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HER SECOND LOVE

A SIORY OF LOVE AND
ADVENTURE

By BerTHA M. Cray.

—

Mr. ILewis did not stand contra-
diction at anv time, and there was
nothing, alas! in this proposition
which could bw denied. Presently the
ladies were on their way upstairs,
and Mr. Erskine had bowed to Geor-
gv, leaving her with the impres:ion
that he was more at a distance from

her than when he hgd first said
“*“How do you do?" She had ex-
pected, as a matter of course, that

he would shake hands with her. He
had that uerfect seli-possession

which, with a most good-natured

gentle manner, can sometimes awe
one into a distance again. after

seeming to claim a certain degree of
intimacy, almost a right to it,
Georgy went upstairs, quite oblivi-
ous to the ladies and those dresses
which had made her {eel her own
nothingness so intensely but a few
hours before. She had no thought
for the future that night; her happi-
ness had wno comnection with her
outer life; the form of that was de
cided upon. and the thought of her
marriage did not come hefore her
1100 ;rl‘ﬂmi:h'nﬂj'. or weigh upon
rer more than usual. The conscious-

ness that such a one as James Frs-
Kine existed was ehough. and seem-
ed to give an end and aim to her

whole being. She was glad to know
that he was in the world—to think
that she should sometimes see him:
olad without anv after thought. She |
did not love him: there would have
appeared a degree of profanitv and
presumption in the thought : but she
never did think of it. She woke up
once or twice in the night with her

are
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would start back with astonishment

were it revealed to them in whose
lives they have made the decpest
marks.

Mr. Erskine was totally ignorant
of what Georgy really felt for him.
She pleased him for the moment, and
he was too incessantly occupied to
measure to a nicety the effect which
he produced wupon her. 1lad he
known the work which he was
doing, he would assuredly have left
it undone. Nay more, if any active
kKindness could have brightened the
child’s life, she would jave found it
from him, had he vnown her wants.

They talked on all subjects, ex-
cepting that Georgy disliked making
meéntion of Grainthorpe; io have
been there was enough, without be-

told him many things, only never
recarred to that somewhat prosiac
actuality of her edgagement; she sev-
eral times thought of doing so, and
once or twice an idea of dislovalty
seemed to attach itself to the omis-
sion; but there was only a momen-
tary reflection. ““What mattered it
to him whether she was engaged or

not? and what need was there to
mention such things to him?"’ so she
never qrought herseli to do it. The

joy of the day was sufficient unto it-
self; to like him was cnough; that
he should like her seriously,
idea which she never entertained for
8 moment, but "'it was very good of
him to talk to her a little.”” She

ing condemned to talk about it. She |

| instinctive feeling

was an | him:-

| positive,
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nhever perhaps to be reswned. That
Georgy should have lined Mre. Jrs-
kine, had she been possessed of but

half a claim to liking, tiwre wus no
doubt; but to like her w.s pot diffie
cult; few could have .one otherwise,
She was g tall, strikinz. hendsome
old lady, rathes masealine, in  her
abrupt, vehement manner. But <he
Was only so in outward manner: in
her‘ inner being, she was perfectly
feminine. It was so difficult to de-
fine why a quiet, well-mannered wo-

0 hﬂ_ﬂll‘.‘- before the great day ;
unt is going away, and so
want me to pe housekeeper
Grainthorpe

Mr. Erskine was set upon bv AMrs.
Lumsden, jn begged to join in the

will
at

r.~I.‘1.-‘:1‘.i_|::u_g‘: but he had not the slightest
Inl;'lllniltli}ﬂ to be pressed into the
service, fiuhnd;r submitted more

humbly to being ordered about, if he
Pleased it, ang nobody was some-
Limes more gently impassable. “*He
was old and worn out; could not act.

man often strikes one after a little|and did not know how to act, and
E-qu:larmtanc'e as not sufliciently | had naver been able to learmn anv-
feminine. To a woman it is often | thing by heart, and then, too. he

more quickly discernable than to a
an: not so much from a quicker
perception, as that it is much less
carefully veiled from her. Such a
wWolman does not auect to be mascu-
line in any way, and vet there is
that
feminine is wanting: and
is perbaps the faculty of
looking up to anyv
thing greater than herself.
Erskine always had had this.
had it still.

