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THE HOME.

COOKERY.

EasteEr Cakrs.—Take 11b flour,  1b butter, § 1b
sifted sugar, two yolks and one white of eggs, a
small saltspoonful of volatile salts, cinnamon to
taste; mix # Ib butter with the flour, sugar, and
spice; melt the other } 1b butter and mix it with
the beaten-up eggs, then mix all well together; roll
it out thin, cut it into any shapes you like, and bake
in an oven not too hot. -

ApprE Eaas.—Pare and core eight apples, lenymg
them whole, fill with sugar, and pour a very little
water over them, then place them in an oven; when
nicely baked, take four eggs, stir them as if for an
omelet, pour in and over the apples, and return to
the oven for about ten minutes; grate over them
nutmeg, and serve hot.

ORANGE WiNg.—Break into small pieces 16 1b
lump sugar, and put it into a dry sweet four-and-a-
half gallon cask placed in the cellar whero it is in-
tended to be kept; have two large pans or wooden
keelers ready close to the cask, put the peel of forty-
five oranges pared quite thin into one of them, and
into the other the pulp after the juice has been
squeezed from if; strain the juice through a piece
of double muslin, and put it into the cask with the
sugar, pour abouf three-quarters of a gallon of cold
spring water on both the peecls and the pulp; let
stand for twenty-four hours, and then strain into
the cask; add more water to the peels and: pulp
when that is done, and repeat the same process every
day for a week ; it should take about a week to fill
up the cask; the quantity should be apportioned as
nearly as possible to the seven days, and be careful
to stir the contents of the cask each ‘day. On the
third day after the cask is full—that is, the tenth
day after making—the cask may be securely bunged
down. The wine should be bottled in eight or nine
months, and will be fit for drinking twelve months
after making.

TOILET.

Rosk Lip Sarnve.—4 oz oil of sweet almonds, 1 0z
spermaceti, 1 oz white wax, 1 oz alkanet-root, fifteen
drops otto of rose, fifteen drops otto of French gora-
nium; place the wax, spermaceti, oil, and alkanet-
root in a vessel heated by a water-bath; after the
above are melted they must digest on the alkanet,
to extract its colour, for at lIeast four or five hours ;
finally strain through flannel ; add the perfume just
before it cools; stir well.

Rose CoLp CreaM.—8 oz oil of sweet almonds,
6 oz rose water, 3 oz white wax, § oz spermaceti,
sixteen drops otto of rose; place the wax and
spermaceti in a porcelain vessel, and melt with the
aid of a water-bath ; when these are melted, add the
almond oil, and again subject the whole to beat
until the flocks of wax and spermaceti are liquefied;
remove the vessel, and add very gradually the rose
water; the whole must be constantly stirred until
cold; add the otto of rose just before it cools.

[Complete in this Number.)

“REAL LADIES.”

CHAPTER 1.
THERE are few prettier, cosier villa residences in the
suburbs of London than may be found lying em-
bowered in the fine old trees of Clapham Park ; and
certainly none of those can vie with the one occupied
by a certain Mr. and Mrs. Etterson and their family.

But though they reared the loveliest of flowers in
their garden, dnd their espaliers blossomed and
fruited luxuriantly, custom demanded that the
Ettersons should leave their pretty home just as its
surroundings were at their best, and squeeze them-
selves into dreary seaside lodgings for the season.

To those left in charge this was no time of sest.
There were sundry repairs to be made during their
absence ; and after the workmen had effected these,
there were carpets to be taken up, paint to be
cleaned, floors to be scrubbed, furniture rubbed, and
everything in and about the villa brought up to the
highest pitch of cleanliness and polish.

This elaborate house-cleaning was a yearly affair,
and the two servants to whom it was entrusted had,
with the occasional help of a charwoman, plodded
steadily through it. From attic to basement they
conscientiously chased dirt and spiders, never re-
laxing in their toils till the evening fixed for the
return of the family.

