anchors, wanted to know if it was sea-

| sickness that made them do it

Tae Locar FaNTasTic.—~Will o’ the Wisp.

' —Fun.

Somr singers at a concert were somewhat
startled the of evening by finding that the
selaction, “When wearied wretches sink to
sleep,” had been printed on the programmes,
« When married wretches,” ete.

A FruxcH paper points out how the passion
for gambling is shown in this country, so that
oven in wedding notices it is necessary to state
that there are “no cards.”” -
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No, 8.—NET EMBROIDERY : IMITA-
TION CHANTILLY LACE,

No, 9.—NET EMBROIDERY : IMITA-
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SUPPLEMENTS CONTAINED IN THIS
MONTH’S PART,

DescrrerioNn oF No. 10 or THE
NEW SERIES OF COLOURED
FASHION PLATES of TWELVE

: FIGURES.

« Frrst Fraurm.—Visiting-dress of sage-green
taffetas, with trimmings of bright green velvet,
and black lace. Hat of green turquoise to
match dress. The trimming is a white twilled
silk neckerchief, and green wing. i

Priceiof pattern of complete dress, trimmed,
$1.80¢. : s i

Jacket and tunie, trimmed, $1.

Flat, 60c. ;

SecoND FigURrE. — Home - dress of gray
foulard. The train skirt is puffed, the puff is
raised with a bow of green ribbon. Sash of
green ribbon and pearl buekle,

Price of pattern of skirt, made up, $1,

Flat, 50c.

Jacket, trimmed, 85¢.

Flat, 50c. : S

Taiep Freure.— Walking or Visiting Dress
of mauve taffetas, trimmed with bands of violet
velvet. Bonnet of ‘mauve turquoise, trimmed
with tea-roses and white feathers.

Price of pattern of tunie, trimmed, 80c,

Flat, 40c.

Jacket, 80c.

Flat, 85¢.

Fourrta Ficure.—~Home or Walking Dress
of tussore, with trimmings of black velvet.

Price of pattern of Polonaise, trimmed, §1.25.

Flat, 60c.

Firru Fraure.—Visiting-dress of two shades
of blue taffetas. The front of the skirt is of
the dark ghade. - Polonaise of the light shade,
trimmed with the dark. Bonnet of two shades
of turquoise to match the dress. Bouquets
of pink roses.

Price of pattern of Polonaise, trimmed, $1.50.

Flat; 80c.

Sixra Fraumrm, — Visiting-dress of stone-
coloured faille, embroidered with a darker shade, |
scalloped and bound with viclet velvot. Beneath
the apron and scalloped flounces are flounces
of muslin, edged with lace. The train-tunie is
of striped stone and mauve faille, soalloped and
bound with violet velvet, edged with lace, |
Bonnet  of violet and mauve turguoise, and
areophane with white plume. Stone-coloured
parasol, lined with mauve, and edged with lace.

Price of pattern of complete dress, trimmed,

Train tunie, trimmed, $1.

Polonaise, trimmed, §l.

Flat, 60c. : :

SevenTE ¥FroUurp.— Home.dress of white
alpaca, with trimmings of green ribbon. :

Price of pattern of complete dress, trimmod,
$1.60.

Flat, 85c. g :

Ereara Ficure.—Dioner or Evening Dress
of blue figured gauze, over light blue taffetas ;
trimming of taffotas of a darker shade, and lace
of various widths. *

Price of pattern of completo dress, trimmed,

/Train tunic, trimmed, $1,
Polonaise, trimmed, $1.

Tlat, 60c. o s
Nintr FicUrn. — Visiting-dress of violot

and mauvo faille. The skirt is flounced to the | 4

waist at the back. Leghom"» bonnet;” trimmed

with tea-roses ; mauve ribbon and black

aigrotte. ’
Price.of pattern of complete dress, trimmed,

i?.‘ohioe, trimmed, 85¢. : i >
Flat, 60c. &

TextH FIieURE.~Dinner or Reception Dress |

of green faille, with bouillons and pinked
flounces of the sameo; rosettes and trimmings
of lace. . : ‘
r)I’rice of pattern of complete dress, trimmed,

“Bodiee,-trimmed, 75¢.

Flat, 50c.

Train tunic, trimmed, §1. :
+ Flat, 60c. A

Erpvento FIGURE.—EV'Gmihg-dmss of white
{aille, with trimmings of pink faille and white
ace.

lgxéiceod:' pattorn of complete dross, frimmed,

Bodice, trimmed, 750
Flat, 400,

Tunie, trimmed, $1.
Flat, 60, 3

By

Dress of black faille, richly trimmed with
Maltese lace, ornamented with jet.
$11j.’7%ice of pattern of complete dress, trimmed,
Z.Bozlim, trimmed, 80c,
e v et e ,
DESCRIPTION OF COLOURED SHEET OF
DESIGNS FOR TOILET SET, &c.

ALL MATERIALS FOR APPLIQUE EMBROIDERY
CAN BE SUPPLIED FROM THE LONDON PUB-
LISHING OFFICE OF THIS JOURNAL ON RE-
CEIPT OF STAMPS OR P.0.0. FOR AMOUNT,
POST OFFICE ORDERS TO BE MADE PAYABLE
AT THE LUDGATE CIRCUS OFFICE,

(No. 1.) :
SMALL TOILET MAT,

- MareRIALS REQUIRED: Muslin and net a
little larger than the design, ome skein of
cobton, & la croiw, No, 4. J 4

Price of materials, 9d.
Materials and tracing, 1s. 4d, 2
‘Work begun, 1s, extra.

P

© (No. 2)
WATCH-POCKET.
MATERIALS REQUIRED ¥or PATR: Muslin,
net, and two skeins of cotton, a la croiz, No. 4.
Price of materials, 1s. 10d, =
Materials and tracing, 83,
Work begun, 1s. extra.

(No. 3). 1%
BED-POCKET.

skeins of cotiton, a la croiz.
Prige of materials, 3s. 2d.
Materials and tracing, 4s, 10d,
‘Work begun, 1s. extra. 8

(No. 4.)
BRUSH-MAT,
MaTERTALS REQUIRED : Muslin, net, and two

No. 4.

skoins of cotton, « la croiw, No. 4,
Price of materials, 2s.
. Materials and tracing, 3. 2d, .

‘Work begun, 1s. extra. 4
DIRECTIONS ~ FOR ' TRACING AND
WORKING APPLIQUE EMBROIDERY.

The tracing upon the muslin can be easily

| made by using copy-paper, which can be had.of

any stationer. Place the paper upon the linen,
‘and the design over i, and mark over every part

of the design with a stiletto or some ‘other|

rather blunt point ; .the tracing will remain upon:
the muslin when the design is removed.
Appliqué embroidery is’ pretty, and not diffi-
cult to work, After tracing the muslin, tack
washing-not underneath -it, and both together

only be tacked on the paper at both edges, but
across ab short intervals, that the net and muslin
may never hecome displaced. Run the pattern
out through both muslin and net, and then sew
over closely for the veins, &e. The edge is to be
batton-holed. ILastly, cut away the muslin,
leaving it only as seen in the design.

For making up the watch and bed pockets, a
foundation of cardboard must be usedr A line
running through a part of both designs gives the
shape for cutiting the backs of the foundations.
The eardboard must be covered either with silk
or glazed lining of a bright colour. The toilet
mats may be lined or not, as preferrod.

