STELLA ;
OR, AT CROSS PURPOSES.

e e——

CHAPTER VIII.—CONTINTED.
VARIATIONS FROM *‘ YORMA.”

¢ Can you never be serious »”’ ghe says,
earnestly ; **do you not see that wha.t."la

lay to vou may be almost death to n;le?

““Who told yun it was play to me g

¢ Tt never can be anything else,” she an-
swers vely sadly.

“Lily, you know that I mean to make you
my wife——" *

“ And you know that such a thing can
never come to pass,’”’ she cries almost wildly;
“‘think of the gap that divides me from you;
of the difference between us ; of your moth-
er’s anger. No, no, 1t 18 impossible. Y'.'._l}l
yourself would regret it in a week. I will
never bring huriliation upon you, nor be
the cause of dissension between you and
your family ; let me go, Sir Edgar, and for
pity’s sake be manly enough to leave me In
peace for the future.”

“You sre, for a small woman with ante-
lope-like eyes, the mostobstinate specimen of
your gex 1 have ever come aciose,” answers
Sir Edgar, balf-lau shiog, balf-vexed, diaw-
ing her nearer to him,

She trembles and
strong hands.

““ Please—please !” she entreats in a terri-
fied whisper “‘If any one should tell your
mother——"

““ Who on earth is to tell, you silly
little woman ? Who is it you are frightened
of ¥

““T am frightened of Maud.”

*“ Of Maud ? A child like that—pooh.”

*‘Indeed, she isless ot a child than you
think ; she sees cverything; even now I
feel as if she may be listening at the door.
Please let me go. Oh ! Edear—Edgar !”

In ber terror ard agitation she drops the
““ Sir,” which always cffends him so might-
ily ; he laughs triumphantly, and draws her
once more upon his breast,

‘‘ So you won’t be my wife, Lily ?”

(1] hn‘ 1y

‘“ Then I shall go on asking you till you
consent, and I shall go on kissing you when-
ever 1 get the chance,”

She is quite quiet now, lying for atew de-
lirious seconds at peace within his arms
whilst he rains down kisses upon her flower-
like face. At her heart she does not believe
that he means more than to while away a
few idle hours with her ; she does not credit
him with very good intentions towards her,
for she has knocked about the world a good
deal, and she has learnt to disbelieve in the
vows that men make to friendless and penni-
less girls, who are but waifs upon life’s
stream. She tells heraelf, even as she suf.
fers his caresses, that heis in all probability
false and fickle like all other men ; but even
while she 1s thinking it she is happy, for
she loves him, and when he kisses her she
1s weak enough to be glad of it, 32he has
told him that she will not enter 1nto any en-
gagement with him, because, knowing how
great 1s the social distance between them,
she does not believe he would ever honestly
perform any engagement towards her; and
yet, believing this of him, she is not strong
enough to help being happy in his pres-
ence, or to forbid him from taking the con-
viction of her love by force from her tremb-
ling lips,

And as she rests thus happy for one brief
instant in his embrace the door behind them
softly opens, and then closes again rapidly ;
but not before Maud, coming back ready
dressed for her walk, has been treated to a
full view of the governers reclining in the
arms of her eldest brother,

Maud retires hurriedly into the passage.
She is genuinely horrified, but also unfeign-
edly delighted.

What a delicious little piece of scandal to
tell mamma when she comes home ! is this
young lady’s gleetu] thought, and she feels
quite proud aud puffed up with self-import-
ance at the idea of being able to relate such
a flagrant breach of propricty on the part of
her governess.

She waits, however, till her brothers and
sisters come down, and then all four
children come into the school-room to-
gether, by which time Miss Finch is putting
away the lesson-bocks, and Sir Edgar Dyson
1s standing discreetly at the farther side of
the table.

