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ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Conducted by

Yet for all his complete disregard of her
as a Ray, there was something about his
manner to her as & woman that Jenifer
liked. For one thing he took it for
granted that she was going to, be precisely
the same Jenifer Ray she had been always,
though fate and her father had cast her
from opulence into poverty. He never
seemed to be anxious to proffer her either
pity or advice, but just assumed that she
was as able as ever to look to herself, and
adjust that self to all the rough-hewn places
into which it might be forced.

Bat he thought about her much, and
frequently Painted vivid mind-pictures for
himself of \the way in which she would
probably deport herself under widely differ-
Ing circumstances.

8, Jervoise, in enquiring about him,
had asked if he was “old and a fogey,”
and Mrs Ray, the younger, had replied
that he “ was neither that, nor young and
beguiling, but worse.”

And it is & fact that he was a difficult
man to describe. There was about him
neither heroic beauty nor professional
suavity, nor social veneering of any kind.
He had passed into middle age; he
did not tower to any remarkabl:%:eight,
he was rather stout, and more than rather
bald. The best things that he ever uttered
were said to one or two chosen associates
at his own dinner-table. Yet other men
found that women’s attention flagged to-
wards them when Boldero came on the
scene, and women found that other men
disregarded their fascinations in favour of
a talk with Boldero.

Perhaps, after all, the real secret of the
sway he exercised was to be found in the
conviction, that forced itself upon every-
one with whom he came in contact, of his
profound, unswerving honourableness and
integrity. Essentially it was felt above all
that he was to be trusted. And trusted he
was by many a man and woman, who would
not have revealed that which they confided
to him to any other human being.

It was this instinct about him which had
led Mr. Ray to make Boldero one of the
witnesses to the contents of the sealed
letter, and its keeper during the three
years®which were to elapse before it was
to be read to Hubert Ray.

There was one other signature as witness
te this document—that of an Admiral
Oliver Tullamore, a friend of Mr. Ray’s of
thirty years’ standing. But as he resided
on his own demesne of Kildene, in Kerry,
the curious around Moor Royal gained no

insight into the real state of the case from |
Admiral Tullamore’s knowledge of it.

Mr. Boldero’s house on the borders of
Exeter was built on one of those Nature-
favoured spots that abound in Devonshire.
It stood in & sheltered hollow at the base
of a well-wooded gentle slope. Itslawn
was bounded by a rapidly running, grace-
fully winding river, in which were number-
less little cascades, canused by the check and
resistance which the many moss-grown
boulders offered to the stream. A rustic
bridge enabled one to pass from the lawn
over to the orchard, which was a bloomless,
leafless, barren-looking place enough in
these December days, but which in April
and May would gladden the heart of a pre-
Raphaelite painter by its lavish display of
every shade of blossom, from the pear-tree’s
snowy whiteness, through all the pink
apple-blossom tones, to the rich rose-colour
of the peach.

It was difficult to tell whether the irre-
gular picturesquely-built house was of brick,
or granite, or of common stucco, so
completely was it covered with ivy, myrtle,
magnolias, and other evergreen climbing-
Elants. In summer, roses transformed the

ouse into a huge bouquet—roses that
had struggled free of the evergreens and
straggled up to the roof, where they made
themselves quite at home among the
chimneys.

The entrance-door led straight into a
warmly- ted hall, where huge logs of
wood burnt all through the winter days
upon dogs on the open hearth. On the
right band an open door gave callers a
tempting glimpse of the perfect arrange-
ments which had, at some time or other,
conduced to the good appetite of most of
them. And a little further on, at the end
of the hall on the opposite side, you passed
by folding-doors into Mr. Boldero's study.

Every inch of the walls on three sides
was covered with books. The fourth side
was given up to pictures, of which there
were five only. Two were portraits by a
modern master, one of a young sister of
Mr. Boldero’s, the other of a little boy,
her son and his god-child. Five or six
fine bronzes stood on marble pedestals in
different parts of the room, notably a
bull by Rosa Bonheur, which, being first
favourite, had a place immediately opposite
to the chair in which Mr. Boldero habitually
sat when reading or thinking.

He was occupying this chair about ten
o'clock on the morning of the day following

that on which old Mrs. Ray had joined ber
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children at the dinner-table for the first
time since their father’s death. But he
was neither reading nor buried in thought,
but was merely prosaically instructing his
housekeeper as to the sort of dinner which
he would wish to have provided that night
for himself and a party of three guests.
When he had concluded all the remarks he
had to make on the subject, he turned to
ick up the novel he had been reading
ore her entrance, but Mrs. Williams, who
had been cook at Moor Royal for many
years before she got the promotion of
eomir:gd a8 housekeeper to Mr. Boldero, still

“What is it?” he asked, looking up.
His morning read was very precious to
him, but he was not a man to betray
impatience to a powerless inferior. To
anyone strong enough to resent it, and
hurt him, he might possibly have done
80, -

“Excuse the liberlz, sir, you be sure to
know more about it than anyone, but they
do say that old Mr. Cowley have given up
the home-farm.”

“ At Moor Royal 1”

“Yes, sir, at Moor Royal ; a farm the
Cowleys have held as long as the Rays
have held Moor Royal r. Hubert will
get himself ill-wished if he goes on like
this. Then you didn’t know it, sir #” she
added cheerfully, for it was delightful to
her to give novel intelligence to anyone.

“ No, I had not heard of it.” He did
not add, “ And I am sorry to hear of it
now,” but he thought this, and tﬁxough his
eyes sought the page again at the passage
a{ whiclllxghe had geen interrupted, he read
fiction no more that day.

It was half-past ten, and at twelve he
had an appointment with a client at his
office in Exeter. Before starting he had
to see to the well-being of his four fine
horses, of his conservatories, and hot-beds,
and, indeed, of his little dominion. He
neverscolded his servants, he rarely rebuked
them. That quiet daily presence of his,
in quarters that perhaps they had found
other masters wont to neglect, was quite
sufficient incentive to the doing of their
duty on the part of every one in his
emﬁloyment. :

e had got on his coat, and had picked
up hid hat and gloves, when a ring at the
hall-door bell, followed by the sound of
a ringing voice that he knew and liked
well, but that he had never heard in his
house before, made a bright light come
into the clear, steady, brave-looking grey

eyes, and a warmer tone of colour mount
to his brow.

In another moment Jenifer Ray was
ushered into the room.

She came in bringing a rush of keen
sweet air with her, her youth, and health,
and beauty triumphant over the anxiety
that was in her heart. She looked
graceful, strong, and determined in her
well-fitting black habit, and plain round
felt hat; but he saw that she was nervous
and trembling a little, in spite of her erect
bearing and brave front.

“T have come to speak about something
important—so important to us, and you
are just going out and have no time
for me,”

Even to detain her in his house for a
precious minute or two, he would not tell
a polite lie, and say ‘time was no object
to him.” He told her :

“I was just starting for my daily round
of my premises ; will you come with me,
Miss Ray, or shall I give the time to you
in here? I will give it delightedly. : I
needn’t be in Exeter till twelve.”

“I will go with you,” she said, turning
to the door again, and together they went
out into the en.

She opened her mission at once.

“I know how much my father thought
of your judgment, Mr. Boldero; I know he
would have consulted you in such a strait
as we are in now; and so0, even against
my mother’s wish, and unknown to my
brothers, I have come over to ask for your
opinion and aid.”

“In what matter 3”

“In a matter that may bring ruin upon
Jack if he is not advised agalnst it, and
made to give it up. My brother Hubert
has put old Mr. Cowley out of the home-
farm, and has offered to let it to Jack ; and
Jack has accepted the offer, and—I can’t
word my fears to you about him, but they
are many.”

She looked at him so appealingly, and
withal seemed so confident of his assistance,
that it pained him horribly to be compelled
to say : .

“ Miss Ray, I am unable—I am bound
not to interfere by word or act.”

“Bound not to advise and aid my
father’s children ! ” she said incredulously.
“T thought that possibly you might not
like to seem adverse to the wishes of m
brother Hubert ; but I did think that you
would have opposed even Hubert where
Jack’s welfare 1s concerned.” .

“ Miss Ray, whatever my own wishes

o
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{Conducted by

may be with respect to the course of con-
duct either‘of your brothers may pursue, I
am bound not to express them.”

They had crossed the little bridge into
the leafless orchard, and were standing
under the interlacing bare boughs looking
out over the low boundary hedge of holly
on to the road that led into Exeter, as he
said this. He, looking down very kindly
and gravely into her upturned face; she
trying to tear the whole of the reason why
he spoke and acted thus out of him with
her beseeching eyes.

¢ Mr. Boldero, I will tell you more than
I came intending to tell—hoping that I
may melt you even now. It is not Hubert's
act this pushing poor Jack into the home-
farm. It’s the doing of his wife and her
sister, Mrs. Jervoise. For some reason or
other they want to keep Jack down here,
where he'll lead a life of comparative idle-
gess. Mr. Boldero, what can that reason

017 : ¢

“1 don’t know,” he answered curtly, for
her eyes were beginning .to torment
him.

“ But you guess, perhaps, and won’t tell
me. Nor will you say why you think I
am 80 anxious to get Jack away into a
new groove, where he will have plenty of
work, and where he will be free from some
ﬁld associates who are not good for

im.”

“Your last words have told me your
reason ; but I will make no comment on it.
Miss Ray, I dare not—I cannot make any
comment to you or to anyone else about

our brothers or their conduct. I am

ound not to do it.”

“Will you hold yourself ‘bound’ still,
even when I tell you that Jack has taken
to spending his evenings away from home,
and that he is oftener at Thurtle’s house
than at Moor Royal $”

“ Thurtle was your father’s gamekeeper,
I believe $”

““ He was, and is Hubert’s.”

“ May it not be that Jack has to consult
him frequently about sport$ I hope that
it may be 8o, for your sake.”

Ho said these last three words with a
tender thrilling intonation for which he
blamed himself instantly. But it was too
late. They had touched Jenifer's heart.
Bending forward her head in onme last
attempt to win him to her ends,she caught
him by both hands and cried :

¢ Then, for my sake, get Jack to give
up the home-farm, and go to London.
Thurtle has a very pretty daughter. Oh,

Mr. Boldero, help me to save my brother
Jack I”
A pony-carriage had come along the
road unobserved by either of them as she
was speaking. And now as she paused,
still keeping his hands in hers, two clear,
ringing, merry voices cried out :

“Why didn’t you wait forus ; it’s rather
ashame not to have given us the chance of
invading Mr. Boldero’s famous fortress ;”
and they looked ‘up, to see Mrs. Ray
and Mrs. Jervoise enveloped in sealskin,
radiant with merriment, and evidently de-
lighted at the discomfiture of the pair in
the orchard.

CHRONICLES OF ENGLISH
COUNTIES.
LANCASHIRE. PART IIL

WE are standing on some commanding
brow in the heart of the manufacturing
districts of Lancashire, on a fine Sunday
evening when the engine-fires have been
out for a space of twenty-four hours or so.
They are lighting them now tho in
readiness for the coming week of toil, and
from each tall unlovely chimney a column
of smoke is slowly rising, lurid in the
light of the setting sun, but still with pale
blue sky above, melting into the sea-green,
streaked with soft rosy bands, of thehorizon,
against which rises the gaunt framework
of some colliery, with its continual clank-
ing, creaking, and subterranean groaning ;
with clusters of workmen’s cottages bare
and desolate-looking, and fields between ;
with trees stunted and blackened, and
cinder-paths running between. Who that
has seen such a scene can fail to re-
member it in its melancholy, almost
repellent sternness, and yet with touches
of natural grace here and there—inky
streams that the sun turns to molten
gold, or the steam of a passing train that
rises in violet-coloured wreaths against the

It is Bolton, perhaps, on whose moors
more wealth has been gathered than in all
the fertile meadows in the rural shires; or
Blackburn, that is almost the cradle of the
cotton manufacture; or Ashton. These
are places which no one would visit in
mere gaiety of heart without some definite

urpose in view, and yet full of a vivid
iving interest, the ebb and flow of lives
and fortunes, now the strenuous fight
against adversity, and now the triumphant

march to wealth. But you would never
be able to realise that this was once the
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quietest, most retired spot in all England
—Christ’s Croft it was called.

When all England is alofte,

Safe are they that are in Christi’s orofte 3

And where should Christi’s crofte be,
But between the Ribble and Mersey.

An industrious race, too, were these
Christ’s crofters, as you may well suppose,
always agate at something, to use the
vernacular expression, weaving and spin-
ning, whether it was wool or flax, or the
then less familiar fleece, which out of
deference to the original staple we have
called cotton-wool. Cotton, indeed, as a
materjal for wicks, and probably also for
night-caps, had been known from at least
the thirteenth century, and by the six-
teenth century had come into considerable
use—for coarse strong fabrics that is, and
for mixing with wool and flax. English
cotton cloth was at that date exported to
Rouen, and Leland, visiting Lancashire
in that same age, notes that Bolton
Market ¢ standeth chiefly by cotton.”
The finer cotton fabrics were articles of
luxury, imported through Venice and the
Mediterranean ports, and it was not till
1681 that the Indian source of supply was
directly opened, when Calicut, then the
great port of the Malabar coast, gave its
name to the now familiar calico. A more
delicate fabric was obtained from the mer-
chants of Mosul, a fabric worn perhaps by
the fair Zobeide, or that bound the sacred
brows of the Commander of the Faithful,
and this muslin, hence called, became
fashionable wear among English dames.
To make these greatly i and
highly-profitable fabrics became an ob-
ject of longing desire to the weaver of
the north, and the means of fulfilment
were a8 anxiously sought as the philoso-
pher’s stone. But the so finely-spun cotton
of Eastern spinners could not be equalled
by the fingers of Lancashire lasses, not,
perhaps, from want.of dexterity in the
fingers, but because a warm moist tempera-
ture is most favourable for the production
of these er threads. Already, how-
ever, wideawake people were speculating
whether something more might not be
done : such as John Carey, who, writing in
1695, suggests that if encouragement were
given to fine spinning, “no doubt we
might in time make calicoes enough, not
only for our own expense, but for
exportation,”

All this time the supply of cotton had
been small and uncertain, from Cyprus and
Smyrna, and the Levant generally, but

towards the end of the eighteenth century
cotton began to arrive in considerable
quantity from our American plantations,
and the manufacture in Lancashire began
to assume larger proportions, so that we
find early in the eighteenth century the
Lancashire county gentry r to bind
their younger sons to the trade.

