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‘““ Has %}'ﬂl'ﬂ death made you so very
#ad, Ralph, that not even I can comfort
you?" asked Mrs. Clyffard of her husband,
a8 he sat in a small chamber communicat-
ing with his dressing.-room, and in which
he was accustomed to transact his business
affairs, He smiled, not sadly, but grate.
fully, lovingly, in her false sweet face, yet
gravely shook his head.

‘““You always comfort me, dear one. 1t
I were dejected on my own account only,
you would soon cheer me. But it is not
80, Grace, although many would be sad who
knew their doom had been spoken, who
felt as I feel "—he laid his hand upon his
heart—‘‘that I have had my warning, and
must soon go; yet I do not repine for that

_ matter."

“I will not combat your opinion,
love,” answered she, ‘fallacious and ill-
grounded though I believeit to be; with
me, whatever you think is sacred.”

‘“ Bweet Grace,how I love you!” returned
the old man., * Itis only for your sake
that I regret to go. I have reigned here

- my allotted time; how gladly would I

leave all to my successor, heaven knows, if
I might only think he would hold it. Poor
Rue ! poor Rue !”

Ralph Clyffard bent his head, and hid
his face. His wife's arm still enciraled his
neck ; her voice was low and soft, and
seemed to tremble with love and pity ; but
her eyes looked down upon him with con-
temptuous scorn,

““And what is to prevent Rupert from
holding his own, husband ? Nothing save
a dark legend of your house—a morbid
fantasy of your own—a——"

“Did you never read my Uncle Rod-
erick’s will, Grace ?" interrupted Ralph.

“ His will ?" cried Mys, Clyffard, involun-
tarily withdrawing her oaressing hand.
‘““ I never even heard that he had made a

will. Idid not know that he could have made

& will. Is not the land entailed? Father to
son, uncle to nephew ; has it not been so
with your ancient race "

“ It has ever been so,” returned her hus.
band gloomily, * Father to son, but
never gon's son, since Guy’s time."”

“Aye, ayeo.” exclaimed Mrs. Clyffard
impatiently ; but masking her apprehen-
sions with a great effort, she added, in &
soothing tome: * Let us not talk of that,
Ralph ; let us not think of it, if possible.”
Then, with affected carelessness, she added,
“ Is yonder dusty parchment at your elbow
this said will.”

She reached her hand towards it, but he
was beforehand with her, and gently, but
firmly, he retained his hold uponit. ** Nay,
do not open it, Grace, for mere curiosity’s
gake.”

If he could but have seen her face in iis
rapacious earnestness—the intense longing
in her greedy eyes; if he could have known
what it cost her to restrain the nervous
twitching of those taper ﬁngaru. he counld
soarcely have talked of ouriosity—it was
cupidity aghast with fear.

#T will tall vou all that Roderick would | 8 true, making a mock of ancestry; but

have me tell, wife, if he were alive.
I hide nothing from you—nothing.”

“ Nothing, Ralph,” returned she tenderly,
her mind straining after the precious parch.
ment like a greyhound in the leash, * 1f
I thought you kept a secret from me, it
would kill me.*

“Would it so, dear one ? Then, since I
would have you live, you shall hear my
Uncle Roderick's will. He herein leaves
Clyfie to Arthur his son, and Cyril after
him, for thirty years, and then——" °

‘“* But he could notleave it, Ralph. How
mean you then he left it ?”

“He thought he could. He was—
mad the second son, and yet mad ; think
of that, Grace! No lawyer has ever seen
this writing ; it would ocount as nothing in
his eyes; he would smile at the dead
Clyffard’'s ravings, and I do not choose that
any man should do that. For thirty years

led he Clyfie to my father and my bro-
ther, after which he shall return—soit runs
—and resume his own again. I have seen
his coffin in the chapel vault closed with a
mighty lock like yonder chest—save that

it opens from within as well—and a key is|;

buried with him, that he may arise, and
let himself out when the time comes, The
thirty vears will very soon be ended.”

“1 trust, Ralph, that you do not believe

“ Fear not, Grace,” interrupted her hus.
band quietly ; ‘I keep my own wita still,
although they are sorely tried. I almoat
wish it was not so, and that I could deem
that dead Roderick might come to life

ain. I§isworse to think thathe wasmad, | miatake you for another, far less that
Eﬁ?ing no right to bo so + and rather than dread spectre—harbinger of ill! Thrice

men should know the contents of this sad
will, T would lose many a fair acre of those
which it so strangely devises. It was the
mere reading of it which set me sorrowing.
How goesitwith Ru}}ert,think you, Grace ?"