‘““ Dear me ! aren’'t you ready Miss
Fineh ?” says Maud, with prim displeasure.
‘“ I thought you would have been dressed
locga_.o”

“I am going directly, Maud. I shall
not be a minute,” murmurs Lily, apologeti-
cally,

**Who can this be coming up the drive ?”
cries Willie, who 1s dancing abcut by the
winudow,

Laly looks up.

** I am afraid,” s’ e says quietly, ¢ that
you children will hive to go out by your-
gelves this morming, for here is mamma come
to see me.”

“* Yes, it's Mrs. Finch, and Mr, Alling-
ham is with her. Perhaps he has brought
me the marbles he has promised me,” says
Tom,

““Very likely,” says Lily, smiling, and
t-ying to look asif she were pleased.

But Sir Edgar Dyson mutters a very
naughty word below his breath, and
makes his escape trom the school-rcom hur-
riedly, with a brow as black as a thunder-
cloud,

chivers beneath his

CHAFPTER 1X.
THE TCRNIP MACHINE,

Mrs. Finch comes into the school-room at
Barfield by a side door, Norman Allingham
making his way round to the front cf the
hcuse to join Sir Edgarin his library,

Maud and the younger ones just stop to
shake hands with their governess’s mother,
and then they take themselves off out of
doors into the garden.

Mrs. Finch is in the babit of coming over
from Wrexham once a week to visit her
daughter. Directly, it was through Mrs.
Kiog’s kind offices that Lily obtained her
sitnation in Lady Dyson’s family ; but, in
directly, Mrs. Finch had worked and schemed
for it secretly for a long time, for Mrs. Finch
thought there was a good deal more to be
done in this part of the world by a pretty
girl, with a clever motker to put her up to
things, than the mere teaching of geography
and history to four awkward and uninterest-
ing children,

** So Lady Dyson is away, 1 hear,” says
M:e. Finch, a8 ehe unties her bonnet-strings

and refponds, somewhat coldly, to her
daughter’s kiss, -

“gYea, she went up to town yaatgerdl!u;':
but she is to be back to-morrow morning.

¢« well, I think it will be a goood oOp-
portunity for you to come over to Wrex-
ham with me to spend the afternoon.
You can easily give the children a half-holl-
da.?: I think I had rather not leave them
whilst Lady Dyson is away, mamma.
Anotber day will do quite as well for me to
come.” _

““No ; thatis just what another day will
not do. These French cousins are coming to

| Wrexham—one of them has telegraphed to

say she will arrive to-night. It is your last

chance.” .

““ My last chance of what, mamma.

““Why, you foolish child, of getting Nor-
man to yourself. Who knows :Fhat harm this
girl may do when she comes.

““But 1 don’t at all want to get Norman to

| 1 had much rather not come to-day. 1 don't

think Sir Edgar——" _

«‘What on earth has Sir Edgar to do with
it 9 cries the mother, sharply. ‘‘I hope,
Lily, you are not such an utter goose as to
fancy that he is likely to take any notice of

n

you, _

Poor Lily crimsons painfally,
down in silence. '

“Now, Lily, if you have been silly enough
to allow your thoughts to dwell upon Sir
Edyor, I'sball be very angry with you in-
deed,” continues her mother. ‘‘ Did I not
warn you when first you came here to keep
out of the way of thoe two men? All the
Dysons are alike. Why, Walter Dyson i1sa
regular black sheep ; theysay he makes love
to every woman he meets and then ill-
treats her ; then he cannot speak a word of
truth.” .

““Well, mamma,” said Lily balf-laughing,
T don’t see why you should scold me about
Lim. Why, he has been in Paris for more
than three months; he has only been at
| Barfield twice since I have been here. I
have hardly ever specken to him.”

“I have only mentioned him to show you
what sort of men they are, and the character

and looks

they bear. His brother is just as bad—false
and deceitful.” :

““ That I am sure he is not !” cried Lily
indignantly. blushing furiously.

Her mother looked at her sharply.

