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The Mbany Begister.

Under the Lamps al Scarborough.

‘1 hardly know how I came to be at
Secarboreugh at all, but there I was. 1
am aneasy sort of man. lam afraid, in-
deed that [ have been easy, and, s0 to
speuk, the sport of circumstunces all my
life, aud it has not been a very long one
yet. At any rate, I found 'l:ll_\'.‘t.'}rf.llefi‘.
on a sweet Heptember night, leaning over
the wall of Spa Promenade, and staring
out seaward. Belind me the laumps were
only just fighted, but I had seen that the
amphitheatro seats were occupied,and by
the increase of rustling, and footsteps be-

hind, 1 knew that the promenade was |

filling. -

Still T stared out seaward, Jistening to
the slush of th: waves in the bay, and
thought how muach rougher and grander
they would be on the other side of Castle
Cliff.

* I wonder what I came for ?” T said
to myself. I don't kunow a eonl here
except the Nugents, and they will think
I followed them, and then—""

** Se you did follow us, after all, Rob-
ert?"

I confess that my start was more vio-
lent than the calm, ladylike tones seemed
to warraot ; the fulfilment of my prognos-
tication came upon me suddenly. Tt was
my suut, Lady Nugent, who spoke, and
with her there was her dauchter. my
cousin Cecile, commonly called Cis, whom
I had an-upneasy presentinent that 1 was
one day destived to marry.

“ How are Fou anput? Good evening,

Cis,” 1 stammered, facing round. “No,
1 doa't know that I have followed you
exactly ; bat—T am here, you see. How

do yonlikeit 7™

““ We have been here =0 often, Cis and
I,'" said Lady Nugeat, with a little shrug!
“ but "tisa charming place. And then the
flowers are so beautiful, and the music,—
I always think there is something in the
music, and lights, and the Jim sound of

the waves that touches one's tender feel..

ings."”

I believe I muttered internally, “Clap
trap !’ but visibly I asserted with a
sickly smile; for you see I was a little
afraid of Lady Nugent,—afraid of her at
all times, but ¢specially so when she did
the sentimental She seemed, in a met-
aphorical sort of way, to have her paw
upon me.

There was not, and never had been,
anything annroachizg to an engazement
Between Cecile and myself. In the days
zone by we had flirted a little, and been
a little silly,—perhaps very silly,—but
that was over. At least I theosht so
Six months ago, however, when I came
into my property, and became s Nugent
of Nugent, my natural feelings of satis-
foction were damped in » very sudden

"and unlooked for manner by my aunt's
proceedings.

It is rather a pleasant thing to find
yourself a man of property, independent,
unfettered ; the world all before you, and
the future, with its nameless hdpes and
possibilities, a book just opened, with its
brightest pages unread. Under sueh eir-
cumstances u young man will dream. and
his dreams will be sweet to him. Ile
will not relish, any more than 1 did, the
sudden waking up to find, as it were, o
lasso thrown sbout him, and his fate set-
tled. XNot that my aunt had any hold
unpon me at all in reality, bot then she
behaved as if she had. Cecile and I
were treated with a sort of mystericus
pettinz. It was inferred that there was
a secret understanding between us, which
must be respected, we were not subject to
ordinary laws at all. Little teic a-tetes
were planned for us ; and others besides
wy aunt soon began to take it for granted

that it was a “ case,” as people say, be- |

tween us.* Ior myself, no poor dcomed
ercature before a rattlesnake eould have
been more helpless. It may seem weak,
but T call any young fellow of my age
and temperament to testify to the power
of a clever womian when she wills a thing.

As for Cecile, she used to laugh and say, |

“ Poor mamma cannol realize that we
have done with our toys Robert. You
don’t mind it, do you? ”

“ Mind what?” T would ask.

¢ Mamma forgets,” Cecile would say.
looking hard at me, “ that, while [ am a

woman, you, being the same age in years, |

are yet a boy.”

And then I would be piqued, and—
well, say silly things to prove that I was
a man indeed, and mauly.

The worstof all was, that I believe

Cecile really cared for me, I could have

been very fond of her as a brother, but
nothing more. My hand was passive, if
hers touched it; her voice, even when it

uttered my own mame, sent no thrill |

through my heart; her presence was| wrong,” said L.

comparatively indifferent to me ; and yet
here I wis, drifting away al the path

at times, feeble efforts to bresk away, but
feeling that eventuoally I was doomed.

