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LOVE ON THE ROAD. 
CHAPTER I. 

Msny persons maintained that Madam 
Gould's front kitchen was prettier than ber 
drawing-room, though her drawing-room 
was as pretty as any in the county. There 
was something so comfortable about the 
red-tiled pavement of the kitchen, end the 
splendid rows of trass pans and copper 
moulds glowed with such mellow radiance. 
and the order which reigred everywhere 
was so soo'hing, that it was certain no 
man could enter that room without feeling 
how happy his lot would be could he but 
tang up bis bat in the ball, and call himself 
home. 
On the 22d of June. 1815, just eighty- 

one years ago, this kitchen was brighter 
still, for Madam (Gould and two young gir's 
were making preparaticns for a party. Such 
pretty girls they were, but Margery was the 
prettier. Agnes was Madam Gould's davgh- 
ter, and tall, slim and fair of face, and 
Margery, a niece, who was paying her a 
visit, and never was niece more likely to 
work bavoc in a qui t neighborhood. Tte 
party was a gipsy party—picnic it would 
now be celled—and due (n'ertainment had 
been provided for in th's wise : Ten ladies, 
havirg been invited, bad met together, and 
after much consultation, ten slips of 
paper. with the names of ten dainty 
and satisfying dis'es written on them, had 
teen carefully folded and thaken up ina 
bag. Each lady intura drew o7e of these 
lots from the recesses ot the bag, and read 
the name of the dish she was ro provide. 
The ten gentlemen were to supply fruit and 
carriages. Madem Gould was to send a 
pigeon-pasty, but she, being the Squire’s 
widow, considered it due to her potition 
to interpret her obligations hberally, and 
was bent on contributing a veal and ham 
surprice, a Solomon’s Temple in flummery, 
a bride's pie, anc many a good thiog be- 
sides. Agnes had drawn the lot the dread- 
ed, ard was now beating the eggs for some 
sponge cakes. 

‘Lieutenant Bromley calls them flinnel 
cakes, and says h2 would as soon eat a bit 
of blanket,’ said Margery, wko was wip- 
ping cream for a trifle. 

‘Nentence, Margery!” cried Madam 
(vould emphatically. ‘Whip that cream to- 
wards you, and remember thai there isa 
right way and a wrorg! Don’t laugh till 
we have leisure. You must whip that 
cream until the whisk will stand straight 
upright in 1t.’ 

Margery had thougks of her own to oc- 
cupy ber—pleasant thoughts, too, appar- 
ently, for once or twice ste smiled. Agnes 
was watching her, and thinking that ste 
could guess wbat was in her cousin's mind. 
Suddenly Agnes saw the tips ot Margery's 
pretty ht le ears turn red—tte mcment 
before shic tad turned away as it to listen 
to something, so that her face was bidden. 
“The fire 1s too warm for you, Margie,’ 

ehe said, ‘cove a I't'le further away from 
it. 
A winute later she Eeard footsteps on 

the gravel outside end a manly form strode 
past the windows; there w:s hope and 
eagerr ess in his very tread. 

‘A visitor!” exclaimed Madame Gould, 

who up to this time hed heard and seen 
notling. *Well. whoever i* is, we are not 
at hom:! Say so, Mary,’ s'e added as the 
servan' passed through the front kitchen {0 
‘answer ths bell.” *Exp’'a'n that we are 
too much occupied {0 allow our.elves the 
pl a:ure of sceing any one.’ 

‘But, mother, 1t is Licu'enant B.omley! 
t scems a pity to ¢end him away. 
“Not a pi'y at all, Agnes; it is the only 

thing to do. Make my best compliments 
to Lieutenant Bromley, Mary, and tell him 
we are particularly engaged. Ask him to 
ccme and fake a bard at Boston this even- 
ing, instead.” 
Agnes looked at Margery-— Margery 

looked at Agnes, and her bright blue eyes 
were pitzous and pleading. Agnes ven- 
tured to ssy, ‘Is he really to go?" 
Of course he is. There Barret!s declare 

that no one can make a Solomon's Temple 
but themselvec—besides Lieutenent Brom- 
ley can't hive much left to say to us, he 
was here yesterday ard here the day befcre 
—1I wonder what brings him so often—not 
but what Le is avery agreeable young 
man.” 

Margery had moved away from the fire, 
but her face was now redder than ever. 
Madam Gould, s'irring the custard, saw 
nothing. 

‘Please, Madam, said Mary returning, 
‘Lieu‘enint Bromley's very best compli- 
ments to you, and he will wa't upon you 
this evening with the utmo:t of pleasure, 
but he wants to know if you couldn't make 
him useful row. He thinks you mayn’t 
have people to run all your errands when 
an unforeseen want turrs up. Will you 
let him come into the kitchen beside you, 
he saye, and he will te re:dy to go to 
Wolsingham to fetch you anything you may 
require from the shops.’ 