“If you have been so foolish as to ailow
Sir Edgar to flirt with you, Lily, you have
done a very silly thing, and my advice to
you is to put a stop toit at once. He wiil
make you pretty speeches, and flatter you ;
he may even presume to kiss you; but he
will never woo you honestly nor make you
his wife. Child, I knew the Dysons before
you were born ; I knew their father., They
are all alike.”

And Mrs. Finch had reason to speak as
gshe did ; for years ago, before her heart had
grown hard, or her lite had become turned
into the miserable groove of mercenary cun-
ning which was now her only object, she,
too, had been a governess at Carfield to a
Miss Dysop, uow dead and gone, and there
had been fair and false words spoken to her
in that very room by Sir Edgar’s father—
words that had spoilt and altered her whole
life, It was no wonder that she hated his
sons !

As to Lily, she was almost in tears. At
her heart ehe believed that her mother was
right, and that Sir Edgar meant nothing
gerious by the fine words and caresses
which she, alas! had been weak enough
to allow ; but it was hard to be warned
against him, and to be told how false he
was,

‘“1f you have anythingz to tell me about
him, Lily, you had better make a clean
breast of it at once,” sald the mother,

‘“ I have nothing to tell you about him,”
she answered slowly. Not for worlds would
she have confided her poor little story to her
mother,
| Mrs. Finch thought it best not to pursue
the subject.
| ¢ Very well,” she said, *“ I am glad of it.
For instead of wasting vain thoughts on Sir
Edgar, you will be doing far better if you
turn your attention to Norman Allingham,
who is a good, honest fellow, and will really
be far better off than Sir Edgar, who is but
a poor man after all, with a mother and a
whole family of brothers and sisters on his
hands. Now, Norman would never make
| up to any woman urless he meant to her to

be his wife,”

** Mamma, I don’t care in the very least
for Norman Allingham, and I am quite sure
he does not care for me.”

‘““ If so, it is because you have neglected
every opportunity you have had. 1 am de-
termined that you shall marry him,”

Poor Lily 1coked as frightened as if her
mother had had a licence ready drawn up in
her pocket, and was prepared to marry
her out of hand to Mr. Allingham, with
or without his consent, within the next
hour.

““ If you will do as I tell you, and leave
everything to me, I will manage the whole
business for you, Lily.”

*‘But mamma, I would rather doanything
than marry him. Indeed I don’t want to
marry anybody ; I am very happy as I am,”
said poor Lily, piteously clasping her hands
together ; for it was shocking to her more
refined and delicate mind that her mother
should deliberately plan to capture a hus-
band for her. But beiore she had time to
plead her dismay and dislike to the whole

scheme, the door opened, and the two young
men entered, :

*“ You must come down to the farm and
see my new machine for chopping turnips,”
said the baronet cheerily, shaking hands
with Mrs. Finch. ** All the children are
coming, and your daughter has said she will
come too.”
~ “Thank you, Sir Edgar ; but I am think-
log of taking my daughter back to Wrex-
ham this afternoon,” answered Mrs, Finch,
rather stifily.

*“ Oh ! but there is plenty of time for you
to come round by the farm first ; indeed, I
cannot take a refusal.”

t {Edgar Dyson bad a pleasant, winnin g man-
ner—it was almst impossible for Mrs. Finch
to decline the expedition,

Sir Edgar did not, however, gain much by
Ehe_ pr;:puzed fi;lk The four children went

nin Iront; 1aiy, out of modesty, shrank
behind ; Wwhilst Norman, Wi‘l:hF an easy
familiarity, took his place by her side, o
thatthe baronet was perforce obliged to walk
before them, with Mrs. Finch for his com.-
panion—an arrahgemen which, much as that

lady herself approved of it, was hard ‘
own satisfaction. ¥ tohis

. . |
myself,” answers Lily smiling. “And,indeed, |

i

- vanciong steps of a

——————————————————————————

} {Norman and Lily walked on for some min-
in silence.
ut&‘ﬂhay had not much to say to each other ;
thep saw each other frequently, and they
called each other by their Christian names,
There was a gort of cousinehip between them
which warranted the familiarity, the de-
funct Mr. Finch having been a second cousin
of old Mr. King’s. Norman thought Lily
a dear, sweet-tempered little thing, without
much to say for herself ; Lily liked Norman
becanse he was kind to herself, and took
pains to be more civil to her mother than his
randfather was, otherwise she thought very

little about him. There never had been the
slightest symptom of love-making between
them. .