A ring at the bell! But it did not herald the
coming of a couple of cabs piled high with luggage,
as the bright-faced, active little housemaid, who had
flown to the gate, quickly discovered.

“It was only the postman,” she announced on her
return to the kitchen. ¢ Half a dozen more circulars
—My! what a heap of them there was already !—
and a letter from Mrs. Etterson. They cannot be
coming till to-morrow !’

“So much the better!” sighed the cook. She was
not as plump and rosy, and quick of temper, as the
sisterhood are generally reported to be ; on the con-
trary, she was very thin and sallow, slightly deaf,
and spoke in such mournful tones that her master
had christened her Mrs. Gummidge, by which name,
consequently, she was better knowr in the house

than her real one of Julia—or, according to her own
pronunciation, Juleyer More.

8o much the better,” she repeated ; “it will give
my legs and arms time to take a little rest. And
my back too! what with reaching up and stooping
down, and brushing here and scrubbing there, my
poor back is aches and pains in every jint of it.”

“Poor old cookie!” ejaculated Ler companion,
sympathetically. “Why will you persist in doing
so much! But let’s see what this letter is about.
Another week or ten days! They are not coming
home for another week at least. Think of that !”

Mrs. More examined a bony knuckle that had re-
ceived a contusion during her labours, and sighed
more dolefully than before.

“And that’s my roeward for toiling and slaving,
and having the best of dinners all ready for them to
sit down to as soon as they set foot inside their own
doors! If there’s anything I can’t abide it’s to see
good victuals wasted.”

“ It is a pity certainly ; but do listen to the rest
of the letter. This is what mistress says, ¢ As you
and cook may not have another opportunity, you
had better take advantage of our prolonged absence
and have a week’s holiday. I have written to Mrs.
Moggs the charwoman. She is a very trustworthy
person, and she and her eldest son the commis-
sionaire shall take the charge of the house off your
hands so that you can start to-morrow.’

“Now isn’t that delightful I” cried the reader of
the letter, rolling it into a ball and tossing it up in
her delight. “To be our own mistresses for seven
days! answer no bells, run no errands; get up
when we like, go out whenever we please, or lie on
the drawing-room couches, and read novels, with no
one to find fault with us for it! Why, it’s down-
right delicious! What shall we do with ourselves?
Stay here or go away ?”

“I think I shall spend my holiday in bed,” re-
sponded Mrs. More. “I believe it would do me more
good than gadding about.”

“No, no, you must not do any such thing,” she
was eagerly told. “I want you; I cannot do with-
out you. Recollect I have no friends, nor have I
ever had a right-down holiday since I came here
from the orphan school where I was educated ; so 1
mean to have ona now, and you shall share it.”

“But good gracious, Em, what are you going to
do ?” demanded Mrs. More, sitting upright and for-
getting her aching back as she gazed at the girl’s
flushed face and sparkling eyes.

Emma Garner was a very fair specimen of a rosy,
healLlR' English girl, with merry brown eyes, a well-
shaped mouth filled with the whitest of teeth, and
a figure so svelte and well-proportioned that the
Misses Etterson had been heard to marvel how it
was that Nature had given her a shape their corse-
tiere could not bestow on them.

“What am I going to do?” echoed Em; “Iam
going to be a real lady for once in my life, and you
shall help me.”

“ My dear, there isn’t the makings of a lady in
either of us,” Mrs. More assured her, mournfully.

“Who says so? and what makes a lady ? Fine
clothes and money, that’s all. I’'m as pretty as my
master’s daughters; aye, and prettier—I can’t help
seeing that in my glass, can I? and I dress with
more taste, though they go to an expensive French
modiste, and I have to be content with a cheap
English one—so why shouldn’t I do as they do for
once ?”

“But how?” queried Mrs. More, much con-
fused.