After an unhappy first
she wedded, when no longer young,
Mr. Erskine. She worshipped
gentle and reserved husband,

never dreamt of trying to
wavs governed her,
decided manner, and com-

manding air. Now that her husband

made herself pleasant too, to him:
what power, what capacitv, she had,
was all poured out so genuinely be-
fore him. It is not often -that we
our. whele selves to anv one:
either we take too much from them.
and can only please them by a
hearty attempt at a seli-stercotype ;
timidity  in ourselves, or want of
sympathy from them. keep<dack a

part of our personality. A little
more worldly wisdom, and Georgy
might have made calculations as to

what men liked in women, though be-

fore she spoke, and been a nice per-

peart still beating, and still happy, | 5oR. perhaps only not herself.

as children are before a great treat S0 the lirst days passed, and to-
or some anticipated holidayv. morrow, Mrs. Erskine, James' mo-
s ther, Mrs. Lumsden, and a corre-

CHAPTER V. sponding complement of gentlemen,

James FErskine was a lawver: and

would arrive to
Mrs. Lewis wwas

increase the party.

the grass, trees, and quiet of Mill- downstairs agcain,
thorpe Grange would almost have|and all the morning she enerossed
sufficed to put him in a eenial humor | Mr- Erskine; then in the afternoon
after the dust and glare of London.|he had beef walking with Mr.
Perhaps it was because of his new-|Ilewis. JMrs. Lawrence had Jdriven to
found enjoyment of autumnal beau-|Eastham, that she might do some
ties that he stayed on so pertina-|shopping for the children: and Geor-
ciously at the old hall. DPerhaps he |€¥. Who had thought during the
cnjoyed AMr. Lewis' society; he cer-|morning that three was a decidedly
tainly found a wondrous deal to say |bad number for society. wandered
to him, and to apparently enjoy that [about alone in the afternoon all
crotchety, dull an’s ways more |through the shrubberies, where a
than most of his other friends did. | Wwarm wind was rustling among the
Poor Mrs. Lewis was very suddenly | Stiff green hollies. Then she went

indisposed, and did not appear down-} 1
stairs for mearly o fortnight: Ars.
Lawrence was most of the dav with]l
writing to Mr. Lawrence, or
working for the children. She had
no natural lot=z of gossip; and her
husband, housekerping and babies
absorbed her too much to leave her]®
any leisure for speculating on the
thoughts and actions of others. She
was one of those women who
are so-thoroughly absorbed in matri-|1
mony that they possess, apart from
that, no individuvality. Kind soul.l]
she had charity and forgiveness for|$
every one, except women who had
married without love. There was a
gentle intolerance about her on that |«
subject. which omne often in |«
those who had Enown or seen noth-
ing hardly bevond their own fortun-
ale experience; theirs is the happiest

.
1% %
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lot: but they do not alwavs remem-
ber that it came to them, thev did
not find it.

Whilst Georgy and Mr. Erskine had

1
{ =& |

a wWholse

Lernaon,
was 1o ba seen.
them in the large China bowls on the
staircase, she went down alone in the

she had no
when, for a short while. passion can rOOn
supply

more than
ride, could again take the
he did under stress of circumstances.
Perhaps Georgy nsver again
to herself a= she did then:
recollections
seemed to have returned to her like
S0 many reminiscences

the garden, whence she brought
basketful of asters: 'lht"}'
ooked so gorgeous on that dull  af-
when nothing else bright
After she had put

LR LD

Irawing-room.

She could play, and had a very

great gift of music, though, te her
aunt’s disappointment,

who ithought
make a show,
There are times

hat playing did not
voice.
1he

place of genius people

can Write verses, and good ones, too.
who

would mever again be capable
f such o« lapse from the ordinary
onditions of their capacity,
man who could not
leap which

plaved
S0 Inany
of her childhood, which

of fairvland,

€ach 1ali-unconsciously Thegun the

game that ‘has sometimes been play-|came brightly back. Then all the
ed before. she sat h} qui‘[p uncon- | present, the present of  those few
scious. Her life was complete, and|dayvs, which was too beautiful to be
she mnever speculated upon that of]told out in anv fashion—she was
others. In her own way she was a|saying it through the music as best
pleasant person te have stayving in|she could; dreaming till her actual
the house; for, simple, and devoid of | love was momentarily lost in  the
malice, she was alwayvs readv to ad-|contemplation of that love. Her

mire other people’s beautv and clev-
and those with whom
never came m competition
itked qer, and forgave her the

ermness,

oo

self,
Georgy and Mr. Erskin were far
more thrown together than most

she | cease her playing;
always fand yet nothing startled her. Tt was
only
looks on which she rever prided her-| when
open, and Mr. Erskine came out
the hibrary.
without turning her head,

tears fell fast, and still she did not

she was excited,

dream.,
pushed
of
She knew his footstep
and she

her
Was

fulfilment of
folding-door

the
the

people who are visiting at the same | stopped.

house. They sat together through
long mornings in the librarv, whilst

ing a secret, dear ladv?'"” he

play-
nsked,

“*Do you keep vour beautiful

Mr. Lewis was—I don’t quite know |and leaned over the pianoforte.