¢« So your cousins from France are coming
to live at Wrexham, I hear,” said Lily,
at length, more for the sake of some-
thing to say than because she took any
particular interest in the unkmown Miss
Kings. _ ‘ .

+¢ Yes, one of them arrives to-night.”

¢ Is she pretty ?’asked Lily listlessly,with
her eyes fixed upon Sir Kdgar’s broad back
in front of her. o

A sudden tlush swept over Norman’s fair
face; but Lily did not see this Lecause she
was cousidering deeply whether she would
ever have strength of mind enough to pre-
vent the baronet from behaving to her as
though he were her lover. Something, how-
ever, 1n Norman’s voice, as he answered her,
made her look up at him, _ i}

¢« She is more than pretty, she is lovely,

he said slowly.
glad of that,” an-

“Oh! I am very 5 '
swered Lily heartily. *‘ You like her, of

course ¥ _

““No; I den't think anybody could like
her,” answered Norman coldly. Lily
opened her eyes, ‘‘ Because,” he con-
tinued, ‘‘she has what is a fatal blot upon
any woman’s beauty and charm—a terrific
temper.” _ :

¢ Really? what a pity !” said Lily, with
some interest.

‘¢ A bad-tempered woman is like a dis-
torted flower ; nothing can be more repulsive
to meet with than mortal ugliness where one
expects to find nothing but beauty and
harmony. I think a man, whose wife has a
violent and ill-controlled disposition, is very
much to be pitied. You, Lily,” turning
suddenly to her, with a emile, *‘‘ you have
the sweetest temper I have ever met with ;
I have often noticed it ana admired it.”

Lily blushed a little with a vague,

gense of uneasiness. and turned slightly
away. .

“‘I am sorry your cousin is so unamiable,”
she said, to divert the conversation from
herself ; ‘‘and the other one ¥’

‘“ I have never seen Cecily, and she is not,

coming to Wrexham just yet,” he answered,
rather shortly,

Truth to say, the whole subject of his two
cousins was rather distasteful to Norman
just now, He was angry with Cecily for
not coming, and angry also with Stella for
coming alone ; for, in spite of his indignant
condemnation of her temper, he knew that
at heart her beauty would very probably
disturb his peace. And then Norman was
angry with his grandfather for limiting his
choice ¢f a wife to these two sisters, and
was half-disposed to determine that he
would marry Lily or any other girl whom
he might meet, if only he could throw every
other consideration to the winds and follow
his own fancy in the matter, Not that he
cared about Lily, only she was neither Stella
whom he had seen, and who troubled his
dreams ; nor yet Cecily, whom he had not
seen, but who seemed to take a malicious
pleasure in avoiding his presence.

““What business had she to stayin France
when bhe wanted her in England,” he said to
himself irritably. And, for the time, both
the sisters were odious to him, and Lily’s
astractions stood out forcibly in contrast to
them,

Meanwhile they had reached the farm,
and Sir Edgar turned round to called them

into the covered shed where the machine
had been drawn up.

