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CHAPTER IX. —(CoNTINUED.)

¢ There, Guy, don’t you envy me, with
such a charming time before me?’ says
Cyril, returning her glance with interest.

‘¢ No, indeed,” says Lilian, raising her
head and gazing full at Chetwoode, who re-
turns her glance steadily, although he is
enduring grinding torments all this time,
and almost—a/maost begins to hate his
brother. ** The last thing Sir Guy would
dream of would be to envy you my gracless
society. Fancy a guardian finding pleasure
in the frivolous conversation of his ward !
How conld yon suspect him of such a weak-
ness ?"’

Here she lets her small white teeth meet
in her fruit with all the airs of a litile
qourmande, and amost evident enjovment
of its flavor.

There is 2 pause.

Cyril hasleft the room in search of his
cigar-case. Lady Chetwoode has disap- |
peared to explore the library for her ever-
lasting knitting. Sir Guy and Lilien are
alone.

“ T eannot remember having ever accuzed
you of being frivolons, eitherin conversa-
tion or manner,” says Chetwoode, present-
ly, in a low, rather angry tone,

¢ No 7" says nanghty Lilian, with a shrng
“*I quite thought you had. DPut your man-
per 13 so expressive at times, it leaves no
occasion for mere words. This morning
when I made some harmless remark to
Cyril you looked as though T had commit-
ted murder, or something worthy of trans.
portation for life at the very least.”

“T cannot remember that either. I think
you purposely misunderstand me.”

““What & rude speech ! Obh, if I had said
that ! But see howlate it is,”"—looking at
the clock : ** you are wasting all these
precious minutes here that might be spent

's0 much more — profitably with your
cousin,™

““You mean you are in a hurry to be rid
of me,” disdaining to notice her innuendo ;
‘¢ go,—don't let me detain you from Cyril
and hie cigar.”

He tarns away abrubtly, and gives the
bell a rather sharp pull. He is =0 openly
offended that Lilian's heart smites her.

““Who is misunderstanding now " she
says, with a decided change of tone.
* Shall you be long away, Sir Guy ?”

““ Not very,” icily. ¢ Thruston, as
know, is but a short drive from this.”

“Trne.” Then with charmingly innocent
concern, ““ Don’t you like going out so late?
—you seem a little cross,”

“DoI?’

““Yes. ButperhapsI mistake ; I am al-
ways making mistakes,” says Miss Lilian,
humbly ; *“I am very unfortunate. And
you know what Ouida says, that ‘one isso
often thought to be sullen when only sad.’
Are you sad "’

“No,” says Guy, goaded past endurance;
#Jamnot. But 1 should like to know
what I have done that you should make a
peint at all times of treating me with in-
civility,”

““ Are you thinking of me?’—with a fine
show of sarprise, and widely-opened eyes:
‘““what cen you mean? Why, 1 shouldn't
dare be uncivil to my guardian, I should
be afraid. I shonld positively die of
fright,” says Miss Chesney, feeling strong-
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pardonable curiosity. Yea in apite of all
that Cyril said, she is very nearly handsome,
She is tall, posee, large and gomewhat full,
with rather prominent eyes. Her mouth is
a little thin, but well shaped ; her nose 1s
perfect ; her figure faunltless. She is quite
twenty-six (in spite of artificial aid), a tact
that Lilian perceived with secret gratifica-
tion.,

She walks slowly up the room, a small
Maltese terrier clasped in her arms, and
presents a cool fresh cheek to Lady Chel-
woode, as though she had parted from her
but a few hours ago. All the worry and
iatigue of travel have not told upon her :
perhaps her maid and that mysterious close-
ly-locked little morocco bag in the hall
could tell upon her ; butshe looksas undis-
turbed in appearance and dress as though
she had but just descended from her room,
ready for a morning’s walk.

““ My dear I'lorence, Iam glad to wel-
come you home,” says Lady Chetwoode,
affectionately, returning ber chaste salute

“* Thank yon, Aunt Anne,"” says Miss
Beauchamp, in carefully modulated tones,
“I, too, am glad to get home. It was qnite
delightful to find Guy waiting for me at the
station !”

She smiles a pretty ladylike smile npon
Sir Guy as she speaks, he having followed
her into the room. ** How d'ye do, Cyril?”

Cyril returns her greeting with due pro-
priety, but expresses no hilarious joy at her
returi.

