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The Harvest of the Heart.
BY GZRGE COWPER,
We cat Leneath the apyle boashs,
Upon et well reneaibered day,
And.gleaming i the samnmer <un,
The nipened swaws betme us lay.

Oh joyrul 1une! ol dus o T day s
Youe sule«rovy doy - ke biind
Lay mmy own—no aibi 1 oue

Could inteh 1ty dasting, i the Land,

We wuiehs e m0wers as they swung
Anear iherr shining seyibe- niows,
And saw abe plumed plidd.x £
Before thetr stuidy, sweeping biows,

And carth and »ky wete full of love;
It breathed from every balmy leaf,

And cune e o-= the golden ficid
From every golden-ius-cled <heaf.

The li'ics teaued o0 bear the ~ong
The hively brook sang rannmg by;

The old oak moved s gint head
In joy, appruvingly on high.

The wild bee droned upon e way,
To (1o 4e wish the thunty ro-c;
And far away the bary hills
Were wrapped in dieamy  <oft rop ose.

The robin rocked upon the ~pray,
And poured upon the fiagiant arr
A flood of vnmtausht meiody
That woke the woo tund everywlhere.

Ole. litighily shone the Lies then?!
Sweet was the -0y the ranael ~ang,
And dear the merey robng’s pigee
That round u~ clearly, blihety rang.

And you who sa, with blushig checks
Aud downegst eyes, close atmy snde,

Long eie the leaves therr purp ¢ woi e
Had proun~ed you woudd be wy Lrude.

Aud harvest oft as come aud goie
2nce we two sat henedih dhe tiee

And yetat bas ftom that day rforth,
Leen naught Ll veet time to me.

A harvest ume of ail the bliss
That tins Lite eitn 1o us impar;

The garnering of earnest lovem—
The fowtin! harve-t ot tie heart.

A Little While.

Beyoud the similnrr and the weeping,
T ~hall be soon;
Beyondihe waking aid the lecping,
Beyond the -owing and the reaping,
I etiall b wonm,
Love, 1e~t and Limme!
Sweet home!
Lord, tarry not Lt come,

Beyond the blooming and the fading,
* 1 ~hail be soon;
Beyond the shinng and the <hading,
Beyond she hoping and the d reinding,
1 ~hadl e ~oan?
Fove, test, und imne!
Sweet home!
Lord, tury net, but come,

Beyond the vaimg and the setng,
1 «hail be <oon;
Beyond the calming i the fietting,
Beyond rememticiing and forgeuting,
I slaal e suon
Lovy, ve<t; and home!
Swedl ftome!
Lord, tarry not.but come.,

Beyoud the purang and the meeting,
1 s M e woang
Bevoud the firewelland the goeetirg,
B:: oud e pulee’s fever buating,
Iedmi oe w00
Toove rear and hogn!
Sweer home!
Lard, tarsy not, hut rome,

Beyond the f-o<i-cliiin and the fever,
I <lauli Le <anng
Briont the igrik-wuate and the river,
Beyond the ever and the never,
T sha'l e voon
Love. redt, and home!
Sweet hame!
Lord, tarey uat, but come,

=——_——_—_____———_____—__
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Carlyon’s Vacation,

—
JIOW JIE TROLLLD FOR JACK AND GOT HOOKED
BY Crrip,

—_—
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CHAPTER III.

FISILING FOR A IIEART.

The next morning, as soon as breakfast
was over, Carlyon prepared to start for his
seventh heaven, fur though very unlike old
Iz‘:mk Walton in temperament, he resembled
him .e;ceedingly in the ardor of his piscatory
passion.

*“Your paradise, Lion, will be fall of chalk
streams to a deed certainty. I believe, on
my soul, you'd prefer a 31b. troat to a black-
eyed houri,”” said Du Plat, as Philip un

packed his tackle and flies with all a lover's
arder,

“Muach safer game in this world, at any-
rate, and much less expensive,’”? said Car-
Iyon. “Your rod will never decaive you,
never alter, and never pall; you'ean’t say as
much for hourig, old fellow. + Won's +you
come snd try the charmers hid in the waters
of the Alder?” e

“Nut I, I'm going to the achool-room to
hoar Smalls say their catechism. You know
my right feelings on such subjects, and I've
an iden I'm godfuther to one of them.”!

Curlyon looked seurn unutterable. I
don’t doubt yuu’ll shurw, lele-u-tete with your
Andalusian beswuty, that you condider rour
duty to your ueighbor is to love ber as your-
self.”