‘* Ho looks bravely, husband. He will
fitly wear your honors after you, though
not, I trust, for long, long years to come."”

“He has heard the news, I sup ik

M1 told him myself, Rnl[ﬂ:. eat some
vulgar tongue should wound him with the
roungh delivery of it; and charged the
household not to speak of it within his
hearing.”

‘* You should have charged them not to
speak of it at all,” returned the husband
sternly. * Great heavens are the misfor.
tunes of our house to be the talk of

ma "

*We oannot chain the tongue, Ralph;
and sipnce the law forbids to cub it out,
as your high handed race were wont to do
when a menial's 8 h displeased them,
the mosdt we can do is to direct its course.”

‘““ As wise as fair!"” repeated Ralph in a
low tone. * You have done right, Grace,
as you always do.”

¢ Nay, husband, I have only done my
beat. Little, indeed, is the best I can do,
in return for what I have received at your
hands. I was low, and you lifted me up;
1 was baee, and you set me in honor,” A
shadow flitted. over her husband's brow.
“ Not," she continued, * that I ever think
of these things now, save when I am alone
with you, as now. I lave left the past
behind me altogether, Conneoted with

our race, although by marriage only, I
eel myself well-born.”

“That isrightly said, Grace. The Cly(l.
ards, like the king, confer nobility iteelf.

. +4_—————
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lowly let, even vo-me. Yourare
Clyffe ; you will beso after I am gone—

that is until—" Ralph Clyffard paused
ll.ml sighed, the wave of thought overtaken
by another era” in 8

br

‘““And what ﬂﬁ?ﬂ“ ¥ When you told |
{him of poor Cyril #'F | : \

 He said he was grieved to hear it, but
scarcely surprised,. He ho Unecle Cyril
would be baried a8 the Hall and not at the
Dene.” <Ralph shuddered, *Then he
seemed lost in thought, and answered me
at random ; but presently on some trifling-
ntercuption—it was the organ in the ga
lery, played by Mildred Leigh, I think— |
brightened up at once. Music is good
for him, and the num[lmniunahip of the
young, Itis buta dull life he leads here,
and fit to make a young man sad.”

“ Raymond is not sad,” returned her hus-
band, like one who, to gain time, urges
:umathiug which he knows has but little
orce.

* That is true,” auswered Mrs. Clyffard

coldly. *To chase the stag, the fox, the [the beck’s side myself, A feeling h

otter, is happiness enough for Raymond.
He might have been a huntsman born, for
any instinct of gentle birth that he pos-
sesses, Nay, even a huntsman would have |
some reverence for therace which he served,
whereas Raymond——""

‘““ Well, wife, what of Raymond ?”

“ Nothing, Ralph—nothing. You are
grave enough already, without my sadden-
ing you further. And, after all, perhaps
he only does it to vex me. He does not
love his step-mother; that is only natural.
A man’s sons, unless they are dutiful, like
Rupert, too often resent their {_auhnr’ﬂ

second marriage:"

‘“ Resent it!” cried Ralph Clyffard, start-
ing up and smiting the table with his fist
—* resent it! hat! is he his father's
tutor? Am I to be told my duty by this
rude boy? HaveI robbed him of gold or
lands that he should be envious of me?
Does he grudge an old man that which
renders the last few years of his life less
lonely, less drear? Even had we children,
he would have his mother's portion; they
would not rob him of a silver piece. Nay, 4
I have left him thrice as much besides.
Unnatural, undutiful, base |”

‘ Hush, Ralph—hush. Be calm. Do
nothing in anger. Let poor me, atleast, be
not the means of sowing dissension between h
father and son; for he is your son, youn
know, after all, What Iwas about to say
was only this, that knowing how dear to’
me is the honor ©f your house, and with
what worship I look upon the Clyffards,
alien thm‘lﬁh I be, he scoffs and sneers at
what should be held mostreverend, at least,
by one of their own blood ; nay, he BAYS,
‘blood’ is nothing. ‘Why not bone—a
gentleman of bone? If old Elm}ﬂ is 8o pre-
cious, why then are old bones so cheap?
But 1 fear I vex you, husband.”