“Why, you and I will go to some fashionabls
watering-place and take genteel lodgings. You
shall be the ma—you don’t look at all amiss, cookie,
when you put on that black silk and cashmere 1
persuaded you to buy—and I'll be the daughter ; and
we'll go in for all the seaside amusements, ba-
thing—-"

Nothing shall ever persuade me to make a guy of
myself in a blue flannel pillow-case,” interposed
Mrs. More, firmly. “No, Em, never! I'm not the
figure for it!”

“Well, then, I'll. bathe and you shall sit on the
beach the while. We will spend the days in flirting,
driving, sailing, or lounging on the pier, and the
evenings in whatever amusements are offered to us.
For one whole week we will forget your kitchen and
my pantry ; we will be Lady More and the Honour-
able Emmeline More, and do nothing but enjoy our-
selves.”

“ And who is to pay for it ?”

“I shall,” was the prompt reply. ¢ My savings
are all in this purse—nine shining sovereigns besides
some silver ; and I won’t hear a word about banking
them. I want a taste of high life. I want to know
how it feels to be rich and idle; and if you'll not go
with me, cookie, I'll go by myself.”

Mrs. More demurred.

“It’s a wild idea, and it will come very expen-
sive; and then maybe yowll blame me for not
standing out against it. T’ll not deny that it has
a pleasant sound, and it might take the aches out
of these poor limbs of mine if I could sit still and
rest them.”

“Say no more—it’s decided !” cried Em. “Where’s
¢ Bradshaw ? TI'll open his leaves at random, and
start at ten o’clock to-morrow morning for the first
place my eye falls upon.”

“ It mustn’t be Brighton, because our people are
there,” she was reminded, ‘ Nor Worthing, because

the master’s sister has taken her family to Wor-
thing ; nor Folkestone, because that’s where the
missusses brother is staying ; nor Bournemouth, for
fear we should meet the people next door. As for
the maiden ladies opposite, two of them have gone
to dHastings, and the other three to Scarborough,
and—" =

“Southsea,” read Emma, from the time-table.
“ And Southsea it shall be!”

“It will be a very expensive trip,” ber meek com-
panion again objected. “ It will cost us a heap of
money.”

“Idon't care !” responded Em, recklessly. “Iam
so tired of hard work—nothing but hard work, every
day alike—that I must have a change. I stay here
because I promised the matron that I would keep
my places, and because you are good to me ; but I’'m
tired to death of this dull underground kitchen, and
being shut in week after week, except when I am
allowed out to afternoon service on Sundays. I am
going to the seaside, and you must go too and take
care of me.”

To which, as Mrs. Julia More had no answer ready,
she consented.

CHAPTER II.

Brieur, warm weather; throngs of people, old and
younrg, all bent upon pleasure ; gay doings on board
the men-of-war stationed in Portsmouth Harbour;
military movements on the common ; nightly con-
certs on the pier, and excursions daily to the Isle of
Wight or Southampton ; everything seemed to have
combined to make the well-known watering-place
at its gayest and busiest when Em and her chaperon
arrived.

Lady More and her honourable daughter pro tem.
did their best to uphold their dignity on the jour-
ney.

Cook had been duly cautioned before starting to
say as little as possible, to wear her gloves which she
had a habit of taking off and rolling up, and to call
her companion “my love” when addressing her in-
stead of “ Hem,” as she was too fond of doing. With
some difficulty she had beeninduced to refrain from
wearing a very large-patterned plaid gown to which
she was much attached; and we are afraid that her
pleasure in the holiday was marred by Em’s insist-
ing that she should don her “ best things” on a
week-day, and wear them constantly.

Em herself had no such scruples, or possessed a
more extensive wardrobe. It comprised a couple of
her prettiest cambrics for morning wear ; the pale
gray costume for evenings to which one of the Misses
Etterson had objected as much too dressy for a
housemaid ; and a cream canvas, worn at the wed-
ding of a fellow-servant, and kept ever since “to
look at,” as its owner would say, with a sigh.