Up to this time the weaver of Christ’s
Croft had only the primitive loom—such a
one a8 Penelope might have used for her
web—in which the shuttle was thrown by
the weaver from hand to hand, as in the
Indian loom still in use, But in 1738 a
Lancashire man, one John Kay, invented
the fly-shuttle, driven to and fro by a
spring, and & quarter of a century later,
his son Robert introduced the drop-box, an
invention by which several shuttles, con-
taining different kinds of weft, may be
made to function at the weavers will
With these improvements the weavers

to distance the spinners. The
demand for the new fabrics was everywhere
increasing, and the weavers were running
abont from house to house almost B:gging
for yarn, which could not be produced fast
enough for their needs.

Invention soon followed necessity, and
the first inventor was found in one
Hargreaves, a carpenter, of Blackburn, who
invented the jenny—a modification of the
old spinning-wheel, itself a great mechani-
cal advance upon the distaff and spindle of
the Dark Ages. And soon after a barber
of the same district—Arkwright, after-
wards knight and millionaire—adapted an
earlier invention of spinning and drawing
out the fibre by means of rollers revolving
at different rates of speed—a machine
called the water-frame, because it was
originally driven by water-power, or, more
poetically, the throstle, from the warbling
noise, like a thrush’s note, of the machinery.
But with machinery came discord in Christ's
Croft. The weavers and spinners had an
instinctive ;:gor; tha; these Hinventions
boded no or them. argreaves
and Arkwright were both obliged to
fly, and establish their machinery else-
where.

In spite of the workmen, however, the
new machinery came everywhere into
use. Factories sprang up here and there,
although the old-fashioned home manu-
facture still flourished. The weavers
especially found a golden age, an Indian
summer of fleeting prosperity. In 1798,
we are told, they wore top-boots and
ruffled shirts, and sometimes brought home
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their work in glass coaches. They would

bank-notes sticking in their hats,
and their high spirits and prosperity found
vent in rough humour, and rude practical
okes.

A glance at the people of this past world
and of the life in Christ's Croft may be
had in the life of Samuel Crompton, the
greatest inventor of them all. Close by
Bolton there stood, and still stands, unless
it has been recently removed, an old
manor-house called Hall-in-the-Wood—a
great, roomy, timber-framed mansion,
with gables, and porches, and projecting
storeys, and a bell-turret at the top, with
an old clock that gave the hours to the sur-
rounding neighbourhood. In this old hall,
deserted by the family that built it, and
even by the family ghosts, had settled a
colony of three or four industrious families,
thechildren playinghide-and-seekamong the
nests of little rooms, and chasing each other
up and down the grand oak staircase and
nﬁmg the dark passages thatled to nothing.
Among these families were the Cromp-
tons, the father dead, but Betty Crompton,
the mother, energetic and austere, farming,
carding, spinning, weaving ; and her son Sam
being made to take his full share in all the
work that was going. We have a glimpse,
too, of an uncle, Alexander, lame and un-
able to leave his room, but working always
steadily at his loom, selling his fustians,
and saving money. On Sundays, when the
charch-bells begin to ring, Uncle Alec
dresses himself in his best and dons his
Sunday coat, reads the Church Service
golemnly to himself, and then the best coat
is taken off and put by for another week.
And young Sam
thoughtful and spiritual, with a love of
music deep in his soul. His mother, a
strict taskmistress, exacts the daily tale of
work, and he often has to grieve over the
bad yarn that keeps him from his books and
from the violin, that is his great friend
Sam’s impatience of his work sets him
thinking and contriving, with his quiet
calm insight into things; and so with wood
and wire, and an occasional bit of iron
shaped by the blacksmith, he begins to
work out the machine of the future. He
wants tools and many other things as the
work goes on ; and here his fiddle comes
to his aid. He gets a place in the orchestra
of Bolton Theatre, an(s) fiddles industriously
at eighteenpence a night. And by the
time he is one-and-twenty the machine is
perfected—it works, it spins, that is; not
coarse stuff, like the jenny, nor fibrous un-

ws up at his loom,

certain twist, as the noisy throstle ; but he
has combined the two and added his own
beautiful invention, the crux of the mys-
tety, the spindle-carriage, that keeps the
strain off -the yarn till it is properly
twisted.

And now, in this bare tambledown old
mansion, Sam Crompten held a genie captive

that he might have compelled to farnish
him with all the riches of earth. Waealth

beyond the dreams of avarice was in his
gnsp ; all the stories and fables of gardens
ung with gems and leaves of gold—all these
might have seemed poor and trivial to the
wonderful fortune that awaited him. He
was half-conscious of this, and the people
about him began to realise what he had
done. The house was besieged with
watchers ; people climbed up to the upper
windows to catch a glimpse of his con-
trivances, He had only to hold his hand
for a while, to keep his own counsel, and
the world was at his feet. Burly Ark-
wright—the portraits of them both are in
the South Kensington Portrait Gallery,
and you may read their histories in their
faces: the thoughtful, patient, noble face
of the creator and deseigner, the bold,
brazen front of the grasper and adapter
—Arkwright would have shared his
millions and mado still more millions to
share with the great inventor. The Peels
were there too, ready to take him by the
hand—that hand with untold riches in
its grasp—and with the smallest share of
Crompton’s wonderful invention they might
have purchased a dukedom more wealthy
than that of Lancashire. And then, with
an abnegation sublime beyond anything
recorded, if the man really knew the value
of what he gave away, Samuel Crompton
broke his Aladdin’s lamp, released the
genie to work for the whole world, to
which he offered his invention, trusting to
the gratitude of those who made use of it,
a gratitude that was worth nearly a
hundred pounds to him, all told —a
sublime example and incentive to in-
ventors !

Something should herebesaid of the Peels,
who were of Blackburn. Old Robert Peel,
a farmer in the Fish Lane, “a tall robust
man, whose ordinary garb included a calf-
skin waistcoat and wooden-soled clogs, hair
grizzly, of a reddish colour.” This at forty
or 80, when still obscure. In later and
more prosperous days at Burton-on-Trent,
where he had set up print works, he wore
a2 bushy” Johunsonian wig, and carried a
gold-headed cane. The Peels had not so

S
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much to do with spinning cotton and
weaving, as with printing calicoes—done
in & rough way at first with wooden
blocks ; Nancy Peel, the daughter, making
almost the first success with a sprig of
parsley culled from the garden, the pattern
rudely scratched on the%m:k of an earthen-
ware plate. A mneighbour of old Robert
was Yates of The Black Bull, and the two
put their heads and purses together and
started calico-printing. And at The Black
Bull was a daughter named Ellen, a pretty
little thing in those days, whom young
Robert Peel, a grave and persevering
youth, would take on his knee and call his
little wife. Years after, when Peels and
Yateses were rich, and little Ellen a fine,
dashing, accomplished girl, Robert Peel
came back to his first love as a wooer, and
they were married, and a son of these two
was the Sir Robert Peel whom people
know about.

There is an old Lancashire proverb, or
prophecy perhaps it may be called, * It’s
only three generations from clogs to clogs.”
And some have seen a kind of general
application in the saying, foretelling not
only the fate of particular families, but the
destiny of the very industry itsell And
38 yot scarcely three generations have
E:sed away since the homely weaver in

is apron and clogs was driven out of the
field, clogs superseded by cranks, as the
power-loom came into use—looms driven
first of all by water-power, sometimes,
indeed, by horses, or even donkeys, and at
first taken up not by practical men, but by
such unlikely people as Cave of the Gentle-
man’s M ne, and Dr. James, the
inventor of the fever-powders. A local
bard alludes to these attempts :

Concerning looms from Doncaster,
And weyvin’ done by wayter.

fIndeed, practical men wialreha little shy
of beginning operations which were natu-
nlly viewedgwigﬁ intense disfavour by a
large section of the population. One of
the chief inventors of the power-loom, as
practically adopted, was a clergyman, the
Rev. Dr. Cartwright, who devoted a con-
siderable fortune to the canse. In 1790
one Grimshaw built a mill at Gorton near
Manchester, with five hundred of Cart-
wright’s power-looms in it. In a few weeks
the building was burnt down, perhaps
accidentally ; but, anyhow, it was sixteen
years hefore another attempt was made to
introduce power-looms. But the machine
rolled on at last, and the hand-loomers
were crushed beneath it.

Some of the regrets attending this in-
dustrial revolution have come down to us,
not musical, perhaps, but most melancholy.
You have got to work in a factory now,
says one bard in effect, and almost taunt-
ingly, you can't walk in your garden for
two or three hours a day. And another

sings:

If you go into a loom shop, where there's three or

four pairs of looms,
They all are standing empty, incumbrances of the

A.ndri‘;o?:\‘:uk the reason why, the old mother will
tell you plain,

My daughters have forsaken them, and gone to
weave by steam.

Which was all very well for the daughters,

but for the elder people, and those who

could not adopt new ways, the breaking

up of homes, the wreck of family ties, the

gradual sinking of wages to a starvation

point, all this must have been very bitter

1n the bearing.

Some traces of the primitive world thus
passed away are still to be found in Man-
chester, surviving here and there in the
midst of the enormous growth of houses
and buildings which have sprung up within
the memory of living men. Narrow streets
leading to & central market; the old church,
now tie cathedral, with the graveyard
overlooking the river, once a bright
stream sparkling beneath the red sand-
stone rock ; the old inns where weavers,
and spinners, and merchants met to quaff
ﬁood old ale—even the modest brick ware-

ouses where the first pioneers of the Man-
chester trade stored their miscellaneous
wares—specimens of these may still be met
with here and there, enabling us to realise
the quiet market-town of other days; even
as Leland describes it, ** The fairest, best
builded, quickliest, and most populous
tounne of all Lancastreshire.”

The history of Manchester is curious, in
that, although a rich and populous place,
it seems to have had, till within recent
days, no stirring towards municipal life,
but remained content with the simple
Saxon government of borough reeve and
const.abfces, under its Norman over-lord,
who levied his tolls and taxes—after all,
perhaps, with as much gentleness and
consideration as the collectors of the
present day. Thus the history of the
manor is that of the town; held suc-
cessively by the Greslets, the De la
Warres, the Werts, in order of natural suc-
cession, and finally sold in 1596, for three
thousand five hundred pounds, to Nicholas
Moseley, citizen and alderman of London.
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The descendant of the worthy alderman,
Sir Oswald Moseley, sold the manor to the
raayor and corporation—created as lately
as 1838, under the new Act—for two
hundred thousand pounds, a vast incre-
ment surely, whether earned or unearned is

‘ nothing to our purpose. In 1729, another
Oswald Moseley had built the merchants an
exchange, and the finest new street in the
town was named after the ruling family,
Moseley Street.

But to hark back a little to earlier times,
the days of the De la Warres and the
fifteenth century, when the old churches of
St. Mary and St. Michael had fallen to
decay, and the then lord, Thomas, founded
the collegiate church. Manchester was then
in the diocese of distant Lichfield, and the
dean or warden of Manchester was a person-
age of great importance in the church of the
west. And thus the church grew with ample
contributions from the great families of
Lancashire ; the arms of Stanley, Radcliffe,
and Byron, still remaining in the painted
windows richly dight, testify to the
benefactions of these families. There is a
Stanley Chapel too, founded by James
Stanley, the first earl’s sixth son, and
brother to George, the hostage of Bosworth
Field, he who so narrowly escaped the
tusk of the boar—James, who was Bishop
of Ely and Warden of Manchester, and
here lies under his funeral hearse. It was
a grand old parish church that of Man-
chester—* th’ oud church ” as it was fondly
called by all the people round—perhaps the
grandest parish church in England, and
some may think it hardly promotion to
have become one of the small fry of cathe-
drals. A later warden it will be remem-
bered was Dr. Dee, the celebrated astrologer
and magician, none the worse at that in
popular estimation for his holy calling, for
the priesthood have ever been esteemed as
magicians in posse at all events, and even
now in rural parts abroad the curé’s charm
is thought the most potent of all.

Another Churchman and Lancashire
man, though of Oldham, Bishop of Exeter,
founded the free grammar-school in 1524.
But the chief benefactor and worthiest
to be remembered of the old days is
Humphrey Chetham, of Clayton Hall and
Turton Tower, worthiest of merchants and
most enlightened of the age, who endowed
the Blue (goat School, still large and flourish-
ing, the blue-coats wisely suppressed ; and
founded the Chetham Library, free and
open to all students, the earliest free library
in England. Humphrey Chetham died in

1653, and, a8 a bridge over succeeding
centuries, may be noticed the building of
St. Ann’s Church, in a cornfield, now the
heart of Manchester. A nice, ugly old
Queen Ann church—an altogether Ann-
like church, built by a Lady Ann in the
reign of Ann—with a comfortable old-
fashioned square about it; red-brick houses
of the cosy Georgian aspect, ancient dwell-
ings of rich merchants; a place for the
young bucks of the early century to sun
themselves, and ogle the young women,
now a good deal invaded by stirring com-
merce, the Exchange at one end—a new
Exchange owing nothing to lords of the
manor —and then the bustling Market
Street, which, in spite of modern shops,
recalls in its steep pitch the old market-
street lane where carts stuck fast, and pack-
horses could hardly win their way. And
then there is Fountain Street, with a curious
memory enshrined in its name like that of
its neighbour Moseley Street—the memory
of a natural fountain or spring that rose
near the top of the present King Street ;
the water of which was conducted in pipes
to the market, where a conduit with taps
was erected ; this conduit supplied the town
up to 1775, Curious it is to contrast
with ,this primitive arrangement the
present enormous waterworks, in which a
complete river, the Etherow, dividing Derby
and Chester counties, is impounded and
made to form a series of lakes in and about
the beautiful valley of Longdendale, to
say nothing of the still more grandiose pro-
ject, for which an Act of Parliament has
been obtained, of bringing the waters of
Thirlmere all the way from Cumberland.
But we must go back to the old Man-
chester with streets of scattered houses
leading to the curnfields ; here and there a
narrow wynd, inhalited by weavers, spin-
ners, and other craftsmen ; but the streets of
ﬁood solid houses with big gardens behind,
its of ground that would now ensure a
princely rental ; the old conduit with its
many taps dripping chillily, for it is a
November day in the year 1745. Rumours
are in the air; the wealthy merchants are a
Ezod deal disquieted, and some of the well-
ownJacobitesin the town openly exultant.
In the midst of it all is heard the tap, tap,
of a distant drum. It comes from the north,
and at the sound the well affected, who
bless King George, betake themselves to
their homes, recognising the futility of
resistance; and presently in marches a
sergeant carrying his halbert proudly, a
drummer behind him giving time to the
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march, and then a sprightly girl with an
apronful of white cockades. And the
drum, and the sergeant, and the
sprightly girl trip gaily through the town;
and at each street-corner the sergeant doffs
his hat and bids God bless King James
—and who will join his Majesty’s Man-
chester Regiment? Next day the Prince
marches in with his Highlanders, “Bonnie
Prince Charlie ” in a light-plaid belted with
a blue sash, a blue bonnet over a light wig,
a white rose in his cap. And when the
prince marches out on his way southwards,
the Manchester Regiment marches with him,
some three hundred strong, all raised in
the town, with Francis Towneley as colonel.
Old Dr. Deacon is among the crowd
who cheer them out of the town—an old
nonjuring divine—for his three sons are
officers in the regiment. Jemmy Dawson,
too, is among them—the son of Apothecary
Dawson—brave lads all of them, full of
life and hope. .