“Well! I may as well set my affections
on & live guveruess as o dead pike uny day.
I bet you my sport in the schoolroom wilt
bz s good as yours in the Aunder)”” And
Du Ulat sprang up the stairs, three at a time,
to the schouvf-room, where hie obtained the
young Chips an imwmediate holiday, and
sang duets with the governess all the morn-
Carlyoun went forth to his loves—jack,
perehy trout aud ronch~—beauties, to which,
ever since be fished for stickiebacks with o
phial, he had always been addieted.

g,

Day after day he apent cronching down
in the sluppy grass, n shower wetting him
to the skin, waiting for the fish to nmibbie,
cr standing in the tuil blaze of an Mugust
e, enncentiating atl bis energics on trol
lug for jack,  Waling home theaugh dank
tern ved Lrushwood in a thunderstorin—gats
ting up before dawn 1o walk ten mil2y, only
te find the ~strevn hal been whippe ! bef e
i —spioning foutlessly, houre alier hour,
while the rane deipped off nis wideeawake
in mintature Niguras—getting benizhted,
and following a Jack-o'-lautern
away into a bog—or finding himself strand-
ed on a ¢ mmou, the night teo dark to de
cipher the sign-post—all this was the soare:
of purest delight to Pinlip, becaure—0 yu-
initinted! —it was Tismuing!  The Fgyptian
canaille might as well have sought to pene-
trate the mysteries ef Isis, or neophytes as-
pired to propound the learning of the schaols
as ignorant tyros to understand the mysteri-
wus joy locked up in that one word for all
breturen of the gentle eraft.  Of course, if
this toil and travail had been his trade, nev-
er, he would hLave vowed, was there soill-
used a man, hut being sport, the knowledee
that he was fisking wade Carlyon, wer.
weary, foot-sore, with every limb aching,
and every thread dripping, experiencea deep
strong sensation of delight, which the unin
itiated need never strive to explain or com-
prehend, and which he himself, I dare say,
it put to it, would have been puzzied to an-
alyse, piscatory philosopher thou zio he was.

Ou the banks of the Alder, Carlyon furgor
hiv cares, his profession, his finces—cvery-
thing disagreeable; and came houme to din-
ner in ~ach charming spirits that every on
at Monkstone Court voted him the he-t con-
versationalist in the world.  Andso he was:
his sweet voiee, his fascinating ways, and
his brilliant chat were not lost un sumebuady
t0o whom lie specially addressed them. |
ean’t say whether he was aware of it or not.
(we’ll hope not, and that he dida’t houk
hearts with as lictle remorse as trout,) but
certain it was that Philip conquered as many
fair ladies as he cured. As Lady Chip
averred, he was a “dangerous doetor,”” and
Leila Wyadham hegan to gradge the jack
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1zt

=0 much of his company, and think this
Landsome, graceful, winning angler wixn
just as well talk with her, and ride with her
as whip tho Alder all day long. Before
very long Carlysn began tu share her opin
ion, and robled the jack of several hours ta
spend them in the Monk«tone drawing-room
or in riding and driving with the little heir-
ess,  Livery evening Cariyon tuok possessing
of the eis-a-viv »sfa, and talked his way into
the young lady's heart ashe had talked it int)
@ good maay, for when Cariyon chose to g
trolhing with the Lhait of his fascinutions, woe
he to any trout that came uigh, for haoked
it was, uolens voleas.  Liotla soon began t)
helieve that nehady was ever 8o kind or an
perfect na Mr. Carlyan; anl whea he savel
a small Chip from a grave in the Alder.
thought lium thr'r‘. nobleat paladin that ever
breatued. '

{Ie was standing on the river bank one
day with her and Mrs. Elgehill, when
sereams at the top of a sheitl, torvified voice
interrapted them in tho middle of u disser-
tation on Pendennis.

“Good Gl the bag'll be carried into tho
sluice,” cried Philip, tuking off his coat, av
he Leheld, o good many yards distant, a tub
fionting fast towards a water mill and de-
struction, and Clup’s son and heir within it.

Carlyon was into the water in a sezond.
and swimming like another Leander, while
Leila steud on the banks, leoking, Mrs.
Edgehill told her aftersards, desperately
inclined to throw herself in after him.—
Philip, who was as plucky as he was strong;,
swam steadily after the brat, caught hold of
the tub close to a sluice, through which the
water rushed to flll the mill-pond, and land-
ed it in safety. Mrs. Edgehill overwhelmed
him with praises, but he only shook himself
iike n Newfuurndiand; took out his wateh to
see if the works were wet, threw back his
head, Inughed, and told her it was only a
little agresable exertion of his muscles.—
Leila tcok both his bands in hers, and
looked at him, the tears falling down her
checks, with an expression which fiattered
him more than the capture of a salmon in
the Tweed when he was seveateen, or the
eompliments the examiners paid him when
he passed at College. Lady Chip, you are
sure worshipped him from that hour; and
when Leila heard him protesting that it was
all nonsense to thank bim—what had he
done—nothing but what a Yarmoath boat-
man or a water-duog would have dune every
aton as well—that there was no danger in
the eluice, and, if thero had beon, his life

wasn't 30 dcligbtfal to him that he'd ehown

much magaanimity in risking it~—she
thoushit, “What a warin, geiersud heart this
m in has under all his ussusmed coldaess and
philusophs!” Whereun madem iisclle looked
at Carlyon's pale, handsvme face, and slid
into dungerous speculutions.