: No. 82 OF TIUE NEW SERIES OF
GIGANTIC. SUPPLEMENTS
X - CONTAINS

All the Latost Paris Summ ions for
Eadior g Migrans o awons

And Full-size Pattern
Polonaise for Young Lady,
for Lady. y

_—"'.sﬁ'
- PARIS FASHIONS,

for Cutting out a
and a Jacket-bodice

Ax actuality of the season is the tunigue cache.
poussiére, which is very convenient m&dkﬁz
in the country, for mountain éxcursion s, for {ho
morning ab tho sea-side, and genorally for g1
oceasions where simplicity of costump iy By~
only desirable, bub necessary.

Iweryen  Fieuis, — Dinner or Reception

| This tunic, which is invariably gray, can be

MATERIALS RoQurrmD : Muslin, net, and four:

upon_ thick paper. The materials should not

{ green ghades, dot the ruches trimming

made of various materials, such as alpaca;
summer vicuna, or beige material. In shape
and length it resembles a waterproof, and in cub
a Princess peignoir. It is double-breasted,
with collar and revers of gray silk. The origis
naliby of this garment consists in the large
square pockets placed a little backwards, and
the large mother-of-pearl or horn buttons, by
means of which it is loosely tucked up behind.
The small breast-pocket for the watch must not
be forgotten. It is worn over any sort of skirt,
The accompanying hat must be simple but
stylish, entirely gray, or trimmed with feathers
of the same colour as the skirt. If, then, the
tunic is adopted as a convenient deviece for
wearing oat tunicless skirts, it is best to have
the hat quite gray.

Very protty dresses for the country are made
of batiste, plain or camaien striped. They, are
more or less trimmed with flounces; these are
gathered or pleated; the skirt is trimmed all
round in the same maumer, or it is divided in
two, sometimes in four, the front and the back

1 being divided by a plain quille; the tunic is

round, or buttoned, or open in front; the bodice

{18 high or open, loose ot tight fitting, All this
| depends upon individual taste, and looks equally

nice, provided the dress be well-fitting and

| gracefully cut, and that the skirt be perfectly

creaseless in front and ample behind,

A very distingué-looking walking-dress ig
made of two shades of fine summer vicuna,
marine-blue, and slate-blue.

The first skirt, which is slate-blue, is trimmed
with three pleated flounces with headings. The
lower one is marine-blue, the next sﬁzte-blne,
and the upper one marine. The tunic, very
much bridée in front, and falling low behind, is
marine-blue, and edged with a slate-blue pleat-
ing., The sleeveless bodice, with square basques,
is marine-blue, and edged with a slate-blue
pleating. The sleeves are slate-blue, and
trimmed with marine-blue. The bonnet must,
gf course, reproduce the two shades of the

ress.
, A very beautiful and distingué evening-dress
this: a trained skirt of mastic-gray faille, edged
with four ruchings of tulle illusion of the same
soft shade. The front of the skirt is entirely
veiled by pleatings of illusion. Bunches of
beautiful pansies, with tinted foliage of various
the back
of the skirt, and a long wreath of the same
flowers crosses obliquely the front from a large
faille bow placed high on the left side tothe first
fold of the train on the right side. A similar
and very light wreath edges the opening of the
bodice. A bunch of pansies, placed very high
up in tho hair, completes the toilette.

Towering chignons are getting rather oub of
fashion for young'ladies. In the best society
they have taien the wise decision to wear only
their own hair, and to arrange it gracefully in
such a manner that there remains not more
than two inches uncovered either from the fore-
head, the neck, or the ears. The shape of the

 head is much improved by this arrangement, in-

finitely neater, more modest and graceful than
the Bacchante dishevelment of two years ago, or
the sticking-out Japanese chignons of the lash
S6ason, A

(Desm‘iptiovw-'of Tngravings on pages 440 and 441.)
No. 1))
FRINGE : CROCHET.

Seven chain, one single into the first, eight
chain, four troble into the ring. Repeat for the
required length.

for the heading, work four troble into cach of
the rings for tho entire length, and fasten off
Next work one double into each stitch of tho
treble of last row, keeping the work on tho
right side. For the upper row, work one troble
into each stitch, Knot in the fringe.

(Nos. 2 axp 8.)

FOR BUTTONS, ENDS OF
, SILK, &o.

The - bag i3 shown, made up, in No. 2
and a diagram of the exact sizg’ ‘of the sco.
tions and fba:ttqm in No. 3. Thoe foundation
must be o cardboard. 'This is covered with
velvet, upon which is an appliqué pattern
of silk of a contrasting colour, and another
pattern of velvet in the centre. The velvet ig
gummed on and fastened down with silk in the
form of a cross (see design). The appliqué is
worked on with button-hole stitch, and the sec.
tiong are ornamented at the edge with “steel or
gold beads. Six sections are required for a bag,
and thoy must be very neatly and closely joined
togethor, especially ab the ends. The handle is

SMALL BAG

formed of strings of heads twisted together,
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The tassels are of bunches of small beads,
headed with one large bead. The sections of
the bag must be neatly lined with sarcenet. A
loep of silk and small butbon hold the open-
ing together. $

(No, 4.)

FRINGE : CROGHET AND MIGNARDISE,

_Choose mignardise of the size shown in de-
sign.

'or the upper part, work one double into two
picots of mignardise together, five chain, Re-
peat for the entire length.

For the fringe. side, * one double into two
picots of mignardise together, twelve chain, one
roll Eicot into the third stitch of chain (a roll
picot is made by winding the thread seven or
eight times round the hook, inserting the hook
into the stitech the roll picot is to be worked
into, and drawing the thread through it and all
the stitiches on the hook together, then work one
gingle to malke the picot firm), two chain, Re-
peat from * for the entire length. Finish by
tying in the fringe. :

(Nos. 5, 6, 12, AND 15.)

UMBRELLA-CASE, . i

The case, which ig intended to contain four
umbrellas or parasols for travelling, is made of
strips of holland joined together, and orna-
mented over the joins with a small pattern in
embroidery, the design for which is shown in
the full size in No. 12. No. 5 shows the em-
broidery for the buttons; No. 6 the mode of
making and binding the bottom of the case.
This, of course, is in a'greatly reduced size.
The pointed pieces ti'coined to the bottom will be
easily copied from design No. 15, The top of
the case is button-holed in small scallops. The
slide, into which a piece of sarcenet ribbon is

‘run, is covered with a strip of the border shown

in No. 12.

(No. 7.)
SQUARE : GUIPURE NETTING.

. For antimacassars, cushion-covers, &e., &o.
For full directions for working guipure netting,
see our Guipure Netting Supplements, given
with Nos. 254 and 255 of this Journal. They
are kept in print for the convenience of sub-
geribers, and can’ be sent on receipt of three
stamps, . ;

(Nos. 8 Anp 9.)

NET EMBROIDERY: IMITATION CHAN.
o FINEY - LAGH: > . :

Directions for tracing and working embroi-
dered or darned not will be found in eur Point
Lace Supplement, No, 3, given with No. 526 and
the June Part. Jot beads may be added, or not,
as preferred, One E&btern in each design is
ornamented with jet beads.

(Nos. 10 AND 14.)
TABLE-COVER,

The cover is made of a mew material of a
yellow or maize colour. The bindings are of
ribbon of the same colour. Tho embroidery and
open work between the bindings are ‘worked
with purse-silk of two shades or colours, accord-
ing to taste. The fringe may be of silk, or wool

(Nos. 11 AND 13)
FICHUS.