Ralph Clyffard’s eyes were flashing fire.
One hand olung to the table, grasping it
like a vice; the other hand was pressed
against his heart. His white lip moved as
with & spasm twice and thrice before they
could shape * Go on.”

‘“There is little more to say, Ralph; I
have said already more than I intended.
You must please hold this a secret; you
must understand it is to me alone he tEua
speaks out. He flings his gibes about at all,

he keeps his worat for me, because as I
have said, he knows the barb goes home.
His aim at me is the surest when he
ntnli?n through youand yours. Forinstance

‘“ Ay, for instance,” gas Ralph Clyfi-
ard; * Give me that.” pod . 4

‘““He says‘the fair woman,’ for whose
sake Bertram killed his brother, and whom
you yourself——"

Ralph uttered o ory of horror. “I gee
her now !"” oried he. *‘*Bome death is com-
ing or the curse is falling. Look—look;
there—there|”

‘“ Dear husband, you are pointing to the
mirror; you behold only the reflections of
myself.” Bhe spoke aslightly asshe could,
but her voice trembled with genuine terror.

S

“ Dear Ralph, 'tis I. Don't you know your
Grace ?"

He shrank from her caress with almost
loathing. “Touoh me not!” cried he,
repelling her with ome hand, while he |
shaded his eyes with the other. * I cannot
bear it; so like—so like! was it indeed the
mirror ?"

‘““ Look for yourself,” said she, ““and at

the original.” She smiled her sunniest
smile, and, with her head aslant, shook her
fair locks about her in ashower of gold.
As different looked she from that rigid
form which, with menacing finger, had just
glassed itself before Ralph Clyffard’s gaze,
as Hebe from Atropos.”

“Fair Gracel” cried he, enraptured,
‘“how beautiful you are! it makes me

young to look at you! How could I ever

have I seen it. Was it not thrice, Grace?
I can think now of nothing but of thee."

** You told me thrice, Ralph, and that it
boded death, or worse: and on the fifth §
day these messengers arrive telling of
Oyril's end. /This must be more than
ochance.” ‘LW

‘“ Ay, more than chance indeed.”

“Yet Raymond says there is no *fair
woman ' at Clyfle save me—a oruel saying,
when we think of what she was.”

“Does he dare to say that much?”
exclaimed Ralph hoarsely. *Does he
think I am befooled, then ?*’

‘““Nay, ho knows nothing of what you
have seen. How should he, husband, save
through me alone?” .

“True—true; he makes light of the
legenda of our house.”

“Makes more than light, sir; makes
merry with them, as with a ehurch.yard
tale told by a sexton to keep boys from
playing leap-frog on the tomba; has no
more Teverent word for any of them than
hobgoblin bogle; and no more courteous
term than dupes and fool for those who
Lhave .cause to know better. She waited,
looking for a storm of wrath, but this time
it did not come. Ralph’s mind had been
working in a direction which, with all her
skill, she could not follow. Like some out
mancuvred mernl, who suddenly finds his
beleagured foe at large, having emeérged
behind him undergronnd. by sap,- so she
stared, fo/led, in her husband's quiet face,
and listened to his measured Sones,

“This may be ke you say, Grace; nay
if you say so, it is—and yet I must not be
hasty. He was my late wife's favorite
son."

“ Parénts should bhave no faw}riten.

——

AVENGED AT LAST, lHﬂ\’ﬂl‘ speak, then, of what was once m.;.ll Italgﬂ. If she 8 1&” 48 0o rea- li
e mﬁ& Vi -hKI mwuru n,"

“You say well, Graces parents should
have no lg‘;gugim; re is no :ﬂﬁﬂﬂhnﬂﬁ
which works such ill ag undue ality in
father "or mother towards aby of thejr
offspring,”. CTRLTIE :

** Where it is undué,"elid in the woman,

‘“And ifin :Eli:ﬂ duty, such a Iaaunﬁ
oreeps into a father's heart, not only shoul
he not exhibit it, but should strive by all
means to make up to the less beloved child
for the injury he haa involuntarily done
him, At times, I fear, upon the contrary,
I have been harsh to Raymond, vexed with
him, because I am vexed with my own
heart on his account. His nature is so
different from mine—from that of all our
race.”

“ Ay, it is indeed.”

“ And yet, if he is rough in manner, he
has a feeling heart.”