W the Nugents left, London for
Scarbotpugh, and my aunt said to me,

with 1 ut play S Well, if
yeu don't follow us, I shall eome back
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“ Well, come and see us to-morrow. We

{crash of brass instruments, followed by | mission to my fate.

{ say that my old schovl-chums will eall me
i Bob); “but it is not that.

| good deal.

daughter ¥ A nd- then I wondered wheth- | wanted to see her ;

sum per annum, Lady Nugent would let at a beautiful pieture: and she ecould |
me off. And here—the little rows of | pever be anything more to me, since was |
twinkling gas jets in the bands” pavillion | I not already appropriated ?
having sprung up long ago, snd the  Thesontence was very bitter to me
chundalier glittering inside—therecame a | now ; 1 had lost all of my passive sub- |
! At times, indeed,
the eoftest and sweetest of Guuned's the elements of strong msbellion rose up
i Arins” ¢ within me, aud I said to myself that I |
“Ah, well, did it matter much, after would be free; and the mext moment '
all, bow my life was setfled? ‘Was it | there would be the conscionsness of La- |
worth while struggling about it? All | day Nugent's voice in my ear and a paw
these dreams of mine were myths—sowe. | figuratively upon my shoulder.
thing that comes in the springtide of | time I only wanted to sce her, to be from

| youth when the imagination overflows; time to time a little nearer to this beauti-

something dn.-;med of in all men’s lives, ful, unpainted picture, where there was
but never realized.” ne harm in looking at, which I saw in my
Cecile was fovd of me; T had no dis- dreams, and when I awoke from them,
like to her. 1 would be good to her of  which I never utterly lost, even when
courge ; we might get on as well as other Lady Nugent and my cousin weve with
couples did. IDdown at Nugent there me. Who wasshe? Where did she come
would be for me the estate to see after, | from? Were her fiiends rvich 7 T hardly
to say nothing of huuting, shooting and  koow why; but I thought not; I rather
fishing. Oh, no doubt we might do very preferred that they should not be. And
well without the enchanted light that yet, after all what could it matter to
came ouly in visions. If I could have me?
had the light, so much the better; but This was how T came back with a sigh
perhans no one ever did have it in real
iy, myself turning unwillingly fro.m the open
As T thought thus, sometking—a little | promenade into the Spa Concert Room.
faint ery I thought it was—made me with cousin Cecile and Lady Nugent I
turn sharply to my right. I saw at first | dare say the concert was very fine that
| ouly a persmbulator, with a pale, childish | night; Cecile said it was. I only knew
fice looking anxiously over the side, and | that T had not the least idea what it was
then 1 was aware of a dog, a little bigger all about, and that when everybody was
than a respectabje rat, limpinz about waiting in intense cxpectatiou for the
amongst the legs that thronged the prom-  appearance of the great star of the even-
enade. ing, it suddenly struck me with a sharp
“'The wheel has zone over it.” eaid  pang “suppose they are gone away alto-
the yoice belonging to the childish face. [ gether?” 2
O, please Robert 1™ = I looked at Lady Nungent; she was
I don’t know whether I was idiot  calm and pale; waiting ; so was Cecile ;
enough to take this plaintive “ Robert” ' so was everybody—waiting as thouch life
to myvelf, instead of applying it to the depended upon a few shakes and trills,
lad who propelled the perambulator; and runs half a note higher than any
anyhow [ dived a: once after the little | feasonable voice eould go. How hot T
animal. picked it up nad restored it. 1 ' was!—how suddenly impressed with the
was thanked; not by the childish face, but | nothingness and inct'uﬁc:!uence of the
by one bending over it; a face older;  whole aftair! My picture! my precious
with more colog in the cheeks. with blue unpainted portrait ! If that slipped away
gray eyes, and masses of suany ha'r ' from me, I saw, as Lhad never scen be-
drawn away from it—not into the padded  fore, how terrible a blask it would leave
abertion whieh is so geveral. but into a behind.
coil of &I;inin:_: plaits, beautiful to look | “'Tis close here,” I said to Cecile,
upen. “awfully elose. 1 wouder how you can
I was thanked, I say, by a face and bear it.”
voice such as 1L thought I had never “Isit?"” she said. “Perhaps so! but-
looked upon or heard before; and as T hush, Robert, she is coming on.”
raised my hat and drew back, my eyes “Exeuse me for five mivutes,”” I whis-