In a week they are back again, the
prince and all of them, not so hopeful now,
and muttering curses against traitors—the
Duke of Cumberland pressing on their
tracks. Then a short stand at merry
Carlisle, and the dismal drama is played
ont, and the drum beats that marshals
them to the scaffold. As for Jemmy
Dawson, he lives in the ballad that
commemorates his fate. His sweetheart,
Katharine Norton, accompanied him to the
scaffold, and got a last glance from the
faithful dying eyes ; and then, as her coach
drove away, she too gave lI}K!:.he ghost in
one heart-broken sigh. At chester, too,
as well as at Carlisle,

The anld, auld men came out and wept.

Bat there was one old man—the staunch |

old divine—Dr. Deacon, who wept not
although he had lost his three sons ; with
him the sources of tears were dried up;
and when the heads of the rebels were
stuck, & ghastly show, on the top of Man-
chester Exchange, the old man did not

flinch as he ed by. But he took off
his hat and bowed his grey head reverently,
each time as he , and that salutation

became a custom among the Jacobites of
the town.

::id thus the Manchester Regiment l:ns
wiped out, only to appear again in these
latter days, wit’;x no mrd on its colours
of those gloomy times of civil conflict, but
with a good record to commence with ; the
old Sixty-third, that we saw marching past
the other day, with the crowds welcoming

it home from Egypt, and the Ninety-sixth,,
that has done g{elinty of good wo:kyin the
past. . ‘
There have been dark days in Man-
chester since then; in 1819, for instance,:
when a public meeting was brutally dis-
Eaumd by the local yeomanry, and many
illed and wounded; the memory of the
Manchester massacre, as it was called,
rankling almost to this day. Bat darkest
days of all, perhaps, were those of the Cotton
Famine, with o;nu:lds (im th; brink of
starvation—aproud and independent people
living upon (Faily alms; a sgirp a.ntfzruel
experience that has left its traces upon the
ple, no longer perhaps so bright and
ight-hearted as of yore. Well might they
sing, these poor people, in the homely con-
certs with which they kept up their spirits
through that sad dull time, * Hard times
come again no more.”

WHEN THE SEA GIVES UP HER DEAD.

THEY tell us with the quiet voice

Of perfect faith, and hope, and trust,

That on the day when Christ shall come

To bid his chosen ones rejoice,

To breathe new life in death’s dark dust,

To give new speech where death struck dumb,
From out the sad sea’s restless bed,

Shall rise once more the hidden dead.

They tell us this with upraised eyes,

That gaze beyond the present’s woe,

And whisper of a Heaven and God,

Draw pictures of star-Iaden skies,

Where angels wander to and fro. .
en those now 'neath the churchyard sod,

‘Will rise from out their bed,

The day the sea gives up her dead.

Yet will they raise once more the past,

Or give me back the faith that died,

Or breathe new breath in love’s dead breast ?
‘What for the love that did not ldat ?

‘What for the days, when side by side

‘We wandered on, nor thought of rest,

‘Will these arise and leave their bed,

The day the sea gives up her dead ?

Ah, nevermore ! dead joy is dead,

The sunshine dead ne’er smiles again.
*Tis evening gathers on the shore,

Our kiss was kissed, our words were said.
Naught lasts for e’er save sin and pain,
Love dead, is dead for evermore.

Silent he lies, in his cold bed,

Though all life’s seas gave up their dead !

TIME BARGAINS.
A STORY IN TEN CHAPTERS. CHAPTER V.

THE look of dejection on Linda’s face
deepened the moment she was left alone,

“A happy future!” she murmured.
“How can I conceive of a happy future
in which Cecil will have no part # Can it
be possible that I am in the wrong ? Some-
times I am beset by a horrible misgiving.
Yet why should 1 be when even mamma
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admits that, after all Cecil has said and
done, I am perfectly justified in leaving
him ©”

She rose and opened her sunshade,
and began to pace the lawn with restless
steps.

It is, and must be, he who is to blame
—not I. But even if he were ever so
much in the right, it is his duty, as a
husband, to acknowledge himself in the
wrong and ask my forgiveness. How I
wish he would !”

The west wing at Brookfield opened by
means of a glass door on to a verandah.
Three or four shallow steps led from the
verandah to the terrace, and that, in turn,
gave access to the lawn. Through the
glass door presently came Cuthbert Naylor.

Linda Dane had been gathering a few
flowers here and there, and had now gone
back to her seat under the elm, and was
listlessly ing them, evidently not
heeding and scarcely knowing what she
was about. ) .

Cuthbert Naylor went slowly down the
verandah steps and crossed the lawn in
the direction of Mrs. Dane. His eyes
were bent on the ground, and as he went
he looked from side to side like one who
has lost something.

¢ Mrs. Dane |” ie exclaimed with a well-
assumed start. “ Pardon me, but do you
happen to have seen a letter lying about$”

““A letter? No.”

“ My father lost one a little while ago.
He fancied that he must have dropped it
hereaboutas.”

“ Was it of much consequence 3”

“Yes and no. It was of no importance
from a business point of view. It was a
private eomml:ﬁication, and the writcmf it
Was & youn —~& young married A

“ Indeedgl A y

The matter was one which evidently had
no interest for Mrs, Dane.

“It was a sort of confession,” resumed
Cuthbert, whose eyes still wandered from
side to side, “and was addressed to my
father, who has known the writer since
she was a child. The lady was married
two years and a half ago, but not in accord-
ance with the new Act.  Neither she nor
her husband believed in it.”

Linda’s fingers ceased from their occupa-
tion. Her cheeks flushed faintly, but she
did not look at Cuthbert.

“They were united for life 1” she said
in a low voice.

“ They were.”

“ And she is happy$ Her letter is a
confession to that effect 1 ”

“On the contrary, she is miserable.”

Now she looked at him.

¢ That is very ead,” she said.

‘“She ts most bitterly not having
taken my father's advice. She now finds
herself tied for life to a man between
whom and herself there is nothing in
common.”

“I hope her husband daoes not treat
her with cruelty %" .

Cuthbert drew up a chair and sat down
a little distance from Linda. He had suc-
ceeded in his object; he had interested her.

“ In married life, my dear Mrs. Dane,
cruelty assumes many forms. It is the
Proteus of the conju ménaﬁe, hiding
itself under ever fresh disguises.

At this moment Cecil Dane came
sauntering round a clump of evergreens a
few yards away. He started at sight of his
wife and Naylor. The soft turf hushed
the sound of his footeteps; they had not
heard him. .

"« Mighty confidential, I must say,” he
muttered to himself with a shrug. _

““What, for instance,” continued Mr.
Naylor, junior, “can be a greater refine-
ment of cruelty than for a woman of
elevated sentiments, of lofty ideals, of
sympathies attuned by culture till, like an
solian harp, they vibrate to the slightest
breath of pleasure or pain, of love or
neglect, to tind herself tied to a being of
coarser fibre, of ruder tastes, between
whom and herseli can never exist that
exquisite chord of sensibility that ought
ever to make the bliss of married lifet Is
there not something terrible to contemplate
in such a fate?”

This was a very pretty little speech on
the part of Mr. Naylor, only, as it hap-
peneg, it was not original. He had got it
off by heart from some book he had once
read ; but Mrs. Dane was not to know that.

“Yes—oh, yes!” she murmured with
something like fervour. She began to feel
more sure that she must be in the right
and her husband in the wron’g.

“I am the being of coarse fibre, of ruder
tastes,” muttered CeciL. He had drawn
sufficiently near to overhear what was
:])etilng said. It was wrong of him, but he

id 1t

Cuthbert drew his chair a little closer
to that of Mrs, Dane.

“ And yet how many such unhappy cases
come under our notice from time to time!”
continued Cuthbert.
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Linda looked down and sighed, but said
nothing.

“ Confound the fellow | What right has
he to talk to my wife in that strain 1 ” said
Cecil as he savagely gnawed the end of his
moustache.

“Jt seems ever women’s misfortune to
be misunderstood,” went on Naylor.

“ My own case exactly,” said Linda with
another sigh,

“Of course she with that,”
muttered Cecil between his teeth. It is I
who am misunderstood if she only knew it.”

“It seems ever the fate of those whose
sensibilities are keenest, whose souls stand
most in need of sympathy and love, to
pine in the cold shade of neglect, unappre-
ciated and ofttimes all but forgotten.”

“I shall punch this fellow’s head if I
stay here much longer,” growled Cecil. With
that he turned on his heel and sauntered
off into the shrubbery, his hands buried
deep in his pockets, and a dark frown on
his usually good-tempered face.

“I hope that is not the case with the
lady who wrote the letter 1 ” said Linda.

“I am sorry to say that it is.”

“She is not the only unhappy woman in
the world.”

“ Bu,f from her unhappiness she has no

Linda rose. It struck her that this con-
versation with Cuthbert Naylor had gone
quite far enough. ~

“You have not found the letter #” she
asked. . e

“No; my father must be mistaken in
thinking he Iost it here,, I am going as far
as the rosery., Will you not walk that
le 1 ”n
B"ig‘or amoment Linda hesitated ; then she

“1 dare say that way is as good as any
other, and the flowers are exquisite just
now.” To herself she said : ‘ Anything to
eacal})e from my own thoughts for a little
while.”

They moved away slowly, side by side,
but were not yet out of sight when Lilian
Ramsay and Captain Marmaduke emerged
from the house and crossed the terrace.

“Cuthbert and Mrs, Dane together !”
exclaimed Lilian with a little start.

“Why not, pray?” asked the captain
i;)niotly. “A t};: more hours and Mrs.

ane will be a free woman. Mr. Naylor
madg a free man of himself some days

"« What would you imply 1” asked Lilian
In a Jow voice.

“ Nothing; I am merely dealing with
facts, and Mr. Cuthbert Naylor is a great
believer in facts. Your fortune was to
him a very big fact indeed. That vanished,
and you know what followed. Mrs. Dane
is a rich woman, and in a few days she will
be in a position to entertain a fresh offer of
marriage.”

¢ This is terrible in the way you put it.
But you are right ; Cuthbert is nothing to
me now, nor I to him.”

“ With such an excellent example before
your eyes, how can you do better than try
to imitate it $”

“ I fail to understand youw.”

“ An unkind fate has bereft you of your
fortune ; but it has left untouched those
charms of mind and person which nearly
all young ladies nowadays seem to appraise
at & definite and marketable value. The
path of duty lies clear before you. You
must do as others do—marry for money.”

* And this is your advice.”

¢ Is it not most excellent advice 1

“In plain English, you advise me to

myself to the highest bidder 3 ”

“’Tis the way of the world. Such
bargains are going on around you every day.
Why be different from other ‘people ”

“Why indeed? In such ins as
those you speak of does affection connt for-
nothing 1 ” .

“One can’t have everything -in this
world, and the majority of peopla seem to
find, affection t‘ltl)‘ne_ of the trifles most easily

with” . . .

“ And no doubt -themajority are right.”

There was an unmistakable ring of bitter-
ness in Miss Rameay’s voice as she spoke
these words. .

They crossed the.lawn in silence, and so
came to a little wicket that opened into
the park beyond. Here they paused.

Suddenly Marmaduke laid a hand lightly
on his companion’s arm.

“Listen! Do you not hear the lark ?”
he said. “It is the firat I have heard
gince my return. 'What memories its
song recalls | ”

“] love best to hear it at sunrise,”
responded Lilian,

*“ When I was thousands of miles away,
herding among savages, and hardly daring
to hope that I should ever see my native
land again, I used sometimes to wake up
from dreams of sweet English hayfields,
and of hearing the lark singing in the -blue
English eky, and my mother calling to me
across the orchard, and then—why then I
used to wish that I could die.” -

=
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He spoke in a tone altogether unusual
with him, Lilian began to suspect thatin
the nature of this quiet, self-contained, in-
curious man, with his half-kindly, half-
cynical speeches, there might be depths of
feeling, hidden springs of emotion, of which
a8 yet she knew-nothing.

The lark was still singing far up in the
blae.

 See—there it is,” said Marmaduk
pointing upward with his finger. '

Lilian shaded her eyes with her hands.
“ I cannot see it,” she said.

“ Now it is dropping.” ,

“ Dropping down to its nest in the grass.
I see it now.”

“It never flies far from home.”

“Whyshouldit ¢ Its happinessis there.”

“ What gladness in its song!”

% Yet somewhere in that song there’s one
sad note.”

“It would sing just as gaily were it
cagai.”

“Even though its heart might be
breaking all the time.”

The bird ceased, and Marmaduke and his
companion turned to retrace their steps.
They walked in silence for a little while ;
then, as if following out some thread
of thought, Marmaduke said abruptly:
“Broken hearts! Can such things be in
this enlightened age$”

I never met with one,” answered Lilian
demurely.

“ They are out of fashion nowadays. We
patch the poor up, and make believe
that they go as well as ever.”

They hn?lojust reached the steps which led
from the lawn to the terrace, when they
were met by a servant. Some poor woman
had come up from the village, and was
waiting to see Miss Ramsay. Lilian went
at once.

* It is, perhaps, just as well that she is
gone,” mused Marmaduke, when left to
himself. ¢ Another minute and I might
have said—I don’t know what I might
not have said. I think a quiet cheroot
would not be amiss.