‘* He went a-fishing this morning, though
his Uncle Cyril died but two days back,”
remarked Mrs, Clyffard., “I saw him b

forsooth! Nay, even i he has, what mat-
ter? Why aﬁnuld that r- excuse be
taken for grave direliction of duty, for
vice, for disrespect ?

“ What would you have me to do with
Raymond, Grace?"” asked her husband
thoughtfully.

“I, Ralph? Nay, it is no concern of
mine. It 18 your good pleasure to pass
over faults thatare patenttothe world,

by all means do so; ‘but seeing your solici- h

rvIH ﬂﬂ!ﬂ“ﬂt& I-'_-"

tude on poor Rupert

“ Well, Grace ?"

‘I wonder at your blindness—that is all.
Setting aside the ill effect that Raymond’s
example might have upon his brother—for
he has the stronger will, although he is the
guungar—-ii is strange to me that yom

o not mark his assumption, his arrogance.

Not only does he show respect for none,
but lords it as though he knew he were the
heir of all.”

‘““ Ah, does he so?” cried Ralph.

““ Ho does, as though his brother were
already doomed. This very morning, in
the library he dared to twit him with his

, | ter of Clyffe

morbid feelings, his tainted mind, and
angered him with hints at what might
happen.”

‘“Are you sure, wife?” inquired Ralph
Clyffard, greatly moved. * How know you
this? Beware how youadvance this thing,
if you have no certain knowledge.”

“I am no tale-bearer,” returned Mrs,
Clyffard haughtily. “I know of myself
that so it was, Believe me it would be best
that these boys were kept apart.”

“ But Rupert would bs more dull than

| ever, Grace.”

“Then give him meet and gay compan-
1ons ; set the Hall doors wide, and bid your
neighbors’ sons be friends with the heir of
Clyffe.”

“I cannot do it, Grace ; you know I can-
not do it ; and if I could, there is no neigh-
bors’ son that is his equal. They would be
flatterers all.”

‘“ Then listen, Ralph; I speak this, once
for all; the curse will fall, and it is you
who will have called it down. Some com-
panionship Rue musthave, or he will mope
—some one that will cheer, and yet will
sympathize with him—some one with the
same tastes,but with a healthier spirit; one
he can love, and who will return his love,
and above all, one who will render Clyffe—
which is now hateful to him—familiar and
beloved, as you have made its frowning
walls to me, Ralph ; and all beneath the
eye of you, his father, who thus need never
lose sight of your beloved som, but will be
gladdened day by day to see this blessing
work."

‘*“And in whom is such a paragon—such
a flower of friendship—to be found ?” asked
Ralph Clyffard, gloomily.

* Where you have found some comfort
;rif have told me so, dear husband—in a

'E'!I

Ralph stared in silence, then—she gilent
tu-u—uhﬂd rved, “ But Rue is a mere boy, a |
o .'lll

“Then let him wait—if you think there
i8 no danger mn his waiting. In the mean-
time, let him engage himself, let the girl
reside here—here with me—and her good
influence begin at once.”

* But how can this bedone, Grace? Who
would consent to do it? Would it not|
arouse suspicion, too—the misfortunes of
our house being known to all—of the ve
thing we fear? What girl of fitting birt
and station would thus be wooed, or rather
would thus woo? You would not have my
Rupert demean——"'

alph stopped and stammered.

‘““You are thinking of me, husband, 1
am not thinking of myself, but of you and
yours. I answer what youare Fﬁing lo say
with your own words. ‘The Clyflards like
the king, confer nobility on itself.’ How-
ever, let us talkno more of this atv present;
only think upon it, there may be no ocea.
gion for the remedies you seem to think so
desperate. There is no hurry for a month

or s8o.”
“A month!" cried Ralph with agitation.
““Well, say, then, for two months. But

remember this ; once let the mischief go
too far, and although your race were twice
a8 ancieut as it is, and your rent roll ten
times as long, no woman gentle or simple,
pure or frail, would consent to link her fate
with that of Rupert Clyflard.”

‘* I will think of it,” groaned the master
of Clyffe. **Leave me now, Grace:; I can-
not bear even your sweet company."

She stooped, touching with her lips
hia stern, unconscious brow, and left the
chamber without a word ; but on the other
side of the closed door she paused, and
whispered to her own triumphant face,
refiected in the dark and polished oak.
““The doating fool is mine ; for I have sown
the reed of much, and it will grow!”

CHAPTER VIII.