Mr. Erskin made a show of
and reading the newspaper ;
Georgy made a show of going to
busy herself most deeply upstairs,
and always thought when she had
been there for half an hour that a
most unconscionable time had v-]atp-"
sed. So most of the morning they
sat and talked in the old oak
wainscoted room, till the sunshine,
which first came in through the
large east window, was shining full
through the three small south ones,
resting on the books and brighten-
ing up the tarnished leaves and
acorns of the old-fashioned gilt
iframes which surrounded two look-
imng-giasses: glasses which ministered
not to vanity, for thev distorted the

where,
writing,

dace most painfully, and gave it a
crediish color.
MNow they rode with Mr. Lewis,

2nd now took walks alone: and when
reorgy went to the garden for flow-
-ers, Mr. Erskine asked with great
innocence, “‘Might not he go too?”

They must eertainly have been
zood company for each other, judg-
ing from appearamees. The inequali-}
tv which there was between them.
made it, on Georgy's part, like a
-child’s liking for a grown up person.

When tweo people are together., one
well versed in  knowledge of the
world and of life: the other, ignor-
ant of all save the feelings of one
<ager hart, their position must be}
very mmequal. Georgy would speak
and act sometimes in a wayv. that
might have secmed compromising to
@ Woman of the world, only she
flever regarded herself of sufficient im-
portance to be compromised. Each
word, each look of his, made an in-
delible impression upon her: and vet
Mr. Erskine could net in all equity

not have bheen
called her bv name.

s0 well:

There was a sense of mastery and
possession  somehow expressed  in
those low, quiet words, that could
felt better if he had
Only the inti-
macy seeiured all on his side, and she
would have felt nearer to him if he
had called her Georgy.

“*It is not worth while to
Mrs. Lawrence and Mrs. Lewis
and then playving is
called for.”

“‘But do play some more now, if
vou are not tired: what is that vou
have just just finished ?°°

“Only my own fancy.”’

“Can’t. you fancy it over again?”’
She 1tried, but reality had dispel-
led it, and the music only came stam-
mering jorth the second time; so
she plaved soft music of Chopin’s,
and then iragments of DBeethoven;
which should precede no other musie,

plav,
sing
never

any P\Irs.

was dead, more of her affections
were given to James, than to the
children of her first marriage. She
could not help it: they had onlv
their own share of love., and her
Youngest son received both his and
his father's. The house at Monk-

anjair of fatuity—stil],
semething fand from the time
that want }declared to Georgy that Mrs.

heartily { den had assumed a tone of genteel
one person  Orlslang .

AMrs. Gvnrg}"ﬂ
and } more lenient.

. govern | Erskine could not
indeed, the people she loved, al-|day, and she

in spite of herlservants had not the discretion

must go in a couple of days.”

Mrs. Lumsden. who had decided
that he should be hero, was vexed.
and Mrs. Lewis laughed at him, de-
claring that his refusal assumed an
he would not:
that he privately
Lums-

that was quite insufferable,

judgment of her became

There was an animated discussion

marriage, lat breakiast the next day concern-

Ing dresses and playbooks, some of

her | which were to be found at Monk-
more | lands,
yvielding outwardly than herself, and|and

hidden awav after an orderly
undiscoverable manner. Mrs.
drive there that
maintained that the
1=
cessary for finding dresses and choos-
ing books: whilst evervbodvy else said
that they must be had. Mr. Erskine
had dined out the night before, and
Was not yet returned—so he was
not available. Georgy offered 1o ride
over and choose them: and as Monk-
lupds could not be more than cigrht
miles off by the fields, it was quite
feasible, and was agreed to directly.