Farm machinery was a hobby of Sir
Edgar Dyson’s, and although not one of his
hearers knew anything about the subject, or
cared very much about it, he took a great
delight in explaining and expounding the
workings of all the different wheels, and
cogs, and joints of the machine. Only Lily
listened intently, with her soft brow
puckered up eagerly, trying hard to under-
stand where the turnips were put in and
what happened to them inside, and how
they managed to come out of it chopped up,
giving her whole mind to the process as
though the breaking up into pieces of the
homely vegetable were the one thing on
earth she was most anxious to learn about.
But that was because Sir Kdgar was inter.
ested in it, and every {rue woman tries to
share and enter into the tastes of the man
she loves,

Somehow it came to pass, that in spite
all Mre. Finch’s vigilasce, these twg ::an?é
to be separated a little from the others. It
18 difficult quite to know how it happened.
Alice called Mrs. Finch to come into the
poultry-yard and look at her own 8pecial
white hen, of which she was very proud ;
and Norman, at the same minute, happened
to wander away to the shed where the other
children were busv inspecting the cows
Suddenly Edgar looked up, and perceivexi
that ne and Lily were left alone in the barn
with the machine ; he instantly ceased his

essay on turnip-cutting, and t
ey i} g, and took hold of

?u”I Eupr;ge your mnt}ller has been setting
u against me, as usual ?”’ | 1
ik, , IEI sald, rather
Lﬂl}r énuke:i pained.
' “« 1n Eed, Sir Edﬂﬂ.l‘. I think he 1 1
right,” she answered with tears isu hof oo

: : her eyes
“‘and I think you will e .
away from hefe." end by driving’ me

They were the har
5P0k§ gr et dest, words she had ever
*“ So it has come to that—th i
me a brute—that you are afr:;;d i?;;timli

dea’t think much of your lox e, Lily.” ‘
She tried to draw her hang a.wa:,; but he
held it tightly and would not let it .gu
They e ther of them heard the atu'ppin
of a carrizge, close by the farm, nor the a.t‘lg-

lady who
them across the yard. d NS owards

All atv once a voice behind
sprng guiltily apart.
_**Dear me, Miss Finch, how very ex
dinary! Where are the Ehildrﬂﬂ,irﬂ; ri‘:;l
OW came you not to be at their lessons this
morning ? I heard voices and stopped the
carriage to see who was here ; and, dear me!

cad I believe my eyes *—turning towards

them made them

et

- stomach will be gone,”

|

it she had only just perceived
E;E?",yiﬁﬁ}dgnr ” 1t i impossible to
describe the mingled amazement and hu:;-
ror with which Lady Dyson spoke her son’s
name.
Butas to Lily,
opened aud swallowed her up,

have been very thankful.

if the earth could only have
she woild

CHAPTER X.
STELLA LOSES HER TEMPER AGAIN.

Wrexham Hall looked very gaunt and
dreary as Stella King drove up alone to it in
the dim gleam of the winter evening. Every-
thing about the long facade, with its pon-
derous rows of white columns and its impos-
ing Grecian portico, locked wealthy and
gsolenun and intensely respectable ; but was
scarcely calculated to impress confidence or
cheerfulness within the heart of the desolate
girl who had come alone to find a home be-

ath its root.
ne&s the fly which had heen thought good
enough to bring her and her modest luggage
from the station drew up noisily upon the
stone flags under the porch, Stella’'s heart
sank within her, and she could not help
thinking bitterly of Cecily’s selfish desertion
of her, i

Two powdered footmen, splendid creatures
in crimson and black, flung open the doors
to receive her, and ushered her into the large
and well-lighted hall. No one else was there
to welcome her.

Her heart sank within her as she followed
one of them down a long corridor ; and when
the man entered a door at the further end of
it, and told her respectfully tha’ she would
find Mr. King there in his study, Stella
plucked up her courage, and determined
to meet her grandfather with that spirit of
independence and self-respect which was
natural to her. _

The old man was seated by his table read-
ing by the light of a shaded lamp. He rose
at her entrance, and Stella thought his long,
angular figure would never come to its full
height as it raised itself slowly out of the
depths of his low, leathern arm-chair. In all
her life he had never seen anyone so thin aad
tall.

““How d’ye do?’ he said, not very
graciously, holding out his long, claw:hke
hand to her, ‘‘ Why didn’t your sister
come with you? I think she ought to
have come ; I am very much aispleased that
she should have begun by disobeying me.”