CLEMENT CARR DINES WITH THE FAMILY.

It has been well said, with respect to
early rising, that the morning song and the
evening song of most persons are very dif-
ferent; promises of being up with the lark,
of seeing the sun rise, of having a bathe in
the river before breakfast, being often
given over night with an enthusiasm in
strange contrast with the loathing with
which you are fulfilled. Weo draw the bill
with the utmost readiness, since the hour
of payment seems 8o far away; but in the
dark dawn of acceptance and liquidation
how we curse our former facility for auto-
graph-writing! Similar, " although in
inverse proportion, are the alternations of
the human mind before and after food. No

man save a fire.eater, can fight well fasting ;
whereas, after a plentiful repast, if a man

_ l%uu Me. Clement, Carr, whose conduot
on his arrival at Clyffe Hall before, break-
fast we have Been to have béen almost
pusgillanimous, was, after breakfast, in &
ocondition to bid daﬂqno&!t-o the liowarn of
#t 'least the supernatural. He bhad con-
sumed the half of alarge game-pie, beside
such kickshaws as trout and marmalade
while, in place of tea, he had imbibed the
whole of a flagon of old ale, as well as that
glass of brandy ' to top off with,” which is
termed by would-be ﬂyapastiu rsons “ a
conatable;” and he wanted to know what
the devil was meaut by putting him in the
housekéeper's room, and why the devil he
had not been asked to breakfast with the

Lflmilﬁi and how the devil it all was. In

vain did Mr. William Cator endeavor to
E;ﬂuada him that no personal slight had

n intentionally put upon him; that it
was not the custom in great houses, or, at
least at Clyffe, for the gentlefolk to take
their morning meal together; and the Mas-
imself broke his fast alone,
and even dined alone.

“Ishall dine in his dining-room, how-
ever,” interrupted Mr, Clement with reso-
lution. “I am not going to be fobbed off
with accommodation of this sort twice; not
going to be set down again at the same
table with serving men like you. Fire and
furies! Am Inot own brother to the mis-
tress of the house, and uncle to wash-her-
name the other young woman? O cosh, I
dine with the family!"

“When Mr. Gideon is here, he does not

| do 8o,” returned Cator quietly.

“ Well, and what then ? Hoosh, Gideon
I suppose I can do as I think proper?
Ain'tIa——" Here Mr, ClementCarr had to
contend with those sworn foes of eloquence
and especially the eloguence of indignation,
called the hiccups. ‘ Ain't I a—— Trout
and marmalade always gives them to me;
it’'s most astronery; nothing but brandy
stops them. W was I going to say?
Ain't I a gentlemanbred? Wash the dush
do you mean by my sleeping at the
village inn? Don't interrupt, sir., O
cose, there’'s mo village inn. I shall
shleep in the best room in the housh.”

* That's the Blue Room, where the ghost
is, Mr. Clement.”

“Who kairsh for the ghost? I shall
shleep in the besh room, whether it’s blue
or green, or yellow, or whatever colorgh it
18.’

“Well, I dare say Miss Grace hersell, as
was, will be here presently,” observed Mr.
William Cator: ‘“you had better tackle
her about it; it's no use bragging to me.”

Accordingly, when the Mistress of Clyffe
did pay the housekeeper’'s room a visit, not,
however, until the morning had so far
advanced that Mr. Clement Carr had seen
fit to refresh himself with another meal,
and had thereby kept up courage, ha at
once * tackled ” that lady upon the lack of
]éarsuna.l respect that had been paid to him,

lement Carr, Esq.

“I am sure I am very sorry, brother,”
returned shegravely ; * youhave had enough,
however, I trust, to eat. I need not ask as
to your drinking.”

“What can one do but drinksh,” inquired
her relative in a tone half-apologetio, half-
defiant; *“shut up with a serving-man
without nnﬂy conversationsh?"

“ What does he want, Cator?" inquired
Mra. Clyffard contemptuously.

* He wants to dine in the dining-room,
and sleep in the Blue Chamber, ma’am.”