Taking out his cigar.case he strolled
leisurely along the terrace, and was pre-
sently lost to view.

A few minutes later the tall figure of
Mr. Cecil Dane mighth 1;hl:ve been seen
making its way throu e shrubbery at
the opposite end of tﬁe lawn. His club
friends would hardly have recognised him
had they seen him just now, so perturbed
did he look, so far did he seem to have
strayed from those serene heights of

Olympian indifference on which he habitu-
allﬁtook his stand.

e sat down now where he had sat
before, on the rustic seat under the elm.
“ What can Linda mean by philandering
about with that noodle of a Cuthbert
Naylor t” he grimly asked himself. * They
are too confidential by half. And yet, what
an ass I must be! A few more hours and
she will be at liberty to philander with
whom she pleases, And so shall I, for the
matter of that. I wish there was some
fighting going on somewhere. I wish some-
one would give me the command of a forlorn
hope or a cutting-out e ition. I'm just
in the humour for killing somebody or
being killed myself; I don’t much care
which. My poor, pretty Linda! How I
loved that girl once! For the matter of
that, how Ilove herstill! Perhaps if I had
been more patient with her—perhaps if I
had humoured her whims more—perhaps
—but that ¢perhaps’ is the fiend’s own
word, and I'll have no more to dowith it. By
Jove ! here they come, and still together |”

In fact at this moment Mrs. Dane and
Cuthbert Naylor made their ap ce at
the other end of the lawn. ey must
have walked completely round the house
to get there. Cuthbert, as usual, seemed
to be doing most of the talking.

Linda started, and then came to a dead
stand.

“My husband |” she exclaimed. “I
must go to him, You will excuse me, will
you not$ ” ’

The smirk vanished from Mr. Naylor's
face ; he conghed behind his hand.

“Not a word, I beg. Some other time,
perhaps——" .

¢ I shall be most happy.”

“ Your remarks on Japanese ceramic
art were most interesting. Such originality
of exposition ! ” .

“QOh, Mr. Naylor, you cannot con-
scientiously say that.” )

“Pardon me for differing from you.
Bat I won’t detain you longer.”

With that he ‘raised his hat, bowed,
turned on his heel, and marched slowly
away.

As he went up the terrace steps he shot
a backward glance.

¢ Her husband !” he muttered to himself.
¢ To-morrow she will have no husband.”

CHAPTER VL

LINDA advanced a few steps and then
paused. She was gaszing fixedly at her
husband.

e o |
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“He is making believe that he doesn’t
see me,” she said to herself, “ and yet they
call our sex artful! If he would but ask
me to forgive him! If he would but admit
that it is he who has been in the wrong!”

There was a flower-border close by ; she
stooped and gathered a few blooms.

Cecil was watching her out of a corner
of his eye.

“If she would but come and put her

arms round my neck, and lay her cheek |-

against mine, as she used to do, I believe
Ishould be weak enough to forgive her!”
“ He won’t speak ; he won’t look. How

stupid of him!” Then she said aloud:
“Cecil ! ”

“] am here,” he answered, but without
turning his head.

“That tone ! He might be speaking to
his groom or his valet. It is useless.”
Then aloud : “Can you tell me whether
the afternoon post has arrived ?”

He put his glass in his eye and turned
half-way tow: her.

“I have no information on the point,
really,” he said. *If you were to ask your
uncle, now, or—or Mr. Cuthbert Naylor.”

She had drawn a little nearer to him,
and was plncl;xl:f nervously at the flowers
she had gathe:

¢ Mr. Cuthbert Naylor is a most superior
person,” she replied in her iciest tones.

“No one disputes Mr. Naylor’s supe-
riority.”

‘“ He gives his mind to something very
different from horse-racing and betting.”

““ What happiness to hear this!”

“ Sneer away, sir ; it is your sole accom-
lishment.” Cecil bowed gravely. ¢ Mr.
aylor is & man of culture. His con-

versation is most interesting and — and
delightful.”

“A question of taste,” responded Cecil
with a as he rese from his seat.
Then, looking her full in the face, he said,
not without a touch of sternness: “Mr.
Naylor is aware that you have a fortune
in your own right. Before you are two
months older, Mr. Naylor will make you
an offer of marriage.”

“ Oh, this is infamous!” cried Linda.
Her cheeks flushed rosy red, tears of
indignation sprang to her eyes, as, with a
little passionate gesture, she flung away
her flowers, and turning her back on her
husband, she marched off with all the
digﬁty that she was mistress of.

'or a moment or two the unhappy young
husband stood looking after his unhappy
young wife with a strange choking sensa-

tion in his throat. Then he turned and
went slowly off in the og)psite direction.

He had not proceeded far when, at a
turn of the footpath, he encountered
Elliott. The latter séized him by the arm.

“Why, man alive, what's amiss with
you?” he cried. * Youlook as if you were
about to put an end to all your miseries.”

Stephen himself did not look the most
che of individuals.

« Elliott, if those papers of mine don’t
come 8oon, I believe g shall go mad.”
¢ Oh, philosophy, of what avail are thy
precepts 1 ” cried the latter with a some-
what forced air of gaiety. ¢ But we are
not without our consolations ; the board
of green cloth is still left us. Come
along, old fellow; let us go and knock
thenialls about for half an hour. You
shall give me twenty-five out of a hundred,
and beat me at that.” e

Elliott linked his arm in Cecil's and led
him back towards the house.

Mrs. Wapshot had encountered Linda
even as Stephen had ebcountered Cecil,
and was coming back with her. The two
men went up one flight of steps that led
from the lawn to the terrace just as the
two ladies were ascending the other flight.
On the terrace stood Mr. Naylor and his
son, each of them with an open letter in
his hand. At this moment the glass door
was opened, and out came Mr. Jellicop
with an open bag in his hand. Linda
tarned pale and began to tremble ; Elliott
felt his arm tightly pressed by Cecil’a.

“So that tiresome post-bag has arrived
‘at last,” said Mrs. Wapshot to Mr. Jellicop.

“ Yes, that tiresome post-bag has arrived
at last, and a pretty dance I've had after
all you good people.”

The old boy had a fancy for giving out
the letters to his guests with his own hand.

* Anything for me, sir$” asked Cecil
in a voice which he strove to render as
indifferent as possible.

“Steady yourself, my love,” whispered
Mrs. Wapshot to Linda.

Mr. Jellicop’s hand was buried deep in
the bag. ¢ There’s something here that
feels like mischief,” he said, and with that
heproduced two large-sealed, official-looking
documents. He glanced at the addresses
for a moment through his spectacles, and
then in silence he handed one to Cecil and
the other to Linda. Then turning to
Vere Naylor, he said with all the bitterness
of which he was capable : “A pretty piece
of work this is to be proud of 17 _

The member for Fudgington shrugged I
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his shoulders, but did not speak. It was
a moment of trinumph for the principles he
had so much at heart.

“Once more a single man!” said Cecil
Dane as he turned and grasped Elliott by
the hand.

“ Once more a free woman | ” exclaimed
Linda in broken accents, as she turned and
hid her face on Mra. Wapshot's shoulder.

One of the pleasantest rooms at Brook-
field was that which was known as the
Blue Parlour. It was an apartment of con-
siderable size; an archway at one end of
the room, the curtains of which were now
looped back, gave access to a small con-
servatory; at the opposite end two French-
windows opened on to the south terrace.

In this apartment, on a certain afternoon,
sat Mrs, Wapshot and Agnes Elliott. A
tiny table was between them on which
stood a tiny tea equipage. Confidential
talk and tea seem to go natarally together.

¢ Most refreshing on a warm afternoon,”
remarked Mra. Wapshot as she replaced
her cup on the tray. ’

“ When is a cup of tea not refreshing ”
queried Agnes. “I think I understood
you to say that Mr. Wapshot is not coming
to Brookfield § ”

“ No. He is chipping rocks in the north
of Ireland. He may possibly be away two
months—or even longer. He is a man
with a grand Platonic mind. By-the-bye,
dear, when do you expect your child at
Brookfield $”

“ This afternoon. He and the nurse are
coming down by train.”

“How comforting for you! Of course
you saw what it said about  your husband
in yesterday’s Tittle-tattle ?

“z% paltlplle; I i:ever read. Wh;t did it say$”

“I thi can repeat the
almost word for word—pl?em ] V%mﬁ
stand that Mdlle. Maurizio, the new
prima donna, about whose beauty and
talents everybody is raving just now'—
note the ‘raving,’ my dear—* has commis-
sioned Mr. Stephen Elliott to paint her
portrait. It will doubtless be another
feather in the cap of one of the most
promising of our younger artists” What
do you think of that, my dear$”

For a moment or two Agnes did not
reply. She was struggling with some
hidden emotion. Then she said : “I know
now why Stephen started for London this
morning without saying why he was going.
This woman was to sit to him to-day.”

“ Most probably. There are some strange

stories afloat concerning this Mdlle.
Maurizio. Not that I make a point of
always believing such things, but one can’t
help hearing them, you know. People do
say that she—but it matters nothing to you,
dear, what people say.”

“And it is for creatures such as this
that my happiness has been wrecked ! Yet
Stephen would have me believe that he
cares for nothing but his art ; that a beau-
tifal woman is to him nothing more than
an object to be transferred to canvas ; that
he takes as much delight in painting a patch
of sunny common, an old wall covered with
mosses, or & village pond rippled by a
breeze.”

“Why excite yourself, my dear?” said
Mrs. Wapshot soothingly. “In a day or
two you and your husband will be
separated, and what he may do, or whom
he may see after that, can only be a
matter of indifference to you.”

“A matter of indifference! And Stephen
will then be at liberty to visit this Italian
woman as often as he may choose !”

“What of that? You also will be free
to do as you may choose.”

“What will be the valueof such freedom
tomet”

“You are in a somewhat unreasonable
mood this afternoon. Suppose we take a *
turn on the terrace.”

They both rose.

At that moment Lilian Ramsay entered
the room.

“I have a few words to say to Miss
Ramsay,” whispered the elder lady. “I
will follow you in two minutes.”

Mrs. Elliott crossed the room, and wenb
out by way of the French-window. Just
outside she encountered Captain Marma-
duke. They stopped opposite each other.
Agnes was waiting for Mrs. Wapshot ;
Marmaduke was in search of Lilian. The
weather and other important topics en-
gaged them in conversation for a minute
or two.

“I hope, my dear, that you have not
forgotten what I said to you the other
day?” thus spoke Mrs, Wapshot to Lilian.

“T have not forgotten—I am not likely

to forget.”

“ Vghnt are you looking for 1"

“J have lost the third volume of my
novel.”

“My dear Lilian, you surprise me !
Don’t you think that instead of mnovel-
reading you would be much better em-
ployed in rubbing-up your Fremch and
mausic, and in looking through your dresses
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to see which of them would turn and make
up again‘l By-the-bye, have you advertised
yett”

¢ Not yet,” answered Lilian dejectedly.

“Then why not do so at once$ Mr.
Jellicop may be very kind, and Mrs.
Jellicop may be very kind, but you are
no relative of theirs, and no girl of spirit
would condescend to keep on living here
as a dependent on their charity.”

Ha thus contrived to render Lilian
thoroughly uncomfortable, Mrs. Wapshot
with a serene conscience followed Mrs.
Elliott out of the room.

“A dependent on their charity!” ex-
claimed Lilian sadly. ¢“She is right; I
have my living to earn, and the sooner I
set about it the better.” She was gjtting,
buried in thought, with her eyes bent on
the ground, and did not hear Marma-
duke’s footsteps on the et. ‘But what
am I fit for? What is there that I can
do?” she continued, asking the questions
aloud,.and little thinking there was anyone
to ox'rﬁx;hear her.

“There is one thing you can do, Miss
Ramsay.” y

Lilian started to her feet in some con-
fusion. It took her a moment or two to
recover herself,

“ And that is $” she said enquiringly.

“Go with me as far as the home-
meadow, where the haymakers are at
work. Let us go and help them—let us
transform ourselves for a little while into
a couple of rakes.”

Lilian shook her head, and looked
seriously at him out of the depths of
her brown eyes.

‘“Why, what's amiss 3 ” queried Marma-
duke. “A quarter of an hour ago you
seemed as merry as a blackbird, and
now——"

“I look as melancholy as an owl, and
not half so wise.”

¢ Mrs. Wapshot has been talking to you.”

“For my good.”

“I take the liberty of doubting that.”
“She has, at least, reminded me of my
duty.” _
““People who make such a point of
reminding others of their duty are pretty
sure to neglect their own.”

“Captain Marmaduke, may I ask your
advice} I want to advertise and I don’t
know how to set about it.”

‘“The easiest thing in the world. The
difficulty nowadays is not to advertise.”

I want to offer my services as governess,
or as companion to a lady going abroad.”

Marmaduke’s face took an extra shade
gravity.

“Does Mr. Jellicop know of this sudden
resolution on your part?”

“No.”

“ Nor Mrs. Jellicop $”

[ No."

“Do you feel justified in taking so
serious a step without their knowledge
or sanction %"

“I don’t know. I only want to act for
the best. I know that they would like
me to stay on with them here, but—but I
feel that cha.nnot live as a dependent on
their charity.”

“ That sounds very much like one of
Mrs, Wapshot's phrases. But you asked
my advice, did you not $”

«Y did.”

“ Will you promise ta abide by it ?”

For a moment Lilian hesitated, then in
a low voice she said : !

] promise.”

“For the next month or two let the
future take care of itself. Decide upon
nothing without the full concurrence of Mr.
Jellicop, Finally, attach no importance to
anything Mrs. Wapshot may say to you.”

“I have promised to abide by your
advice, and I will do so, but with every day
that passes I grow more anxious not to be
a burden to anybody.”

““As if you could be a burden to any-
body. But enough of sermonising. You
promised to visit the ruins of Dean Abbey
with me. We shall have to fix an early
day, as I leave here on Tuesday next.”

“You leave here on Tuesday !”

“ I came for two days, and I have stayed
a week.”

“ We shall miss you very much.”

“If I dared to think that you would miss
me, it would not matter greatly about any-
one else.”

“Of course I shall miss you, as we all
shall. Why, you have not told me—told
us, I mean—half your adventures. And
we may never meet again !”

“ Why should we not meet again "

“] cannot stay here for ever. Even if
you were to come to Brookfield again in
six weeks’ time I should be gone!”

“ Gone whither 1 ”

“1I caunot tell.”