¢ This is Lilian Chesney whom I wrote to
you about,” Lady Chetwoode says, putling
out one hand to Lilian, **Lilian, my dea
this is IFlorence.”

The girls shake hands. Miss Beauchamp
treats Lilian to a cold though perfectly
polite stare, and then turns back to her
aunt.

““ It was a long journey, dear,”
thetically says *‘ Aunt Anne.”

“Very. I felt quite exhausted when I
reachad Truston, and so did Fanchette ; did
you not, ma bibiche, my treasure ?’—this 13
to the little white stufly ball of wool in her
arms, which instantly opens two pink-lidded
eves, and puts out a crimson tongue, by way
of answer. *‘‘If you don’t mind, aunt, 1
think I should like to go to my room.”

““Certainly, dear. And what shall I send
you up ?”

“ A cup of tea, please, and--er—any-
thing else there iz, Elise will know what
I fancy ; I dined before I left. Good-night,
Miss Chesney. [Good-night, Guy; and
thank youagain very much for mesting me”
-—this very sweetly.

And then Lady Chetwoode accompanies
her npstairs, and the first wondertul inter-
view isat anend.

¢ Well?” says Cyril,

““T think her quite handsome,” says
Lilian, enthusiastically, for Guy's special
benefit, who is sitting at a little distance
glowering upon space. ** Cyril, youare want-
ing in taste, "

““ Not when I admire you,"” replies Cyril,
promptly. ‘¢ Will you pardon me, Lilian,
if I go to see they send a comfortable and
substantial supper to my cousin? Her ap-
petite 18 all that her best friend could
wish.”

So saying, he quits the room bent on
gome business of his own, that has very
little to do, I think, with the refreshment
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ly inclined to laugh, and darting a little
wicked gleam at him from her eyes a3 she
speaks.

“Your manner "—bitterly—*“fully bears
out your words. Still 1 think——Why
doesn’t Granger bring round the carriage’
Am 1 to give the same order half a dozen
times ?"”"—this to a petrified attendant who
has answered the bell, and now vanishes, as
though shot, to give it as his opinion down-
stairs that Sir Guy is ina “*h’orful wax |”

“Poor man, how you have frightened
him !" says Lilian, softly. “I am sorry if
I have vexed you.” Holding out a small
hand of amity,— “*Shall we make friends
before you go "

““It would be mere waste of time, ' replies
ne, ignoring the hand ; ‘‘and besides, why
should you foree vourself to be on friendly
terms with me ?"

“Yon forget——" begins Lilian, some-
what haughtily, made very indignant by
his refusal of her overture ; but, Cyril and
Lady Chetwoode entering at this moment
simultaneously, the conversation dies.

“Now I am ready,"” Cyrilsays, cheerfully.
*“I took some of your cigars, Guy ; they are
rather better than mine; but the occasion
i 50 felicitous I thought it demanded it.
Do you mind %"

““You can have the box,”
curtly. :

Toleave a suspected rival in full pos-
session of the field, smoking one’s choicest
weeds, i8 not a thing calculated to soothe a
gulfled breast,

““ h, you're not ill, old fellow, are you ?"
says Cyril, inhis laziest, most good-natured
tones. ‘‘The wholehox! Come, my dear
Lilian, I pine to begin them,”

Miss Chesney finishes her peach in a
hurry and prepares to follow him.

¢ ]i.an, you are like a baby with a sweet
tooth,” says Lady Chetwoode., *‘Take
gome of those peaches out on the balcony
with yon, child : you seem to enjoy them.
And come to me to the drawing-room when
you tire of Cyril.”

So the last thing Guy sees as he leaves
the room is Lilian and his brother armed
with peaches and cigars on their way to the
balcony ; the last thing he hears is a clear,
sweet, ringing laugh that echoes through
the house and falls like molton lead upon
his heart,

He bangs the hall-door with much un-
necessary violence, steps into the carnage,
and goes to meet his cousin in about the
worst l:'emp-ar he has given way to for years.
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Half-past ten has struck. The drawing-
room is ablaze with light. Lady Chetwoode,
contrary to custom, is wide awake, the gray
sock lying almost completed upon her lap.
Lilian has been singing, but is now sitting
silent with her idle little hands before her,
while Cyril reads aloud to them decent ex-
tracts from the celebrated divorce case, now
drawing to its unpleasant close.