‘* Besh room in the house,” muttered Mr.
Clement. {

“You are very easily satisfied, brother,
and so it shall be; only before you dine,
you must get sober. The young gentlemen
of this family do not drink to excess, and

would be portune, he contined himself
to asking m}rbﬂﬂy. one after another, to
wine; & ceremony which in each case
froze him to the m « From a scarcity
of cytlery, or some pther sufficient cause, it
was the custom at the Dene to retain one’s
knife and fork throughout the repast, and
Clement stuok to his uypon the present
occasion, notwithstanding the reiterated
efforts of the servants w0 remove them,
with the tenacity of an ensign defending
his colors. Upon the other hand, being
unaccustomed to & napkin, and imagining
it to be the property of the attendant, he
ressed it upon his acceptance whepever
came near him; finally, on becoming
conscious of both errors, he essayed the
firast few notes of a whistle, which else-
where had often stood bim in good stead in
moments of embarrassment; but catching
his sister's basilisk glance fixed sternly
upon him, the tune quavefed into silence,
and he broke out into a profuse per-
spiration. ;

With much greater equammity, as she
had already hinted, could Mrs. Clyffard
have borne to see her brother taken out
dead and dripping, by the heels, from the
castle moat, than thus misbehave himself,
Bhe dreaded to leave him alone with those
young gentlemen (one of them, too,her sworn
foe) when his tongue should beloosened by
wine ; and yet she could scarcely summon
himto leave with the ladies, as though he
were a little boy. Nor, indeed, would he
have obeyed her. He looked for the depar-
ture of the hostess and her niece as the
Egrind when he should begin to recompense

imself for the past restraint, as a gentle-
man attached to strong liquors, who had
taken the temperance pledge tor a limited
time, regards the date of his franchisement.
Nor, when the opportunity arrived, did
Mr, Clement Carr throw away his chance.
Bumper after bumper, bottle after bottle,
did he drink, and still did his youthful host
and Mr, Raymond keep him company, as
in duty bound. He had now not the
slightest difficulty in selecting a topic of
conversation, nor in illustrating the same
when found, with much inappropriate
grimace and gesticulation. He had
some talent for imitating the lower
animals, and by the exercise of this accom-
lishment, he transformed the stately din-
ng champer of Clyffe Hall into a dog-
kennel, & "nursery for kittens, and a sty
tenanted by a sow with a young family.
Later in the evening, he arose and caught
an imagin bumble-bee ia the red
damask curtains, and pursued a fictitious
mouse upon all fours, till it found shelter
under thesideboard. Never did performer,
bent upon making himself agreeable,
exhibit before 80 undemonstrative an
audience. Mr. Rupert smiled, but it was
with polite amazement. Mr. Raymond
smiled, but it was with something like
gratified revenge. Yet there was a feeling
common to both, though unconfessed by
either, which made them regret that their
guest’s vulgarity was of so very pronounced
& type; and it was this same reason which
caused the young men to look at one
another, with their eyebrows raised, when
Mr. Clement Carr expressed his opinion
(somewhat tardily) that he had had eum:;gh
?n.fd liquor, and that it was time to join the

IEH-

“ I think it is too late,” observed Ru;:rﬁ
quiat;lif. “to join the ladies to-night;
indeed they have probably left the drawing-
room,"’

“ Stuff a nonshensh,” returned Mr., Carr;
‘“mush’t 'av asong. I musht get & song
uﬁnf Mish Mildred ; schmack her sholdersh
a .1-!

; o Whntig a::nlai?eid tﬂmtgam, start-
ng up with a single impulse, and regardin
their guest with flashing eyes. .
“ My neesh,” exclaimed Mr, Carr, apolo-

H;!;h:a ihal 5:}:&. there will be a young lady at %{ah F]:;Ii ;m own neesh, yﬂuthk:uw;
“ Only Mildred Leigh, I supposh.” gw, WELSD O YOU young vag-—Suas is,

i 3 young gentlemen—are sweet upon her?
Only Mildred Leigh, sir! May I ask You, Mr. Rupert, ish it? or ish it you,

by what right you take upon yourself to
speak in that manner of a gentlewoman
whom you have never seen ? If thisis a
specimen of your best manners, you are not
fit for the dining-room of Clyffe Hall.”

“ Butis she not my own nessh, Grace ?"
‘“ A misfortune of birth, sir, should not
expose any person to rudeness. If you are

Mr. Raymond? Ha, ha,I've foundish you

out. Leave me alone for seeing into a

“Bir,” interrupted Rupert with dignity,
“these remarks are most offensive, and
must not be repeated. You are not in &
fit state to enter a drawing-room."