Before Madam Gould had selected a 
sufficiently decisive form of wcrds to effect 
his dismissal, a step was heard outside and 
he was at the docr, which, as Mary said, 
was ‘only hanging on the jar.’ 
He did not attempt to open it wider, 

but said, ‘I.et me come in—I promis: not 
to di:turb you and I will be so useful I’ 
‘Come in then,” ciied Madam Gould 

gaily, ‘you will wish joureelf away when 
you see us.’ 

She was thinking of the large white 
aprons which enveloped all three of them, 
but she was a comely old lady wih an im- 
maculate mob cap 11 ing above clusters of 
‘Coronation curls’ and as for Margery 
and Agnes, though they were sitting on 
chairs set in the cen're of large white dust 
sheets lett any fleck of egg or cream should 
alight on the red tiles, and though they had 
their sleeves turned back ard showed their 
plump white arms, they did not on that ac- 
count present a picture which was displeas- 
ing to the young man. Agnes had a bowl 
of frothed-up eggs on her lap—Margery 
one cf cream which would not yield to 
treatment. 

‘I suppose,’ Fe said, ‘that all the ladies 
about here are as busy 2s you are. What 
are they making at tke rectory?’ 

‘I forgot,” replied Agnes; ‘‘nothing 
halt fo critical as sponge cakes, I am sure. 

After a briet sil nce the young man 
began to hum the “Maid of Loci,” fixing 
his eyes the while on a lovely bit of blossom 
pink dress not quite covered by Margery’s 
cooking agron. No one spoke row, but a 
change had come over tte occupsnts of the 
kitchen—every one of them was conscious 
of it. Madam Gou'd wished that she kad 
been firm and kept that young man out. 

- Agnes teemed to ke _—— nt was al- 
ways looking at Margery— argery never 

raised her eyes from the cream, but it was 
obstinately quiescent and Madam Gould 
feared that tte girl's heart was not in what 
she was doing. Madam Gould had no 
recise accusation to bring inst her, 

Put fe't that everything was going wrong. 
‘Werk as if your heart were in it, child! 
ske said impatiently. ‘It sngers me to 
see you look as if ycu were in a dre;m.’ 

‘It doesn’t seem to come,’ said Agnes, 
taking pity on her. ‘Mother, the will 
never be able to whip that cream here— 
the kitchen 1s far tco hot! Hadn't she 
better go into the still-room ; there is no 
fire there? 

‘Or the gerden? Let me carry that 
heavy bowl into the garden for you, Miss 
Msrgery,’ said Lieutenint Bromley, riting 
with wonderful alacrity. ‘Didn't I tell you 
ttat you would find me useful ?’ 

‘Shall I, aunt?’ asked Margrey, doubt- 
fully. 
Wel, perhaps you may as well—but 

it is hot in the garden, too—find a shady 
place to sit in.’ 
He took the bowl, and she silently fol- 

lowed him. 
“This is not a bad place !" said Margery, 

stopping in a shadow cast by the house. 
‘We can find something better than 

that,’ said he, ard led ber onwards to a re- 
tired teat hedged in by a thick screen of 
yew. Then she recommenced her labors. 

‘I wish you badn’t that to do,” he said: 
‘I want to talk to you,’ 

‘Talk,’ she answered, calmly. “This 
ust 8 up none of my mind.’ 

‘Perhaps not; but I want you all to my- 
self—I come here on purpose fo tell you 
something.’ 

‘What is it ?’ she irquired and stopped 
to listen, and then remembering that she 
was not to stop, made up for the moment- 
ary delay by using the whisk with such 
vigor that she dashed a spocnful of cream 
on his hand. He was so full of thought 
that he did not evin observe it. Ibis 
alarmed her ~what could he be going to 
lsay ? How anxious he looked, and what a 
ong silence he was keeping! It 1t were 
anything so bad as that how had he con- 
trived ‘fo put on an everyday appearance 
in ber aunt's preserce? Why didn't ke 
speak and got this difficult thing sid ? 
Agnes must bave been right atout the 

kitchen being too warm for the cream, it 
was thickening now in the most marvellous 
way, and very soon it would b2 time to try 
if the whisk would s‘and upright in it. 
Again she looked at her companion. If 
be were not quick ttat difficult thing 
would not be said, for in another minute 
or so, she weuld have to return to her aunt 
ard Agnes. 