! met Lady Nugent's in her downward walk pered: “ my head aches.”

aod my heart sank. Cecile just lucked at me, raised her
. 3 | eye-brows in wonder at my want of taste,
“"Tis j-wﬂy up here, isn't it ? Enough | byt did not speak, and the next moment
to muke o man wish life was all =ea side I was eut on the almost deserted promen-
and snushine.” ade. with the cool salt breeze on my fore-
I lay oo top of the Castle CIff with a | head, the stars beginning to coure out
cizar in my mouth, and my friend Char- | gverhead and the moon strugeling from
lie Ferrars was perchcd on the tarf be-  behind a cloud to throw down a long
gide we, bolding his chin in his bands, ' slver line across the water to its edgze ;
and looking, to say the truth, rather dis- 4pd there, near the little pavillion, which
contented than otherwise. Why he did | had no band in it to-night, I saw the
so, I did not know. Below us there was perambulator, the same lad propelling it,
the sen, sleeping in a goiden haze, out of pyy picture, and close beside her, tall,
which the sails shone like little immova- | black-coated, spect:mlcd.—l drew a long
ble white dots in the distant. There was  Lreath.
not a elond in the sky; and the sound of The stars seemed to have come down
the waves, if imlcq[d it reached us at all 30d oot into my eyes; the lamps danced
reaebed us, as Lady Nugent said, “dim- | into each other, like will-o™-the wisps gone
ly."” inad ; and the few occeupiers of the seat
O, those waves !—the delight of the ' ypder the colonnade became a confused
sun giancing zold upcn them ; the pleas- ' 1yass of dingy color. In another moment
ure of the walk to the Northern Cliff, [ was shaking hauds vigorously with the
down the wooden b‘tPI!B and AOGNn QL the I‘.!{._‘\-_ Richard ]‘enr}'n__ Viear of _\‘ugeul,
sand to the machines; —the forlorn gran- | plessing my memory, which never lost a
deur of being as it were, put off to sea, jsce when once seen, and explainivg to
and left there; the white rolls of foam ' the perplexed clergyman my elaims upon
lashing themselves against the wheels of his recollection.
your n achine till it trembles again, and “To be sure,” he said at lust; “our
ouly the great waste of waters glittering pew squire. 1'm stupid and near-sighted,
before our open door ;—then the plunge apd I did'nt remember you at ull. And
that puts life into you, and makes you when shall we have the pleasure, but 1
feel as if you had no hody, to speak of,— forget, Mr. Nngeat, this is my daughter,
that is, until breakfast tune ! Constance, and this poor little weakling
But I could not be poetical about all , _»
thiz to Charlhie Ferrars up on the Castle “You are very rude, papa,” broke in
Cliff, where we had met by the merest the childish voics I remembered so well.
chance, and where he appeared to «Jamnota weakling. I'm strouyz enongh
me to be doing anything but enjoying | now, if Constance would let me waik, but
himself; 1 counld not, for the life of me, | che won't. Awsd I know Mr. Nugent
tell why. quite well ; he picked up Topsy for me.
“They say o man pitched himself over My name is Letty, Mr: Nugent, and papa
here the other day,” said Charlie, sud- -has no right to eall me Gypsy, as dare
denly. | say you'll hear him do.”
“Did he 77 said I. “Poor beggzar! In T{&m was a laugh at this long speech.
debt, perhaps 7" ! T dou’t very well know whether I joined
Charlie took his chin out of bis hands, | or not. ¥ don’t koow indeed exactly
and replied, gloomily. “There are other what I did, or said, or thought, or how
things that may make a man desperate. | the time went. I know that once Mr.
But what do_you know about debt,—a Penryn said somethiug about the bay,
l‘“"f)’ cbnp like you o {-that we turned to look at it ; and that far
Somcthing in_his tone mnade me raiss away, a blaek spot in the ripple of the
wyzself vn coe elbow to look at him, but moonlight, there was a fisherman’s boat
he had turned his face away. If I had ' with a single light in it, which gleamed
known then what was the matter with | red agains the silver. We could see the |
him, I think 1 should have put my arms ' fisherman in his boat, motionless ; and it
round his veck and hugged him ; but I seemed as if in some way this also had |
did not know, snd so 1 blundered : ! got into my picture, and I could never
“Charlie, old boy, there's something forget it.
“ 1've more money than “1t is wo quiet here,’