lands, not far off, was hers: but ex-
cept when any of her children were
with her, she was little in it. =he

had lived there many vears mith
Mr. Erskine, but justice forbade her
to leave it ta Mr. Erskine's son: and
that was the true reason why she
no longer cared for the place. -
sides, her daughters had thought it
dull. and persuaded their mother to
go away from it; and now, that they
were married, Mrs. Erskine had lost
the habit of living there.
Georgy always contrived
near the old lady: indeed. it
very pleasant neighborhood, she was
so witty and Kindly, so warm-
hearted and so unsophisticated -
then Georgy made her talk., and she
fell into the snare, and often talked
about her own  concerns. Georgy
had never remembered that some
people in the world must know Mr.
Erskine intimately besides his mo-
ther ; all the people here knew him.
and seemed to live on strangely ob-
livious of that privilege, bearing it

to be
WwWas o

very lightly. Mrs. Lumsden gener-
ally spoke of him as Jim Erskine:
she boldly affirmed that he admired
her, and declared that he was a

capital fellow, and that she doated
on him; ““indeed, he had two ines-
timable qualities in a man. He
would make a delightful lover and a
perfect husband; so few had capacit v
enough for both.'’

Alrs. Lumsden was a rattling wel
dresscd little woman, with a Toveh
pink and white complexion : well-
mannered, well-bred, in the drawing-
for the first half hour., or per-
haps evening, but of thoroughly bad
style in reality; she was quick, and
had entire confidence in herself, say-
ing whatever first occurred to her.
Erskine had rather a distaste
for the little lady: and it was nmus-
ing to sce her disapprecation,’ and
then her perfect good-nature. She
admired her spirit; though :he said
it was carryving it off bravely—
“when you knew that a person did
not like vou, to declare that they
worshipped vou.™

The whole party were lounging
about in the drawing-room after
breakfast. and Mrs. Lumnsden had
rushed into an epitome of a French

book, not much adapted for the
perusal of quiet English families.
Mrs. Lewis was silent and AMrs.
Erskine, for a wonder, had not read

it, but only heard of it; for there was
no one more voracious than she was
for novels, or who indulged more
freely iIn French literature. although
she occasionally preached against it.

“You really should read Ju San-
deau’s Madeline;”" Jim Erskine sure-
Iy has the book—he ought.”™

““I don't know, I'm sure,” said
Mrs. Erskine; ‘‘perhaps he mav—he

reads a good many French books.”

She had assumed what they called
her demure face; and Mrs. Lewis and
Georgy were laughing to themselves;

“But vou will forgive poor Made-
line at last.”’ :

“Poor who? I am very deai, my
dear. I really do not understand
French books; the language has
changed so now, that old people can
hardly be said to understand it. You
can ask my son, Mr. Erskine, if you
wish it. He reads French, 1 be-
lieve."’

It was of no use; she was hope-
lessly stern, and bent upon making
a demonstration in favor of English
decorum that morning ;: so Mrs.
Lumsden dropped the conversation.
When she was gone, Mrs. Lewis and
Georgy showered down a torrent of
reproaches on Mrs. Erskine, who
bore them very patiently, only say-
ing, ‘‘that she supposed old people
were made to be laughed at.”

for nothing can express the calm of
passion like his. She played her very
best, and it began to grow dark;
still he did not seem weary of listen-
ing, and was leaning over the piano,
with his face so full of intelligence
and gentleness, very near hers.
I:'ﬁmst go now,”” she said; he
made no opposition, but bent down
still a little nearer, and putting up
a lock of her Hair that was loose,
half laid his hand on her head for a
moment, and then helped her to
shut up the pianoforte. After this
he made Mrs. Lewis ask her to play
in the evenings, besides always re-
minding her of it himself. He would
have done the same out of kKindness
to anv one who had appecaréd to him
to be thrown at all in the back-
ground. She waited now every night.
to be asked—or told by him  te
play. Whatever he had bidden her

be blamed. What is often called flirt-
mg is but the give and take of so-
ciety. One person cannot alwayvs
tell the moral pesition of the other,
or the impression which

studied word would give.

every un-

Many

do, she would have done it.

e ———

CHAPTER VI.
“Georgy did mot much relish the
new arrivals of the next day : her

Mrs. Lumsden was happy in the
afternoon: she had proposed char-
ades on a small scale; Mrs. Lewis ap-
proved, and Mr. Lewis had adopted