“I suppase endungering your lifa to-day
was pure selfishuess, wasa't (12" she whis-
peved as she pas<ed him.

Curiyon lookel at her with a merry smile.
“Butirely; because, don't you see if thero
il been adeath in the family my visit
vouid liwve beea cut shor?’!

+Corm ne vaas ma2 tuquinez!’” eriel Leila
tossing her hand, lifting her eyebrows, and
dashingaway from himinindigaation, “Se
you are 2ring fishing azgain,’” said she, next
woraing at breaktist,  ©@ think if | were a
man, 1 woall fial some better amuasuncar
fur my lorlly iotellect thaa hooking o few
paor tish.”

“But if your lorHy intellect hal been
wearing itselfl to deawth in London streets,
aperati md an i legrures, you would be very
shed to vest i £ a livtle while, and bave a
qiiet duy ander tho trees, with nn greater
teauble than ow o fiil your basket,” Liugheld
Catrlyun.

“There, thon, by your own admission, it
is oy an excase for the dolee, n cover to
your illeness, your cigir-cwe, nnd your
k!’ aaid ths hitde heivess, handing him
s coffea.

“A quiet day under the trees [ could per-
fectly understand your enjoying my ear
follow, but u atremy night spent in dancing
after a Will-o™-the-wisp, with your thing-
dripping like wSaye atter 4 batl, anl ma)
half way up to your kuees, [ urast say is be-
yowd me,” obeervel Du Put.

“I aever kaew ouus of yeur great anglers
brivg home anough tur diaaer fur the ¢at,”
laughed Lady Chip,

“Hishing is neitner mwmly nor ex:iting
and iUs very lazy an Uerael,” criel Liila —
“Dear me, our pur<uity are sacerel at.—
Why they're ialastey inell, crupucel t
kaocking sume ivory balls aboar, o fidiag
suall shot into wahapoy birfy, or sittiog
round 4 eard table wita n fes pieces of puate-
board, or any other smusen2at of ¥y waole
lords uf ereatinn,  If @2 Ly o1 tas goass aly
day, or whispal tho water with 4 marea-
brow.a or a caperer, wht lastures we woull
get an waste of tine, waad sneers at woe
m 'y petitesses, what seofs at fanle frivoli-
ties!”

“Qaiterighy, Leila,’ chimead in Mrs. E e
hill.  “Iishing’s not o quatter so u<efsl us
crochet or novel reading.””

“O0r seandsl. Doa's forget lalies” pet
pastim:,” smiled Carlysn. “I've known
some risehal lips torture more with theirr
words than [ever, lo withay b, anl
blnly mare l‘cpul.t.uuns thaa [(’J'L‘A' take perch
or raach.”

*Ou! you're a horril man,” said Mrs.
Bazehill. I believe the flist words you ut-
tered a4 o bhiby were o sarcasmn against wo-
men’

*Or a petition for a fishiag-rol,” added
Leila.

Carlyon lauzhed, and thought, *Is that
lirtlo thing vexe ! [ loave hor tur the juwk?””

He went and spent the day with the jack,
nevertheless; eajoyeld Lumsedt tuwwearely,
wad brought bane swaa tish too wad, even
Liviy Chup allowed, *fur the cat.”

At dinaer Luly City aske [ vim to d) he-
a et favor —to g aal visit some poar
woaran in e aex: vnfrge, wa ) heen given
up by the patish Detars, aal decileld v b2
in ¢rmsumption,

Curly i thoaght of Dia B:bing. The vie-
1t wanld take a god u;uplé vt hoars; Sighed
hur—acyuiesced.

Leila fuoked at him with
“You biad better not goz yoa'll buve no fity
cuipea fee, and the fee, you knaw, ia all
inelical men care fur. They never do uny-
thing exeept to fill their purses.”

nomalin <mile

=04l we like to see interesting casov,”
spswered he, carelessly; “und I don‘t like to
di-oh'ige my ho-tess

< And we Jou’t like tv dv a kindoess, do
wo?”?