said the viear's |

; Ihkn.olr what to do with; it would be a danghter, in answer to my stupid remark |
| charity—""
to which Lady Nugent peinted, making, |
{ langh.

“that T bardly expeeted to sce them

He broke into a constrained sort of a | gyt

: |

“Thavks, Bob,” said he (I grieve to| promenade ? ”’ said I. i 1
“Indeed, but I do,” she replied. I |
like the music and the lights, and to look |
at all the people—"

Sometimes 1
wish it was. Ilowevernevermind. It's
odd we didn't meet before, isn't it 77

“Well, yes,” said I. “But you see,
the Nugeaots are hero, and my aunt likes
attention, and I've been with them a
We steamed over to Riley
the other day. By the way, you kuoow
them, don't:you 7"

“A little,” he rephed.

“ thought, by_Jove,”
“I'll take you to eall to-day,”

viear. “’Tis a fine place for that sort of |
at Nugent. Wearea little out of the
waiy down there, cb, Constance ?” |
Jut of the world! Sowmehow there

amongst she Nugent beeches; the sun
shining over a green lawn; lights and
shadows over distant woods ; ariver, and

said T.

mI__m_\id to myself. 'I.;::J_N nt, as I took my place.
er it might be possible that, fora certain | There can be nothing wrong in lugking 'I lookJn il}'g;ot': had seen ngyhol;:ca

L

Mean- |

| up Topsy.

"

to the actual position of affairs—to fiad

| Priory,

' word,” continued Letty.
| you don't mean to take her?

. shall not do.

' gh

*My train startsat 1:30,” was the grim

“Thanks, all the same. I
came down for a few days on business;
can’t spare any more time ; and I musa’t
stay dawdling hereany longer, either; so
good by, old fellow. Meet' you in town
_some time.”

blue hills beyond. Here was a silting
for my picture.

4T think I should like to be out of the
world,” T said. “At least I mean to go

“No, not to Nugent,”,

down to Nugent as s0on as.—that is, you |

are not going home yet, Mr. Pearyn?” |

You

They were looking at me curiously.

Lady Nugent slightly unquiet and search-
ling; and a spirit of malice came upon

me.

“T have just met with the Vicar of
Nugent and his danghters,” I retorted,
bravely,. - We walked about under the
lamps, - and I suppose I'm dazzled . a
bit ; that's all,

II1.

1 was holding silk for (lonstanee Pen-
ryn to wind ; Gypsy was dressing up
Topsy in a red shail, much to his discom-
fort, and Mr. Penryn wrote or tried to
write at a side table.

“I don’t believe it sir,”" said Letty.
“T don't believe (be quiet, Top!) that

| you ever wound silk before in your life ;
| I dare say it wont be fit to use.
| are =0 conceited.

But you
You know you thought
I meant you when I ealled Robert to pick
You think everybody must
be thinking of you.”

I laughed, and the vicar just murmur-
ed a word or two of remoustrance; but
he was busy.

You see it had come to chis with me.
Lady Nugeut never knew where my
moruoings wera spent. She was suspi-
cious, I knew. She would have watched
ma if she could, but that was not possi-
ble; and in this case I was a mateh for
her cross-questioning.

“Wait till we get to Nugeat,” Lsaid to
the small owner of the red shawl. “We
shall see if’ you dare call me names there,
where T am monarch of all T survey.”

“Of course I shall,”” =he replicd.
“And you won't be monarch of all you
survey, either. But Mr. Nuogent,—by
the way, I kave a great mind to call you
Robert.™

“Deo,” said 1.

“It would be fun,” said she. “What
would they think at Nugeot? You reaily
mean to come there!” -

“Certainly,” I replied.

0 S good ?'" she asked

“Waeli,” said I, I hope not for very
bad.”