These, with a cheap but effective dust-cloak and a
coquettish straw hat trimmed with wild-flowers, con-
stituted the ¢ war-paint ” in which the Honourable
Emmeline More intended to display her attractions
on the lisplanade and pier.

It is true that she and her mamma travelled third
class; but, as they argued, who would ever know
that? Not even the cabman who received direc-
tions to convey them and their luggage to one of
the best hotels near the sea.

But when he drew up outside it to wait till a car-
riage laden with huge trunks had been moved from
the door, cook was seized with a fit of trembling,
and clung to her companion :

“It’s too grand for the likes of us, Em—it is indeed !
Don’t insist on going there. S’pose they find us
out, or ask for references—let alone the cost! We
shall feel out of place and most uncomf’able.”

% QOb, this is too ridiculous!” cried Emma, with a
toss of her head. But perhaps she inwardly shared
cook’s misgivings, for the cabman was informed that
the hotel he had chosen was much too public for
ladies who wished to be very quiet; he must drive
them to some respectable street where they could
get apartments in a private house.

As the man happened to know a decent widow
who eked out a small annuity by letting lodgings,
he drove there; and though Em murmured when she
found that the widow’s dwelling was a very tiny
one, far removed from the palatial terraces that
front the beach, after Mrs. More pointed out that it
was clean and comfortable, and the rent demanded
for the rooms was not exorbitant, she gave way.

¢ Besides,” she reminded herself—* besides, ladies
often prefer to live very quietly, don’t they? I re-
member hearing Mrs. Etterson say that she saw a
dowager duchess compelled to put up with very
stuffy, poky lodgings at St. Leonards, because it
was the height of the season. Let’s fancy we aye
here from choice, and then we shall soon reconcile
ourselves to the small rooms and common furniture.”

One inconvenience attached to the widow’s house
was that it so closely resembled those of her neigh-
bours on either side. Coming home from their first
walk, Em knocked at the wrong knocker, and was
half way along a passage, and into the presence of a
col\:ple of young men, before she discovered her mis-
take.

One of the young men turned away to laugh at
her embarrassment ; the other, with more considera-
tion, followed her into the street, that he mi ht pick
up Mrs. More, who, in retreating too rapidly, had
slipped down the steps and found a seat on the
pavement. :
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Tt was very undignified and provoking, as Em said
afterwards, yet the occurrence had its bright side
too; for the young man was polite and sympa-
thizing, insisting on giving the unfortunate cook his
arm to the widow's door. He also recognized Em’s
pretty face as soon as it appeared on the beach in
the morning, and left his friend and his newspaper
to come and inquire if Mrs. More felt any the worse
for her accident.

Either Em’s smiles, or her naive pleasure in all she
saw, or the innocent frankness with which she com-
mented on it, or asked questions concerning every-
thing nautical which she did not understand, must
have been very attractive, for her new acquaintance
remained by her side, till a whisper from cook that
she was “a’most, starved’” necessitated taking her
back to their lodgings.

Whenever she remembered it Em talked impor-
tantly of “ My mamma,” and “ Our house in town,”
and deported herself generally—or thought she did—
as a real lady should do; and when at parting the
young man produced a neat card-case, and asked if
he might introduce himself by giving her the card
of the firm of solicitors to which he belonged, she
accepted it with what she believed to be the proper
blending of civility and hesitation.

“ Neither Lady More nor myseli have our cards
with us. Indeed, we came here intending to live
quite retired and make no acquaintances. But you
have been so kind that—we must make you an ex-
ception ; only if you should meet any mutual friends,
don’t, please don’t say that you have seen us!”

Lennox Walters—it wasa lovely name Em'thought,
and so gentlemanly—bowed and murmured some-
thing in reply. His grave smile was not altogether
satisfactory ; while the shrewd, thoughtful glance
that travelled from the unmeaning features of Mis-
tress Julia More to the sparkling ones of her reputed
daughter, must have sought in vain for any resem-
blance betwixt them.