No. 11 shows a fichu, the middle of which iy
composed of tulle tucks upon a net foundation.
The trimming is of embroidered net. One of tho
designs given in Nos. 8 and 9 is suitable, The
frill is of pleated book-muslin. The fichu is
finished with a bow of ribbon. b e

No. 13 shows a fichu formed of two quilled
frills of  lace, soparated by a quilling of silk
fringed at the upper edge. The lace falling
downwards is put on nearly plain, and is nar-
rowed towards the front. ;

——

The Proprietors of TuE Younag Lapiss’ JOURNAL
begrespectfully to inform their numerous ‘3@}’50"-‘1"’“
that they have made arrangements with ?ﬁ?”g:
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, Wi, & o
Goodgo Street,” W., London, to supply them with
their superfine flecey in four-thread, viz.:m—binc

white, - b _colonrs, 5s. 2d.
and white, 4s. 8d. per 1b, ammlofi 'mlﬁold(',' e
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THE HOME.

COOKERY,

RESTORATIVES FOR THE SICK.—Bake two
calf’s feet in two pints of water and the same
quantity of new milkinajar, closely covered, three
hours and a half. hen cold, remove the fat.
Put in whatever flavour is liked ; the flavouring
can be baked in it; a little cinnamon, lemon-
peel, or mace: Add sugar after.

Another.—Simmer six sheep’s trotters, two
blades of mace, a little cinnamon, lemon-peel,
a few hartshorn shavings, and a little isinglass,
in two quarts of water to one. When cold,
remove the fat, and give about half a pint twice
a day, warming it with a little new milk.

A NouriSHING DriNk.—Boil % oz isinglass
shavings with a pint of new milk to half; add
a small piece of sugar and a bitter almond, if
liked. : :

A FRrIAR’S OMELETTE.—Boil a dozen apples
as for sauce; stir in % 1b butter, and the same
of white sugar; when cold, add four eggs, well
beaten, put it into a baking-dish thickly strewed
over with erumbs of bread so as to stick to the
bottom and sides; then put in the apple mix-
ture, strew crumbs of bread over the top ; when
baked, turn it out and grate loaf-sugar over it,

Duke or CuMBERLAND'S PuppiNg.—Mix
6 oz grated bread with the same guantity of
currants, well cleaned and picked; the same of
beef suet, finely shred; the same of chopped
‘apples, and also of lump sugar, six eggs, half
a nubmeg, a, pinch of salt, the rind of a lemon,
minced as fine as possible ; add citron, orange,
and lemon, a large spoonful of each cut thin.
Mix thoroughly, and put into a basin; cover
very close with a floured cloth, and boil three
hours. Serve with sweet sauce and the juice of
half a lemon boiled together. ;

CHERRY I¢E.~—Stone 2 1bripe chierries, bruise
and set them on the fire with a little water and
4 1b sugar ; when they have boiled, pass them
threngh a hair sieve into an earthen pan ; pound
a_handful of the kernels; [put them in a basin
with the juice of twolemons; add to the cherries
1 1b gugar, and strain on them the lemon-juice
and kernels; mix the whole together, and put
into a sorbetiere with pounded ice; work the
cherries up with. it well until it has set; then
place it+in glasses.

LemoNADE SYRUP.—Squeeze the juice of
twelve lemons; add to it 11b loaf sugar; pour
a little boiling water over the peels ; cover them
close, and when cold strain it to the lemon-juice

use with ice-water in summer or hot water in
winter. One wine-glassful of this to three-
quarters of a fumbler of water.

_ TaE best way for employors and parents to
make young people exact, is to be exact, them-
selves in important things, and to lot little
matters take their chance. To be pracise,. ex-
planatory, and exceedingly careful in delivering
a message or & commission, is the way to pre-
vent a migtake.. A little trouble taken at the
beginning will often save a great deal of loss. of
temper, violence, regrets, and tears from the
two people chiefly concerned. If mistresses ave
meﬂl and exact with their servants as to time,
manner, and method, they will insure, not only

ood servants, but save themselves an immense
gea,l of trouble. A boy sent on a message,
without knowing what he is to do, nor how to
. do it,, is pretby nearly certain to make a blunder ;
and if he once gets into the habit of blundering
he will be, like a stumbling horse, worth very
little, because incurable.

Lxgarr.—The statement has been made that
Sir-James Wylie, late physician to the Emperor
of Russia, having attentively studied the ®ffect
of light as a curative agent, in the hospital of*
St. Petersburg, discovered. that the number of
Fﬁents who were cured in rooms properly
ighted was four times those confined in dark-
rooms. This led to a complete reform in Tight-
ing the hospitals of Russia, and with the most
beneficial results,  In all the cities visited by
the cholera, it is found that the greatest number
of degths ook place in narrow strects, and on
the sides of thoge having a northern exposure,
where the salutary boams of the sun are ox.
cluded. It ig also gaid that the inhabitants of
gouthern slopes of mountaing are better de-
veloped and more healthy than those who live
on the northern side, while those who dwell in
sacluded villages are generally subjoet to peculiar

rosulbs hoing atsributed to the ageucy of light.

and sugar. Put the syrup in decanters, and |.

180ases and deformities of person, these difforent |

TEMPLEMORE’S HERITAGE.

CHAPTER XVIL,

In the meantime, Charlie Dundas was fussing
and fuming through the Jualy and August
heats -in London, anathematising the “luck”
whieh kept him- at his post, ‘toiling and
moiling,”” as, by a fiction of his heated imagina«
tion, he styled his easy duties at the Foreign
Office, whilst his friends out of the office cooled
themselves on the Scotch moors, or climbed the
Alpine mountaing, and ‘Nora was amongst the
pine-woods.

From grumbling at his luck, Charlie went on
to grumwbling at his grandfather, stimulated
thereto by the frank condolence of his fellow-
sufferers, for it was searcely in Charlie’s nature
to originate a grievance for himself. Certainly,
it was either unprecedented meanness or some-
thing else on Lord Kenmore’s part to leave his
heir to the insignificant revenue he derived from
the Foreign Office, and to the eramped and
office-bound life he led there.

“ All very well for me, you know, to drudge
away the best years of my life,” flung out young
Poyntz, one of the ten children of a colonel,
and without the ghost of a chance besides his
career; ‘“ but for you, old boy—by Jove ! Idon’t
gnder’sta,nd what the old gentleman meang

y it.”?

“ To lower- his crest and keep him well down,
for fear.he should crow too loudly,” suggested
another of these friends and comforters. ** But,
’pon my word ! it’s hard lines. I don’t believe
I could stand it. Why don’t you strike, Dundas ?
Whew! how hot itis! And here’s my Cousin
Courthorpe writing from DMont  Cenis, from
amongst the ‘eternal snows’ And snow
makes oné think of ice. Come out, Poyntz, and
let us look for some: iced secltzer—that’s the
thing 1”? :

And the two walled off into Parliament Street,
leaving Charlie to brood ovei his wrongs., In
truth, his grandfather’s ‘conduct had been very
extraordinary. " Since that rapid and sorrowful
journey from Lucerne, he had held no intercourse
with hin, Charlie knew that, for some reason
or another, his branch of the family had never
been in favour with Tord Kenmoroe, and the
recent -catastrophe, if it had not softened, was
likely still further to harden his heart against
the one who must needs gain by his bitter loss.
The propitious moment for declaring his en-

| gagemient had not, therefore, come; indeed, it

seemed to be further away than ever, and Charlie,
in the exasperating heat—¢ cabined, cribbed,
confined,” as he expressed it, his wings clipped
in every sense—grew very impatient. -
As yet, poor fellow ! 'he had enjoyed none of the
gweets of his long-delayed triumph. Nora and
he had never been so far apart, or for so long a
time, since he had acquired the right to call her
his Nora. ““Society,” too, had whispered one
or two disagreeable surmises, which, in ‘his
tongue-tied condition, he was powerless to de-
molish ; ‘and, altogether, poor Charlie was, as
nearly ag was possible in lis easy good-nature,
in‘a bad temper, and thoreughly out of sorts.
And just as he was at the worst, the messenger
brought in a cinnamon-coloured %nvelope.