“lvis wot a kindness; I may gain some
kuowledge cucof this case. That is why
| QTR

+You provoking man!™ cried Leila, giviog
him « blow with her bouquet. *1've knowa
plenty of peuple try to make one think well
of thom, but { never knew anybody so ob-
stinate in depreciating himself as you are.
flowever, itis nuv use with me. I have
the lorgon de Balzac, and I can see your
heart beneath your words, and I know
your actions give the lie to your pretence of
philosophic egotism. But I will adopt your
phraseology, if you like it, and eall giving
up a moraing of your darling sport to visit
o poor woman, ‘selfishness’ instead of kind-
ness.” ”’

Carlyon laughed heartily. “Well, if you
invest avery ordinary nction with a chival-
rous aroma, I can’t help it. You'll tell me
next that [ passed at St. George’s solely to
benefit wankind. Miss Wyndham, I want
to convert you—to make you o disciple of
Izaak Walton, Come with me tomorrow.
1 promise you a luxarious seat under the
willows, and you shall seo the trout lying
bebind their stones, and tell mo if the pisca-
tory art you despise does not make an
August day pass pleasantly.” So spake
Carlyon, leaning over the piano one evening.

Leila looked enraptured. “Yes, T will
eome; bat, as to beingconvertad, nows cerrons!
[ eball fancy myself an Undine—~nn Uuline
for your Alder, Sir Goifrey—in n black hat

and high-heeled bouta, Won's that be nevel
and poetie?”’

“And an ‘awakener’ in a shooting coat,
ribbon-tie, and wide-awake; don't forget that,
Leila,”” said Mrs, Edgehill, maliciously. .

Carlyon put up his liead in the air, and
looked haughdness unutternble. Leila culored
and began to pley the “Exspress” at a mad
gallop, whereon Du Plat and the governess,
tHuntly and Mrs. Edgeliill, whirled them-
selves down the drawing rooms; and Honoria
Cusmetique came over Philip’s mind with a
chill which wade him shudder. Dua Plat
liad  become seriously involved with the
handsome governess, with a complete renun-
ciation of his {ormer estimation of govern-
e-ses, and oblation of how he had sworn at
his friends for keeping such temptations
when they were pretry; and such nuisance,
wlhen they were ugly, running tume ahout
their hosses, Dua Plat dasbed intn Jove
mueh as begave a Star and Garter d jeaner,
or sent o brucelet to an aciress, withuit
thinking what price he might bave to pay
for ity e had shotin and out of love as
fast as an aphrodite changes its huz, and
whispered more vowsin dewz femps, ice-
roums, pie-nice, and mooulight balcunies,
than fickle King Solouion himself in his ser-
agalio,  And in love he went headlong; and
the governess, proud and stately though she
was, accepted it, nay, encouraged it; which
was very unprincipled in 2 penniless orphan,
~evera young ladies will say, who have never
been similarly tempted; for we all know how
amusing it is to be rigid, and crushing,
and virtuons—on other people. Whether
it i4 20 amusing un one’s own sins is another
matter,  Paartsees say. Yes; publicans, No.
[ o with the publicans inyself—don’t you?
Sy, Lelie lectrice, though itis easy for you
to say she sbould have repulyed Du Plag,
with his band-ome face and <parkln g talents,
anl a buidred and one attractions, I doubt
it iy 0ot quite <o easy 11 poor Inez to do so,
especially us <heisa governess, and unused
t that sovt of thing, of course.

And g for Carlyon ard Leila—dear me
a coupte of aceks hadl bronght them guite
iuty cfeiendship.”  She was a new species
to Pulip, juded, sceptical man of the world
thiet he wa<: and such a telling ¢ntrast to
the stackbroker’s daughter!  The litle beir-
ex's hivaly, winning, givlish ways were n
<eeat relief to Miss Counetique’s dignified
aothings wnd elill majesty of demeanor,
and, hal Carlyen been less of o praetical
philusaplier, might have proved somewhat

und miidens, Cuarlyoa’s seeiety, his soft
voice, his fascinating smiles, his brilliant,
witty chat, all the weapons with which he
caused more heart-aches than all his mor-
phin eould southe, or skill cure, were not
withoat their effect on her; buat then Carlyon
4id not think of that. We never do, you
know, when we’re amusing ourselves; what
are the agopies of the little trout on the
hook to us, so that we've the fun of catching
him?  Su Philip, in bis bullet-proff armoor
of philosophy, told himself no possible harm
conld come of it, and was exceedingly satiri-
cul and contemptusas on Du Plat for pay-
ing such compromising attentions. I sup-
pose, Dupe, yuu mean to marry on the sale
of allumettes made out of your dunning let-
ters, or keep your governess in Ben’s place
to rur {or the beer, und say* Not at home’ to
sharks, ¢h?” said he, standing on the hall
steps, waiting for Leila,

“Dun’t bea fuol,”’ rejoined Leicester, with
courtesy, * When a man’s up a tree, it
i<t’t nice to kick him.”