The cream she had splashed on bis hand 
was growing thin again and beginning to 
trickle Cown on his clothes; he was quite 
unconscious of it. ‘It I might venture,’ 
she said, and rubbed it off with the corner 
of her apron. Even that scarcely roused 
him. Ie was, to use a Marton expression, 
g¢z'ng at ber, ‘with all hiseyes,” and there 
was something unspeakably mournful to 
tkem. 

‘What is it ?' she asked p'teously. 
‘Why do you lcok at me like that? Are 

you going to tell me something very bad ?’ 
‘lI am ordered to jcin my regiment in 

Belgium. 1 fear things are nct going well 
there. I am to start the day after tomorrow 
—the order came this morning—I shall 
only have today and tomorrow with you.’ 
For a moment ste could not speak; she 

shivered with extreme cold while the June 
sun was skining so brightly. ‘Going away! 
To fight—to ’ 

‘Yes, perbaps,” he answered, guessing 
at the word which ske could by no possi- 
bility bring herself to utter. Ishall bave to 
take my chance with the rest.’ 

She turned as white as the cream on her 
lap. He fook the bowl from ker and set it 
down on tke lawn. 

‘Thank you,’ she said simply; ‘I was 
just feeling as it it would fall. This is so 
sudden and war is so terrible? Ought you 
to go? Are you well enough? Your 
wound— ’ 

‘Oh, yes; the doctor says 1 may. It 
is not that—it is not having to go, though 
of ccurse I hate it now—that is troubling 
me, it is leaving you. I have been a great 
deal at Marton sicce you came. I have 
felt as if I could not keep away.’ 
Margery was strangly troutlcd, tut she 

neither spoke nor moved. 
‘Aud to think that I shall have to go so 

far awsy from you the day after tomorrow !" 
‘It does seem far!" said poor little Mar- 

gery. She was sitting wth dowrcast eyes 
—he saw her hands tremble. He took 
cne of her rg trembling hands in bis, and 
said, ‘Right or wrong, it is this, I can’t 
help thinking that it would not seem quite 
so far if—’ 
At this very inopportune mcment the 

stalwart form of Madam Gould's kitcken- 
maid, Martha, appeared from behind the 
yew-tree hedge, saying. ‘Miss Margery, 
the mistress has sent me to say that she 
thinks you must be making butter instead 
ot whipped cream, and that I am to manage 
it sometow, and you are to go in this very 
moment, for she has something else she 
wants you to do. 
Margery rose as if she scarcely knew 

what she was doing, but Lieutenant Brom- 
ley spoke. “Take that cream in, if you 
please. Miss Margery and I will follow 
you immediately.” 
No tooner was she gore than ke turned 

once more to Margery. “I was just going 
to say that Belgium would not seem quite 
so far off, Miss Margery, if I ccu'd but 
hope—" 
A hasty step was heard. Was that 

officious servant coming back? No, this 
time it was Madam Gould herself. She 
strode almost angrily forward exclaiming, 
‘Don’t waste more time than vou need, 
Margery, there is more than enough work 
for all of us!” 
She had a letter in her hand. She had 

probably just received it, for having a con- 
tempt for letters, she had made an arrange- 
ment by which none rezched her urtil noon, 
when the husiness of the day was well nigh 
over. Margery gt up at once, and re- 
luctantly prepsred to follow her aunt into 
the kouse. 
‘Am I not to come, too?’ asked Lieu- 

tenant Bromley who had hitherto believed 
himself a privileged person with Madam 
Gould, and now saw himself on the point 
of beirg left behind. 

‘I think not, if ycu please,’ she replied, 
‘work is work, and there is a danger of its 
not iting done.’ 
‘Why a woman who has half a dozen 

competent servants need imagine that she 
has work to do, I can’t conceive,” was his 
next thought, but Margery gave him a look 
that msde his heart bound with delight, 
end he went back to Aldercar ccnsoling 

himself with the thought that he would see 
ber in the evening. He would see her again 
at the gipsy-party next day, and after that 
—alter that heaven alone knew what would 
- 

fadim Gould conducted Margery back 
to the house. ‘Child,” raid she, alter 
examinating ber face narrowly, ‘tell me the 
truth. Ifas that young man said anything 
of a particular nature to youorrot ?’ 
‘What do you mean by a particular 

nature ?' asked Margery. 
‘Has he offered you his hand ?’ 
Margery blushed crimson, and said no. 
‘Thank goodness, then.’ said Madam 

Gould ; but it was quite evident that she 
had only just come in time. 

CHAPTER II. 