The ride was a pretty «ne. on that
bright autumn day, across i'elds and

through rough narrow lanes,” every
iree and bush rich with riellow
changing hues. Part of +he We Y Was
allmg a broad road. wharee i he
whole valley could be soen. and in
the distance purpl-, heathery hills.
In one place stiod sone zlormous

beech-trecs overshadowing the whole
road; then through narrow stony
lanes again-——bad for either ridine or

driving—and endless fir covers. bor-)
dering sometimes on one side of the
road and sometimes on the other:
nOW past the back of a country

housa, with nothing seen from the
road but the stable roof through the
trees: through another fir plantation:
then down a steep hill, and through
a burn which was often high in win-
Ler. flooding the banks, and some-
times carrying away the foot-bridee.
bui. was now more like a few clear
stony pools than a stream. At last
Georgy arrived at the gate at Monk-
lands, a rambling little house. with
two flights of grey stone steps lead-

ing up to the drawing-room win-
dows: which +was necither on the
ground floor., nor yet did thev . be-
long to the first story.

The pony had lost a shoe. and.
first of all. that must be replaced.
The housemaid said “‘there was a
blacksmith, she supposed, in the
gillage:"” but she did not . seems-to

think either ponies or blacksmiths in
her province. *"The village was two
miles off, and there would he a
blacksmith there, she supposed.”” and
presently, as she was periectly aware
of these two faects, she described his
residence. Her suppositions involv-
ed no uncertainty; for in that part
of the country, were yvou to ask any-
body if their next-door neighbor be
dead, they would answer "I suppose
s0,”” had they themselves attended
his funeral. The groom, who
come with Georgy, set off to find the
aforesaid blacksmith, and Georgy,
who brgan to explore the house,
soon found books and dresses.

The books were in a little room that
had once been a schoolroom. and in
the closet there were still relies of
children. Georgy turned over a torn
book or two, looked into a litile
portfolio conlaining a drawing of
some cottages, with trees growing
conveniently by, and a bridze which
crossed a river just where 5 tree
was likewise growing: but this draw-
ing was incomplete, the foliage of
the tiree being wyet unfinished: some
child had done it a long. lone while
ago. There was also a battered bat-
tledore, and the s=keletons of some
shuttlecocks. In the bookease was a
medley of books—the refuse of the
house, Odd volumes of semons,
and old English novels, that we, who
have learnt the refinements of senti-
ment at the feect of France and Ger-
many, ignore. There was 1]l manner
of obsolete and useless literature,
and on the lower shelf a thick, old
-Bible, bound in shining purple leath-
er, Which looked clumsy in this day

of Church Serviees and Bibles, with
their clasps, crosses :angé emboessed

COVers.

This bible had been *& present 1o
James Erskine, {rom his atferi onate
father, on his Jdeparture to school
for the first time;”” so =awd the in-
scTiption on the title-page. J1  had
been thumbed a little, bur, -c1 the
whole, had been well preserved. How
long had it been here, in 1lis out-
of-the-way sheli? What a whole
childish history that book told: that
présent to a good boy! Then or
now! He was something different
then. There is nothing we look back
to with such wistful vearnine as the
childhood of those we love; the davs
we have had no part in, and if we
had, we should be, most likely, with-
out the longing love of ours. We are

the suggestion. More young ladies
were coming, and charades ‘ould
be a capital amusement. The house
was in conifusion; rocms, doerways
and dresses were discussed. Wrs.
Lumsdén took it for eranted tlkat
she was to be neroine, and the
others acquiesced in her cxpecta-
tions. :
““Mrs. Lumsden is a clever Ilittle
woman,”" said Mrs. Lewis 1o Geor-
when they were alone together.
npt‘ﬂ-

“Clever!”” exclaimed Georgy,
g her eyes.

““Well, don't catch me up so
verely with wyour lofty ideas : clever
means everything . nowadays—one
never gives it a precise definition—
it does for any sharp piece of assur-

sirange to those days: almost the
only strange days of which we have

no jealousy. 1If is a pretty dream
to =it and think of, a very pleasant
story to wring even the most trivial

nothings from the lips of some un-
suspecting friend, who finds a pat-
ient listener: even if the retrospect
be sad, there is no jealousy there.
By and by the housekeeper came a
talkative elderly woman, who wonld
cntertain Miss Sandon. and offered
to walk with her round the garden.
She looked upon herself almost as
joint possessor of Monklands with
Mrs. Erskine. ‘‘Her father had rent-
¢d Yon farm for the mistress’ father:
and her brother had it now. When
about in bye, and had never taken -

ance, as well as for the great ones
of the earth.” . ;
“Georgy, will you stay for the

situation, the mistress had oficred
her the place of housemaid, and she
had been with her someways ever

Emm’l- R

tetea-tete was broken i wupon, “Thank you, I shall be obliged t0 It was not easy to stop Mrs. Hoy's

my

had | of

| Sandon:

R —— .