“Yes it is, if une kicks him dowen. You're
wetting cauwht in the Lruuches, my boy, and
[ want 10 pull you to earth befure you are
aat of my rewch.”

“Mueh obliged to you. but you may keep
yoar civilities ty yourself, as the woudeock
suid to the small ebot.,”

“Palkk commaon sense,
you marry fin?”

*What do you marry ITanotia for?”

“Muoney,” suid Curlyon, his mouth stern.
“For what else do you imagine I take that
coid, artificial " [le broke off witha
~hore lau;;;h. “Cume, my motive, nt the
least, is practical.  You ean’t say ns much
f.r yaurs.  Tell me, Dupe, (Lleaven knows
you deserve the namel) du you dream of
marrying this governess?™
Da Plat made a very wry face. “Marry
[ don’ulike that word; it sounds ugly; has a
detestable odor of family boots, sereaming
children, legs of mutton, and the semination
of oneg’s wili oats.  Bat ['m quite sure that
if I don’t have that gicl I shall shoot
myself.”’

“Do, my dear fellow. It will be far the
lesser evil of the two,” said Carylon, shrug-
ging his shoulders. *‘It’s all up with you if
you're gone so far as that.””

«J¢'s all up with you, or will be before
long, so don't talk,” said Du Plat, as Leila
came across the hall in the identical black
hat and high heels. She ran up to Carlyon.
“Oh, I have just thought of it—how dread-
ful it will be! I shall have to hold my
tongue, shan’t 17"

1o smiled at her “very kindly,” as Leila
ealled it. *‘Certainly, or we shall eatch no
fish; and [ fancy silence is about the sever-
est deprivativn you could have, mademoi-
selle.”” s

“That it is. T would rather sow for an
hour, or learn a seran by heart, than not
talk £or n wholo fivse minures, You must
Fisten my fips ap. Me. Carlyon?”

Paittip lykel at the sail laaghing lips,
and thought o1 o mls of silencing them to
which he shoald by no means objeot.

then, What do

However, when they were under the wil-
lows, and he lay on the soft grass, initiating
her iato the mysteries of dead ang live bait,
spinng and trolling, minnows and gudgeons,
and the more recent “spoon,” and looking
up into the bright eyes, beaming at him un-
der the black face, Carlyon, devuted angler
though he was, found the lively talk and
joyous voice more beauiling than all the
janek, 10ach or trout in the Alder. Indeed.
{ his line lay idle un the smface, and an epi-
cure trout eame out of his hole, and carried
off fly. haok and all, in his preity pink
stomach, without eliciting more comment
from Curlyon thar a surprised “3y Jovel”
To such a pass will the wisest come.

They discoursed on Hallam and Maeao-
lay, Guethe and Lamartine, Hyperien and
Juocelyn, till they glided on to a dangrrons
topie, which, if peorle talk of, ten to one
Cthey fall into.

*I don't fike to hear you say you do not
helieve in love, Mr, Carlyon,” said Leila,
meditatively.  “It scems as if you had met
with neither truth nor sineerity in the world.
{Iad you no mother, whoso life showed yon
love?”

“My mother sent me fo scheol at four
years old, kissed me onee in the holidays,
liked me ahout a third ns well as her lap-
dogs, und writds to e now once a quarter,
Naot much remarkable affection there, mad
emoiselle?”’

*No, indeed. What a wicked woman!"
eried Leila, heartily.

*Xot at aifl,” said Carlyon, laughing.—
“Peopls ean’t help it if their hearts are not
putent Vestas, warranted to iznite at the
tonch., When I was twenty I was s ready
to believe in affection, und to respond to it,
us you are; buta few year’s experience soon
showed me my folly, and the world’s cold
water soon put out my romance.’’

The litile heiress looked earnestly at him.
I do not helieve it is putout; Lidden fire
may smoulder a lung time, you know.—
You will uever dissuade me that you have
not warm and deep feclings, though you like
to hide them under simulated sarcasm and
eoldness.”’

“Perhaps I have,”” said Philip, with
romething very like asigh, “but I do not
spread them out for the world, like a pedlar
showing his wares.”

“Bat if you have them, you might give
others eredit for them,”

“To what avail? Love i3 contraband to

dangeroas.  Poor little Leila was not P .
, . me. I can nover enjoy it, therefure I will
a  philosapher.  Uahappily, as Heaven . R . .
never think of it. Love is a paysagere chi-
huath been pleased to ereate younz men

mera at the best, and I choose the wiser
course—I ncither look for it nor believe in
it."”