“You kuow what T mean, sir,” said she,
—F%to settle down.”

“Yes, to settle down,” said 1.

“We want a resident squire dreadful-
ly,” said the young dady, with great
gravity ; “papa says =o, but then papa
has an eye to subseriptions, and flannel,
and good stuff of all sorts for the poor
people. Now I (observe the difference!)
simply think that you will let me go into

-the park whenever I like, just asif it were

my own.”

“Exactly,” said .

“And all over the picture gallery,”
she coutinued, “and the drawing-roows,
and—" :

“To the very store-rooms, if you like,
in spite of cross old housckeepers,” I
exclaimed.

“Mrs. Crane is oot a cross old house-
keeper,” said letty, indignantly. “She
is a beautifal old lndy, in black silk Y—
aud a white cap? She is a great deal
more dignified than you are.” :

“Very hikely,” said I. < I'll tell you
what more you shall do at Nugent-
Should you like to go on the river in a
boat ?"’ .

] should think so,—rather,” said Let-
ty. v
" “Very well,” said I, “I shall have oue
built,—a real clipper ; and there shall be
erimson cashions for it; and we'll call it
“The Gypsy,” in houor of you. Wintdo
you say ?”

Letty had come up close to me by this
time, and was lonking at me with an
cagerness that had something almost
painful in it, while the poor little serrier
started wistfully out of his- crimson
wrapper, nod uttered a faint yelp of re-
monstrance.

“You are choking him, Gyp,” said
Constance. )

“That shows how much yon know
sbout it,”" was the retort. *“But Mr.
Nugent, do you mean it really 7"

“Yes, really,” I replied.

“Then T'll tell you what,” said Netty ;
“‘youn are the very nicest man 1 ever
knew. Shall we get as far as the old
do yeu thiok, and XNorven
Wood 77

I don'tsee why not,” I replied.

“And Constance there bever says a
“But perhaps

=t

Involuntarily I looked at the fagg op-
posite we ; and somehow the silk got
tangled. I had to give it up from my
clumsy fingers, to say a few words of
apology, and then to find by my watch
that it was time to go.

“And I baven't heard half abuut the
bronzes, Gypsy, nor about the yellow

drawing-room at the Ilall you were to

help me to alter,” said L
I shall see you to-night.”

“That’s no use, even if we go,” retort-
ed Letty, promptly ; “which, perhaps, we

“Never mind;

if you are very foud of Miss Nugent. 1

know papa thinks—"

“Letty,” valled ont the vicar, rather
ly, “*you are an incorrigible chatter-

Mr. Nugent? Good by, e shall sec

thing, which we don’t get much of down | you soon, perhaps, down at the Hall.”

“T'he Hall 7 said L
going home?"
+Yes, to-morrow, ' he replicd.

“You are not

I have

came upon me a rustling. of soft wind been three Sundays awsy already; and | caved,” she continued. “You have le
this Gypsy of mine is getting all right nmmma on to believe that things were |
now ; so there's noexcuse for staying. turning as she wished to have thew turn.
AR | By fits and starts, in a lapguid sort of |
I went away with a”strange sort of way, you have tried to make we eare for
| you, llebert; you cannot deuy it.” 1
! |

| Good by.”

msat_ion of having the grtsund_ cut from
mder wmy feet, thoroughly -bey

and mis':r:,:ble. 1litherto 1 have been in
a dream, cheating myself, from time to

time—into the belief that it was real; |
now 1 had got to wake vp. I kdew 1

! You will be with Lady
“Then you don’t care for the gay Nugent and yourcousin, then. I wonder |

|rificed. Lady Nugent was nothing to me
.in such a case ‘a8 this.
ago, it is true, I suffered myself to drift
sluguishly on in the way she wished me
to drift; but I was ignorant then. I knew
better now. Things are altogether differ-
ent with me. [ would brave my aunt; I
would tell Cecile—

At this point [ stopped. The face of

my cousin came and looked at me from

beside the other one of my unpainted
pictures. It was not exactly like it used
to be ; it had a worn look, an absent, wor-
ried expression in the eyes;
manner to me was changed.

patient and pettish. Tn spite of my pre-
,occupation I had noticed this, and won-
dered. What if Cecile did care for me
after all in real earnest !