Margery was not in the drawing-room 
when Lieutenant Bromley arrived at the 
hall, nor did she appear. One or two of 
Madam Gould’s neighbors had been in- 
vited, and they scemed to think the eve- 
ning a delightful one. Botton was played, 
and the gay variaticns of this good old 
game were much relished, but vot by 
Lieutenart Bromley. “Where is Miss 
Margery ?' he asked when he found that 
she still did not x ar 
“In her room, she bas some arrange- 

ments to make before tomorrow,” Madam 
Gould replied with severity, and Lieuten- 
art Bromley feared from her manner that 
be bimselt was the cause cf Margery's 
absence, end that something very painful 
of which h2 wes to be kept in ignorance bad 
occurred. 
“Will Miss Margery not come down at 

all?" he ventured to ask when the clock 
struck nine. 

“J think not,” answered Medam Gould, 
pursing up her lips as one might do who 
knew meny things which ste did not intend 
to impart. 
He had not informed any one of his ap- 

pioa hing depsrture, he bad ro heart to 
speak of it—if they kept Margery away 
from bim tomo: row as they were keeping 
her to-nigtt, he might never look on her 
dear face again. 

Ile began to think that Agnes knew 
som‘ thing of what he was feeling, fcr he 
saw her gezng at bim with evident com- 
miseration, snd gradually, by dint of show- 
ing his need of it, he became conscicus 
thet she was willirg to give him her sym- 
patby it she could but find an opportunity. 

“Ihe garden looks very tempting!’ he 
remarked, when at last the game was over, 
‘I.et us go and look at those immense even- 
ing p:imroses.’ 
He was sp-aking to Agnes, and she at 

once stepped out of the open window, 
but un‘ortunately every one else did so, 
too. Ncvertheless Agnes and he were 
first, and scon found a path which tcok 
them away from the others 
‘What hes happencd ?” he asked, ‘Do 

tellme. Why has your cousin stayed ia 
her own room ?’ 

‘She is busy,’ said Agnes faintly. 
‘Surely she need 

stout this gypsy-party. 
wears she will look well.’ 

‘The gifsy-party ! She is not to go to 
it! She 1s packing. She isto go home 
tcmorrow morn ng—her fatker insists on 
it. He has written poor mother such a 
letter, and the is so angry and unbappy.’ 

‘Packing! Going away in the morning! 
What do you mean ?’ 

‘I mean that Margery is going. Uncle 
Nettlefold will meet her at Darlington. 
He says he will never speak to mother 
again it Margery does not appear, He is 
a hard man—she will have to go.’ 

‘Alone ?’ 
‘Oh, ro, not nnless she is forced—le is 

very particular about what girls do. 
Mother is to send a servant with her— 
Thompson is going—my old nurse.’ 
‘You ave taken places?’ 
‘No, mother says th.t it is not neces- 

sary. Be:ides, how could we take places 
so £5 to do any good, unless we sent off a 
man on horseback to Kirkley where the 
coach starts? The Highflyer passes our 
lodge gates every morning, and if it is not 
filled up at Kirkley when it sets off, we 
can always pick out the seats we want be- 
fore tte Wolsingham people get a chacce.’ 

‘But why does she go?’ he said, return- 
ing to the point. 
Even by tte dim light of a ]a‘'e summer's 

evening, he fancied that Agnes blushed. 
‘I can’t tell you,” she replied, ‘It is 

Uncle Nettle/old’s doing, I wil never for- 
give him! It is too bad to make her go 
when such a delightful party is coming cff, 
and she has worked for it too! 

‘There must be a reason for his doing it.’ 
‘Of course te thinks there is—the silly 

old man bas taken all kinds of fancies into 
bis head—thet's all. You must nct seem 
to know she is going—I felt as if I must 
tell ycu, but mother would be so angry 
if she knew that I had. She is coming ~I 
hear her voice. Promise not to let her 
know that I Lave teld you.’ 
“I promise—I promite most faithfully, — 

Stop—tell me scmething ele. I have 
been lookirg at that I'ght—is that Miss 
Margery’s wirdow ?’ 

‘Yes, that is her window. 
coming now.’ 
So they were, but Lieutenant Bromley 

might sfi!l have taken her somewhere else 
if he had more to say, or if he stayed 
where he was, he had time to send some 
message to Margery. Agnes wanted him 
to do it—that wes why she bad told him so 
much. He did not speak. She wzited for 
his message and wondered why he was so 
long in giving it, but when he did speak 
he only said, ‘I shall always be grateful to 
you—it was v.ry good of you to tell me.’ 
The others joined them and the cppor- 

tunity was gone. Aguaes cculd bave killed 
him ten minutes later for he actually began 
to talk and laugh with the rectory misses. 
When he bade Agnes good night, Le 

said, ‘Tell Miss Margery how sorry I was 
not to see her this evening,” and that was 
all. Every one might have heard what he 
said, and every one did Lear. Agnes hea t 
swelled. Ste had firmly believed tka‘ he 
was in love with Ler cousic—the chances 
were that he would never eee her again, 
and te hed nothing to say to her but that! 
Wken every one was gone, Agnes went to 
Margery, and it weuld be hard to tay how 
miny bitter tears were shed at Marton 
Hall thet night. 
At nine next morning, the Highflyer 

would pass Marton. Margery’s luggage had 
been taken to the lodge betimes : and now 
she, with Madam Gould, Agnes and Themp- 
son, the trusty maid who was to accom- 
pany Ler to Darlington, were pacing back- 
wards and forwards waiting for the coach. 
Margery locked pale and her eyes strsycd 
far and wide in search for some one who 