“They ought to be here now, ' says Lady
Chetwoode, suddenly, alluding not so much
to the plaintiff, or the defendant, or the cor-
respondents, as to her eldest son and Miss
Beauchamp. *“‘The time is up.”

Almost us she says the words the sound

i carriage-wheels strikes upon the ear, and
a few minutes later the door is thrown wide
open and Miss Beauchamp enters,

replies Guy,

grets

of Miss Beauchamp’s body.

When he has gone, Liliap takes up Lady
Chetwoode’s knitting and examines it criti-
cally. For the firat time in her life she re-
not. having given up some of
her early years to the mastering of fancy
work ; then she lays it down again, and
sighs heavily. The sigh says quite distinct-
ly how tedious a thing it is being alone in
the room with a man who will not speak to
one, Better, far better, be with a dummy,
from whom nothing could be expected.

Sir Guy, roused to activity by this dolo-
rous sound, crosses the room and stands
directiy before her, a contrite expression
upon his face.

““ [ have behaved badly,” he says. ‘1
confess my fault. Will you not speak to
me, Lilian?"” His tone is half lJaughing,.
half penitent.

‘t Not'—smiling—** until you assure me
you have left all your ill temper behind you
ab Truston.”

““T have. Iswear it.”

““ You are sure?”

¢ Positive,"”

1 do bope you did not bestow it upon:
poor Miss Beauchamp %"

“I don’t know, I'm sure. I hope not,”
says Guy, lightly; and there is something
both in his tone and words that resiores
Miss Chesney to amiability., She looks at
him steadily for a moment, and then she
smiles,

““I am forgiven ?’ says Guy, eagerly, tak-
ing courage from her smile.

Eaien i

‘¢ Shake hands with me, then,” says he,
holding out Ins own,

““ You expect too mueh,” returns Lilian,
recoiling. *‘“Only an hour ago, you refused
to take my hand : how then can I now ac-
cept yours ? "

‘“ 1 was a brute, nothing less ! " declares
he, emphatically. ** Yet do accept it, I im-
plore you.”

There is a good deal more meaning in his
toue than even he himself is quite aware of.
Miss Chesney either does not or will not sec
it. Raising her head, she laughs out loud,
a low but thoroughly amused laugh.

‘‘ Any one listening would say you were
proposing to me,"’ she says, mischeviously ;
whereupon he laughs too, anl seats himsel!
upon the low ottoman beside her,

“T shouldn’t mind,” he says; ‘‘should
you? ”

‘““Not much, I suppose one must go
thirongh it some time or other.”

‘“ Heve you ever had a—projposal 7"

““ Why do you compel me to give you an
answer that must be humiliating? No; [
have never had a proposal. But I dare say
I shall have one or two before I die.”

‘T dare say. Unless you will now accept
mine "—jestingly—‘‘and make me the
happiest of men."”

“ No thank you. You make me such an
admirable guardian that I could not bea:
to depose you. Youare now in a proud
position (considering the ward you have) !
do not rashly seek to better it.”

*“ Your words are golden. But all this
time you are keeping me in terrible sus
pense. You have not yet quite made
friends with me "

Liliam stara2 at ber with a good deal «of

!

Then Lilian placesaher hand in his.

I
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[ severely, ** still——

" ¢ Though you don’t dezerve it,” she says,

«« 3till you do accept me—it, ¥ mean,”
interrupts Guy, purposely, closing his fin-
gars warmly over hers. ‘‘I shall mnever
forget that fact, Dear little hand !” softly
caressing it, *“ did I really scorn it an hour
ago ? I beg its pardon very humbly.”

Tt is grantecd,” answers Lilian gayly.
But to herself she says, '*1 wonder how
often he has gone through all this before?”

Nevertheless, in spite of doubts on both
sides, the truce is sig:}ﬂd for the present,

* -

& -

e —

CHAPTER X.
“ How beautiful is the rainl
After the dust and heat, ;
To the dry grassand the drier grain,
How welcome is the rain!
—LONGPELLOW.
Miss Chesney, who, had she been born a
man and a gardner, could have commanded
any wages, ison her knees besid 2 some green
plants, busily hunting for slugs. The
ravishers of baby flowers and innocent seed-
lings are Miss Chesney's especial abhorrence,
It i9in vain to tell her that they must be

| fed,—that they, as well as the leviathans,

must have their daily food ; she declines to
look upon their frequent depredations in
any other light than as wanton mischief.