‘¢ Then why part at all 1”

He sat down by her side, and took one of
her unresisting hands in his. The clear
light of love glowed in his eyes.

¢ Lilian, listen to me,” he said.

But at that moment the door opened,

of
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and Mr. Jellicop came in fussily, after his
wont. Lilian started to her feet, her
cheeks all aflame. Marmaduke smothered
an ejaculation of annoyance.

FISH DIET.

AMONG the manymarvels of the Fisheries
Exhibition just opened, is an unassuming
but very interesting case, which gives what
may be called the bill of fare of a family of
the neolithic period. The menu is of a far
more varied character than might have been
expected from their resources in the way
of tools and weapons. For there were no
trace of metals in the shell-mound from
which these illustrations were taken—a
shell-mound found on the old coast-line of
the Island of Oransay in the Western
Hebrides, and therefore of an age very far
remote from any of which we have historic
record. Their fish-spears, or harpoons,
are of sharpened bone, and their kitchen
utensils of flint or polished shell. And yet
they must have contrived to capture the
rorqual and the seal, the very fishiest kind
of flesh that this imperfectly-educated
family may have eaten as fish without
knowing any better ; then they had mullet
and wrasse, dogfish and skate—these by
way of delicacies, no doubt, while the

regular homely fare of the period was made
up principally of shell- Altogether
excellent E ing, if only there were enough

of it, as to which the record is silent.
Perhaps the example of these fish-eating
people is hardly encouraging, seeing that
probably they were wiped out of existence
by a more hardy race who had discovered
the use of metals, and acquired skill
in the art of slaughter in hunting the
wild beasts of the forest. But we need
not be prejudiced against a fish diet in con-
sequence, or fancy that it entails any dis-
advantage in the struggle for existence.
What we may lose in sinew, physiologists
tell us we shall make up in brain, and for
people who have not to make a living by
the spade or the pick, the brain is the
chief power after all. The theories of
physiologists have not been largely verified
by experience, indeed ; the learned pro-
fessions are not carried by storm by the
gons of fishermen, nor is any abnormal
proportion of * distinguished thinkers
furnished by the fishing towns, where
people live mostly on fish, and ought to
have brains of extraordinary power. But
then it can be shown that many highly
successful races have been greatly given to

fish. The Northmen, for example, a people
who have made for themselves a great place
in history, were always good ﬁsirermen as
well as good fighters. It must be con-
fessed, however, that the northern taste
in the matter of fish was of a rather coarse
and greasy nature. The whale, for in-
stance, was so highly regarded as to be
reserved for king or queen, and the
porpoise and other cetaces, fish in general
estimation, if not in the scientific sense,
were always popular, and the Northman
carried his tastes into warmer latitudes, so
that the fishing for c: is, a8 it was
called, a term explained a little farther on,
was much practised and highly encouraged
on the coasts of England and Normandy.
Thus we are told by old Lambarde how
the Conqueror granted to the monks of
l;attle, that if any fish called crmpoi‘:,l
that is, poisson, a great or ro
fish, as wgl‘:s or such other, which by tyhe
law of Prerogative pertained to the king
himself, came ashore upon Dengemarish—
the marsh now protected byﬁeymchnrch
wall, and with Dungeness on its outlying
promontory—the monks should have it,
and if in any other man's land yet the
monks shoule have the whole tongue and
two-thirds of the body. There are similar
grants to other monasteries in Normandy,
and all this suggests the question, could a
whale’s tongue have ever been preserved
and eaten as a delicacy inly not the
tongue of the “right whale,” a mere gela-
tinous mass that the most robust appetite
would refuse. But then there are whales
and whales, and some of the species may
possess a tongue which is really a dainty,
The taste for craspois -came to an end
in a rather dismal manner. The great
pestilence of the fourteenth century, known
in England as the Black Death, was said to
have especially marked out the eaters of
craspois as victims. Anyhow, the phy-
sicians of the period put their ban upon it,
condemning at the same time many whole-
some and splendid fishes. .

Chiens de mer marsouins saumons

Congres tourboz et leur semblables

Qui sans escailles sont nuisables,
Thus classing the lordly salmon and the
luscious turbot with dogfish and porpoises,
to say nothing of the conger, which has
many warm ugiherents at the present day.
Perhaps from this period may be dated the
dislike of the Scotch to the eel, which they
erroneously declare to be without scales.
Some, indeed, aver that ise steaks
are really good eating, mso g: dogfish is
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a popular article of diet amoxig the Norman
gmnh'y. Bat then the Normans may
supposed to have inherited the Scan-
dinavian taste for gross and oily fishes—
a taste which would seem to be still
rampant in Norway, if we may trust to
the following extract from the Fisheries
Exhibition catalogue, which has a charming
‘“once upon & time ” flavour about it, and
a vagueness of local description which
recalls the wonderfal tales of childhood :

* On a certain part of the western coast
of Norway, whales pass through the narrow
inlet of a fjord, and fail to find their way
back again. When swimming around the
bay, the whale would be observed at once,
and the fishermen try to kill it by means
of a single-pointed iron arrow only five or
six inches long. The mode of proceedin,
was to shoot from the bow an arrow wi
a loose iron point up in the air in such a
manner that it would fall down perpen-
dicularly and strike the body of the whale.
Iron points made of old ship-bolts, and
rather rusty, would be preferred as the
best for the purpose. hen struck by
the iron, the whale would swim about for
twenty-four or thirty hours, and then float
up to the surface of the water, dead or
poisoned, having a wound a foot or more
In diameter around the place where the
iron bhad struck. The iron point itself
would be found worked down to the
backbone or some vital part.

¢ After having cut out the wounded part
with a special knife, men and women from
all the farms around the bay, being the
whole hunting-time on the look-out, would
meet with their whale-knives, and cut out
of the whale their special and long pre-
determined pieces, and bring them home
for food.

“,',l‘hm implements are still in occasional
use.
To judge from this extract, there is still
a taste for whale-flesh in Norway, just as
among the Eskimo, where the capture of a
whale is the occasion of a banquet.
The omnivorous Chinese mE:n a dainty of
the dried sinew of the whale. But, in a
general way, we may assume that, as
articles of food, the cetacea are quite out
of fashion; and no doubt it was the
herring that had the most to do with this
change of dynasty — the herring that,
swarming along the coasts in great shoals,
creating a general excitement among all
predatory creatures, whether they swim, fly,
or crawl ; the herring that seems to invite
the clumsiest attempt at 8 boat and net to

circumvent him. The herring, by the way,
according to fisher folk-lore, was chosen
king over the other denizens of the deep—
just as the tit among birds—not out of
merit 8o much as from overweening jealousy
of more formidable competitors. The plaice
and the halibut made faces at their new
king, and have had wry mouths ever since.

A democratic king certainly is the
herring, with his inexhaustible bounties
to the poor; and no fish is more
delicious than a perfectly fresh herring,
while of all others he bears with least
detriment the processes of curing and
salting. The Dautch lay claim to the
invention of the art of Eickling herrings ;
but, whatever may have the improve-
ments they introduced, the art i was
known along the Channel coast from time
immemorial —at Déltzﬁpe from the eighth
century, anyhow. e red herring, how-
ever, is of much more recent introduction
—not spoken of before the sixteenth
century—and is claimed by the Yarmouth
fishermen as their peculiar invention. The
red herring has suffered some eclipse at the
hands — or the fins, rather — of the still
more popular bloater, which is hardly
more ancient than the eighteenth century.

In the cold and strongly-aerated waters
of the Northern Sea swarms, in exhaust-
less numbers, the cod, and perhaps the
constant aeration of the water by melted
ice gives the North Sea its wonderfully
stimulating properties of fish production.
Who can watch the tide foaming in upon
our northern coasts, with the sparkle and
effervescence of champagne, and the general
stir of life it creates among all things that
swim in the sea, a wealth of life and
fecundity and power, & great store-house
that may be drawn upon indefinitely ; who
can see this without feeling surprise that
any in this land should be short of food
when such unlimited supplies are within
reach? In this matter of the cod, for
instance, we are told by competent autho-
rities that it could be sold at twopence a
pound in the streets of London, if only
the machinery of distribution were mperly
arranged. And with the cod, the difficulty
of bringing the fish fresh to market is
reduced to & minimum. The herring, it is
said, dies when it strikes the net; this is
an exaggeration, but many are dead when
the nets are hauled on board, and the rest
die almost immediately after being taken
from the water. But the cod is a hardy
fellow, and will make the journey in tanks
quite comfortably from the Farce Isles or
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the banks of Newfoundland, and he can be
kept in stock, too—is largely kept in per-
forated boxes in the fish docks of Harwich
and Great Grimsby, till he is wanted.

As early as the reign of Elizabeth,
English fishermen were in the habit of
resorting to the coast of Iceland for cod-
fishing, and there is a letter extant, dated
1595, from the King of Denmark com-
plaining of the trespasses of these English
fishermen ; but saying that they might fish
on the coast of Iceland, except the island of
‘Westmon, which was reserved for the court.
Elizabeth took five years to answer this
letter, and then “thank you for nothing”
she writes in effect, and desires the king
not to hinder the English from fishing in
the high seas. In the Civil Wars the’
English fishing-boats, making for the coast
of Iceland, were set upon by Royalist

})ﬁvateers, .and’ . them ecaptured,
or which no redress could be All
this fishing was for cod, for drying and

salting, and there is still a good deal done
in that way, the French especially making
a considerable consumption of the salt fish.
They manage to make it palatable too, a
feat which our English cooks rarely accom-
plish, even when they smother it with
egﬁ;sauoe.

he haddock is another fish that swarms
inthese northern waters, and, till the practice
of smoking them began, more were caught
than could be consumed. But now the

-smoked haddock is found everywhere, and

is especially popular in poor neighbour-
hoods. Very satisfactory, too, he is as a
breakfast relish, but ought to be much
cheaper. Then we have the turbot, that the
trawl-net has made plentiful. No finer fish
than this is anywhere to be had, and cheap,
too, at times, for people who have time to
be continunally siirmishing around for
bargains, but when wanted on any parti-
cular occasion, sure to be ruinously dear.
Another fish has lately made its appearance
on London fish-stalls, the salmon-shad, as
the fishmongers call it. This is known
to the more scientific Americans as the
anadromous shad, and the French, who
love it well, call it the alose; and as
this fish runs up the rivers of the
Atlantic seaboard in May, when the old-
world peasantry are making pilgrimages to
holy wells and such like, the alose is a
favourite Friday dish for these, on the
whole, rather jolly excursions. And an
alose, perfectly broiled over a wood fire,
with an accompanying of the cream sauce
of High Normandy, is a dish that might

make the most confirmed sceptic believe
in the virtues of pilgri Bat then,
in the hands of an unskilful cook, the
alose is apt to fall into a formless mass, a
very unhandsome dish, although the flavour
may be all right.

Most people have had experience, once
or twice in their lives, of a regular fish
dinner, say at Billingsgate, where sundry
restaurants and taverns devote themselves
to that kind of entertainment. The fish
is generally , but then these dinners
are not particularly cheap. Then, in the

rer quarters of the townm, the fried-

h shop supplies refreshment whole-
some and cheap. A slice of fried fish,
fried potatoes, and a slice of bread
can be had for threepence, everything
perhaps permeated with a fishy flavour, but
still appetising enough for & hungry man.
And these fried-fish men clear the market
at Billingsgate of anything that may be
going cheap—plaice and skate—the latter
very good, but repugnant to many peopls,
perhaps, on account of its appearance, with
a fiendish grin in the middle of its stomach ;
and to these experiences may be added the
cheap fish-dinners at the South Kensington
Exhibition. The rush for these would
seem to indicate a great undeveloped taste
for fish on the part of the great British
public Now, in a general way, an
increased demand for a commodity brings
about increased prices, and this may very
well be the effect at first of the general
tendency to fish-eating. But the_supply
being practically unlimited, the balance
will soon be redressed in favour of the fish
consumer. It would be a great gain if a

eneral demand for fish in the inland

istricts gave opportunity for the opening
out of independent sources of supply. Too
much hangs upon Billingsgate—not only all
London, but a vast number of other towns,
even seaside places where the fish are
actually caught, and sometimes make the
double journey by rail before they appear
in the local fish-market, .

Still, allowing for well-founded complaints
as to supply, we may survey the world
from China to Peru and find no other
nation able to give a better fish-dinner—
Do, nor one halgl as good—in a general way.
Certainly not the nations whose shores
border on the Mediterranean—Italy, for
instance, whose commissioners report that
the coast-fishing is mainly done in a
desultory manner by old men, women,
and children—with singular exceptions
in the case of fishing communities in the
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Adriatic, with their curious and picturesque
Bragazzi, “remarkable for the shape
of the hul and their strange sails coloured
in brown or deep red, and covered with

&uaint figures and devices.” But neither’

e thunny nor the sword-fish are tempting
as edible fishes, and the hake seems to be
the best all-round” fish in the Italian
markets. Indeed, our Yarmouth and
Scotch herring are largely imported, and
form a considerable item in the diet of the
working-classes. Nor is Spain in the van
in the way of fishing, and may look back
with regret to the galmy days of Philip the
Second, when two hundred vessels, manned
by some six thousand sailors, left the
Cantabrian shore for the cod fisheries of
Newfoundland. Now, along its Atlantic
coast, there is no deep sea fishing to speak
of, while the Mediterranean seaboard is
almost a blank. Indeed, the Mediterranean
may be said to be almost played out as a
fish-pond, its hot sun and tepid waters do
not supply the life-giving elements of the
northern seas, and the absence of appre-
ciable tides deprives the world of fishes of
the zest and changqthat the rush of waters
to and fro gives to the denizens of the great
oceans. .