ITe could not see her face, forshe dropped
the black lace overit, but both of them were
silent, and Carlyon, I dare say, pgave him-
self great eredit for the masterly manner
and great self-sacrifice in which, by this
enigmatical speech, he had showed the girl
it was no use to fall in love with him.—
Whether it would not have been a better
and quicker way never to hav begun lus at-
tentions, “kind” smiles, fasciniating chat,
&e., &e., is another matter; but I suppose
Carlyon knew best what suited him.

As the little heiress sat with the Iace
down and her merry tongue quiet, and
Philip lay on the grass, his rod flung aside,
his basket empty, and the trout rising under
his very eyes; while he gathered with one
hand the heaths and foxgloves and orchises
round him for Leila, lazily enjoying the sui.
try August air and the hum of the gnats
and Dees—a chill, dignified, deep voice fell
on his ear from the other bank of the Alder.

“Good morning, Philip. You have good
sport, I trast?”’

flowrers.  See. can anything be lovelier than
that little pink heath? Cunversatories can-

wound together with some bindweed.
thanked bim, Lut absently, ard their walk
home through the park was rather silent
and distrait. As they crossed the lawn

an the trouotless hasket wasg more piguant
than pleasant to Philip.

atayed at [lawtree?” asked Du Plat, ns
Carlyor and bis companion went into the
house.

Inez liesitated and colored. “ITawtree?
Yes. I believe the heiress stayed there be-
fore coming heve: and [ think I have haard
that she met 2 Mr. Dua Piat, a chorming
old gentleman. Cuuld he be any relation of
yours?”’

“My zoverno! Cantankerous old fellow.
Fasked you abont her, becanse he met an
heiress at flawtree, with whom, or rathér
with whosc tin mines, acres, and consols he
fell in love, and wanted me ta do the same.”

The governess Llushed vividly, and played
with hier parasol,

D Piat caw the blush, end bent eagerly
forsward.  “But I swear I'll never marry an
hieiress to save myself from beggary. 1
svouldn’t Le indebted to any woman living
for her tin, I'd sooner pass the rest of my
daysin the Queen's Bench, I would, upon
my honor. T loathe the present fushion of
weighing a wife by her sheer value in specie.
What is true and noble, worth winning and
worth wearing, is tau high to be put in the
balanee with pounds, siillings and pence.”

Inez io ked pleased und vexed, happy
and ansious, at the same time. She poked
up the tarf with her parasol, and her voice
shouk as she said: “Your generons thoughts
will change like all the world's,  The time
will soon come when you will recant them
as visionary and Quixsotic,”

“I'[1 be shot if eser T do,” swore Leices-
ter; “and I'll proveit. Inez, the only thing
{ care for on earth is '

“Lethter, my awow's up the twee,” cried
Bertie, running up to them.

Du Plat could have kicked him without
the smallest hesitation. “Desil take that
hittle wreteh; he's always in the way. What
amisery it is.  That cmmes of lovinga gov-
erness,’” thought the unhappy Templar.

CHAPTER 1V,

THE NMORTICULTURAL TETLC.

There was an horticultursl fete in Monk-
stone Park the day ufter Carlyon’s inoppor-
tune rencontre with his fiancee, and thither
came Miss Cosmetique with her Muddy-
brook friends, parvenas tolerated in the
county for the sake of their tin, stud, din-
pers, cook, and wine. The stockbroker's
daugbter was grand to sight, in her Paris-
jan chaussure, extensite toilette, and fitcen
guinea bounet. DBut Carlyon thought the
little heiress, in her white muslin and Llue
ribbons, tea thousand times fresher and
fairer, and compared them in h s own mind
to a vain, stiff, gorgeous dablis, and a scft,
sweet, little Ruse d’Amour. But the dah-
lia, not the rose, was for his conservatory;
and the philosopher preached sharp practi-
cal lessons tu Limself on the folly of such
regrets and comparisons.

Ifonoria kept him well up to hand, and
would’nt let hiny leave her fur five minutes,
She: questioned bim ubout Leila; but few
people were able ¢» get much out of lim,
unless he chose to be questioned, so Hono-

Leiln started, tossed up ber lace, and col-
ored. Carlyun sprang to his feet with an
imprecatiun, which happily did not reach
ueross the Alder,

For once in his life, haughty, nonchalant,
self-possessed Carlyon was nonplused and

confused. [le npoke, he wasn’t quite sure
what. *“Ilunoria! you here—how unexpect-
ed "

“Very uncxpected, since I wroto you word
1 should be at Muddybrook yestgrday,” ob-
served Miss Cosmetique, with eutting satire,
standing and contemplating him with an air
of dignified displeasure.