[tongue When it was once unloosed.

. S
in‘evested -

and she continued to pour forth
apologies for the unkept state of the
garden.

“We had a fine show of greenhouse
plants once, but now the mistress s
so little at home, the expense is no
good. The garden is g pretiy one,
though, and a large one. Mr. Char-
les should come back from travelling,
and settle down here and keep his
mother company; it is lonesome for
her here, now that Miss Julia has
got married.”” :

“"You have been a long time with
Mrs. Erskine.”

“Deed T have. When I first know-
ed the mistress, she was Mistress
Grey, and Miss Alice was a baby.
Mr. Grey was a kind gentleman, and
1 was partial to him. poor man :
though he was not canny alto-
gether as Mr. Erskine. I was at the
mistress and Mr. Erskine's wedding,
and a bonny bride she made. when
I had finished the dressing of her. 1
was her maid, then; she was not a
worldly-minded woman, and was

=)

G'E{:I'l'gy was
Loo, for her he
her face flysh
excitlement,

prohbabls
Arl- was beating, and
throbbing, s she felr
nore and more Wil
S t. Mr. Erskine Was an engi-
ALy social man, and could
hyu:-:ul_f Instinctively 10 whoey 2
his neighbor for the time - nrir e
of calculation, but 1}11;-:1: 31 o
abundant kindliness of his g'ri'-i 1 o
ture. TIs not sentiment m.ﬁ.ﬂ; prd
Iost one of the fine arts» He mi
n.u Conscions application of ai;v :
1.l._urd Lo the lady beside him - ;ihndﬂﬂb
his thoughis had wundur{-d. off Eiﬂ
some dreams thas he mavw once ha =
had, and he talked, reglly fm: t;:.
Pleasure of talking. ‘This give d.'
r:;u-:e_-l of Society, nowever, had il:u,:f:l
;_rmf-_.ldprably prolonged; there a.rn
mitations to it, after aij 1 .
dark when they reached T.;tr-'- Aosaese
-:-_f i[illthur;; range 2 e

Skile drove gyer :
agamnst the shrubs, I‘r-.-urf.rmfz?t mll:
iresh drops from Lthe brzhfhfﬂ-; ; il
upon her face: and then in g Iﬂumc-;:lt.

well satisfied +with my  dressing,
though I wasn't a London body.""
All her family were sacred in her
e¥es.  She even felt it her duty to
speak well of Mr. Grey, he having
been so nearly related to the mis-
Lress,

She gave CGeorgy a nosSeTay of
China roses, mignonette, and what-
ever flowers yet remained, proessed
them on her, and would take no de
nial; for, as she wonld have CXfTres-
sed it, ‘‘she was partial 1o Miss
Sandon, who had pieas>  her.””
Georgy grew anxious at iast for the
pony, but it had rot arrived 1et; so
she went again into the house. and
Sat down in the schoo:room, made
up a heap of books which she would
carry. and tied up i bundle «f dress-
¢S Wwhich the Was 1o tanc.
She heard the s-ops «f iie |1y on
the gravel, but never looked up waetil
the door opened. [. -wvas poither the |
housemaid nor 3rs. Hoy» who dirk-
ened the entrance, but Mr. Frskine.
Georgy ™ face brightened involun-
tarily as she looked up at him. " You
here, dear lady! What crrand have
you come on?’”’

“To get books and dresses for
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charades. My pony lost a shoe. and
I really think that they are manu-
facturing the iron as well as the
shoe.™”

“*Well. never mind: hasn’'t Mrs.
Hoy given you something 1o
eaL?”

“‘fhe made faint offers. but T e

fused them, for I did not think that
she scemed ~ quite confident about
it.

“I will go and see.”

Presently  he returned with the
news that “‘Mrs. Hoy would rive
them some unless, indeed. Miss
Sandon would like whiskev better.”
In time, a sort of tea-luncheon ar-
rived. and some whiskey also.

e,

“Very likelv.”

“"Will you take some?"’

CYeos.