Upon their destruction she wastes so
much of her valnable time that, could there
be a thought in their small, slimy, gelatin-
ous bodies, they must look upon her as the
fell destroyer of their race,—a sort of
natural enemy.

She is guiltless of gloves, and, being
heated in the chase, has flung her hat upon
the velvet sward beside her. Whereupon
the ardent sun, availing of the chance, is
making desperate love to lier, and is kissing
with all its might her priceless complexion.
It is a sicht to make a town-bred dumsel
weep alond !

Miss Beauchamp, sailing majestically to-
wards this foolish maiden, with her dia-
phanous skirts trailing behind her, a huge
hat upon her carefully arranged braids, and
an enormous garden umbrella over all,
looks with surprise, largely mingled with
contempt, upon the kneeling figure. She
marks the soft beauty of the skin, the ex-
quisite penciling of the eye-brows, the rich
color on the laughing lips, and, marking,
feels some faint anger at the reckless ex-
travagance of the owner of these unpurchas-
able charms,

To one long aware of the many ad-
vantages to be derived from such pre-
cious unguents as creme d'Ispahan, vel-
vetine, and Chinese rouge, is known also
all the fear of detection arising from
the daily use of them. And to see another
richly and treely endowed by Nature with
sl the moat coveted tints, making light of
the gift, seenis to such a one a gross imper-
tinence, a miserable want of gratitude, too
deep for comprehension,

Pausing near Lilian, with the over-fea
Maltese panting and puffing beside her, Miss
Beauchamp looks down upon her curiously,
upon the roseleaf face, the little soiled
hands, the ruffled golden head, and caleu-
lates to a fraction the exact amount™f mis-
chief that may be done by the possession of
so much youth and beauty.

The girl ia far too pretty. There is really
no knowing what irremediable harm she
may not have done already !

“ What a mess you are making of jour-
self 17" says Florence, in a tone replete with
ladylike disgust.

T am, rather,” says Lilian, holding aloft
the small hand, on which five dusty fingers
disport themselves, while she regards them
contemplatively ; ‘“but 1 loveit, gaidening,
I mean. I would have made a small for-
tune at flower-shows, bad I given my mind
to it earlier ; nota prize would have escaped
me. "

““ Kvery one with an acre of garden thinks
that,” says Miss Beauchamp,

““Do they ?” smiling up at the white
goddess beside her. ¢ Well, perhaps so.
‘Hope springs eternal in thehuman breast,’
and a good thing, too.”

“Don t yon think you will be likely to
get a sunstroke ? " remarks Florence, with
indifferent concern.

““ No; 1am accustomed to goabout with-
out my hat,’” answered Lilian : ** Of course
asa rule I wear it, but it always gives me
a feeling of suffocation ; and as for a veil,
I simply couldn’t bear one.”’

Miss Beauchamp, glancing curiously at
the peach-like complexion beneatn her,
wonders enviously how she does it, and
then reflects with a certain sense of satis-
faction that a very little more of this mad
tampering with Nature's gifts will create
such haveoc as must call for the immediate
aid of the inestimable Rimmel and his fel-
lows.

The small terrier, awaking from the tune-
ful snooze that always accompanies her mo-
ments of inactivity, whether she be stand
ing or lying, now rolls over to Lilian aud
makes a fat eflort to lick her dear little
Grecian nose. At which let no one wonder,
as a prettier little nose wea never seen, But
is Lilian 8o far unsvmpathetic thav she
strongly objects to lhe caress.

¢« Poor Fanchette !”" she says, kindly re-
coiling a little, ‘¢ you must forgive me, bt
the fact is I can’t bear having my face lick-
ed. Itis bad taste on my part, I know,
and 1 hope you will grant me pardon. No,
[ caunot pet you either, because I think my
earthy £ngers wouldnot improve your snowy
coat,”

““Come away, lanchette, come away,
petite, directly ; do yon hear? ” cries Miss
Beauchamp, in an agony lest the scented
fleece of her ** curled dariing " should be de-
filed. *“Come to its own mistress, then.
Don’t you see you are disturbing Lilian?"”
this last as a mild apology for the unatfected
horror of her former tone.