“To be sure, 1 remember now; how for-
getful I am,” said Carlyonm, hastily. *“I
ought to have come to meet you, but—-—"’

“Fishing is very absorbing I have lieard,”
answered his Gancee, dryly, not taking her
eyes from Leila Wyndham.

“I cnounot come tu you,” said Carlyon,
recovering himself, with a laugh. *There
is no bridge within a mile; and we arens
far separnted as if the Atlantic were be-
tweeen us, You are out for an early walk,
I suppose?”’

“Which I will now continue. Do not let
mp interrupt your—fishing. Farewelll”

And Miss Cosmetique bowed majestically

anv floated on.
Carlyon lifted his bat with a rather dis-

tant “Good-by, for an hour—I will come
down to Muddybrook this afternoon,” and
began to take hisrod to pieces with many
anathemas on the luckless wood and hrass.

*Is that your sister?’” nsked Leiln, quickly.

“No. Tho deace take this thing, bow
tight it fits!”

*Your cousin, then?”

“No.”

*Bat she called you ‘Philip?’

Carlyon’s pale chieak flushed, [le could
nnt tell this frunk, generons, wurm hoarted
linlo thing that he, Pailip Carlgon, with
all his prido and chivalrie honor, had tiad

ria, not being able to find ground for quar-
rel, contented herself with being cold, dig-
nignified, and excessively vigilant, for she
was proud of Carlyon—of his tnlents, his
courtly manners, and his gentleman’s name,
and didu’t want to losa him, Carlyon
strolled about’with her, sat with her by the
band, introdaced her to Lady Chip; and
through it «1l was haunted by a pair of blue
eyes following him with wonder and re-
proach. The eyes worried him dreadfully,
and made him answer £0 @ fort ¢l @ lravers

“You teld me the other day you liked wild 'hearts with the lize bait of love, thengh

|’ troiling is very good fun to the angler, driog
,only to &1l the basket of eenquesis is net

nat bear it, he said, giving her his bLouguet  quite such fun to the ietim. The corncy
She inad girls came up; Leila harricdiy pleaded
!the heat of the tenr, and went into the houss
[alone.
;and over the fish and eoup Lady Chip said
they found Du Plat siwing under the cedars [she was so sorry poor Jittle Leila wus quite
with Tnez Windbam, and two small Chip‘i!um\'cll; had eaught a chill, she feared, on
shonting ata target, and Leicester’s raillery {the zrass; what a pity it was girls would

|

1
“Can yon tell me il Miss Wyndham ever | furtally into DPhilip’s beart: he felt goil

She did not come duwn to dinner.

wear such thin boots; did not Carlyon
think so?  This specch stabbed unecom-
ty. The spinning had leen very jles-
sant, certainly, but the deatb-agonies f thn
prar fisk worrind him. The warm sprirgy
that Iay hidden under the conventional icn
in Carlyon’s heart were stirred, and as 47
stood in his bedroom window smoking Lis
Cavendish gloomily, he swore heartily as

himself, called himself very hard names,
wished Ilonoria Cosmetique at the bottom
of the Red Sea; and when, at last, ho turned
in and fell asleep, as the sun streamed
throngh his room, philosephical Philip savw
ncthing in his dreams but the pale face of
his poor Rose d'.Amoar, asking him why,
for her sake and his own, he had ever come
out fishing in August?

e bere, you star of St. Ge-rge’s,”’
said Laly Chip, smiling, “and tell me what
is the matter with Leila Wyndbam. Shes
tells me she is not ill, but I fear very much
sho ia."”

She led the way to the library, and Car.
Ison foliowed her, looking all the more
stern and stoical because he was feeling un-
comfortably remorseful and unhappy.

Leiln was sitting in n window, and did
not fouk uon, as she aasured him she wus
quite well—never better, &e., &e. Carlyon
~at down by her, felt her pulse, and asked a
few quiet questions, to which he obtained
very unintelligible answers: and, soon after,
Lady Chip was called out of the room.—
There wns n dead silence. Leila played
with Pluck’s ears, who (more faithfal to her
than his master) lay at her feet. Carlyon
got up, sat down again, opened a window,
shut it, played with bis whiskers, then sud-
denly spake:

* You asked me, yesterday, who Miss Cos-
metique was. I wish to tell you more fully
how L.—I first came to form an eogagement
with her. Ileaven knows I bear her little
love, and wish I had never known and never
met her. I acted wrongly at the first, and
now [ bear the punishment. Iengaged my-
~elf for money; men told me, and it is so fur
true, that in our profession more tkan any,
money is wanted. IfI can give good par-
ties, keep my carriage and my fuotman, and
muke some shovw, people will say, Carlyon
must have a good practice, he lives in such
style; and padients wiil come to me. If
not, they say, Carlyon is going to the dogs,
and patients will fail. I knew this, I am
wot rich. T met Miss Cosmetique, who is;
~he gought e, I may say without vanity.—
[ did not tien believe in love, and 1 thougies
I bhad done with romance. This is my ex-
cuse for my cnpagement to her. I havo
none for my fault of coming herc as a free
man. Judge me gently, Leila; you eanzniot
blame me more than I blame myself. I
could not resist the temptatjons of your so-
ciety; you were so fresh, so charming, so
novel a study to me, who disbelieved in a’1
truth and innocence. Forgive me! Great
as has been my fault, I suffer, Henven
knows, enough for it!” Iis voice lost its
forced calmness, his face was white as
death, and his lips worked couvalsively, in
the Joubla effort of coaguering his pride
and combating his Jove. Leiln flung her-
self down, her face buried jo the sofa cush

to his betrothed, that she stared at him in
hanghty surprise. “(iood Ieavens, Philip!”
she eaid at last, “has your fishing turned
your head? You are strangely altered since
you were in town."”

Philip made peace with her somehoy, told
her he Liad a headache, which was true
enough, managed to Jeave her with o goards-
man for ten minates, and went after some
white muslin aod blue ribben he saw afar
off. 1Ie fullowed Leila into a rose allee,
where she was walking with two cornets, n
young rector, and a couple of other girls;
he stepped quietly in between her and tha
rector, and atrolled along in the tent. Ile
and Leiln waited behind the others, Ly some
of the Chippeham fuschias and verbenaa.

““Who is that lndy you bave been with all
day?” she whispered, with an anxious, eager
lovk.

Philip’s mouth shat tight, his eyebrows
contracted, and his face grew stern, as he
answered briefly, *Miss Cosmetigue.”

“Is sho such a great friend of yours?”
asked the little beiress, tremolously.

“Friend? No. Ileaven knuws! Bat she
will be, some day, my wife.”

IIe did not look at heras he spoke, bat

ions, and solbed passionately; deep, heart-.
breaking sobs, which neurly drove poor
Philip mad. *I[ never dreamt of this—1
neover thought that you would care thus for

me,” he murmured, half distiacted. My
God! to see this, and be compelled to re-
nounce it, Oh, Leilal never shall I forgive
myself. But tell me, for pity’s sake, that
you forgive mo, my poor darhing!”

11e drew away her hands as he spoke, and
the little heiress lifted her faca to his, wo
unutterable in the once bright eycs. *For.
give you? Yes, what would I'not furgive
yon?  But—but—-="

Sobs choked her voice, and sha sank
down in an abandon of grief. Carlyon bent
over her, his warm, passionate nature bhreak.
ing away {rom the ice of yeara.

“Leila, my dearest, 1 shall gomad!  Det.
ter had I gone down to the grase unloving
and unloved, than Dbrought the misery of
my fute on your yonng head. Tell me—tell
mo once moro you do not hate me, cruel and
selfish as [ have been.”

“Hate yon?”’ murmured the girl. “Nev.
er—nover! God bless you always, Philipl’’

As she whisperrd his name, Carlyon,
haaghty Carlyon’s tears dropped on her
brow; and ho kisscd lLier passionately ugaia
and agrin.

Ifeaven knowa what hie might not have
sworn if Lndy Chip had not at that moment
tarned the handle of the door. Leiin eprang
up aad rashed away through a side-door.—
Carlyon, with his head high in the air, for
fear Lady Chip should detect the unusual
moisture in his dark eyes, hegan to talk
rather hurriedly of headache, remittent
fever, cold caught on the lawn, chlori¢ ether,
and quinine, telling as many medical false-
hoods as ecer a professional man did on
occasion, till Lady Chip, reminded theraby,

gave bim n telegraphic dispatch, just come
for him. It summoned him to one of his
patients in town. Carlyon was glad of it.—
It gave him time for thooght, nod obviated
tbe irksome duty of nttendance on ITonoria,
and in balf an hour he was in the train and

Leat over the fluwers, his lips as white as|uff. It was 3 dangerous case: be was kept
hers, and the veins swelling on his forehead. |there three weeks; and as he sat night after

She did not answer, but hes little hnnds!
clenched on her parasol handletill the ivory '

himself to o womaa whom he could not Jove
~—for money.

night in his own house, smoking iv his soli-
tude, the generasity, and passionate feeling,
and depth of sffection that lay perdus in bis

snapped, aod the mute misery he saw o |inner nature roso up, zrew and atrengthened.

hier faco made him feel thutin fshieg forl

[rv BE conTiNTED.]