Nor has America the advantage of us
in the way of ‘fish,’at least of sea-fish. Her
great Jukes shd commecting rivers yield a
white fish, so called, that is well spoken
of, and the black bass, a bold and hand-
some- fish, might perhaps be acclimatised
to advantage in some of our - rivers
The Americans introduce a good deal of
ingenuity into ‘théif fisheries, There is
the purse- seine, for imstance, which has
quite revolationised the fishery for mackerel
and menhadén; the American fishermen
having entirely deserted the Gulf of St
Lawrence, where they formerly resorted,
and taken to fishing north of Cape Hat-
teras. There are smart fisheries, too, on
the Columbian shores; for the salmon
almost what Chicago is for the pig; and
wonderful stories are told of the way in
which' the salmon is caught and cooked
and canned, the whole performed with
the regularity and speed of steam. The
Americans, too, have invented boneless
herrings, an invention which, if it could be
applies to fishes generally, would do much
to popularise a fish diet, for people don’t
like a continual struggle with bones in the
course of a meal, and those fishes are most
Ezpnlar, as a general rule, in which the

ne difficulty is the least felt; the herring,
of course, being an exception, being both

nice and cheap. Something in the way of
this American process has been fore-
shadowed in prophecy, for there exists a
mystic medizval rhyme :
Never a herring spoke but one,

And he said, *“ Roast my back, and not my bone.”
As much as to say—there are various inter-

retations, but this seems the most pro-

able—**¢ Take out my bones before cooking
me.” . _

Another novelty the American has intro-
duced — a preparation called chowder,
fearfully and wonderfully composed of fish,

rk, biscuit, and other light comestibles.
g;:ere is clam chowder and fish chowder,
both of which are canned for export, but
they require a certain amount of education
in the palate to appreciate.

Passing over to the Pacific we find
many varieties of fish unknown to Euro-
pean markets, with some familiar friends,
such as the ubiquitous eel and mackerel.
Baut the albicore, the bonito, and the flying-
fish have a strange unfamiliar aspect. The
coral reefs of the South Sea Islands abound
with curious fish, balloon-shaped, with
strange attachments, and an expression of
puffy amazement ; but some of these are poi-
sonous, and none are équal to our northern
fishes in the culinary scale. Nor has Japan
any striking novelties to show us in the
way of fish; and when we come to China,
we feel that we are inanotherand altogether
stranger world, in which our experience is
of little use to us, and ' vice-versi.. Funny
men and funny fishes seem on mutually
good terms with each other, with a strange
kind of ‘family likenéss betweon them.
And people who eat whale sinew and dried
shark’sfins, and sea-slugs—as for cuttle-fish,
they seem to be eaten all over the world—
well, a people who will eat anything
and everything, must be looked on with
suspicion as gastronomic guides.

MR.SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

CHAPTER LXIV. THE LAST OF FLORENCE
MOUNTJOY.

Now at last in this final chapter has to be
told the fate of Florence Mountjoy,—as
far as it can be told in these pages. It
was, at any rate, her peculiarity to attach
to herself, by bonds which could not easily
be severed, those who had once thought
that they might be able to win her love.
An attempt has been made to show how
firm and determined were the affections of
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Harry Annesley, and how absolutely he
trusted in her word when once it had been
given to him. He had seemed to think
that when she had even nodded to him in
answer to his assertion that he desired her
to be his wife, all his trouble as regarded
her heart had been off his mind. There
might be infinite trouble as to time,—as to
ten years, three years, or even one year ;
trouble in inducing her to promise that she
would become his wife in opposition to her
mother ; but he had felt sure that she never
would be the wife of any one else. How
he had at last succeeded in mitigating the
opposition of her mother, 8o as to make the
three years, or even the one year, appear
to himeelf an altogether impossible delay,
the reader knows, How he at last con-
trived to have his own way altogether, so
that, as Florence told him, she was merely
a ball in his hand, the reader will have to
know very shortly. But not a shade of
doubt lnzever clouded Harry’s mind as to
his eventual sucoess, since she had nodded
to him at Mrs, Armitage’s ball. Though
this girl’s love had been so grand a thing
to have achieved, he was quite sure from
that moment that it would be his for ever.
With Mountjoy Scarborough there had
never come such a moment,—and never
could, and yet he had been very confident,
go that he had lived on the assurance that
such a moment would come. And the self-
deportment natural to him had been such
that he had shown his assurance. He never
would have succeeded ; but he should not
the less love her sincerely. And when the
time came for him to think what he should
do with himself, those few days after his
father’s death, he turned to her as his one
prospect of salvation. Ifhis cousin Florence
would be good to him, all might yet be
well. He come by that time to lose
his assurance. He ‘had recognised Harry
Annesley as his enemy,—as has been told
often enough in these pages. Harry was to
him a hateful stumbling-block. And he had
not been quite as sure of her fidelity to
another as had been sure of it to
himself. Tretton might prevail Trettons
do so often prevail. And the girl’s mother
was all on his side. Soheﬁlad ne {o
Cheltenham, true as the needle to tiz pole,
to try his luck yet once again. He had
me to Chel ,—and there he found
Annesley. All hopes for him were
then over and he started at once for
Monaco ; or, as he himself told himself,—
for the deuce.
Among the lovers of Florence some

memory may attach itself to poor Hugh
Anderson. He too had been absolutely
true to Florence. From the hour in which
he had first conceived the idea that she
would make him happy as his wife, it had
gone on growing upon him with all the
weight of love. He did not quite under-
stand why he should have loved her so
dearly,—but thus it was. Such a Mrs.
Hugh Anderson, with a pair of ponies on
the boulevards, was to his imagination the
most lovely sight which conld‘%e_ painted.
Then Florence took the mode of disabusing
him which has been told, and Hugh Ander-
son gave the required promise. Alas;—in
what an unfortunate moment had he done
so! Such was his own thought. For
though he was sure of his own attachment
to her, he could not mount high enough to
be as sure of hers to somebody else. It
was a “sort of thing a man oughtn’t to
have been asked to promise,” he said to
the third secretary. And having so deter-
mined He made up his mind to follow her
to England and to try his fortune once

n.
ag;‘lloronce had just_wished Harry good-
bye for the day,—or *rather for the week.
She cared nothing now, in the way of
protestations of affection. ‘‘Come, Harry ;
there now ;—don’t be 8o unreasonable.
Am not I just as impatient as you are?
tl;lhh day fortnight you will be back., And
en l »

“Then there will be some peace ; won’t
there? But mind you write every day.”
And so Harry was whisked away, as
triumphant a man as ever left Cheltenham
by the London train. On the following
morning Hugh Anderson reached Chelten-
ham and appeared in Montpellier Place.

“ My daughter is at home certainly,”
said Mrs. Mountjoy. There was something
in the tone which made the young man at
once assure himself that heild better go
back to Brussels. He had ever been a
favourite with Mrs. Mountjoy. In his
days of love-making poor Mountjoy had
been absent, declamﬁ no longer to have a
chance of Tretton, and Harry had been—
the very Evil One himself. Mrs. Mountjoy
had been assured by the Brussels Mount-
joys that with the view of getting well rid
of the Evil One, she had better take poor
Anderson to her bosom. She had opened
her bosom accordingly,—but with very

r results,. And now he had come to
r::k after what result there might be,
Mrs. Mountjoy felt that he had better go
back to Brussels.

~ > o ™
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“ Could I not see her?” asked Anderson. ¢ Kamtschatka!”
“Well, yes; you could see her.” “Yes, indeed. The F. O. " The

“Mrs. Mountjoy, I'll tell you every-
thing,—just as though you were my own
mother. I have loved your daughter,—
oh, I don’t know how it is!| If she’d be
my wife for two years, I don’t think I'd
mind dying afterwards.”

“ Oh, Mr. Anderson | ”

“] wouldn't. I never heard of a case
where a girl had got such a hold of a man
as she has of me.”

“You don’t mean to say that she has
behaved badly.”

“Oh no! She couldn’t behave badly.
It isn’t in her. But she can bowl a fellow
over in the most—well, most desperate
manner. As for me, I'm not worth my
salt since I first saw her. When I go to
ride with the governor I haven’t a word
ltﬁnytao him.” Bu; this ended in Ml}'ls.

ountjoy going and promising that she
would semf Flgrenco gown in her place.
She knew that it would be in vain ; but to
a young man who had behaved so well as
I‘MﬁAndIerson 80 muc,h tl:lonld not be refused.
‘Here I am in,” he said, very much
like the clown ﬁuthe 1:omime>.ery

“Oh, Mr. Anderson, how do youdo$”

A lover who is anxious to prevail with
a lady should always hold  up his head.
Where is the er of novels, or of
human nature, who does not know as much
as that. And yet the man who is in love,
truly in love, never does hold up his head
very high. It is the man who is not in
love who does so. Nevertheless it does
sometimes happen that the true lover
obtains his reward. In this case it was
not observed to be so. But now Mr.
Anderson was sure of his fate, so that
there was no encouragement to him to
make any attempt at holding up his head.
“I have come once more to see you,” he
said.

“I am sure it gives mamma so much
pleasure.”

“Mrs. Mountjoy is very kind. But it
hasn’t been for her. The truth is I couldn’t
settle down in this world without having
another interview.”

“What am I to say, Mr. Anderson?”

“Tl just tell you how it all is. You
know what my prospects are.” She did
not quite remember, but she bowed to
him.  “You must know because I told
you There is nothing I kept concealed.”
Again she bowed. ‘ There can be no
E)uible fl.mil'y reason for my going to

amtschatka,

F. O. always meant the Foreign Office.
“The F. O. wants a young man on whom
it can thoroughly depend to go to Kamts-
chatka. The allowances are handsome
enough, but the allowances are nothing
to me.”

“ Why should you go $”

“It is for you to decide. Yes, you can

detain me. If I to that bleak and
barren desert it will merely be to court
exile from that

uarter of the globe in
which you and qI would have to live
together and yet apart. That I cannot
stand. In Kamtschatka—— Well, there is

no knowing what ma hzﬁgen to me there.”
“ Bat I'm en to be married to Mr.
Annesley.”

“You told me something of that before,”

“But it's all fixed. @ Mamma will tell
you. It's to be this day fortnight. If
you'd only stay and come as one of m
friends.” Surely such a proposition as this
is the unkindest that any young lady can
make. But we believe that it is made not
unfrequently. In the present case it
received no reply.

Mr. Anderson took up his hat and
rushed to the door. Then he returned for
a moment. “God bless you, Miss Mount-
joy,” he said. “In spite of the cruelty of
that suggestion I must bid God bless you.”
And then he was gone.

About a week afterwards, M. Grascour
appeared upon the scene with precisely the
same intention. He, too, retained in his
memory a most vivid recollection of the
young lady and her charms. He had heard
that Captain Scarborough had inherited
Tretton, and had been informed that it was
not probable that Miss Florence Mount-
joy would marry her cousin. He was some-
what confused in his ideas, and thought
that, were he now to reappear on the scene,
there might still be a chance for him.
There was no lover more unlike Mr. An-
derson than M. Grascour. Not even for
Florence Mountjoy, not even to own her,
would he go to tachatka ; and were he
not to see her he would simply go back to
Brussels. And yet he loved her as well as
he knew how to love anyone, and, would
she have become his wife, would have
treated her admirably. He had looked at
it all rou;d, and coull:i 860 le;:) reason why
he should not marry her. Like a persever-
ing man, he persevered ; but as he did so
no glimmering of an idea of Kamtschatka
distarbed him.

=
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But from this further trouble Mrs.
Mountjoy was able to save her daughter.
M. Grascour made his way into Mrs.
Mountjoy’s presence, and there declared
his purpose. He had been sent over
on some question connected with the
liberation of commerce, and had ventured
to take the opportunity of coming down
to Cheltenham. He hoped the truth
of his affection would be evinced by the
journey. Mrs. Mountjoy observed, while

e was making his little speech, how
extremely well brushed was his hat. She
had observed, also, that poor Mr. Ander-
son’s hat was in such a condition as almost
to make her try to smooth it down for him.
“If you make objection to my hat, yon
should brush it yourself,” she had heard
Harry say to Florence, and Florence had
taken the hat, and had brushed it with
fond lingering touches.

“ M. Grascour, I can assure you that she
is really engaged,” Mrs. Mountjoy had
said. M. Grascour bowed and si}hed.
¢ She is to be married this day week.

¢Indeed |”

“To Mr. Harry Annesley.”

“Oh—h—h! I remember the gentle-
man’s name. . I had thought—"

““Well, yes; there were objections, but
they have luckily disappeared.” Though
Mrs. Mountjoy was only as yet happy in a
melancholy manner, rejoicing with but
bated joy at her girl's joys, she was too
loyal to say a word now against Harry
Annesley.

“] should not have troubled you,
bat—"

“T am sure of that, M. Grascour; and
we are both of us grateful to you for your

ood opinion. I know very well how
gigh is the honour which you are doing
Florence ; and she will quite understand it.
But you see the thing is fixed ; it's only a
week.” Florence was said, at the moment,
to be not at home, though she was up-
stairs, looking at four dozen new pocket-
handkerchiefs which had just come from
the pocket-handkerchief merchant, with the
letters F. A. upon them. She had much
more pleasure in looking at them than she
would have had in listening to the con-
gratulations of M. Grascour.

“He's a very good man, no doubt,
mamma ; 8 deal better, perhaps, than
Harry.” That, however, was not her true
opinion. “But one can’t marry all the
good men.”

There was almost more trouble taken

down at Buston about Harry’s marriage

than his sister’s, though was to
be married at Cheltenham, and only his
father, and one of his sisters as a brides-
maid, were to go down to assist upon the
occasion. His father was to marry them,
and his mother had at last consented to
postpone the joy of seeing Florence till ahe
was brought home from her travels, a bride
three months old. Nevertheless, a m
fuss was made, especially at Buston

Mr. Prosper had become comparatively
light in heart since the duty of providing
a wife for Buston and a fature mother for
Buston heirs had been taken off his shoul-
ders and thrown upon those of his nephew.
The more he looked back upon the days
of his own courtship the more did his own
deliverance appear to him to be almost the
work of Heaven. Where would he have
been had Miss Thoroughbung made good
her footing in Buston Hallt He used to
shut his eyes and gently raise his left hand
towards the skies as he told himself that
the evil thing had passed by him.

But it had passed by, and it was
essential that there should bea bride of some
sort at Buston, and as, with all his diligent
enquiry, he had heard nothing but good of
Florence, she should be received with as
hearty a welcome as he could give her.
There was one point which troubled him
more than all others. He was determined
to refarnish the drawing-room and the bed-
room in which Florence was destined to
sleep. He told his sister in his most
solemn manner that he had at last made
up his mind thoroughly. The thing should
be done. She understood how great a
thing it was for him to do. ¢ The two
entire rooms!” he said with an almost
tragic air. Then he sent for her the next
day and told her that, on further considera-
tion, he had determined to add in the
dressing-room.