Whatever she 

They are all 

might perhaps feel sorry that ste was goirg 
- come to Marton to say Good-bye. No 

not trouble herself ! 

one came. No human being but those who 
already stood by her side came within 
range of her vision. It was a heavenly 
June morning ; never had Marton looked 
more lovely than now she was leaving it. 

“The coach 1s late!" said Madam Gould, 
who rarely lost sight of the matter in hand. 
To Margery, whenever it came, it would 
come 100 soon. 

‘Perhaps that's because it is full,’ sug- 
gested Agnes. ‘I hope so, and then Mar- 
gery will have to wait till tomorrow.’ 
Xo. she won't! If the coach is full, I 

shall hire a post-chaise at my own expense,’ 
answered Madam Gould ; ‘her father has 
iven his drders and they shall be obeyed. 
hy have you put on that bonnet, Mar- 

gery ? Anything is good enough to travel 
in.’ 

“It's old-fashioned, aunt! Its n:me tells 
that. I want it worn out. One can’t wear 
a retreat bonnet, so long after the Em- 
press’s death. ‘ 

Fashion in Yorkshire lagged far behind 
London and Paris, but in June, 1815, it 
was rather late in the day to be wearing a 
bonnet named in memory of poor Joieph- 
ine’s retirement to Malmaison. 

‘It may te old fashioned, child, but you 
look sweet in it, and you can’t say tlat 
shaded mistake ribbon itn't just as good as 
new.’ 

‘Never mind my bonnet, aunt,’ said 
Margery, with eyes full of tears, ‘I shall 
be leaving you in a minute—I see 
the coach 

It was comirg fast—Margery would have 
to go, and go unsatisfied. Was this to be 
all ? He had seemed to love her so much, 
and did 1 ot even take the trouble to say 
good-bye. 

‘Well, good-bye, love,” said Madam 
Gould, kissing her. ‘Your goirg away is 
none of my doirg, end I don’t mind how 
soon you come back.’] 
The coach was quite empty, so Margery 

and ker maid got in, nothing doubting. But 
no sconer was the baggage in the boot, 
than the guard ssid, ‘Begging your pardon, 
Madam, every teat in this coach is taken 
but one.’ 

“T.ken! But that’s extraordinary! How 
can they be taken?’ 

*Can’t exactly speak as to that, Madam ; 
all I can say is that they are. They settle 
these things st the booking-cfli-e. The 
seats gre for travellers wko will gt in Jater 
on.’ 

‘Hadn't I better wait till tomorrow ?’ 
suggested Margery, whose heart was 
bounding at the thought of a reprieve. 
‘What— after that letter of your fa her’s, 

and whep he is to meet you at Darlington?’ 
Margery silently took a bunch of violets 

which Agnes tad gathered and watered 
with many tears; it was the only sweetress 
Margery would bear away with her. 
Thompson thrust a basket of sandwiches in 
her hand end got out. 

*Ycu will take no barm, my love,’ ex- 
claimed Madam ould, ‘After all, what's 
a coach journey of thirty or forty miles by 
daylight with a fatker to meet you at the 
other end? If he thinks it wrong, it is his 
own doing.” Then tte stege drove «ff. 

Poor little Margery, who had borne up 
bravely in Ler aunt's presence, pullcd her 
veil down and gave herseit up to her dis- 
tress. ‘How cruel— how satanically crnel, 
old people can be to young ones!’ she said 
to herselt, and thus summed vp the whole 
of her experience of lite. She dcubted 
Lieutensnt Bromley no more than the 
doubted herselt, but everything bad gone 
against them. She might see him for a few 
moments at Wolsingham, but after that 
they would meet nomore. She dried her 
eyes for he must not see w..at she was suf- 
fering ; besides, Wolsingh:m was the place 
wkere all tke people who had ¢ngaged plac:s 
would probably fake possession of them. 
At Wo'singham, some men were stand- 

ing before the inn with a team of bright 
bays, but no one else was there. Some 
luggage wes put into the boct, but no 
Passenger got in. 
Once more the coach was on its way, 

and now Margery was lying huddled up in 
a corner in a fit of passionate grief. 
The bigkflyer might have gone half a 

mile farther, when atter walking his hortes 
up a steep hill the coachman pulled up all- 
together. A voice, dear and well-known 
to her, cried, ‘All right,’ ths door opened, 
end Lieutenant Bromley dropped into a 
seat by her side, exclaiming, *Thank God, 
here I am at last! 
She hastily tried to assume the appear- 

ance ofa young lady unaffected by any 
particular emotion and said, ‘But you 
won't be able to stay! Every seat ic the 
coachis taken. That's why I am alone. 
Aunt Gould’s maid was coming, but there 
wes no seat for her.’ 