So saying, she gathers up FFanchette, and
cetires into the shaded shrubberies beyond
her,

Almost as she disappears from view, Guy
comes upon the scene,

* Why, what are yon doing?"” he calls
out while yet a few yards from her.

¢ T have been shocking your cousin,” re-
turng  Lilian, laughing. ¢ I doubt she
thinks me a horrible, unladylike young
woeman, But I can'c help that. See how I
have soiled my hands ! " holding up for his
inspection her ten little grimy fingers.

“ And done your utmost to ruin your
complexion, all for the sake of a few pom
slugs. What a bloodthirsty little thing you
are!”

T don’t believe there is any blood in
them,” says Lilian.

““ Do come away. One would think therc
wasn't a gardener about the place. You
will make yourself ill, kneeling there in

he sun ; and look how warm you are : 1l

8 a positive shame.”

1 hate that.
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But I have preserved the lives and the
beauty, of all theae little plants.”

¢* Never mind the plants. Think of your
own beauty. I came here to ask you if vou
will come for a walk in the woods. I have
just been there, and it is absolutely cool.”

“‘ I should like to 1immensely,” springing
to her feet ; ** but my hands,”"—hesitating,
—“ whatam T todo with them? Shall T run
in and wash them ? Ishan't be one minute,”

““0h, no !" hastily, having a wholesome
horror of women’s minutes; ‘“‘come down
to the stream, and we will wash them
there.”

This suggestion, savoring of unconven-
tionality, finde favor in Miss Chesney’s
eyes, and they starl, going through the
lawn, for the tiny rivalet that runs betaeen
it and the longed-for woods,

Kneeling beside it, Lilian lets the fresh
gurgling waters trail through her fingers,
until all the dust falls from them and floats
away on its beosom ; then reluctantly she
withdraws her hands and, rising looks at
them somewhat vuefully .

““Nows how shall I dry them?” asks she
glancing at the drops of water that fall from
her fingers and glint and glisten like diae
monds 1n the sun's rays,

““In your handkerchief,” suggests Guy.

“But then it would be wet, and I should
Give me vonrs,” says Miass
Chesney, with calm selfishneszs,

Guy laughs and produces an unopened
handkerchief in which he carefully, and it
must be confessed, very tardily, dries her
fingers one by one.

Do vou always take as long as that to
dry your ewn hands ?"’ asks Lilian, gravely,
when he has arrived at the third finger of
the second hand.

“ Alwaya " without a blush.

““ Vour dressing, altogether, must take a
long time %"

““ Not o long az you imagine. It is only
on my hands I expend so much eare.”

““ And on mine,” suggestively.

¢ Kixactly so. Do you never wear rings?”

“ Never. And for the best reason.”

““ And that?”

¢ Jg because I haven't any to wear. I
have u few of my mother’s but they are old-
fashioned and heavy, and look very silly on
my hands. I must get them reset.”

‘T like rings on pretty hands, such as

ours,”

“ And Florence’s. Yes, she has pretty
hands, and pretty rings also.”

** Haz she 7"

“What ! Would you have me believe you
never noticed them? Oh, Sir Guy, how
decettful you can be!” |

“Now, that is just the very one vice of
which I am entirely innocent. You wrong
me. I ecan’t be deceitful to save my life, 1
always think it must be =o fatigving. Most
young ladies have pretty hands, I suppose ;
but I never noticed those of Miss Beau-
champ, or her rings either, in particular.
Are you tond of rings 7

“Pascionately fond,” laughing. I
should like to have every finger and both
my thumbs covered with them up to the
first knuckle.”

““ And nobody ever gave you one?”

“Nobody,"” ehaking her head emphatical-
ly. “*Wasn’t it unkind of them 7"

With this remark Sir Guy does not con-
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] coiacide : so ne keepssilence, and they walk

on some yards without speaking. Present-
ly Liliap, whose thoughts are rapid, find-
ing the stillness irksome, breaks it.

“‘Sir Guy b

““Miss Chesney.”

' Ag they all call her “Lilian,” she glances

up at him in some surprise at the strange-
ness of his address.

¢« Well, and why not,” says he, answering
the nomistakeable question in her eyes,

‘“ when youcall me *‘Sir Guy’? 1 wish
on would not.”