“Now, wait, I will drink to you,
lady, all manner of good and happi-
ness. What do you wish for most
in life? I am sure that vour desires,
whatever they may be, have a reso-
lute quaininess of their own.

“*Look how it is raining!"”

“Like as in summer.”’

“Can yvou not speak grammer?”’
and they both burst out laurhing—
those hearty, gay laughs at mothing
which children give, and people
when they are in love, when they
are happy. There must be some won-
drous spirit, swrely. in that laugh-
ter which a bystander cannot al-
wavs participate in: it is not clever:
but did the most ineflable witticism
ever make you laugh so0? 1 think

not. They laughed a great deal that
day: he talked the mo=at, and she |
listened. hearing his talk and his

d-ep. hearty bursts of laughter, pro-
voked by her solemn demure re-
torts. with almost unspeakable en-
lovment. The groom did not return
till late in the afternoon. “"Willie}
Burn. the blacksmith, was away at
a wedding:”” and when he had found
the said Willie, “*Willie had been get-
mg a drink, and would do no work
that day;”” so the groom was oblig-
ed to find another smith, and on the
road had probably refreshed himself
a little. Mr.Erskine bade him go
and get some dinner. ““The pony.”
he remarked, ““was not safe for Miss
she had far better drive
home in his dog-cart.”’

“Eh ! bat the pony is all right,
sir: and Miss Sandon is not such a
bad one for riding."

““*Miss Sandon. you had really much
better drive home with me: he is not
veryv sober; I really think vou
ought.””

‘“Yery well, ™
lessly .,

“*Miss Sandon will let me drive her
home. and you can lead the pony.”
They did not go home immediately,
for the rain was still an excuse: and
they sat at the schoolroom windnw.l
whilst  the leaves of the svcamor |
trees, still green in that shelteres
place, and whose branches had steows
out richly against the blue sky. hah
an hour ago, were dripping with the
heavy rain-drops. They sat there
till the rain had ceased. and then
rambled about the garden till the
sun began to set. Mr. Erskine having
ing invented many ingenious excuses |
for not starting.

“We must go now,” siid Ceorgy,
desparately, at last; and they did
go. packinr books and dresses in the
dog-cart. They talked <entimw-ntal all
the way home, Jiseussing manifold
generalities and truths, -which necd
v authorities to maintain
tii. m—they find many living exposi-.
‘tinns. Such conversation amused
4ir. Erskine; and he did it remark-
| ably well.

said Georgie, reck-
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Georgy and

she

afterwards, jt wWas an unpleasane.
,n:;::. to };J..u_rf: relurned 1o lights peo—
Pie and Millthorpe Grange, 4

L€y Wwere all at dinner
MISSING guests arrived-
escaping upstairs, howe
were greeted " with lau
irom Mr, Lewis,

when the
there was no

ver, and they
ching inquiries

ihe dinner-room

s to wh;
they had been about? ang wWhene 1;1':'
had been?  3p Erckine +_-xpla,:'m1dr

With a good deal
had come round b
morning, ang
ihf_‘l"'r'. IIH“-‘

shoe, How

of Zravity., how he
Dy Monklands that
lound Aliss Sardon
d!:;—r }pnn,v had lost P
a t his - 1 >

the '.'_ilfugﬁ Were ir: '152]1?5:‘ %mTﬂ{llﬂ i
v.;*{ldm_qs: likewisa the -:xm"mgn st:a.?tr
;:::‘ I\EI'E Ef_'l"l.'ﬂ:nt. Which, unfﬂrtuna.t-:
v+ Was perfectly trye- and even W hen
the pony wag shod how safer
It wWas top drive 3 ko

“But, my dear Jar £ i i
mother, “‘Decause a Ia:::}f'haza ;d s
sh_f.n-. it is neot n-ﬂ:::*ﬁﬁ-arih: mn::ajl
ever a_fterwa_rd:-:: could oy ] 2 %
got back earlicro 3 P s
“We made a11 the ]
-';L‘-‘-:‘jT:ll*L'.* you, ui::thlr.hﬂE]t;iEﬁlsjlblp- =
decidedly much safer aftep 1}; *w:u!
lent rain- and when it ﬁafi ﬂ'::ﬂv:f:
0 L |

dark » LOO, ridine
B ding would have beern
Mr. Erskine R
Omed
I h.ﬂ_t II]F:I..' .I]..LI {1 . S0 pf‘l'ﬂllﬂﬂfﬂ

than otherwise
Mrs. Lewis o
Matier,

**Won't vou 1 bar
. von't v 1ave the sop
Again?"” said the latter, p 3

- that his mother HJlE!
cecepted his view of the

““Oh we had a lunchoeon that was
many dinners jp itself, I
g 4 =5 assure

Georgy half smiled at this assy-
ance, and then sho disappeared -t
take Ooff the habit, When the ]:a.d' =
were lighting their candles op 1ﬁ
':G:EELIFCH.SE at  bedtime, breorgv said