“I am very sorry that you are vexed,
grandpapa. I think, too, it would have been
better if she had come her ; but she had such
a tempting invitatvion so Paris, and she is
very young——" :

¢ There—there! that will do,” he inter-
rupted, irritably, ‘' I don’t want to hear
a whole list of excuses, I su
mother has brought you up like French girls,
to do just as you pleass, and go your owyn
way.”

‘“ ] dont think Fre: ¢ girls go their own
way at all,” said Stella smiling. ‘‘Asa rule,
they are kept far more stiictly than Epglish
girls,”

Mr. King looked a little surprised. Itwas
rather astonishing to him to be answered
and contradicted by this slight, fair girl.
The young lady seemed to have plenty of
self-confidence, at all events. Perhaps the
?ld man did not think any the worse of her
or it. :

‘“Come here and let me look at you,” he
sald, shortly, prudently dropping the dis-
cussion concerning the education of French
girls, He drew her near to him, and held
up the lamp so that it fell fullupon herlove-
ly face. He was evidently pot displeased by
what he saw, for his expression softened a
little, ‘

‘ S0 you are the young lady who refused
to marry my heir, Norman Allingham ?”’ he
said, rather roughly.

Stella colored with a little natural indigna-
tion, ‘“ I certainly refused him,” she an-
swered composedly.

““Well, I'm sorry you didn’t hit it off, for
you have your father’s good looks. Is your
sister as pretty as you are ?’

‘““1 am sure I don’t know,” acswered
Stella, and she could not help laughing a
little at this strange catechism through which
the old man was putting her, ‘* we are con-
sidered alike.’

““ Humph !” He dropped her hand, and
put the lamp down agamn upon the takle
‘*“ You were a goose to refuse him,” he said,
shortly ; *‘ it’s 80 much the worse for you,
and so much the better for her. 1shall only
allow her to stop in Paris a month. You
children don’t seem to have understood that
l am your natural guardian, and as long
as you are under age you are bcund to
obey me—do you here ?”” looking at her rath-
er savagely—*‘to obey me.”

““Yes, I hear you, grandpapa, and I will
do my best to be dutiful,” she answered,
quietly, adding, however, after a moment's
pause, ‘‘as long as you only require from me
what is right and reasonable.”

She was a brave girl to have said that,
and after she had said it she was half afraid
he would be angry. But this odd old man
only laughed with a sort of a little inward
chuckle, as though he were very much
amused. Her fearlessness was rather fas-
cinating to him, and all unknown to her,
remmded him of her dead tather, towards

whom h's withered old heart had softened
when he had heard of his death.

ks What;., on earth made you come at such
an hour?” he said, changing %the subject.

Dinner has been over long ago ; itis a most
awkward time of day to arrive,”

““Icould not held the boats and the trains,”
said Stella, smiling., ’

“Well, I couldn’t keep dinner walting for
you; I never alter my diuner hour for anvy-
body. I suppose you are not hupgry ?” look-
:::'n a.ttuher Ehmt';l;l_}r as thﬁmgh he dared her to

such a thing, 3 ]

wod--bedy g ut Stella was quite

““indeed, I am very hun indeed
hope rou will allow me aume%l?i"ng to :a.:ﬁ.’ '
_ “*What & dreadful thing a young appetite
13! you children eat at all hours and destroy
your digestions for life,” he said grumbling-
ly. **When you are my age the coats of your

‘““Asloog as I have a coat to my back.”
began Stella, la_»nghingly s but ]:u'j-r gmn:i
father opened his eyes at her so alarmingly
’;':Jr l:]lla.rlug to turn his words into a joke,that
Ii?; ' armless little jest died away upon her

“Go and find Mrs. Finch, and ask h
EEE‘FET“]:IBDFI;}ED to eat,” he said atva::i;(]

o is . Finch, ar
find her ?” inquired Sgal.l:nd L
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