' % Hor you, sir—Mr. Dundas—a telogram.”

Charlie tore it open, turned white as a sheet,
and dropped the paper as if it had stung him.

- “Charlie, old fellow, anything the matter >
sympathetically inquired Poyntz, returned from
the search after ice. - ;

But the young fellow pushed past them both
without a word& and ﬂe;i& from tl;a room. o
: *

“ Well, I hope we have come to an anchor at
last ! cried Nora Hartopp, looking up from the
couch on which she had thrown herself, as Lilian
softly closed the deor of Mr. Hartopp’s room,
and came out into the adjoining salon of the
quiet, little, hotel at Arcachon; to which the
party had journeyed, after trying in vain Bor-
denux and Biarritz, Pau and Bayonne. « Papa
seems to like this place, and to want rest as
much as we do,” - :

Lilian sighed as she stood at the window,
looking out at the dark fringe of pine-woods
purpling in the evening light. Mr. Hartopp
was a troublesome invalid, and Lilian’s share
of the ntrsing that day had been a heavy one.
She was weary and oppressed, and she looked
over at the calm, purple billows of dark foliage
with a vague yearning for peace and rest to be
found in their solemn depths.s

¢ Charlie, will Jike Arcachon: he comes ab the
end of “the month,” said Nora, for whom also
the pite-woods held their promise of romance.

“Yes,” answered Lilian, with her ever-ready
response of sympathy with Nora's assured hoy-
piuess, :
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And then she leaned her two arms on the
low window-sill, and gazed silently out upon
the evening landscape with a strange, new feel-
ing of content. The dark woods seemed to
beckon to her, and their low, plaintive murmur,
as it reached her through the open window, to
whisper to her of a blissful secret held in their
keeping. The very air—the sweet, ba.lmx even-
ing air—seemed full of mysterious meaning as
it touched her cheek and played amongst her fair
tresses. Something told her that she had come
to a haven of rest at last—that the long, weary
struggle of the last three months was over.
‘What a struggle it had been! How the loyal
trust, the high confidence, hac drooped in sick
weariness, and sunk beneath the weight of
absence and silence, only to be, in turn, avenged
by scalding tears of self-rebuke and faithful in-
dignation! How weary the long, long weeks
had seemed—how endless, and, at last, how
hopeless! But here, the burden lifted itself off.
1t almost seemed to her as if Hilary himself
were close by, ready to vindicate her trust.

“Yes,” she said, presently, as if in answer to
Nora; *“he will be here soon.”

But the “he” was not Charlie Dundas any
more than the roseate flush that lit up her sweet
face was the reflection of the last erimson cloud
yet hovering above the track of the departed
sun,

“You see, I was right,” Mr. Hartopp, with
feminine triumph, remarked to his wife next
day. “Lilian has not broken her heart about
that young fellow Templemore. I never saw
her more cheerful in my life. Lord Newtown
has written to say he will be here next week.
The girl has had a dull time lately, and she will
be glad of a little excitement. The affair will
settle itself, as I told you.”

Lady Sophia did not answer. She was puzzled
at the sudden brightening of Lily’s manner;
but there was more of fear than of hope in her
observation of her daughter. She did not like
to think that Lilian had forgotten so soon, or
to accept this easy transference for the depth
and strength of constancy she had been used to
love and respect in one, at least, of her chil-

ren.

In truth, the whole family brightened and
revived in the soft, aromatic-scented air of the
little Southern watering-place. Mr. Hartopp
was better in health, and, consequently, less
grim in temper, and his influence—the influence
of a masterful mind—as usual, directed the tone
of his household. ;

Even Lady Sophia beamed and smiled again
as she sat beside his invalid-chair in the sunny
hotel gardens, or by the golden sands of the
sea-shore, and played with her embroidery-work
whilst her husband, in amiable mood, read the
English papers, or discussed the last review.
One day, in the fulness of his amiable mood, he
even proposed an excursion to a little hamlet
away amongst the pine-woods on the country
side, bearing the six-mile drive without com-
plaint, and sipping his chocolate in the garden
of the inn, amongst the orange-trees and olean-
ders, all with a good-huwour almost miracu-
lous. He scarcely sneered at Lady Sophia orice
during the afternoon, and thoso rcfined sarcasms
which pierced the poor lady’s heart like a fine
steel weapon, scarcely once wounded her. Almost
she thought, ‘as she rested on the couch in the
little inn-{mrlour, and looked out at her husband
winking sleepily in the sunshine before her, with
his magazine dropped on the grass at his feet—
almost she dreamed of a middle age of such
swoet, conjugal happiness as had once been the
dream of her fond girl’s heart. And with the
happy dream smiling on her lips, Lady Sophia
must have fallen asleep. 3

The visit of the English milord and his party
had made a little stir and flutter in thoe village,
used as the villagers were to excursionists from
Arcachon. :

Antoine, the blacksmith, discoursed know-
ingly to his customers of the splendid English

horses and of the superb carriage, to the well-

balanced springs of which Mr. Hartopp would
alone have trusted himself,

“ What will you?”’ concluded Antoine. *If
a nation will spend of its best on beasts, it must
needs produce the best. We Frenchmen,
look you, we care for men, atid not for beasts,
and see the result: our men are men—such as
Englishmen see only in France. Wo can afford
to let our horses go.”

“ He is some great man in his own country,
this English?”’ asked a countryman in a blae
blouse, and with one of those bronzed, weather-
beaten, wistful-oyed faces one sees nmongst the
patient, hard-working class to which he be-
longed.

“ Yes,” asgented Antoihe, with a nod of supe-
rior information; “he is a deputy of ﬁis
country, The groom, who came just now to

request my agsistance for removing a stone
which had galled the foot of one of the horses,
made me acquainted with his master’s dignities.
He belongs to the Government of his country,
and he is rich—rich as a burgomaster.”

The countryman looked, with his ox-like gaze,
over at the little inn, took a step or two irre-
solutely towards it, then turned back to the
smith.

“I will return,” said he, “before you will
have completed the shoeing of my beast.”

‘Which was probable, considering that Antoine
spent the time which should have been devoted
to the countryman’s business in watching
that individual’s progress across the village-
green. :

“ He goes,” mused Antoine, with the irre-
pressible ouriosity of his nation, “to drink a
glass of wine. And yet it is strange: Dubois
i3 not, by rule, thirsty. Is it by hazard that he
will, in his turn, see these great English ?”’

Dubois was walking slowly towards the inn,
fumbling in Ms loose blouse as he went, and
puckering his brows nervously, after the manner
of a man who has brought his mind to an im-
portant conclusion, and is working up his
courage to some effort.

The landlady, brisk, smiling, and courteous,
in good temper with all the world, in consequence
if ltgae day’s importance, met him on the thres-

old.

¢ Grood-day, my friend,” said she. * What is
it for you ? Our wine is of the best, I promise
you. The English ladies have just tasted of
it ”

“The English milord—he is in there ?”’ asked
Dubois, pointing towards the interior, and with-
out taking his seat, as the landlady had ex-
pected, at one of the two little tables beneath
the lime-trees in front of the house.

“Yes,” nodded the hostess, showing all her
white teeth as she smiled. * He is there ?”’

“If T counld speak to him~——"’ hesitated the
countryman.

“You?” interrogated the landlady, opening
her bright black eyes in astonishment.  * What
would you with him ?”’

The man lifted his little blue cap, rubbed his
kead, and looked back at his questioner with a
perplexed trouble in his honest eyes. &

“ Look you, madame,” said he, *“ I have hero’’
—tounching his breast—*‘‘ something of English,
which I would give to this monsieur. They
have told me that he is in the Government of
hig country, and he will know what to’do; and
for me, I shall be elear.”