But Em stifled any misgivings his glance
awakened by loudly assuring herself and chaperon
that she had played her part to perfection.

“You looked as pretty as pie-crust,” Mrs. More
admitted, “but I noticed that twice you forgot
yourself, and called me Cookie instead of Ma !”

“Mr. Walters could not have heard it: he was
too busy.” Em laughed, and blushed, “too pleasantly
employed in gazing at me to listen to what I said to
you. What a delightful morning it has been! Oh!
how I am enjoying myself !”

She continued to say this day after day, for
whether she dragged her passive companion away
on the excursions that always gave the unlucky
Julia mal du mer, or forgot her existence the while

sshe wandered along the beach with Lennox Walters,
she was drinking deeply of the honeyed cup first
love held to her rosy lips.

Mr. Walters’ friend attached himself to a party of
gay young bachelors, whom heaccompanied to Cowes ;
while Mrs. More, though she strove to appear to
be enjoying her holiday, secretly wondered what
pleasure people found in sitting on the hard, rough
shingle, with nothing but a boat to rest one’s back
against, or listening to the toot-tooting of a brass
band that did not play half such lively tunes as the
Germans who found their way to Clapham Park.
Moreover, the clamour of the children annoyed ber,
and she suffered quite a persecution from the Italian
boy, whose monkey insisted-on mopping and mow-
ing at her, and endeavouring to sit on a corner of
the old red shawl she spread on the stones to protect
her satin and cashmere.

Still she forebore to complain, for Em was happy ;
and there were nicely-stuffed seats on the pier in
which she occasionally obtained delicious naps.
Moreover, to the hard-working there is always such
thorough enjoyment in having nothing to do, that
Mrs. More was unpleasantly startled when Em tossed
her purse on the table, crying, excitedly :

*“There! I have changed my last sovereign, and
our holiday is at an end. We might have stayed
one day longer if the money would have held out.
Pack your trunk, for we leave Southsea thisevening.
I have said good-bye to Mr. Walters. To-day we
are ladies ; to-morrow we are cook and housemaid
once more.”

“I hope you haven’t given yourself cause to regret
coming here,” said Mrs. More, wistfully, as she sur-
;_e);ed the flushed cheeks and tearful eyes of the

irl.

Em turned away in silence.

_ Did she regret the caprice that had brought her
into contact with Lennox Walters? Alas! yes.
As their intimacy progressed, and she comprehended
more fully how upright and well meaning, how in-
telligent and persevering he was, her conscience had
plagued her sadly. He was above subterfuge or
concealment. He had taken pains to make her un-
derstand that, although holding an excellent position
in a firm o,t; SO]lClFOI‘S, he was only one of their clerks
—a man who worked for his living, not an idler, or
a gentleman.

What, she asked herself, would he think of her if
he ever discovered that she had been duping him ?
professing to be what she was not,?

So thoroughly ashamed was Em of the deception
she had practised that when she bade Lennox Wal-
ters a hurried adieu, she slipped into his hand a
tear-blurred confession of it, bidding him forgive as
well as forget her.

Mrs. Etterson remarked that her pretty house-

maid was pale and listless, and did not appear any
better for her trip to the seaside. However, Em,
who considered these things part of her well-merited
punishment, bore up bravely, avoiding notice as
much as possible, and assuring everyone who ques-
tioned her that she was in her usual health and
spirits.

But she staggered back, looking as if she would
faint, when a summons from the bell having brought
her into the drawing-room one evening, she found
Lennox Walters standing there beside Mr. Etterson.

He had obeyed one part of her injunction and
freely forgiven a deception which he had seen
through long before; but he had not found it so
easy to forget Em Garner’s pretty face and winning
smiles, and the confession it had cost her so much to
write, won for her the respect as well as the love of
a good man.