I_ am glad vou have explained er-*r;r—-
thing so well: T think Mr. Lewis was

“You needn’'t look s=o disdain-|r SCa i
_ , . seli ather scandalized hyv i
fully.”” he said; “it is very good. | late for dinner . o being  so
though vou have never probably been “Alwavs tals

® - o L] = : a}F lll'-E r
aliowed to have any. eSS hlj—_{h ground, and

never lose vour self-possession:

_ 1 L s510n; then
Oneé can get through anything,” he
answered; and Georgy - startled Mrs_
Lt;“-i‘.‘i bv a of laughing at Mr.
Erskine's sedate philosophy.

Mrs. Lewis had hardly
Mr. FErskine
CXCept during the lasr
then nothing

CVET =oorg
logether,
few days -
had strueck her, but nowr
wWas startled, and reflected that

“Now you need not bestow that it was just as well that Ge r
equivocal approbation upon me,” going awav next d;u:a ..‘.,-ﬂrg!.wu
she answered, laughing. I am very Georgy,”” said Mrs Er k_rMLght.
reasonable: T only wish to have my sharp, good-natured = 5_ m?:l -
own way, which is but a trifle; and|y oy have enjoved vour E" hoper
you—you wish for the approbation lands. = r ¥ at Monk-

others, besides that, I should| gpe did not quite approve of —
Il‘_{“k' Sl o : proceeding. but was inclined to be
Do we positively come here for lenient; if James had asked »
the purpose of preaching sermons?’” to drive with hE::L all dayr a-n"rbﬂ:d!
“I hear enough of tnat at other | opy natural to do en afdm:.; was
times,”” she answered, demurely: and Jaraes made 11{11'1'1(:1:-5 1 . < had
the luncheon proceeded. and that Fﬂnﬂit;ll- jh‘r'-:?'m Mr;m

them, showing no appreciation e
James, she would doubtless have re—
spected such an admirable woman-
but I have often wondered how I:u:‘
she would have forgiven her. She
meant, however, to ask James “how
iIn the world he eould?™ ete.:  but
then a h-r..:;_-r she must write to Juliz
Preoccupic her, and she f
James and his misdeeds. SIS

Never but this once could Mr. Ers-
Kine have bhecn actually blamed for
his conduct towards Georgy: and one
drive, one afternoen spent at Monk—
lands, was perhaps a .venial jfault.
We often blame the world, when it
is our own fault. What may appear
at one time a heartless mystifiea-
tion, at another is but an amusing
incident.

When do we judge rightly?

Certainly not in the case oi those
whom we often proclaim 1o be heart—
less; they are more expansive, and
more fully endowed with the Capa-
city of pleasing others, than most of
their neighbors. They have no Creat—
er love of apnrobation than the rest
of the world: but the effects of their

pleasing are far more visible. Then,
without consideration or reflection,

| they are frequentiy classed. in 4 sSum—

mary way, as “‘agreeable, but heart—
less;”” and their whole character is
supposed to be well hit off.

Georgy was up early the next day,
wandering about the garden witheut

her bornet, and Mr. Erskine came
out too. ;
“Are vou tired after yesterday's

drive, Miss Sandon?’

“*Not at all.””

"I shall long remember our vester-
day’'s ramble and drive toget her.””
She looked at hum, and they smiled
into each other's eves. Then ihey
walkod to the house, talking of, mest

' . the weather.

h 1 morning was one of depart-
o5, Mrs. Erskine was going te
_iui.'l her dhﬂ!&,hTf‘l‘: cshe  looked Lir
from a letter that che was wiiting.

Vaeorgy. my dear, I Liope 1 skall
go0on see ol aguin: some day veo
must come and visit me. n  the

south.”
“‘I should like that vervy much."””
“Mind yvou write and. tell we i you
are going to b2 married, or if any-

of

| thing pleasant happens to sou.”

“Matrimony being pleasant,
(Contizued next Wk )
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