“ What is it, then—all this P’ asked the land-
lady. * Tell me, my friend.”

Dubois fumbled again inside his blouse, and
produced a packet earefully tied up.

“ See,” said he, ““ these are papers in English.
Jules Perrin, the sailor, who has been to Eng-
land, has seen them, and he says they are law
papers, and, probably, of a great value to those
they concern. I would place them, therefore, in
the hands of this great English.”

The landlady nodded again, with her eyes fixed
on the packet.

‘“You bave reason,” said she. * Give me
the papers. I will engage that monsicur has
them.”” 3

But Dubois still held fast by the packet, which
had already cost hiny more than one night’s rest.
His sense of responsibility could only be satis-
fied by a direct transfer of the precious deposit
from lis own to English hands. Perhaps, too,
there lurked in his brain, with all his scrupu-
lous uprightness, a dim hope of some reward to
be forthcoming to the faithful custodian of
documents he had brought himself to believe of
80 much consequence. . :

“I would prefer,” said he, deprecatingly, * to
speak myself with the milord : there,are explica-
tions.”

The landlady shrugged her shoulders.

“ As you will,” said she; “but, in that case,
yousmust wait. = The milord rests himself now
%1} tl,m garden. I do not presume to disturb
him.”’ n

So Dubois sat himself down meekly at the
little table, and waited with the stolid patience
of the poor, who—thanks to their betters—have
early learned the lesson how to wait.

The hostess, with a dash of offence in her
manner, went back to her buffes;

The house was very quist : it wag the drowsy
time of theafternoon. The landlord had retired
upstairs for his accustomed siesta ; Lady Sophia
was dreaming on the hard couch of the inn salon ;
and Mr. Hartopp was lulled into a temporary
forgetfulness of his pains by the hum of the
bees amongst the orange-flowers. Mr. Baynes

r, Hartopp’s own man, was smoking his pipé
in the shade of the courbyard, within call, if
need were, of his master; and the grooms were
lying lazily at their ease on the sweet-scented

bundles of hay before the open door of the
stable. Even ¢the busy, pecking hens luy
quiet amongst the straw, or in the dust of the
open yard. g

The blacksmith, Antoine, having at last
finighed the shoeing of Monsieur Dubois’ horse,
looked across at the auberge, shading his eyes
with his hand as he did so.

““Tiens!” said he to himself. * But that man
takes his time! It is so with ivlour good ones
who never tagte wine: when they drink, they
empty the bottle.”

The two young English ladies had wandered
into the cool pine-groves; ‘but presently, as
Dubois kept his patient wateh under the lime-
tree, Nora came towards him, walking slowly
under the hot sun, and with her light muslin
skirts trailing behind her in uncomfortable
déshabille : they had come to grief amongst the
rough stones and jagged fallen branches of the
wood ; and Nora, who hated discomfort, and
had little taste for sylvan exploration, had
turned back again, leaving Lilian to ramble on
alone. i

Dubois stood up when he saw her, and doffed
his cap, and Nora, used to the patronage of her
own country village, smiled with affable conde-
scension, and then paused to say a few words
in her well-taught French to the respectful pea-

sant. :

Did he belong to the village? Such a charm-
ing home he must have under this bright sky,
with this soft air, which they—foreigners—had
some so far to enjoy, always blowing ,upon
them !

No ; he was not from the village itself: he
was from the neighbourhood. He came some-
times to the place to get his horse shod, and to
make his little marketing. ¢

She wished him good-day and a pleasant
journey home presently, and she was passing
on, with her gracious smile and bow, through
the open doorway, when Dubois made his
plunge. :

“ Would mademoiselle, in her great goodness,
permit him to speak to milord ¢’

Nora hesitated.

The man was probably a beggar, then, and Mr.
Hartopp was especially intolerant of beggars.
She had nearly dismissed him with a cart denial,
when something—she did not know what—in
the large, earnest eyes which hung upon hers
in steadfast, humble entreaty, struck her with
quite a new sensation. If Nora had been of an
imaginative, romantic turn, she would have said
that there was a fate for her in those eyes. As
it was, she relented against her will, looking
the man scrutinisingly in the face as she did so.

“Can you not speak to me?’ she asked.
“ Monsieur is suffering, and may not be dis-
turbed.”

““ A thousand pardons, but it should be only
for one moment : it was for affairs of great im-
portance,” Dubois protested, fervently, pressing
his cap between his brown fingers—* affairs not
of his own, but which belonged to the English
Government, of which he had heard milord was
one of the directors.”

“ Come with me, then,” said Nora, yielding to
the ring of truth in the man’s tone, and impelled
by some impulse at which, later on, she looked
back wonderingly.

. What is this ¢’ asked Mr. Hartopp, bending
his keen brows as the man came towards him in
Nora’s wake, treading with that light, springy,
foreign step which is sucl a contrast to the
lumbering, heavy gait of our KEnglish pea-
f:mts?.” * Nora, why are you bringing this man
16ro

“ He has something to say to you, papa,” ex-
plained his daughter, as she stood asidlt)a, l;.n’d left
Dubois, profuse in bows and gestures of re-
spect, to the full glare of Mr. Hartopp’s investi-
gation.

The man, told his story.

e had in his possession certain papers,
which his friend Jules, “ who knew English,”
had told him were of great value to the
persons they concerned. He had kept them
hoping to meet, as he had been so happy as to do
to-day, with some English gentleman responsible *
and trustworthy, who would convey them to his
own country and to the hands of the rightful
owners. So Monsieur Dubois would rest in
poace, knowing that justice had been done, and
that Heaven would acquit him of all blame,

 And,” Dubois added, raising his arm ith
the theatrical instinet of his nation, * his own
rights would, in their turn, have the protection
of the heavens. :

At the close of this peroration, Monsienr
Dubois tendered Mr. Hartopp his carefully-
preserved trust.

[To be continued.]

“ Templemore’s Heritage” commenced in No, 528 and
Part CXXV1II,
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STELLA REDRUTH.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
“HOTEL FLORIAN),

FARLY the next day Eustace set out for the
ruined villa known as the * Hotel Florian.”’

The young artist chose his costume carefully
—more carefully than he had chosen his faghion-
able evening-dress for Sir Halberd’s ball.

‘He wore a blue blouse of the finest holland,
a large straw hat, white knickerbockers and
stockings, perfectly-fitting boots.

Tt was a dress' that made a graceful youth
look distinguished, almost princely, whereas a
common-place young man would have appeared
vulgar in the same. - ;

Tustace hired a carriage, and desired to be
driven to the * Hotel Florian.”

He did not know the road, and his object now
was to gain an interview with Bandulia as soon
as possible. - feasny

The spring was brightening into the golden
summer of the south. On each side were vine-
yards, where the grapes were growing purpler
day by da.{l. :

Before him rose hills, blue as the azure
heavens, against which their outlines weroe
faintly defined. There was a breeze loaded with
odours from the countless flowers, which spread
like a many-colouréd carpet in the plain below
the vineyards. Here and there, sheltered among
chestnut and mulberry groves, rose a white
villa, the country house of some  Roman
citizen. g

Eustace, leaning back among the cushions,
gave himself up to a languid yet, delicious en-
joyment of the breeze, the brightness, the
beauty of the day. ;

Rome liy behind—Rome, the city of the dead
language and the fallen lions ; Rome—the Rome
of Antony and the Cessars—the Rome of the
middle ages and the saints—the Rome of
Michael Angelo, and the master-spirits of the
world of art. And the yoxmf man thought not
of Rome on that blue and golden day, but of a
mysterious fortune and a dark-eyed Spaniard ;
and then behold, the carriage was travelling a
lonely road between bare hills, and Eustace
aroused and asked for ¢ Hotel Florian.”