Openly wooed and married from the house of her
employers, Em is a very happy wife ; but although
her masquerading ended well, she often recalls the
miserable days she passed after her return from
Southsea, when she believed Lennox Walters lost to
her for ever by her folly in aiming to seem what she
was not. W.S. F.

TAKING TOLL.

“ CAx you tell me, if you please, is the distance very long
To the village where the market is? I've lost my
way,” said she;
““I had thought to crcss the meadows, but suppose I'm
doing wrong,
For I notice that all trespassers will prosecuted be !”
‘0, the distance,”” he replied, ‘is not far above a mile,
But the land belongs to me !” he continued, with a smile;

“Yet, if you that rose will give, just by way of toll,” he
said, .

“You are welcome !” so she gave it, and upon her journey
sped.

Now it may seem very odd, but, full often after this,
She contriv’d, by some misfortune, to forget the proper
way ;
And whenever it so happen’d that the path she chanc’d to
miss,
He was nearly sure to meet her, and required  her toll
to pay !
"T'was at first a simple flow'r that he begg'd she would
bestow,
But at length he crav’d her love, ere he’d let her further
go. £
And her little heart beat fast, as she vainly tried to speak,
But she managed just to tell him she would answer in a
week.

When the week had pass'd away, p'r'aps her answer you
may guess,
Bhe demurr'd: ‘ I’'m but a farmer’s child, and you a
wealthy squire !”
But his arm was twin’d around her, till he made her
murmur ‘‘yes.”
And the other words he whisper’d it is needless to
inquire ;
But, suffice to say, ere long were the village bells a-chime
For a very happy wedding, in the golden summer-time;
And, as years and years were number'd on old Time'’s
recording seroll,
They no cause had for regretting the event of “taking
toll I”” . EpwARD OXENFORD.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

PAy as you go, and don’t go till you pay.

BrLueBeArD’s trade evidently was that of a belle-
hanger.

“InopE I gave you satisfaction,” as the pistol-
ball said to the wounded duellist.

Mgzs. PARTINGTON, dear old lady, says there are few
people nowadays who suffer from “suggestion of
the brain.”

A MAN may not go crazy by blowing into the muz-
zle of his gun, but the chances are that he will lose
his head by it.

BANK -casHIERS are generally long-lived. One
would hardly believe that possible, since they are
exposed to drafts the whole time.

Firry thousand tons of soot are taken from Lon-
don chimneys in a year. It is estimated to be worth
£40,000, and is used as a fertilizer, half a ton to an
acre.

Lecturer: “I will pause until that young man in
the back of the hall stops whispering.”—Young
Man (cordially): “Go on; you are not bothering
me!”

Fame is an undertaker that pays but little atten-
tion to the living, but bedizens the dead, furnishes
out their funerals, and follows them to the grave.—
Colton.

A FEW evenings ago a party of gentlemen were
comparing notes as to the relative importance of
husband aud wife. “My wife and I are one”
elicited the trite observation: “ Which one ?”—The
quietest man in the room said: “I can do better
than that; my wife and I are ten”” On being asked

for an explanation, he rejoined, “She is one and I
am the cipher.”

HAD SHE FORESEEN!

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ HALF A TRUTH,” * NO DEFENCE,"’ ETC

CHAPTER XLVII.
OUT OF TOWN.

To moor and mountain, sea and river, continent
and country house, away go Mayfair and South
Kensington (after Goodwood), and brown holland
reigns in the West, and broughams and victorias
are non est ; the clubs are all under repair, and
hansom cabbies sigh on their boxes, fareless, and
often, therefore, supperless. '