“Whash a matter with me ?"” inquired

determined to play the gentleman to.day,|Mr. Carr with virtuous warmth.

see you do notjjforgetjyour part. Dine

“You are drunk,” observed Raymond

with us, sir, and welcome; but keep you|impetuously. * Do not venture to utter
away in the meantime trom the ale-flagon | that lady’s name again within my hearing,”

and the brandy-flask, for—mark me—it
would be better for you to drown yourself
thisday in yonder moat than to disgrace
me and mine atthe table ef the Clyffards!”

With this ceremonious conditional invi-

‘“ Hoity-toity " replied the guest; ‘‘so
it's you who are her sweetheart, is it?
Shly dog!”

“What my brother has said,” observed

Rupert hastily, *“ is what I feel myself, and

tation to dinner, Mr, Clement Carr was|what every gentleman must feel.” He laid
fain to put up, although, when he had|a stress upon the word, such ascould not

obtained it, he did not feel by any means
comfortable. The social distinetions after
which we strain and strive, with a devotion
that would win us heaven, if an attempt
were directed to that end, are often ver
disappointing ; placed among the gold fis

escape the observation even of one less sober
than the person he addressed.

‘““Take you care, Rupert Clyffard,”
answered Clement, stung for the once into
sober rage. ‘I have clipped the wings of
as fierce bantams as you; you may come

in & sphere far removed from our own, we |some day into my——"

do not feel at ease; they are only carp like

“ Your what?"” asked a woman's voice,

ourselves, it i8 true, but we are conscious of | low and clear as the songof a snake charmer.
the absence of the auriferous scales from |« What folly is this you talk, Clement? I

our own backs. They are not lively fish,
these gold ones, but their dull steady stare
is extremely disconcerting; and if it were
not for the after pleasure of boasting of our

am afraid you have been setting these
f'ﬁung gentlemen but & bad example. How
ate you sit over your wine! Mildred has
retired to her room, and I should have

experiences in the crystal bowl, we should | done likewise, had I not been attracted on

generally wish ourselves back in our native
pond.
grapes that hung out of the reach of his
moderate exertions were sour, made a very
just remark, and one which, ia m opinion

y no means deserves the ridicule it has
universally met with,

Mr. Clement Carr made every attempt
of which he was capable to persuade the
dinner-party at Clytfe that he was born
with the auriferous secales, but therein
gignally failed, for he had not a charac-
teristio in common with golddish except
their stupidity. He had determined to
eatablish his ui:nrm:lﬂr as one of the family,
by kissing his neice, upon his introduction
to Miss Mildred Leigh in the drawing-
room ; but that young lady met him wit
go dignified and elaborate a courtesy, that
he dared not venture upon such an act of
violence. Mr. Rupert Clyffard gave him
his hand, and uttered a few words of polite
welcome in his character of host: but Mr,
Raymond drew himself up, and bowed, with
no more evidence in that cold and stately
curve of a desire to shake hands than is
exhibited by the erescent moon. Dinner
a la Russe was at that timme unknown, but,
for frigidity and silence, the meal might
have been served upon a steppe of Tartary.
At first Mr. Clement racked his brains for
a topie of conversation, but finding nothing
but a dissertation ,u}mu the treatment ¢f the'’
insane, which it fortunately struck him

my way by what sounded almost like a

The fox who observed that the!broil."

* There wasa no broil, madam," observed
Raymond hnnq.htil:,r; * there was only Mr.
Clement Carr.”

“Whash a matter now?" inquired the
latter gentleman, awakened by the men-
tion of hia name from a slumber (induced
by his sister's harangue) of the probable
duration of two seconds, but which had
left his mind a blank as to all past transac-
tions. *‘* Whash a matter, Gragce 7"

“ Follow me, sir, and I will show you

your room,"” observed Mrs. Clyffard icily.

"It is the Blue Room, is it not ?”

* The besh room in the house,” returned
Clement triumphantly, ‘*whatever colorsh
it ia."”

She led him up the grand old staircase,
ample enough for a hearse and four to
ita fellow-—along the picture-gallery, silent,
but all eyes, and through an echoing pas-
sage, where, from out of the dim obsecure,
four footfalls seemed to come forth to meet
thieir own.

“What a long way to come to bed!™
observed Clement greatly sobered by their
cold and lonely travel, as well as by cer-
tain apprehensions which were gradually
making themselves apparent, pushing their
heads up like cora
otean of wine which he had swallowed.
“And whash my room got three doors

(Continued on sixth page.)
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