It was nseless to say to myself, “I can't
help it; it is not my fawdt ;" because toa
certain extent it was my fault. Lady
Nugent had paraded us before the world
as lovers, and I had idly accepted the

| position. 1 was to blame. :

As I rang the bell at Providence Villa,
[ #ele in myself that [ was wretched ; and
I felt also that, from a woman like my
aunt, no quarter was to be expected. I
felt this still more strongly when I went

into the drawing-room and saw her sitting |

in a chair at the window, with her work
fallen idly upon her lap.

Lady Nugzent was too busy a woman to
like idleness ; sonrething her fingers must
do to keep up a sort of aceomppuniment to
the thoughts which she was forever turn-
ing over in her brain. It was omi-
nous, therefore, to see her this evening
with those sawe rapid fingers tightly in-
terlaced, while the lips that opened to
speak to me seomed thinner and sterner
than ever.

“You ure coming to walk with us,
Robert, | suppose 7" she said. *“It is
eatly yet; but, perhaps,” Cecile will not
go; and if so, T shall not leave her.”

“Notgo?"" 1 stammered. “Why ?”

#““he hasa headache,” replied my aunt

briefly.

“T am sorry,” said I, “Cis is not given

to headaches,” -

“No, she i3 not; but Cecile has not

been well lately ; something is wrong. L
don’t know whether you know what it is,"”
laaid my aunt, severely; “but I de not.
You mieht have noticed her paleness;
but T dare say yon haven't. I suppose a
mother’s eye is the keenest, although one
would have thonght—"

She broke off abruptly, stiil looking at

me with a sort ol contemptuvus question-

ing, and 1 was obliged to confess that I l

had thonght Cecile was looking ill.
“Exactly, lRoubert; she does look ill,"”
said my sunt. “She frightened me last
night. and I do not easily take fright. If
you two had any foolish quarrel,—but

there, 1 must leave vou to settle it for *gents under the colunade were full, and,4

yourselves ; only, if you ean pursuade
Cecile to go ovuat to-night, instead of mop-
ing at Lhome, I think it would be better
{® her. It is useless for me to speak, I
know ; bnt she will listen to you.™

This was pleasant. I heard the rc-
treating footsteps, and eculd have stamped
wy own foot at them in despair. 1 had
a horribile convietion that a erisis must
come,— nay. had come already ; and how
was [ to meet it.? If1 eould have gone
up to Coeile, and spoken to her ealmly ;
if I eonld haee said, “Let all this farce
be ended ; I do not love you; 1 never
did love you, excéept as a beother might
love his sister 7  DBat then [ counld not
do this. 1f she cared for we, it would be
brutal 1o do =0

[ heard Cecile eome in and close the
door, and I confess that my heart beat
uncomfortably.

“Rebert,” =aid she.

I turned round with as good anaffecta-
tion of carclessness as I could command,
but it broke down ifito an impulsi.e ex-
clamation when I saw her.

“Why, Cis,” said I, “you have been
erying "

=lie tried to retort, but it was rather a
failure.

You have been erying,” I repeated,

A little while |

and her
It was im- '

| “let me tell you—"" Sl
“I wil let you tell me nothing,” she
|interrupted, “Robert, I am en to
Charley Ferrms. Do you th thot
- while you are acting as you do now,
! mamma will listen to' one word abgut
him ?”
| In thbe new light that had fallen upon
me, I think I was nearer falling in love
;riuh Cecile than ever I had been in my
ife.
. “Charlie Ferrars " I cried ; “and he
| came down here to plead his cause with
my aunt ; and she told him she had other
views for you. eh ? Wouldn’t let him see
| you, perhaps ; so that was why he had an
idea of throwing himself over the Castle
Cliff. I see'itall. O,€Cis!”
| “You are not vexed with me ?” gsaid
Ceeile.
“Vexed " said . “If you could only
| know what it is to me. So I um to draw
back for Charlie, and all the onus is to
full npon me ? I am to pretend that I
| won’t have you ?"
“Robert ! she exclaimed.
“Do you really love him Cis?” said
#He is the best fellow in the world.””
I bezan searching about for my hat,
| which was in my left band all the time.
“What are you doing Robert? she
' asked. “1 thought you would help me.””
| “Sol mean to,—so L will,"” I replied.