*I will wait till they turn me out, any- 
how,’ he said, smiling. *Ycu surely didn’t 
thick I could let you go without bidding 
you good-bye.’ 

“What else could I think when you didn’t 
come either to Marton or Wolsingham ?’ 
He did not speak. He seemed as if he 

could do nothing but silertly enjoy the 
delight of being wifb her. She must have 
Leg underscood this, for she said, “You 
will have to get out in a mirute, I know 
you will.’ 

‘Suppose I am the person who has taken 
all tte seats?’ 
Margery flushed crimson. 

can you mean ?’ 
‘I'hey wouldn't let me sce you, but I 

was determined I would; so I rede over to 
Kirkley last night after I left your aunt’s, 
end engaged every place in the coach be- 
tween Kirkley and Darlington where you 
are to meet your father.’ 
Margery was too much startled to speak. 
‘On wy way to Kirkley your candle was 

still burning. It wasdawn when [ return- 
ed, and then I hope you were asleep.’ 
‘What have you done? Didn't Agnes 

tell you that we are to sce each other no 
raore ?’ 

‘See each other no more, when 1 love 
ycu so!" said ke, taking her band. ‘Mar- 
gery, ear, I have loved you from the very 
firet. 

She could not speak, but left her hand 
in his. 

“If they had behaved differently, I might 
bave kept this to myself, but they seem to 
want to part us altogether. And yet they 
are perhaps right— perhaps we ought to be 
parted, for I stand a very good chance cf 
being killed before a month is over.” 
She laid her other hand on his, and said, 

“Dcn't say such terrible things—why 
tell me? Why keep it to youself, if it is 
true? Surely we can bear the misery of 
your going better, if we know we love 
each other.” In this simple fashion did 
she reveel her heart's secret. For rome 
tice they were as happy as if their future 

‘You! what 

were all brightness. At last Margery said, 

The Little Ones at Home. 
ABE THEY ‘FRAIL, RESTLESS AND NERVOUS? 
Paine’s Celery Compound Will Make Them 

Bright and Happy as Larks. 

As a rule, parerts are to blame if their 
children are puny, weak, nervous and ir- 
ritable. Tke little ons may be well cloth- 
ed and amply fed, and yet sadly neglected. 

It skould be remebered that the children 
inherit many of the troubles that paents 
suffer from. Thousands of little ones suffer 
from weakeced rerves—a legacy from 
father or mother. This nervous condition 
begets irritableness, bad temper, head- 
ache, indigestion, stomach troubles and 
impure blood. 

f your dear ones are sfllicted with any 
of the troubles mentioned above, how can 
you expect them to be bright, happy and 
healthy ? They need your best and most 
intelligent care, or they will grow up in 
disease ard utter wretckedness. 

Give the children Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound ; it is the medicine tbat is particu'ar- 
ly adapted for fortifying the nervous 
syttem, for building flesh, bone and muscle, 
and for producing pure, clean blood. 
Paine’s Celery Compound 1s pleasant fo 
take, it is entirely vegetable, and cannot 
harm the most delicate organism. It will 
be nish every trace of sickness and dicease 

in a very thort time ; it will give natural 
appetite, sweet sleep, and will make the 
little ones as happy as larks- 
A mighty chorus of gratitude bas gone 

up all over the Dominion from glad fathers 
and mothers who bave had tkeir dear ones 
perfectly r:etored to health by Paine’s 
Celery Compound. 

Mrs. Powell, of Palace Street, Montreal, 
writes : 

“I have used Paine’s Celery Cempeund 
with most gan results at different 
times when | found myself run-down to a 
nervous condition. I have also found tke 
Compound to be an excellent preparation 
for my children. 
“In the early part of the past summer 

my children seemed to be frail, nervous 
and restless, and had no appetite tor their 
meals. Fully convinced from personal ex- 
perierce, of the great value ot Paine’s 
Celery Compound, I resolved to have my 
little ores use 1*. The results are so pleas- 
ing ard satistactory, that I am prompted to 
advice you, for the benefit of parents who 
are aoxious regarding the condition of 
their dear ones wko are frail cr nervous.” 