« Tt lios, signor, in a little verdant valley ; be-
yond it is a ruin, but beautiful, as the signor
will see for himself.”

And presently they enter the valley. Chestnut
trees are shedding their bloom, mulberries are
purpling on the great trees; there are groves
and gardens and a fountain, a_turf blazing with
‘blue, and rose, and purple wild flowers, and a
ruined villa of yellow marble, with a lawn in
front and a chestnut wood behind. :

¢« ¢ Hotel Florian,””’ said the coachman.

Eustace descended and paid the driver, then
went on towards the house.

A hedge of rhododendron surrounded it;
there was a little wicket-gate, the latch of which
the intruder—or visitor—raised, and presently
he was crossing the lawn. : :

The portion of the house which faced him was
in ruins, windowless, and with broken columns
and steps. i

He went round; there were windows open,
and the sound of voices and laughter. :

«T am content,” said a voice. ‘I desire
only to follow after that which is right. I do
not seek my own fame, but render a true ser-
vice to art.” :

% You do not seek your own, beautiful Ban-
dulia ? and if not, you are, excuse me, a fool.
Every artist must carve oub his own fortune,
or dio miserably at the last.’

“T am not ambitious for myself,” said the
clear, young voice, which somehow sounded in
the ears of Eustace like the sweetest music.

¢ For whom, then?’ ~

« For art, my friend. I wish only the true
and beautiful to be reverenced. No false gods
worshipped, no glaring taste and vulgar clever-
ness held up for the people to adore. I wish the
people—1y own country people—to become re-
fined.”

«“Your own country people, mademoiselle ?
Spain is_your country—is it not ?”’

“Yes,” she answered, with a sad little laugh
— yos, Spain.”

Fustace came forward and stood before the
open windcw.

A largo room, the walls of polished marble,
white, with streaks of rose.tinting, W0 €ase’s,
two arbists at work—an old Englishman, With
white hair and beard, and Bandulia. i

The young lady wore white, & perfeotly_-ﬁtglx{g
dress of fine mulled muslin, s rose twisted in
her splendid black hair, not another single omu.(i
ment, a little frill round the white throat, an
tiny frills at tho slender wrists; the figure, so

dainty and so distinguished, slightly bent, the
dark eyes fixed on the easel, the whole artistic
soul absorbed.

Neither the old gentleman nor the young
lady saw or heard Eustace. He ‘called out,
« Good-morning, mademoiselle,” took off his
hat, and bowed his head.

Bandulia looked up. Instantly her whole face
glowed like the breaking of an English summer
morning, or the heart of an English June rose;
and at that moment Eustace felt that if he had
a kingdom and a crown he could gladly fling
them at the feet of this Spaniard, She came to
the window smiling. :

“We are delighted to welcome you to our
ruin, monsieur. I speak not only for myself,
but for my friends. Come round; there is a
door. To-day I will fling pencil and brush
aside to do you honour.”

The cords of love tightened about the heart of
Eustace.

‘When he entered the “Hotel Florian,” he felt
that this Spanieh girl could lead him round the
world with a smile and a gesture of her small
white hand ; and then his heart sank, for had he
not given his heart and his strong man’s. love
once before, to be trampled on by a soulless jade ?
And this Spaniard, who was she—what was she ?
A bandit’s bride, a thief, a mystery : an escaped
nun, an enchanling Bohemian ? ‘What was she,
and was it possible that she would ever be more
to him than she was now ? 2

He entered the house, and Bandulia led him
into a room where an elderly lady, with white
hair, was placing plates and cups and knives
upon a table covered with a fine white cloth.

The floor of this room was of marble, and

fow light cane chairs, a small black sideboard
and the table completed the inventory of the
furniture.

The old lady wore a queer plaid dress of a
large pattern, and her cap was awry. One glance
told of her nationality : English to the backbone,
with fresh cheeks, and gray eyes, and square
brow, and pleasant smile. :

“Madame Scott, this is a fellow-artist, Mr.
Grayling—English, and he has followed me at
the risk of being taken up by the police—fol-
lowed me solely and wholly because he covets
my head for a model, so I have made his ac-
quaintance, and invited him here, and he is
going to paint me.”

“ You must be hungry,” said Madame Scott ;
and Eustace said he was.

I must tell you,” said Bandulia, *“ that Mon-
sieur Scott is an artist, whose acquaintance I
made in a picture-gallery. He invited me home,
and introduced me to madame his wife, and we
three agreed to pass ithe summer here at the
¢ Hotel Florian.’ I regard these friends in the
light of parents.”

Eustace longed to ask Bandulia of her hus-
band. Was she really married ? If so, what did a
married woman want with adopted parents ?

Coffee, fruit, delicious butter, French rolls,

| omelette, and a cold fowl—behold the breakfast,

or lunch, prepared by Mrs. Scott.

Bandulia ran out, and came back, leaning on
the arm of the old artist.

She introduced him with a charming frank-
:eﬁ to Eustace, and the four sat down to the

able. .

Eustace never enjoyed any repast in his life
as ho enjoyed that breakfast at the ‘ Hotel
Florian.”” After breakfast, Bandulia said :

“You must come to my own studio, and I
must costume for you.”

So together they mounted an enormously wide
and interminable staircase.

1t seemed to Eustace as if the end would
never be reached. Ahead of him was Bandulia.
Now and then she glanced down at him, a light,
half-sad, half - roguish, gleaming in her dark
eyes.

———

CHAPTER XXXV,

BANDULIA’S STUDIO.
EUSTACE followed,. and the Spanish arbist led
on. ‘At last a wide marble-floored landing-
place was reached, and Bandulia turned round
a.n‘c‘i faced young Grayling with a smile.

“It has been quite a long journey. These
villas of the ancient gods are vast. Sec how
broken the balustrade' is, and yet _every bit
that remains is a gem of artistic Workmanship :
gods and goddesses, hewn and chiselled out of
marble, accompany us all the way. See that
Flora with broken arm; the other hand grasps a
wonderful}y beautiful bouquet of flowers. 1t is
a I‘l‘lasterpxooe, that broken balustrade.”

0 say the truth, I have not noticed it at
all. I have been too much engaged in following
Yyow. I came here to see you, to talk to you;

to paint your faco, to make your likenegs em-

et

Indian matting was laid down in the centre. A

body my secret aspirations and strivings after
excellence, and I have given no thought to
marble goddesses, believe me.”

There was a tremulous passion in the young
man’s voice. 3

Bandulia smiled, and Eustaco fancied that
the smile was a cruel one. 2

“ Like all woman,” thought he, bitterly,  she
rejoices to find that she has a toy to break, a
human male heart: that is the fiendish pastime
of all these creatures, falsely called gentle. She
ghall never guess how completely she is enthral-
ling me, leading my whole soul captive.”

“1t ig flattering to me, monsieur, to think
that you consider my peor face worth paint-
ing.”

“ Your poor face! ~You know well that your
face is a wonderful one.”

She flushed again more brightly, more beauti-
fully than she had when first seeing him below
in the studio of the old English artist.

“I guppose it is unlike the pretty faces of
other women ?”’

“Quite unlike,’’ he said, eagerly.

She curled her lip scornfully.

“ A dark face, with a masculine soul looking
out of the eyes? Nothing of the mild, angelic,
traditional woman of the past centuries? tho
creature all sweetness and meekness, and blind
submission to august male rule? the dove-eyed
type of the poets, lauded in verse, and trampled
on at home? Nothing, my good sir, of that
low-voiced perfection, whose mission it is to
endure, to submit, to cook, to sew, to econo-
mise, to receive patiently all the ill-temper of
the lord and master when the outer world has
vexed him, and he comes home to make
his wife weep and tremble? I have read your
English Review of the Saturday, monsiear.”’