““ Why ? Isit not your name 2"

¢« Yes, but it is so formal. You -call

Cyril by his name, and even with my moth-
er you have diopped all formality. Why
are you different with me ? Can you not
call me * Guy'?"”

“Guy ! Oh, I conldn't. Every time the
name passed my lips I should faint with
horror at my own temerity. What ! call my
guardian by his Christian name ? How can
you even suggest the idea? Consider your
age and bearing.”

¢ One would think T was ninety,” says he
rather piqued.

¢ Well, you are not far from 1t,” teasing-
ly. **However, I don’to bject to a compram-
ise. I will call you Uncle Guy, if you wish
it.”

¢ Nonsense !" indignantly. *“ [ don’t want
to be your uncle.”

¢ No? Then Brother Guy."

¢ That would be equally foolish.™

““* You won't, then, claim relationship
with me ¥’ in a surprised tone. *'I fear
you look upon me as a mawrais sujel. Well,
then,”—withsudden inspiration,—** I know
what I shail do. Like Esther Summerson,
in * Bleak House,” I shall call you * Guard-
ian.’ I'here !" clapping her hands, ‘‘ 18 not
that the very thing ? Guardian youshall be,
and 1t will remind me of my duty to you
every time I mention your mame, Or per-
haps,”—hesitating—** ¢ Guardy’ will be
prettier.”

““ Twish I wasn't your guardian,” Guy
says, somewhat sadly.

‘“ Don't be unkinder than you can help,’
reproachfully. “ You won’t be my brother,
or my guardian ? Whatis it, then, that you
would be ?”

To this question he could give a very con-

cise answer, but does not dare do so. He
therefore waintains a discreet silence, and
relieves his feelings by taking the heads off
three dandelions that chance to come in his
ath,
P Does it give you so very much trouble,
the guardianship of poor little me,” she
asks, with a mischievous though charming
smile, ‘‘ that you so much regret it~

“ It isn’t that,” he answers, slowly, ‘¢ but

[ fear you look coldly on me in consequence
of it. You do not make me your friend,
and that is unjust, because 1t was not my
fault, I did not ask to be your guardian :
it was your father’s wish entirely. You
should not blame wme for what he insisted
on,”
“T don't,”"—gayly,—*“and I forgive you
for having acceded to poor papa’s proposal ;
so don’t fret about it. After all,”—naught-
ily,—*“I dare say I might have got worse ;
you aren’t half bad so far, which is wise of
you, because I warn you I am an enfant
qate ; and should you dare to thwart me I
should lead you such a life as would make
you rue the day you were born.”

¢ You speak as though it were my desire
to thwart you.”

““ Well, perhaps it is. At all events,”—
| with a relieved sigh,—*‘1 have warned yon
wnd now it is off my mind. By the by, I
#as going to say something to you a few
L zinutes ago when you interrupted me."”

“ What was it 7" |

“ | want yon”—coaxingly—* to take me
round by the Cottage, so that I may get a
glimpse at this wonderinl widow. '_’_r‘a‘

““ It would be no ase ; you wounld not sed
her."

“ But I might.” .

“ And if so what would you gain hy it?
She is very much like other women : she
has only one nose, and not more than two
eyes.” ‘

‘* Nevertheless she rouses my ecuriosity.
Why have you such a dislike to the poor
woman "’

“ Oh, no dislike,” says Guy, the more
hastily in that he feels there is gome truth
in the accusation. ** 1 don’t quite trust her :
that isall.”

“ Still, take me near the Cottage ; do,
now, Gnardy,' says Miss Chesney, goftly,
turning two exquisite appealing blue eyes
upon him, which of course settles the ques-
| tion. They instantly turn and take the
direction that leads to the Cottage.

But their effort to see the mysterious
widow ia not crowned with success. To
Miss Chesney’s sorrow and Sir Guy's secret
joy, the house appears as silent and devoid
of life as though, indeed, it had never been
inhabited. With many a backward glance
and many a wistinl look Lilian goes by
while Guy carefull§ suppresses all expres-
sions of satisfaction and tr udges on silently
beside her.

““ She must be out,” says Lilian, after a
lengthened pause.

“ She must be always out so,” says Guy,
“‘ because she is never to be seer.”

“*You must have come herea great many
times to find that out,” says Miss Chesney,
captiously ; which remark puts a stop to
all conversation for some time,.