“‘It was that cruel letter of father’s that 
mace all tke unhappiness.” 

Lieutenant Bromley was not unhappy 
just then. He was with Margery, and 
would be with her some hours longer—lor 
the moment that was enough, and she did 
lock so happy, and so betwitching in the 
“*retreat” bonnet. 

“*I don’t think you are listening,” she sad. 
“My Margery, yes; but I am so hsppy 

now that 1 sm here—I suppose we ough) 
to think of other things, though. Can jou 
give me any idea what wis in your father's 
letter ?’ 

*I can show it to you—I will. 
‘No, wait a little lcnger—Ilet us bave 

thirty minutes more of complete happiness.’ 

‘Isn’t it beginning to be time for us to 
be micerable ?* ashed Margery, when three- 
quarters of an hour bad passed—‘tkere is 
father’s letter.’ 

‘My desr sister,” wrote Squire Nittle- 
fold. *a friend of mine, who his recently 
been in your neighborhood, tells me what 
fills me with concern—namely, that ycu 
allow my Margery to be continually in tte 
company of one Bromley, lieutenart in a 
marching regiment. No devghbter of mine 
shall give her hand to a sold:er, and, God 
willing, my Margery shall te rescued frcm 
the danger to which your thovghtlessness 
has exposed her. This will reach you on 
Wednesday. I command you as you value 
my affecticn, at once toarrange to despet:h 
her home to me on the following morning 
by the early coach. If you can accompany 
her, I shall relish your visit, if not, send 
some {rusiworthy female servant as far 
as Darlington, where 1 myselt will meet 
her. Should you have no woman servant 
whom you can send, my girl's journey 
must not on thét account be delayed; 
better trust to the care of the 
guard for the distince between Mar- 
ton Hall and Darlington, than run the risk 
of her pledging her word to wed a soldier. 
Sister, I wonder at you! How could you 
let your brother's child be expoted to fall- 
ing in love with a man who, now that the 
Cortican miscreant has broken loose again, 
and is ca'rying all before him, cannot call 
bis life his own ? All our reserves will 
have to be abroad, and who knows if that 
will arrest his progress. Being affianced 
to a soldier, in these days, means going to 
bed in anxiety and rising vp in sorruw, 
and I had rather see my only daughter 
Margery’s name in the mcr'a’ick register 
than let her condemn hersalt to such suf- 
fering. This monster has cost the lives of 
tens of thousands, and will cost more. 
Send my girl back by the first coach after 
you receive this, or I will never call you 
sister again. So help me God, I never 
will. James NETTLEFOLD.’ 

‘Your father thinks as I de—1I ought to 
have leit you free.’ 

‘I was not free. I should have been a 
thousand times more miterable if you had 
said nothing. Don’t wish it undone; be- 
sides our troops will conquer.’ 
He shook his head. They may not 

conquer, Margery. The Prussians have 
been annihilated at Ligny snd we bave 
been beaten at Quatre Bras. Wellington 
has retreated to a place called Waterloo. 
That's the news that came this morning.’ 

‘Defeated ?’ Margery ge¢zed at Bromley 
in despair: ‘Whatever bappens I will love 
ncne but you,’ she said. 
When the Higlflyer pulled up at the 

‘King's Head,” Darlington, Margery’s 
father, a thin, anxious-looking. iron-gary 
man, was there. When he saw that Lis 
daughter had a young man with her instead 
of a staid meid-servant, he strode indign- 
antly to the coach. ‘What ’s this?’ ke 
ciied. ‘Where is the escort your aunt 
was to provide.’ 

‘This i= Lieutenart Bromley, father,’ 
said Margery. ‘Come nside, he wantsto 
speak to ycu’ 

‘Speak to me! What is he doing here ? 
What right have you, tir, to be there with 
my daughter ? 

*Sir,” said Bromley, ‘I love your daugh- 
ter. I want you fo let us consider our- 
sclves engaged to cach other.’ 

‘Engaged to each otner, with a great 
European war gong on and you a sol- 
dier! You wart her to pledge herself 
to misery! We bave had ¢nough of 
that since Napol.on Bonaparte put 
bimselt at the head of everythiog. I have 
nothing to say to you, sir—be so kind as 
to get out at once. You must have played 
my sister scme rascally trick, or you 
would not have been here. I shall never 
forgive her. Mo:t women are fools, but 
she is the bigest I know ?’ 

‘Dod’t blame Madam Gould, sir, I en- 
gaged eviry seat in the coach all the way 
from Kirkley. My love for your daughter 
must be my excuse.’ 

“The devil you did I" cried Squire Nettle- 
ford with some admiration. ‘Well, bav- 
ing done what you ought to be ashamed 
ct, will you please get out.’ 