I.

| Tell my aunt I am too mect you. I will
do that anyhow ; only don’t keep me now
please.” :
In less than half an hour I was out on
the balcony of Mr. Penryn's lodging, and
| Constance with me,—very closeto me; I
might even confess that my arm was
| round her. And casual passers-by-eould
leok up if they choose; they could see
! nothiog for the heavy curtain over the
window behind us. Even if they could
have seen, I den’t think, in my then state
of mind, that I should have cared ; and
Constapce was saying, ‘“‘But you never
mean that 7 You could not have bad the
heart to stay away from Nugent.”
“But I should, though,” said I. “If
| you had said anything else, L would never
have gone near the place. Are you sure

I amn quite awake,—that "tis a real ‘you"

‘I have here, or only.a dream 7"
“Do 1 look like a dream ?” she asked.
“Yes you do, very, I replied.”” *“I can
hardly believe. that you are not one.
Why do you move away? I don't want
‘go. 1 am content. The world has been
| very gosd to me to-night.”

“But Robert, you said—"

“Ah, poor Cecile!"” gaid I. “Aund you
won't mind helping her, for my sake?
Come then.” :

* e * = %

Once more under the lampe oo tha
promenade. The band was playing,  the

=

passing along the sea wall I saw the fish-
| erman’s boat in the ripple of the moon-
light, just as though he had neverstirred
from his post but stayed there to see the

end. And sheére amongst the upward |

stream of people came my aut and Ce-
cile, Lady Nugent, pale, stern displeased;
Ceelle with her head bent down.
heart gave e one great throb of antiei-
pation ; then I put the little hand within
my arm a little tighter and went forward
boldly. I saw my aunt's eye full upon
e, npon us, rather, [ sawthe little start
| which she Tonld not repress, the sudden
hauzhty questioning, and the drawing
" herself"up. Then, I spoke.
“Aunt,” said I, “ler we introduce Miss
Penryn, the daughter of our viear at

Nugent. Coustance, this i€ Lady Nugzent, |
] . COVERING

my aunt.”

The color that was so seldom there,
flashed red over Lady Nugent's cheeks;
one single withering look fell upon me,
and then all sign of emotion was goue,
and she makiog her little cold, matter-of-
fact speech to my future wife,—acecepting
the position. She was a clever womao.

| But, better than this, I canght a glance |

I had . .
IT8 POLICIES ARE NEGOTIABLE.

from Cecile, strangely brizht.
secn the hand elasp with which she greet-
ed Constance, and vague pietures of fu-

“Go to the premenade, Cis; you must. pArproved

of
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el l don't lJcliL‘\'L‘ )’\Jll are well. ‘VE ture 'I'.‘_‘(‘li“gg at Nugcut befure usa" b.e_ ’ B’ tl_’ﬂm“h ml " s of
are cousins, you kmow, Cis. Is there gan toflitbeforeme. I might bave tried | ;:iis-‘!‘;vi::;ﬂ&:'m'm- m:
anything 1 L-:m‘hclp you in ¥ to catch what the two zirls were talking -nh_g?hy tktrﬂuylﬂy assigned or transferred,
“Yes, there 18" she rcphurl + #1 want ! ubu“t; but I was bu-.y guing m¥ aunt a |am“;°::»b e, and mh Mﬂ;‘ SEASTRL be--
to speak to you, Robert.  We bave been + summapy of Charlie Ferrar's prospects, | po, ot 'm'“‘ el » i
. . E13] 2 T 0 | from v I
zood fricnds always, haven't we ? | which grew very fair under my handling, |
“To be sure we have,” said L ' and claiming my right as Cecile’s nearest | AR

“] waut to be good friends still,” said
Coeile. *1 want you to promise that you
will think n«ne the worse of me for what
[ app going to say.”

'-JI Thiug.” [ eaid gravely, “tkat yon
can have nothing to tell which would
lessen wy respect for you.” .

“Thanks,” said Ceeile. “Tt is about
myselt. We are neither of us blind,
Robert, though we have been acting asif
we thought each otherso. You know as
well as [ do what has been, and is, in my
mother’s mind respeeting us. Must [
speak plainer 2"

#*No,"” said L.