And indeed lnck is dead against Lilian,
for no sooner has she passed ousof sight
than Mrs. Arlington steps from her door,
and, armed with a book and a parasol,
malkes for the small and shady arbor situat-
ed at the end of the garden.

Bat if Lilian's lnck has deserted her,
Cyril's has not. He hLas walked down here
this evening in a rather desponding mood,
having made the same journey vainly for
the last three days, and now—just as he
has reached despair—finds himself 1 Mra.
Arlington’s presence.

“‘ Good-evening " he says, gayly, feeling
rather elated at his good fortune, raising
his hat.

““(;ood-evening,” returns she, with & faint
blush born of a vivid recollection of all that
paszed at their last meeting.

“T had no idea I should see you to-day,”
saya Cyril ; which is the exact truth,—for a
wonder. /

““ Why ? You always see me when you
come round here, don’t you?” says Mrs.
Arlington ; which is not the truth, she hav-
ing been the secret witness of his coming
many times, when she has purposely abstain-
ed from being seen.

*“T hope,” says Cyril, gently, *“ you have
forgiven me for having inadvertently ofiend-
ed you last—month.”

¢ Last week, you mean ! in a surprised
tone.

¢TIs it really only a week? How long it
geems!” says Cyril. ** Are you sure it was
only last week ?”

“ Quite sure,” with a slight smile. *“*Yes,
you are forgiven. Although I do not quite
know that I have anything to forgive.”

““* Well, I had my own doubts about it at
the time,” says Cyril; “but I have been
carefully tutoring myself ever since into the
belief that I was wrong. 1 think that my
prin:ipal fault lay in :ny expressing a hope
that the air here was doing you good; and
that—to say the least of it—was mild. By
the by, 1s it doing you good "’

““ Yes, thank you.”

I am glad of it, as it may persuade you to
stay with us. What lovely roses you have !
Is that one over there a * Gloire de Dijon'?

I can scarcely see it from this, and I'm 20
fond of roses.”

““ This, do you mesn?' plucking one.
¢ No, it is a Marshal Niel.”

‘““ Ah, soitis. How stupid of me to make
the mistake !” says Cyril, who in reality
knows 28 much about roses as about tiie Man
in the Iron Mask.

As he speaks, two or three drops of rain
fall heavily upon his face,—one upon his
nose, two into his earnest eyes ; a large omne
finds its way cleverly between his parted
lips. This latter has more effeet upon him
than the other three combined.

““It is raining,” he says, naturally but
superfluously, glancing at his coat-sleeve
for confirmation of his words.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Momarchical and Repablican Expenses,

The Americans are frequently found mak-
ing comparisons between the cost of non-
earchical and their own republican form of
Government. They point, for instance, to
the immense sum necessary to carry on the
Government of Great Britain, and the much
less amount required to conduct the affairs
of the United States. One of their own
papers recently referred to some items of
expense which are not used in the compari-
son spoken of. This paper says:—Is it not
a little strange that when our great statis-
ticians take slate and pencil to figure up the
cost of government, they never take into
the account the expense of the elections ?
The ecountry has lately gone through its
great presidental canvass. How much did
it cost? The little itemsare the expense of
printing ballets and the time and labor of
the men who sit behind the rail and receive
the ballots ; but these expenditures must
foot up, for the whole country, many mil-
lions of dollars. Legitimate expenses of
political parties would amonnt to other mil-
lions—just how many no man could guess,
Enormons bills were neceszarily incurred for
printing, for postage, for therentof halls, for
the travelling expenses of delegates to con-
ventions and of stumpspeakers, for the equip-
ment of political clubs with uniforms and
torches, and for other purposes somewhat
similar. Worst of all were the expendi-
tures for the secret service of the political
parties, the cost of the dark and hiddem
arts, purchased votes, corrupt devices to
cheat voters and to falsify their will
Great was the money expense of all this,
the real cost of it is not measured by dollara
The country pays for itina loss of moral
stamina, in demoralization of the publie
conscience. Just before the election a New
York newspaper declared that in a certain
city, which is named, containing twenty-five
hundred voters, there were eight hundred
votes for sale. Men were so shameleas
that they even organized to put up the
price—‘‘struck” for more pay for thefr
votes. If the etory istrue, what a tale it
tells of still meaner men who have taught

these purchasable voters to expact pay |
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