The whole parish felt the effect. It was
not 8o much that the parish was struck by
the expenditure proposed, because the
squire was known to be a man who had
not for years spent all his income, but
that he had given way so far on behalf of
a nephew whom he had been so anxious to
disinherit. Rumour had already reached
Buntingford of what the squire had
intended to do on the receipt of his own
wife,—rumours which had of course since
faded away into nothing. It had been
positively notified to Buntingford that
there should be really a new carpet and
new ourtains in the drawing-room. Miss
Thoroughbung had been known to have
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declared at the brewery that the whole
thing should be done before she had been
there twelve months. '

“He shall go the whole hog,” she had
said. And there had been a little bet
between her and her brother, who enter-
tained an idea that Mr. Prosper was an
obstinate man. And Joe had brought
tidings of the bet to the parsonage ;—so
that there had been much commotion on
the subject. When the bedroom had
been included, and then the dressing-room,
even Mathew had been alarmed. “It'H
come to as much as five hundred peunds!”
he had whispered .to Mrs. Annesley.
Mathew seemed to think that it was quite
time there should be somebody to control
his master. “ Why, ma'am, it's only the
other day, because I can remember it
myself, when the loo-table came into the
house new!” Mathew had been in the
place over twenty years. When Mrs,
Annesley reminded him that fashions were
changed, and that other kinds of tables
were required, he only shook his head.

Bat there was a question more vital
than that of expense. How was the new
furniture to be chosen? The first idea
was that Florence should be invited to
spend a week at her future home, and go
up and down to London with either Mrs,
Annesley or her brother, and select the
farniture herself. But there were reasons
against this, Mr. Prosper would like to
surprise her by the munificence of what
he did. And the suggestion of one day
was sure to wane before the stronger
lights of the next. Mr. Prosper, though
he intended to be munificent, was still a
little afraid that it should be thrown
away as a thing of course,—or that it
should appear to have been Harry's work.
That would be manifestly unjust. «I
think I had better do it myself,” he said to
his sister.

“Porhaps I could help you, Peter.”
He shuddered ; but it was at the memory
of the sound of the word Peter, as it had
been blurted out for his express annoyance
by Miss Thoroughbung. “I wouldn’t
mind going up to London with you.” He
shook his head, demanding still more time
for deliberation. Were he to accept his
sister's offer he would be bound by his
acceptance. ‘“It's the last drawing-room
carpet I shall ever buy,” he said to him-
salf, with true melancholy, as he walked
back home across the park.

Then there had been the other grand
question of the journey or not down to

Cheltenham. In a good-natured way Harry
had told him that the wedding would be
no wedding without his presence. That
had moved him considerably. It was very
desirable that the wedding should be more
than a merely legal wedding. The world
ought to be made aware that the heir to
Buston had been married in the presence
of the Squire of Buston. But the journey
was a tremendous difficulty. If he could
have gone from Buston direct to Chelten-
ham it would have been comparatively
m‘{ But he must pass through London,
and to do this he must travel the whole
m between the Northern and Western

ilway-stations. And the. trains would
not fit. He studied his Bradshaw for an
entire morning, and found that they would
not fit. *“ Where am I to spend the hour
and & quarter?” he asked his sister mourn-
fully. * And there would be four journeys,
goingand coming ;—fourseparatejourneys |”
And these would be irrespective of nume-
rous carriages and cabs. It was absolutely
impossible that he should be present in
the flesh on that happy day at Cheltenham.,
He was left at home for three months,
July, August, end September, in which to
buy the furniture,—which, however, was
at last procured by Mrs. Annesley.

The marriage, as far as the wedding was
concerned, was not nearly as good fun as
that of Joe and Molly. There was no
Mr. Crabtree there, and no Miss Thorough-

. And Mrs. Mountjoy, though she
meant to do it all as well as it could be
done, was still joyous only with bated joy.
Some tinge of melancholy still clung to her.
She had for so many years thought of her
nephew as the husband destined for her
girl, that she could not be as yet demon-
strative in her appreciation of Harry
Annesley. “I have no doubt we shall
come to be true friends, Mr. Annesley,”
she had said to him.

“Don’t call me Mr. Annesley.”

“No, I won’t, when you come back
again and I am used to you. Butat prescnt
there—there is & something.”

“ A regret, perhaps.”

“ Well, not quite a t. Iam an old-
fashioned person, and I can’t change my
manners all at once. You know what it
was that I used to hope.”

“Oh yes. But Florence was very stupid
and would have a different opinion.”

“ Of course I am hnpgy now. Her
happiness is all the world to me. And
things have undergone a change.”

"E‘.ha ’s true. Mr. Prosper has made
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over the marrying business to me, and I
mean to go through it like a man. Only
you must call me Harry.” This she
promised to do, and did in the seclusion
of her own room give him a kiss. But still
her joy was not loud, and the hilarity of
her guests was moderate. Mrs. Armitage
did her best, and the bridesmaids’ dresses
were gretty,-—which is all that is required
of a bridesmaid. Then, at last, the fatal
iage came, and they were carried away
to Gloucester, where they were committed
to-the untender, commonplace, but much
more comfortable mercies of the railway-
carriage. There we will part with them,
and encounter them again but for a few
moments a8 after a long day’s ramble they
made their way back to a solitary but com-
fortable hotel among the Bernese Alps.
Florence was on a pony, which Harry had
insisted on hiring for her, though Florence
had declared herself able to the whole
way. It had been very hot, and she was
probably glad of the pony. They had both
alpenstocks in their hands, and on the
pommel of her saddle hung the light jacket
with which he had started, and which had
not been 8o light but that he had been glad
to ease himself of the weight. The guide
was lagging behind, and they two were
close together. ¢ Well, old girl,” he said,
“and now what do you think of it all 1”

“I’'m not so very much older than I was
when you took me, pet.”

“Oh yes, you are. Half of your life has
gone ; you have settled down into the cares
and duties of married life, none of which
had been thought of when I took you.”

“Not thought of! They have been on
my mind ever since that night at Mrs,
Armitage’s.”

“Only in a romantic and therefore
untrue sort of manner. Since that time
you have always thought of me with a
white choker and dress boots.”

“Don’t flatter yourself; I never looked
at your boots.”

“You knew. that they were the boots
and the clothes of a man making love,
didn’t yout I don’t care personally very
much about my own boots. I never shall
care about another pair. But I should
care about them. Anything that might
give me the slightest assistance !”

“ Nothing was wanted ; it had all been
done, Harry.”

“Mypet ! But still a pair of highlows
heavy with nails would not have been

efficacions then. ‘I did think I loved
him,’ you might have said to yourself, ¢ but

he is such an awkward fellow.’ ”

“It had gone much beyond that at Mrs.
Armitage’s.”

“ But now you have to take my highlows
as part of your duty.”

“ And you?”"

“ When a man loves a woman he falls in
love with everything belonging to her.
You don’t wear highlows. Everything yon
poesess as specially your own to ad-
minister to my sense of love and beauty.”

] wish, I wish it might be so0.”

“There is no danger about that at all
But I have to come before you on an acca-
sion such as this as a kind of navvy. And
m must accept me.” She glanced round

ively to see whether their guide was
looking, but the gunide: had fallen back out
of sight. 8o, sitting on her pony, she put
her arm around his neck and kissed him.
“ And then there is ever so much more,”
he continued. “Idon’t think I snore.”

“Indeed, no! There isn’t a sound comes
from you. I sometimes look to see if I
think you are alive.”

“ But if I do, you'll have to put up with
it. That would be one of your duties as a
wife. You never could have thought of
that when I had those dress boots on.”

“ Of course I didn’t. How can you talk
such rubbish ”

“I don’t know whether it is rubbish.
Those are the kind of things that must fall
upon a woman 80 heavily. Suppose I were
to beat youn.”

‘“Beat me.”

‘ Yes,—hit you over the head with this
stick 1”

“I am sure you will not do that.”

“So am I. But sup I were to.
Your mother used to of my leaving
that poor man bloody and speechless.
What if I were to carry out my usaal
habits as then shown? Take. care, my
darling, or that brute’ll throw you.” This
he eaid as the pony stumbled over a stone.

“ Almost as unlikely as you are. One
has to risk dangers in the world, but one
makes the risk as little as possible. I know
they won't give me a pony that will tumble
down. And I know that I've told you to
look to see that they dom’t. You chose
the pony, but I had to choose you. I don’t
know very much about ponies, but I do
know something about a lover ; and I know
that I have got one that will suit me.”

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Authors.
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Ray, smiling beamingly till all her glisten-
ing little white teeth displayed themselves.
“ thy of course there's nothing in your
coming over to talk to the family lawyer;
the family lawyer has so much in his
power, hasn’t he, Flora$”

“How should I know, never havirfg
heard of him before to-day 3” said Mrs,
Jervoise, for she felt her sister’s insinua-
tions to be indiscreet.

T thought I heard you say that Hubert
had talkeg to you so much about Mr,
Boldero’s art-treasures,” Jenifer put in
with downright direct truthfulness.

“So I did, Miss Conscience, who is so
ready to smite me. Hubert has spoken to
me of the lawyer’s pictures and bronzes ;
never of the lawyer himself.”

“] am surprised at that. Hubert thinks
so much more of Mr. Boldero than of
what Mr. Boldero possesses,” Jenifer said
thoughtfully ; and then, having by this
time had quite enough of Mrs. Ray’s con-
versation, she let Witchcraft go, and drew
a long breath of relief when she found that
the pony-carriage was far behind her.

« Failed, failed in the quarter where I
looked for certain help,” the girl said to
herself as she went along. “Oh, Jack!
poor boy, what can I do for you now?
Hubert has drunk in his wife’s opinions
till they have intoxicated him; mother
can’t, or rather sham’t, if I can help it,
know what makes me want to get Jack
away from Hillingsmoor ; and Jack himself
is only too rea(f;m to stay where he can
hunt, and shoot, and fish, and idle,
and—— Poor Jack!”

The ladies had quite a vivacious little
party that night at Moor Royal For
Mr. Ray and Jack were two of the threegen-
tlemen who were dining with Mr. Boldero,
and Mr. Jervoise slept so peacefully that he
was not counted or considered at all.

Christmas was close upon them now,
and Mrs. Ray and her sister were busy
devising various schemes for combinl;xfﬁ
philanthropy with pleasure. They

ot the vicar'’s consent to train a chosen
ew of the village girls to act in a pretty
little operetta for the good of the choir-
fund. And they had arranged a number
of tableaux vivants in which they and
Hubert were to take part only. Jenifer
had not been asked to aid them. They
thought her too pretty for their purpose,
and pretended to think that her grief for
her father was too new for her to do more
than watch their bright doings like any
other guest.

Old Mrs. Ray and Jenifer listened with
pathetic interest to all the bright,
clever estions which the enterprisin
sisters made to one another. They carri
their audience with them invariably, this
pair, whether they were acting in public
or in private only. And to-night Jenifer
found herself helping to run up ssthetic
calico dresses for the girls who were to take
part in the operetta, with all her heart.

In fact she had entirely dismissed the
chagrined feeling of the morning, and
under the influence of a new excitement
she was allowing some of her doleful fore-
bodings about her brother Jack to recede
into the background.

Presently Mrs. Jervoise said :

“Effie, we colourless yellow - haired
women can’t do everything. I want a
Nell Gwynn to pose with Captain Edge-
cambe’s Charles the Second. Find a bonny
brunette for me.”

¢ Devonshire women are lovely, as a
rule,” old Mrs. Ray put in; ‘“brighter eyes,
clearer complexions, more luxuriant hair
I have never seen anywhere than in this
district.”

“ Mrs. Ray, you're the very friend we're
in need of,”f:\ulrs. Je‘tivoise cried, going up
very gracefully an graciously to the
widow's chair ; “find us a brunette beauty
such as you describe. I feel sure you can
lay your hands upon a dozen.”

“The girl I am thinkinﬁ of is not a
lady, but she’s a good, sensible girl—a very

girl, I'm sure, and she’ll not suffer
her head to be turned by flattery,” old
Mrs. Ray said, drawing herself up; “it's
Minnie Thurtle, our gamekeeper’s daughter,
whom I mean—"

¢ Oh, mother,” Jenifer interrupted
hastily, with ill-concealed vexation, ‘“don’t
suggest taking a girl like Minnie so utterly
out of her place.”

“ Why not ¢ we could put ber back in
her place easily enough when we had done
with her,” Mrs. Jervoise said, laughing.
Then in defiant disregard of a few wor
of expostulation and reprobation from
Jenifer, the two sisters went on p]anning
how they would set about securing ol
Thurtle’s consent to his daughter’s acting
with the gentry. '

“ What is she like, Jenifer 7 ” young Mrs.
Ray asked. “I ought to have been shown
all the beauties on my husband’s estate.”

“She has fine dark eyes, a good figure,
and a bold expression. Minnie Thurtle is
no favourite of mine,” Jenifer said im-
patiently ; * if you get her up here to amuse
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your guests she will be fancying herself one
of them, and may give you trouble, Effie.”

“If she forgets how to behave I'll very
quickly freshen up her memory ; but I'm
not a bit afraid. From what you say she
has the very face for Nell Gwynn, We'll
go and see her to-morrow, Flora. By the
way, where does Thurtle live $”

“In a cottage close to the home farm-
house.”

“Does he? I know it then. Jack
pointed out the cottage to me the other
day—such a pretty one, Flora; a perfect
little bower it must be in summer, all
covered with honeysuckle and roses. Jack
says he shall turn it into his bailiff’s house
when he settles at the home-farm.”

¢ Jack will have to be his own bailiff,”
his mother said seriously. “The homefarm
must cease to be a toy to him now, if he
wants to make a living out of it.”

Jenifer could bear it no longer.

“You're all of you cruelly kind in
wishing Jack to be at the home-farm, We
shall all bitterly regret his taking it.”

“You're not at all anxious to keep your
brother near you, Miss Ray,” Mrs. Jervoise
said, throwing back her head, and striving
to make Jenifer understand how insigni-
ficant she was, and how little her opinions
were ed.

“ Not under such conditions ; but what
I have to say about it I will say to Hubert
and Jack.”

“Don’t delude yourself with the idea
that you can induce Hubert to alter any
opinion I have taught him to form,” Effie
cried with aggravating assurance. ¢ It’s
the best thing possible for Jack that he
should remain f:wn hers near us all ; he
has been brought up in the country, and
knows nothing of a London life. If he
were cast adrift in London without Hubert
to lookf after him he would probably come
to grief.”

enifer got up when her sister-in-law
ing, and walked over to the
piano. She had not been playing at all
since the death of her father and the
home-coming of the bride, and both Effie
and Mrs, Jervoise looked at her with as
much astonishment as admiration, when
she had played a few bars in a masterly
manner.