“Well then, Robert,” she continued,

| with me.”
|

{ behind the airy castle.

The hand got nearer and bigger.
“But you have behaved as if you

[ A sparkle of excitoment had risen to
| her eye, and the traces of tears were all
one.

“Well, Cis—"

“T don't think youhave dealt quite fairly ‘

1 felt as if a bizg hand was rising up |
e I had gbeef: ’ S
arp tter- | building only an hour age, but I did not |
¢ And the gossamer dress,” put in the  box ; shall bave to shut you up. Going, | answer. |
“Youn know you ucver cared for me,” |
-I she said « “at least in that sort ot way. | scot to any part of the const by express, C. 0. D. |
If you will not speak, Robert I must.”” |

d!

'
1
i

“ Don't say anything yet,” she inter- |

I'male relative, of giving
portion.
Perhaps Cecile heard Charlie’s name,
and was wicked enough to listen. T don't
know.

was going to Nugent with the enryns,—
{ Cecile lingered a little behind the others.
and came up close to me. '
“Good by, and God bless you Robert,”
said she. “If I said anything hard to
you this evening, forgetit. Ihope you'll
. be as happy as I am.
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: . SR 4 . { id .the vicar ! : -
‘are at ] " i.| 1T shook hands indifferently enough, | «put to the North Cli S M erribly *| was going to Providence Vills, and should | rupted. “I “repeat, you haye not dealt = e
denee m wm? and after he _I'll-,ﬁn L reproached my- | ,nable, T mppc::, :,‘uliﬂ;, is g&l’fof'f;’o ueedg:‘ll fl’ my self possession. And yet fairly by me. A girl cannot:reluse or FOR THE PAGM:%
Muchww fashionable self for it. Ilut then T was pre- pied Gypay here ; and . besides, it is less ex- | behind me lay the romance, the very ex- accept a man until be has offered himself, | . e” g . 3
éither. But y must be &m ‘and h‘g‘m of anything that disturbed | se. There is a concert in there, J |istence of’ I-)udépm&ldﬂa'vﬂgrldf[cn? she ! In plain words, you would e (e ol el .
ed, you know.”  Cecile gave me an ab- | me. The world bas changed with me |, ieve,” he added, stopping suddenly.  ovly a mouth ago was a myth, before me. | neither retreat nor come forward, snd PR b '
seat little nod, and two pale kid fingers, | since the eveaing 1 leancd over the sea- | wSome ope told us s0.” e 1 tried to think 3 oub. I could see | what was I to do? Ifever I seemed to o IGASHSSC RIS [
and they passod on. 1 did pot. offer to | wall and wondered what I had come o | “Tho ‘words roused me into @ guil s gansasaon sl S g nch- | draw you on—" : : viimraf1d WSNEERONE. -
jointhem. . TUC gh for, consciousness that my five “minutes hay | o4 bow as it was when I saw it first— | “Which you did,” said T. i e i
Oddly ws that last phrasc of my | grown into half an hour, if not more. and: hear the'childish voice say, “I won- “Which perhaps T did,” said_Ceeile. | -
aunt’s lingered with me, hptrmv- ; . 20/ 0.7 id, hutsied- | der if you are fond of her. I know papa ‘I cannot tell. 1f L.did, it was in order
R e L il LA, L g 7 : BT, St kel «

hat was it the vicar thought! Did | get it, Rebert.

“
: : 1{0‘ ~searcely oy obe. mlﬁba-a; ; You made me very un-
2 [ did know it... usn%ﬂh '%ﬁ 'g,.,m.m. Constance know ? Did she think it too 7| bappy, Robert.” e
2 top upou. . The o o T i {Asd, if 20, how did it afzct her ! I began L felt my heart leap up into my throat, 2 2
; | “And> e, ireplied the_ vicar, | to form desp resolutions in - and my brain grew hot. W hat was com- P 3
g y Lealmly, “4f you 1 take the tronble. | patience. cause (I had been foolish | ing next 7 7 A il :
T B Here is the address: Good night.” and wesk onee, there was surely no ne.| ‘‘Now for the truth,” said Cecile. | - Albany, 2
= “What have you been 'doing 7" asked | cessity.that my whole life should be #ac- |  “Stop one moment, Cecile,” said I, i

»