Cis Westleigh is wearing the willow in secret at
Longmore for Lionel Ernescliffe, dazzled by the
Countess Teresa’s sunshine ; but she tries to con-
sole herself with the devotion of Alec Forres_ter;
while Effie Champneys, “the plaque,” flirts mildly
with Fred Hartwell. Di Forrester is staying with
Sophie Feversham; but later they and Edgar
Morton are to join the Prior’s Folly circle, con-
sisting at present of Madame Caridia, Miss Dave-
nant, Lord Edward Maples, Sir Lionel Ernescliffe,
and Maurice Carlingford. Mrs. Lovell has no in-
tention of providing a counter-attraction for Ernes-
cliffe, and she is not a bit afraid of the women she
has asked. 1

The Countess Teresawas sitting in the first-class
waiting-room at Paddington Station with Lucetta,
while Dormer, who of course accompanied his
mistress to Prior’s Folly, wenl to get the tickets,
when a tall, slight man entered the room, and in-
stantly advanced, with outstretched hand, while
the Greek rose to meet him.

“Madame Caridia ! this is a most unexpected

pleasure | Are you going down by this train?”
“Yes, did not expect to meet you, Sir
Lionel.”
“Tam indeed in luck’s way,” said he. “I shall

have the happiness of escorting you.”

“ And someone,” said she, in a lower tone, and
in German, which Lucetta did not understand,
& wil} hardly be pleased to see you at the other

“Very likely. Here comes Dormer with the
tickets. It is near the time for starting. Shall
we take our places ?” 5

He drew her hand on to his arm, and led her out
to the platform, Michael and Lucetta going into a
second-class coach, while Ernescliffe and his com-
panion took their places in a first-class compart-
ment, in which af present there were no other
passengers; and certainly neither of them wished
for any fellow-travellers. s

“ Safe for a few miles, at any rate,” said Ernes-
cliffe, when the train steamed slowiy out of the
station, and their solitude a dewa was not invaded.
She smiled, though her lip trembled a little.

“I am so glad we met,” she said ; “oh, so glad )
It will strengthen me for all I have to do to be
with you for a little while first.”

Ernescliffe put his arm round her and drew her
to his side in silence.

“We shall have to see each other alone some-
times at the Folly,” Nathalie went on; “and that
is not easy where there are so many guests; still
T think our united ingenuity is equal to that.”

" “I think yours alone would accomplish it,
Nathalie. Heaven knows what the outcome of all
this may be! I dare not hope—I dare not look to
utter failure—""

“No ! not that !” she said, with a shudder.

“There would yet be one more hope, Nathalie—to
get this ceremony set aside on the ground of fraud
and coercion.” .=

“Idon’t think it will come to that,” said Na-
thalie, slowly. “ Call me superstitious if you will
—well, am 1 not Greek !—but I feel certain that
Rose Villaand Prior’s Folly hold all I have hoped,
and prayed, and worked to find, and that I shall
be successful.”

- CHAPTER XLVIII.
PRIOR’S FOLLY.

THE Countess Teresa and her companion found
Maurice Carlingford waiting at the station with the
brougham from Prior’s Folly ; and if he was very far
from pleased to see Sir Lionel Ernescliffe with the
Greek, he did not show his feelings openly, and
during the drive to the house talked affably about
it and the surrounding country.

“1 hope, Madame Caridia,” he said, “that you are
not expecting to find a romantic old fifteenth-cen-
tury place. Most of the house is modern ; but there
is a bit of the old priory left—a mere ruin.”

“ Can one explore it ?”” asked the Countess, eagerly.
“I so love old ruins !”

Carlingford shook his head.

“ Well, most of it,” said he, “is open to the sky.
There is a bit of the refectory, and one or two cham-
bers said to be haunted, but of course that’s fudge.
The approach to them is very unsafe and has been
locked up these fifty years or more. I never had
the curiosity to explore the ruins ; Tam no arshseolo-
gist, and don’t care to risk my neck. either.

«J will explore them, though,” thought the
Countess ; but she only said: “I must see what I
can of them,” and changed the subject.

They only reached the house in time to dress for

dinner ; and from the front only the modern part of
the mansion was visihle. It was handsome and
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