“ Saturday Review,” said Eustace, correcting
her foreign putting of the words together.

¢ Well, monsieur, Saturday Review, and there
I find bitter expletives directed against the ex-
travagant, selfish, loud-voiced pleasure-seeking
Englishwomen of to-day. Is it all true ?”

“Oh! no—at least, 1 suppose we have still
some hundreds of young ladies of the good old
type amongst us,”

“Ts it & good type ?”’

Tt in the ideal of most Englishmen.”

¢ Yours amongst the rest ?”’

He nodded in assent.

“She shall not know how her eyes of fire
have scorched my heart, heated my_ blood,
dazzled my reason into blindness. Noj; I could
live with her in a cave, or in a palace, or in 2
dingy London back street ; and though she never
saw that my chops were cooked, or my socks
mended, I should be fool enough to be happy with
her if she spoke kindly to me once or twice a
day ; but she shall never know that I see now
how bitterly she mocks me in her heart.”

Lizzie Anstruther had shaken his faith in
woman.

“T hope you will find your blue-eyed meekness
all you desire.”

“And why blue-eyed, mademoiselle ?”’

She looked at him, he fancied, contemptu-
ously.

¢ Are not most meek women fair "’

“I do not know. There was a blue-eyed
woman whom I loved, whose heart was cold as
the bosom of this marble goddess¥”

She laughed.

“ Well, cheer up: that was one among the
million. There are hundreds of meek, fair-haired
damsels, who would gladly submit to your
whims for the honour of calling you lord and
master.”

“ Ah! doubtless,”” he said, carelessly.

Bandulia said to herself :

“ Handsome, conceited fellow! Come on,
monsieur,” she said, suddenly, throwing open a
door. “This is my work-room,”

He entered a large, marble-floored apartment,
A steady north light came through the window,
which had been lately glazed and putin order—a
green curtain flung before it. There were three
easels ; numbers of canvases against the walls,
standing on the ground, and arranged in separate,
parcels, as it were ; there were a few chairs, with
re? cushions, and a small, red, faded couch orn
sofa.

There was a table in one corner, on which were
books arranged neatly, and a white vage filled
with flowers. In another corner was a smallk
piano in an old walnut-wood ocase, but bright
and polished. Everything in the room bespoka
order and a scrupulous cleanliness.

Through a half-open door Eustace caught
glimpses of a sleeping-chamber; a small bed
hung with white curtains ; a toilet-table draped
in white; aneat chest of drawers;'a piece of
Indian matting on the floor; everything plain,
everything pure, everything perfect in it
artistio taste, : i

?




is a maint, despite the scarlet

not cast off the éostume of her country.”

*Jliving under their parents’ roofs, do not luow
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“T am my own housemaid, monsieur : I sweep
and dust my rooms ;I am my own dréssmalker ;
in Rome Iam my own cook; but here; madame,
my adopted mother, takes that responsibility
from me.” :

“You are nearer, then;mademoiselle, to that
excellent type of woman whose gradual disap-
pearance from the faco of the earth gives such
chagrin‘to the ¢Saturday Reviewer.’ ”’

“Am I? “Oh! it is different, monsiour, to
do ‘things for one’s:gelf and for a lord and
ma.st,:er. I'mever cooked or worked for anybody
else.”’

“Might T see your works?’ he wasked,
timidly.

And the young man said to himself :

“ She is not married—this rare creature.’’

“You may see my works,”” she said; sadly ;
and sheled him up to hew easel. .

On the canvas appeared a picture, which at
ofles fasoinated the imagination of Wustace, and
strack his fancy. A0S

An autumn jévening, rain threatening in the
stormy west, where the sun‘had just gone down
amid mountaing of cloud; tinged here and there
with a lurid light; a country road, bordered by
a 'wood, from which the autumn winds had
stripped half the leaves: those that remained
sere, yellow, melancholy; in that gloomy light.
A stone cross, grass at its foot, a woman sit-
ting under its shadow—a woman, young; dark-
oyed, lovely, with a rare and ideal type of love-
liness ; an Italian face, doubtless, in form and
colouring, but with the thoughtful, intense look
which otie attributes more naturally to the rea-
listié, sober-souled woman of the North. Nothing
of outhorn softness, save the liquid eyes and
the curved red lips, and those expressing nothing
whatever of the languid repose of the Italian
belle—a woman who had suffered and been
disappointed, who had been wronged, and had
forgiven her foes—a face at once sweet and
powerful.  The drapery was the picturesque
dress of - the Italian peasant—scarlet bodice
and purple skirt, a mantle hanging on the
arm; and so ‘chill and gloomy was the atnio-
sphere, that one longed to see the woman wrap
the mantle about her. Her head was bave; the
dark hair plaited, and wound about her head
artistically, showing the dainty ivory ear and
the curve of the full, white throat.

 What ig she waiting for P’ asked Eustace,
suddenly, swhen he had looked for some time
in silence at the picture. /

Bandulia broke into a laugh.

¥ Her lover, I suppose. Yes; monsieur; it
is o tryst; and he is faithless; and 'she had
not eéxpected himi to be otherwise; for she
knew his gelfish nature and his eold hesrt.
He had saddened her life. I do not know if she
was marriéd to him, or if she had given him-
her heart and her promise to become his wife,
and then found him worshipping at. some
golden shrine. Anyhow, she is not beloved, in
spite of her great beauty; for she ¢s beautiful,
monsieur, is she not #”

Bandulia asked ‘the question with such a
sweet timidity, that Eustace could have caught
her to his heart, and” poured out his praises
of her work and his love for herself in one
breath,» =7 »

* She is divine,” he said, rapturounsly: - *““She
i peasant dress
and the dull English sky.” :

“Ttis'not an Ttalian sky,” said Bandulia.
Tt is a Breton sky, There it rains as often as
in England ; and this Italian girl is away from
her home. She has not long left it ; for she hag'

“ Why paint so sad a face ¢’ ;

#Tsnotb the world a sad place for many of us
women, monsieur ¥ Not only the peagsant women
of Italy, but the highly-born dames of France
and of England have their trouble.”

# And we men, do we walk on ether, and sleep
on roges P’ iy .

“ Ah!mo. Man is born to trouble ; buttrouble
should refine, elevate, swesten. Sweet arve the
uses of adversity. Often, though, alas! adver-
siby enibitters, hardens, sours us,” ghe sighed.

“Have wyou, then, suffered ?’. he asked,
quickly. ‘I have no right to ask,” he added,
checking himself. ;

¢ No, mongicur; you have no right to ask;
and I do not méan to confess to you. Still, I
am human ; T am awoman; T am twenty years
old ; consequently, I'iave suffered.”

“ But many girls of that age—excuse me—

more than the namse of sorrow.”
“ Ido mot live under my parents’ roof. I
work for my bread ; I strive after excellenice.”
~“And you will attain it;> said Bustacs,
warmly. -“ Fortune and fame will be yours.”

““ You will be happy, I hope.”

““No; I shall never be happy.”

“The mystery of this beautiful creaturs in-
creases,”’ thought Eustace. g
. *“Yon are not married #”’ he said, timidly, and
in an inquiring voice.

¢ I shall not tell you, - Who told yoti that T
was married P’ :

¢ Mr. Ovington, a Welsh lawyer.””

Instantly Bandulia turned pale.
violently agitated.

¢ Then he—he—he talked of me—betrayed my
tonfidence ? Oh! that man is a wretched hypo-
crite.”

