THE WEST SHORE.

“You are right; such self-sacrifice is almost incon.
ceivable !" says Horace gravely,

“You need not despise it,” she says quickly, stang by
hiantone “Tt is not every mas who would wish for a
fiance with no dof, nothing that any one will envy him.

You may hear what they say in Pont-Avize. They will
not think of it a8 you do. I shall not not bring him nny-
thing that he cares for, and he will give me a share in all
that he has.”

“Yes, in his refined pleasures and his gilded drawing.
room, in his absurd fountain and his Chinese pagods, in
the Venetian mirror of which he talks so much, nud his
fat poodle.  Your fate will be indeed a hnppy one,” cries
Hornce scornfully.

She turns away and makes no answer, for her strength
has deserted her, and miserable sealding toars fall fast
upon the white linen. But Hornce is not nppeased
though he knows that she is orying.

“So this is to be the end,” he says ngnin, bitterly,
“Why did I not know it before ?"

“Beeanse I did not know it myself," she says, hastily
brnshing away her tears and turning ones more toward
him. “It was only yesterday that they told me. It will
be a long time before he asks me himself. Paps has said
that he will wait. He will give me time."

“ And what will time do for you?" nsks Horaee coolly,
seating himself on the stool and fixing his eyes upon her.

“Why—why do you try to make it harder for me ?"
sho cries, while the tears drop unheeded upon his coat
sloave dind her own hands.

“Why? Must I tell you why?" B8hestops erying ut
the question and looks at him like a frightenad child, for
gho can not withdraw her hands from his, vor hide her
funee from his eyes.

“Do you know now?" he asks again slowly, whilst at
the rush of eolor which his look has brought into her
face n great gladuess takes possession of his heart aud
holds high revel there. “Do you not understand that it
is because I would make it impossible? Will you not
love me, do you not already love mo a little? Tell mo—
Auswer me."

But she mnkes no answer. She only droops her head
lower and pulls her hands away from him,

He lots thom go and steps back. *Then you ean
not,”" he says quietly. “If it was not so you cotld not
sond me away without one word. At least you would
sponk to me.  You need not be afraid; I am not going to
furce an answer now;" and he makes & movement us if to
loave her. It is fortunate that her confusion is too great
for lier to observe that his voice is not so desponding as
his words,

“Wait," she says, strewhing out one imploring hand;
"I did not mean to be unkind.”

“Then look up. Only look up, and I will not sk you
to speak even one word.” 3

She has been trained under a strict rule, and with her
obadience is almost an instinet. She does not dream of
resisting the tone of suthority, gentlo as it is.

Heor hoart is beating in frightened throbs; she does not
even know what she would say; Lor long Inshes sre still
wet with tears: hor oheeks nre burning, yob difoall
though it is, she does not hesitato to Lift har shy syes to
his.  And she his no need to speuk, for they have told
him all that he would know.

“My sweet little love," he eries joyously, and takes
her in his arms; and she doos not straggle or try to
spoak, but hides hor faco upon his shonlder,

v

Three days have passed sinee that stolen interview in
the storeroom —three days sines love eame and olaimed
his proy, He hos roigned with undivided soversignty
for threo joyfal rosy dawns-— thres inppy wakeful nights,
in Aimée's glad young henrt, Hornes i still at Pont-
Avixo; they nre not ax yot betrothed, for M. Laval is cau.
tious. He has two steings to his bow, and he will nob, as
yol, diseard vither,

I young Dullns ¢an obiain the consant of his Priends
ind the approval of his family, he will be o bebter parhi,
for Horaco will be an Eoglish baronet some day, and
that is the next thing to a lonl  But he foars lost the
young man should not b able to earry oul his intentions;
oven in England parents bave some suthority, and Sir
(Goorge Dallas may withhold his consent.  Aw to the
young people marrying without it, such a thing is nob to
b thought of for & moment.

Horaee haw written o his Iather, and M. Laval is
clover onongh to sea that he is unensy about the result,

Horaco for liis part is very far from being at his wase,
Ho breathes not o word of his doubls or his fears to
Alméo, but ho hinks of the old home and the tribe of
younger brothers and sisters.  Ho romoembers his father's
anxistios and eare for the future, above all he remembers
a Inir-haived English girl, whoso fortane would have
made his path in life so easy, n girl of whom his mother
b waid, “8ho is so good and troe, Hornoe; il yen win
hier you will be a happy man;” andl in his hoart ha knows
that & week ago he was ready to believe that she was
right. Yot ot loast he was not plodged, and though he
has wealed bis love to Aiméo by but one kis, it is o
pledge which alinll naver be bhroken

When the lotter comes at lnst he opens it with nervous
haste, and us ho tarns the first page hin brows contrast
and an angry light comes into his ayes. Ho lor onea
wooks M. Laval of his own nooord, but it would not seem
{hat the hour which he spends with him in his study has
tended to soothe his perturbed feelings. Axn ho leaves
him he thrasts the letter into his pocket, erushing it In
Lis hand, and goos out gloomily into the street.

“ (ho, then, if you will; obtain your parents’ permis.
sion and then come to ask mine,” M. Laval has said. *It
is woll our good Blanchard knows not of his little epi-
sode,” hie thinks 1 himself na the young man leaves him.
“ Bah, it is the overtare before the opers, the grase be.

mont.”
Iml‘:‘tlll‘: is insuflerable,” Hornoo says to himsoll. “Aimde
shiall never soo him agnin whon once we aro married. 14