‘Sir, it is scarcely English to refure a 
men a hearing.’ 

‘It 1 Lear you, it shall be outside; 7 will 
fravel outside for one stage. Say good- 
bye to my daughter: you will not speak to 
her again.’ 
Then being a kird man in the main, 

though desperately in earnest now, he 
turned round to watch the smoking borses 
going into the inn-yard while the lovers 
clutched each other's bands in one de- 
spairing farewell. Two ledies thn got 
into the coach beside Margery, and Brom- 
ley climbed up on to the root with the Squire. 
‘And row, young man,’ said he, ‘speak ; 

but I warn you befcrehand that nothing 
you can say will have auy effect on me. 
You had much better dism ss all thought of 
my deughter from your m'nd.’ 

‘Impossible, sir! Soldiers do mairy, why 
shouldnt 1? 

‘Not my daughter! 1 will not let a fine 
girl like that fret her lifs away every time 
a battle 13 expected. You bave heard the bad 
news, I presume and what’s a lieutenant in 
a marching regiment? My girl is highly 
personable and full of the most amiable 
virtues, and what's more, the's a twenty 
thousand pounder—now I don't suppose 
you have a penny to look at beyond your 
pay. Every ore knows that soldiers run 
after fortunes.’ 

‘I care nothing for money, I have enough 
of my own. My lather died when I was in 
the Peninsula, and left me two thousand a 
year.’ 

*Tten why on earth didn't you send in 
your papers at once ? You might have been 
killed ; it is a very sad thing when a man 
of properiy is killed. You have been 
wounded, I hear.’ 

‘Yes, at the Bridge of Sauroren, that is 
why I am in England.’ 

**Well wasn't thata warning to you? 
Two thousand pounds is a tidy tum, but so 
long as you are ir the army, it won't change 
me. Sell cut end I may entertain your 
proposal.” 4 

‘Absolutely impossible! You must 
bave heard of our defeat at Quatre Bras— 
how could I sell out? I am under orders to 
join my regiment, and on my way now.” 
“Then in heavens rams let us have an 

end of this Leave my girl alone, and a 
week after you have gone she will dance 
acd sing, and toon find some young fellow 
who will make her just as happy as you 
would.” 
Bromley might perhaps bave found some- 

thing to say in reply to this if the coach- 
Wo. ted not suddenly looked around and 
cried. 

“There's news just in front of us: and 
good news!’ . 

Even during their exciting convirsation 
Bromley and the Squire had been vaguely 
aware of the sound of a trumphet in the 
i but the coachman’s ear was prac- 
t1.ed. 

“It’s the mail,” he said ; “It's bringing 
news of a victory. Weare due to meet 
her at Croft Bii‘ge, and we shall.” 

All eyes were strained to examire the 
road in frout—even Brcmley's, though ke 
could not forget that the man by the side 
bad the jewel of his heart in keep and 
denied it to him. Soon they percei .d 
clouds ot rolling dust marking the track or” 
some swiftly moving body. It was the 
coach teering along, and presently they 
could see the sun flathing on the coach- 
man’s royal livery. Louder blared the 
trumpet, and now volleys of faint cheers 
were heard as the mail flaw by, fling- 
ing down as it went the glad rews of 
victory. Not to the silent hedgerows, rot 
to the dumb cottages—every field was 
emptied of its laborers, every bamlet of its 
folk ; all ran to the high road to wave hats 
and handkerchiefs, shout their and hurrahs, 
and bear the glorious tidings, and scarcely 
bad they Leard ttem before their own 
church bells rang out their contribution to 
the din. 
The mail coach was very near now, and 

all could see the sun flashing on the laurels 
in the coachman's brown hat! Guard, pas- 
sengers, coach and horses, all were bedeck- 
ed with laurels, and oak leaves, and gay 
ribbons, and everyone on the coach was 
cheering wildly. Everyone on the high- 
fiver cheerad too. ‘Waterloo for ever! 
cried those on the mail as it flew by. ‘Boney 
is done for now !” Some one onthe mail 
threw a white missile at Bromley, and some- 
time afterwards when be came to himself, 
he found that it was the Gazette with the 
glorious news of Waterloo. 

‘The war 1s over,’ said the Squire after a 
poe given up to emction. Bromley 
ocked at him with eyes full of hope. Ttere 
was a sound of ostler’s pails clicking 
sgainst hard paving stones. ‘They are 
oing to stcp for a minute to water the 
orsee,’ said the Squire, ‘I wonder whether 

poor litt'e Margery uncerstcod the mean- 
ing of all that noite and clamor. Would 
you like to go and explain it to her P'— 
Margare: Hunt in Temple Bar. 
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