“He? What has he to do with you or your
affairs? He told me you were a bandit’s wife,
leagued with thieves, morée—an accomplice in
murders. He warned me of you. %o

She interrupted him by a merry peal of
laughter. Was this Spanish girl going mad P
She sat upon the little red couch, and laughed
until she almost oried.

“ I wonder, sir,” she said, at length, that
you ventured to come to see me; after hearing
such an account. Bubt you did mot believe'it,
did youn ¢’ ;

I did not know what to believe. I am an
artist ; and I admire you more than any woman
I have ever seen.”

She waved her hand at him impatiently. -

“So I came to seek you. know you are
high-souled, pure-minded. If you are the wife
of a bandit, it is the caprice of Fortune that has
made you so. I believe you to- be good, or so
false, that henceforth I shall look on all women
as demons in disguise, if you are not true and
noble in mind-and in heart.”

¢ Thanlk you,” she sighed ; then said, hastily
“Well, I think the ‘caprice of Fortune 45 to
blame for what is wrong in me. I am mot o
murderess:  I'never-harmed afly in my life.”’

* She smiled, and her white tecth gleamed.
““ I am not a thief. I stole your portrait ; yes:

She was

P —

I have it in that drawer.”

‘ Oh ! give it me,” said Eustace, imploringly.
“You do not know——" 1

She interrupted him.

“Yes; I know more of it tham you do. But
trust it with me. Ovington did not séeme enter
or take it out of your hand. Higface was hidden
while he struggled with you. Don’t; for Heaven’s
sake, let him know I have it ! I will take ecare
of it for you for three Months ; then come to'me
forit, Nay; if you doubt that it is in that
drawer, I will show it to you.”” .

She went to a drawer in the table, took out
something wrapped in brown paper, and held it
up; then took off the paper; the gold<framed
portrait gleamed in the light. :

Thethought naturally struck Eustace : ¢ Lady
Redruth offered me £1,000 for that: she would |
give the same to Bandulia for it.”

““ Mademoiselle or madame, give me that |
portrait. I can gell it for £1,000. I will give

necessities; for I am poor.”’ < :

“But you would not—you dare not sell it !’
she cried. - * No; you shall never have i, if you
think of that. Who offered you £1,000 for it >

“A certain Lady Redruth.”

“ Donot go near that lady. Listen to nobody.
Wait : in three months I will tell you every-
thing, That picture is worth a fortune

ou.”
¢ And why ?”? A b
¢ You shall know in three months.’

A chill and a dread fell upon Kustace. He
was madly in love with the Spaniard; bub he
distrusted her. He thought her naturally noble,
but linked with evil-doers against her will; and
now he had told her how highly Lady Redruth
had bidden for the portrai%, most likely _the
thousand pounds would find their way into
Bandulia’s pocket, and the portrait into Lady

Redruth’s, and he would+never again possess
the picture, or see-the Spanish lady.

“Youdoubt me ?” said Bandulia,coldly. “ That
ghows me how sincere are your professions of
admiration for the ¢ bandit’s wife.’”’ %

“You are noti a bandit’s wife. Youare divine.
But I am very wretched ; and all this mystery
tortures me. I worship you, Bandulia Monaco ;
but I know something of the world. It is diff-
cult to trust you so blindly, whed you re-
fuse to satisfy my intenss and most natural
curiosity.” |

“ Because it is part of a scheme. I dare not
place too powerful weapons in your eager hands
yot awhile ; you might crush and ruin those who
ought to be dear to me.

< Qught to be? Then sho loveshot her bandit
friends,” thought Edstace. 3 ‘ .

“T will promise you, on the honour of an
Tnglishman, net to do harm:to any of your
friends.” ;

| English tea with the

you £700 out of ity only keeping £300 for my ]

Bandulia, . shaking ' her head, “you Enow not
what you promise. Now, monsieur, forget the
episode of the portrait, See me lock it up again
in this drawer.”

She put the key in her pocket, then came and
stood near Eustace.

“ Shall I costume for you? I can leid you
cafivas, easel, paint, and brasheg?’? -« <
. He looked up at her with & duzed, bewildersd
air.

“* An Eastorn enchantiess,” satd he; casting

her‘spe_ll upon mankind, smilitig’ upon Princes
at their banquet-table through festoons of
laurels and wreaths of flowers, inducing them to
listen to her blandishments and false promises -
of future kingdoms.”
. “You flatter me highly,” she said: ~ She
lavghed and flnshed, and her eyes sparkled. “I
had rather you think of me as of dazzling selfigh-
ness; than humdram goodness.  The one cha-
racter has more fascination for you than the
other. How true or how false is your estinate,
let time prove,  Now shall I éostunio 2’ L

She ran into her other room; and eame out i
five minutes; her dark face surroutidled by &
white gauze scarf, wound artistically and in
Eastern fashion about her head; She carried
some flowering branches of searlet bloom, broket
hastily off a shrab growing in her baleony.:

* Now, monsieur,” sle said, T will peep
between théese branches—so. Will #hat be .
what you want ' £

7 Yes y the taste and your conception of what '
Limagine are excellent.” Gib (RULY

Ten minutes later, Eustace was busily'ét
work upon a canvas; and Bandulia peered at
him through the branches, which she twisted
into another easel, and, - seating herself behind
it, her arms leaning on a small table, ghe put
on the peculiar smile hé desired. Neither gpoke
fot an hour. oLl it < ;

. “T am tived, monsisur;” said Banduli#, start-
g:)g up at length.  “ Let me see what you have
ne. :

She went and stood by his’side.
tif“l‘{?u have made tie twenty times o6 Beau-
ul. e !
“Not half beartiful eviough,” ke answersd., =
“OH! don’t flatter, sir. % '&ﬁ}}}nob the I;}ﬁ/eé
eyed meckness you admire. T detest fattery;?
““Cold heart I”” thought Bustace,
“ Well, monsieur, T am tired, as I said, and T -
propose now that we. go down and have ah
good English ‘monsieur
and madam.’’ ;
“With all my heart,” said Buastace:
So' they descended 4he staircase, and found

- madam in the salon preparing tea.

: {0 be continued.] i
“Stella Redruth” comhmented tn No, si4 aid
Part CXXV, 3

* PASTIMES.

CHARADLS,
1

Gray, white, and yellow, lsten' to the ory ;
My countiess fivst, ol ! who will come and buy ?
My glittering second, ladies fair behold ;
Diamonds or rubies, emeralds or gold,
Daintily he sarved my next: it looked 0 nice,
Leatd * Kind host, pray let me havea slice.”
Ay whole.a fayoured home of royalty,
Oft visited by those of high degree, p
y E. 0,

2

A rather useful kind of hoast

My fiest will trnly name ;
To steal or *scape away at lenst,

My second will proclaim,
The junction of the two will make

A very fragrant flowoer ; 2
Yowll find it under bush and brake,

And, maybe, in yoar hower,

J. By ¥

ENIGMA.
Within the fields I may be seen
Off teeding on tlio Terbage greefr;
My place amid thie spangled sky,
On starlight night you may espy,
Of men=0’~way a part T form,
Of mighty power in battle storm :
Before me walls and towers fell,
Now what I am pray quickly tell,

TRANSPOSITION,
To loving sisters ’m a friond,
On whom they mostly can PR
My praises they repeat with pride,
While Iin turn inthem confide,
Remove one letter, and “On! deny,”
You ory in disappointmentigheer,
«Tf really is o dreadful bore
Thus to b teased for evermore

W. S L,

o B kel B wo,
SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No, 530,
CHARADRES,—1. Tllnstrated. 2. ‘Bedpost,
Buriep Towns.—1. Derby. 2. Wigton,
REBUS.~Romeo.

N
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“You are go completelyin the dark,” oried |
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