*“ Why, Jenifer, you play deliciously,”
Effie cried frankly; * if I could play like that
I'd give lessons and be quite independent
of everyone, wouldn’t you, Flora ¢ ”

“Rather!” Mrs. Jervoise promptly
responded. “ Why, Miss Ray, if you were

to go to London, where you are so anxious
to send your brother Jack, you would soon
make a fortane, by playing at concerts and
that sort of thing.”

Jenifer bit her lips and constrained her-
self not to speak. It was coming then,
the attempt that she had foreseen would
be made to oust her out of her old home.

But though she kept silence and the
peace, her mother was not able to follow
her example. '

“It would break my heart to think that
my daughter had to go out into the cold
world to work for her daily bread,” old Mrs.
Ray said with unwise, heartfelt, passionate
feeling.

% Calling the world cold is a mere
phrase, Mrs. Ray,” Effie said incisively.
“I always think it such nonsense to call
the world names such as ¢ cold’ and ‘hard’
and ‘cruel’ if one doesn’t happen to be as
well off as one wishes to be. I never
found the world anything but very plea-
sant ; did you, Flora1”

“It’s quite good enough for me,” Mrs.
Jervoise said, walking up to the fire, her
hands, sparkling with diamonds, clasped
over her golden head.

“You have been two very fortunate
young ladies,” old Mrs. Ray said with
gentle bitterness.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Effie
said judicially, # only we always make the
best of things, and get as much pleasure
as we can out of everything ; don’t we,
Flora? Why, some girls coming down as
I did straight away from all the balls and
theatricals and hunting that I'd been
having at Flora’s country place, would
have moped themselves to death.”

“That they would,” Mrs. Jervoise
agreed ; “but we're neither of us great at
making a moan. Miss Ray, why have you
stopped playing 1"

“ Effie and you were speaking so loud
that I had to bang in order to hear my-
gelf,” Jenifer said good-temperedly. Then
she added: * Besides, I got interested in
listening to your happy philosophy.”

At this moment Mr. Jervoise woke him-
self up with a start. He looked at his
wife curiously for a few moments, as she
stood in all the glory of her rich lace and
jewels full in the blaze of lamp and fire-
light. Then he said peevishly :

“ You wear too much jewellery, Flora;
there’s no rest for the eye in looking at you ;
you're too bright, my dear, too bright ;
you shine too much, youn lack repose.”

]I shall think you lack common-gense,
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to say nothing of courtesy, if you go on in
that strain,” Flora said carelessly.

“Don’t fidget about in that maddening
manner,” he said more peevishly still;
‘“you wear too many di'mons—youn lack
pos—you——"

His words ceased to flow, his head fell
on one side, and his mouth remained open.
Flora flew to the bell, which she rang
liberally but without excited violence.

“Send for the best doctor in Exeter at
once,” she said collectedly, ““and tell the
messenger to say that Mr. Jervoise has a
stroke of paralysis, and that it has been ex-
pected for some time. The doctor will have
time to think of treatment as he comes
over, if he knows a few facts beforehand.”

“ How wonderfully you keep your head,
Flora,” Effie said admiringly. And Mrs,
Jervoise lifted her shoulders lightly in
acknowledgment of a compliment whici she
felt to be well-deserved.

Then between them they superintended
the removal of the stricken man to his own
chamber, over the arrangements of which
Mrs. Jervoise presided indefatigably for
several days.

She really was unwearied in herattention
to her suffering husband, and only allowed
herself a little relief from the depressing
atmosphere and influence of the sick-room,
when her sister could take her place. But
at the time she showed no sign of anxiety;
nervousness and fatigue appeared to be
unknown, and never a cloud dimmed the
brightness of her fair face, nor a thrill of
alarm for the sufferer rendered the clear
metallic voice tremulous.

“ Your sister bears up in a wonderful
way,” old Mrs. Ray said to her daughter-in-
law about a fortnight after the paralytic
stroke had fallen on Mr. Jervoise.

“Oh, Flora and I never feel tired or
give up when there’s anything to do,”
Effie answered gaily ; ‘we look slight and
delicate, but in reality we can do twice as
much as most big robust-looking women.”

“I wish Mrs. Jervoise would let me or
Jenifer lighten her labours,” old Mrs. Ray
said earnestly. Her best sympathies were
aroused by the sight of the unflagging
zeal with which the pretty young wife
devoted herself to her helpless husband.

“Oh, thanks, but Flora isn’t a bit tired,
and Mr. Jervoise likes to see her about the
room ; and do you know she has got on
with those character-costumes twice as fast
a3 if Mr. Jervoise had' kept well, and
things had gone on as usual? Floras
cleverer with her needle than I am, and

she has such perfect taste. You'll be sur-

rised when you see the Marie Stuart and
%ell Gwynn costumes, and you'll hardly
know Minnie Thurtle in hers.”

“Do you still mean to have your
dramatic entertainment, Effie?” Jenifer
asked.

“ Yes, Jenifer ; the invitations are out,
and we mean to make it a great success.
Mr. Jervoise will be able to sit up and be
moved into his dressing-room by that time,
so that there will be nothing in Flora’s
leaving him for a few hours in the evening.
You know he can always amuse himse|
with sleeping in the evening.”

“ Have you spoken to Thurtle about his
daughter acting yet?” Jenifer asked
eagerly.

“Oh yes, and had her here two or three
times, and drilled her into doing her part
very fairly,” Effie cried triumphantly.

It was with difficulty that Jemifer re-
pressed an exclamation of pain and dread.

THE SOLDIER AT HOME.
IN TWO PARTS. PART L

THoOMAS ATKINS is a youth who has
given a good deal of trouble to his friends
—with all the goodwill on his part
to save them any trouble at all—simply
because he is of a tough and elastic com-

sitian, which refuses to be squeezed
into any of the holes, round or square, that
happen to be open to him upon the shuffle-
board of life. He is not at all an ill-condi-
tioned or sulky young fellow ; his faults
are all the other way. If life were all beer
and skittles, Tom would rise to a distin-
guished position and become the ruler of
men, for at skittles or anything else that
can be done by manual skill or dexterity
Tom is clever enough. He is by no means
idle with his hands, it is his head that he
cannot be got to use. All the doings of
men of science and so on from Galileo up-
wards or downwards he regards with polite
indifference ; but he has a real worship for
a “ best on record,” and regards the cham-
pions of the oar and the racing-path with
a veneration he accords to no other digni-
taries, whether of Church or State. Tom
would make an excellent *squire of the
parish,” but, as such positions are not
bestowed on the most worthy, he stands a
fair chance of sinking down to something
very like the pauper of the parish. So
that coming to aun old friend during one of
bis periodic slides in the direction of the
latter, the conscientious advice was given
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him, “Go for a soldier.” “I will,” said
Tom, and forthwith disappeared.

Remorse was at first the lot of his
adviser. For Tom has a sister, with the
same handsome face as her brother, but
with a force of charaster that would, had
Tom possessed it, have landed him Lord
Mayor of London at least. In her case
it brought her, combined with the -hand-
some face, a rich husband and a nice
house in Bayswater. Now the immediate
result of Tom’s going and enlisting was,
that Mrs. Creaker, his sister, drove at once
to the barracks, whence Tom had written
a pathetic farewell, and paying down the
sum of ten pounds smart money—at which
moderate tariff for the first three months
after enlistment the recruit is let off his
bargain—carried him off triumphantly in
her brougham.

“If she had only forked out the ten
p(;llmds before I'd joined,” said Tom<rue-
fully.

Bat it is doubtful whether Mr. Creaker
would have drawn that cheque, just for
Tom's benefit. Perhaps it was not Tom's
fature career he was concerned about, so
much as the family position. To think of
Tom coming to see his relations in a scarlet
shell with a cane and a small cap set
jauntily on the side of his head, for all the
world like one of Mary the housemaid’s
admirers—oh, it would be too much to
bear !

Tom himself may have had something
to bear, and likely enough found the com-
fortable house in Bayswater anything but
a bower of roses. Anyhow, one morning
came an agitated note from Mrs. Creaker.

“T. has disappeared, I fear to enlist
again. C. will never pay another penny
for him. But try and save him.”

A pleasant, lively scene this fine spring
morning, the neighbourhood of Trafalgar
Square, where the great world has just
opened its eyes and to stir, a sunny
haze over Whitehall, and the omnibuses
and cabs quite transfigured in the briil;t’-
ness of it; the padded old generals ambling
to their clubs; ministers and M. Ps. hurry-
ing to their offices or their committees ;
artists making for their easels, and mil-
lionaires for the money-market ; & pleasant
scene with the dignified buildings, and
columns, and perticoes ; but a little out of
keeping with a forlorn band of young fellows

thered near the steps of the National

allery. Peaked and hungry-looking are
these young fellows, and rather shabby as
to garments ; with red comforters making

the most of themselves as chest-protectors ;
with coats buttoned as tightly as a scarcity
of buttons permits ; with dilapidated pan-
taloons, and woeful boots,

Every now and then a scarlet jacket
appears upon the scene, and a stout ‘and
rosy sergeant looks critically over the little
squad, and even enters condescendingly
into conversation ; while the young fellows,
pale aud nervous-looking in prospect of
the ordeal before them — they are not
recruits yet, but only aspirants for the,
position —brisk up and assume as best they
can an air of ease and nonchalance.

Awong this band we might expect to
see the familiar form of Tom; but he is
not here. He must have chosen some other
avente for entrance to the British Army.
Perhaps he has gone to some district post-
office, and posted himself to a distant
battalion, or joined at some local centre.

These local centres, by the way—the
brigade dep6ts of the new system of linked
battalions—hardlydo what was expected of
them in the way of furnishing local
recruits—the stardy country youth who are
wanted hang back a good deal. If these
enlist at all, they often have reasons of
their own for leaving the neighbourhood
where they are known; and then old
soldiers say there is something very dis-
couraging about the entourage of a depét,
with its crasty sergeants, no military dis-
play to stir the imagination, and nothing
but everlasting recruit-drill going on. The
large towns and their recruiting agencies
still farnish the bulk of new enlistments ;
and this especial one of West London sends
perhaps the largest contingent of all. For
this is no exceptional muster we are told,
the same number of recruits come up day
after day in an unceasing if not very
powerful stream.

By this the little group has marched off
between the iron rails where placards
hang, calling the attention of young men
to the advantages of the army in general,
and of the Royal Bombardiers in particular,
or whatever may be the corps in want of
recruits, and under the archway into the
barrack-yard.

Atthe entrancetothe barrack-yarda little
crowd has gathered, seemingly friends and
acquaintances of the recruits, who gradually
edge forward in their eagerness to get a
view of them till the sentry on duty pushes
them back. And there in front of the dun-
coloured barrack buildings, A, B, and C,
are drawn up in line the squad of recruits,
while more stout, well-fed sergeants

e
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come up and look them over. A soldier's
wife overhead tranquilly arranges a pot of
mignonette, and hangs out a bird-cage in
the sunshine—the sunshine that streams
across the barrack-yard, in the full blaze of
which a iarty of Guardsmen, in white
fatigue-jackets, are going through a bit of
punishment-drill, marching here and there,
now threatening to go right through the
barrack wall, or again to transfix them-
selves upon the iron railing, but pulled up
always at the right moment by the word of
command, as if the se t had a string to
them and pulled them hither and thither,
like an Italian boy with his white mice.

The crowd at the gate, however, have
no eye except for their friends, the recruits.
There is & general cry : ¢ That’s him ; that's
the bloke as’ll nail 'em |” as a military
surgeon in plain clothes marches in at the
barrack-door. Then the sergeant straightens
u;;l the little band, and dresses the line,
while some of the lads—the most eccentric
intheway of apparel—cut capersand indulge
in grimaces expressive of intense enjoy-
ment of such a happy farce. A few more
have joined the line, one with a decent
-great-coat and muffler about his neck, who
might be a City clerk, very pale and
anxious looking ; and another, a fine strap-
ping young fellow, whose set and resolute
face would become the leader of a forlorn
hope—and that | yes; surely that is Tom
himself.

And so Tom marches in with the rest of
the awkward squad, marches before the
surgeon provided only with the free kit
that Nature gave him on his entrance
into the world. He is measured by the
standard that resembles an enlarged copy
of the machine that shoemakers use to ﬂe
the length of their customers’ feet. Tom
is five feet ten inches and a half, and
will do for the foot-guards or heavy
cavalry—if he chooses to go for them—
while the little fellow who follows him
barely passes the five feet four inches
which is the minimum standard for any-
thing. Then Tom is told to count ten
while the tape is run round his chest. He
counts slowly 8nough, and with an accent
of contempt in his voice, as if there could be
any possible doubt of that well-developed
chest of his being under the mark. But
some of the slips of fellows manage to
count ten and yet keep their chests full of
wind ; after the manner of Boreas outside,
who seems to go on blowing for ever with-
out exhausting the supply ; and so just save
their thirty-four inches. Some of the

{ounger ones fail to pass at all, and are sent
ack to complete their growth. All, with-
out exception, give the age of nineteen
years or a little over, though many of them
are perhaps a year or two younger. Butno
proof is required as to age, only the physical
equivalent of nineteen years is required
in a recruit, and many a stout, forward
young fellow of seventeen would pass for
nineteen, where a weedy youth, who had
really attained that age, might be sent back.

Then there is the test of weight ; the
recruit must scale at least one hundred
and twenty pounds. Tom has at least a
couple of stone to There is no
q‘uestion about his being a likely recruit.

he only doubtful point now is as to Tom’s
sister. Will she come down upon him
again and insist on buying him out? The
matter is discussed quite dispassionately
by the recruiting-sergeants. As far as they
are concerned, so much the better for them
if Tom is bought out every other day and
enlists in the intervals. Already has
Tom’s especial sergeant made two pounds
by the transaction, as he is paid a pound
for each recruit who passes the medical
examination. Out of this he has generally
to pay ten shillings to the bringer-in, or
unofficial tout who secures the recruit, but
in this case Tom has brought himself, and
gets nothing—no, not even the Queen’s
shilling that formerly everyone got who
'listed for the army, whether accepted or
rejected ; and all that dramatic business
of slipping the shilling into the hand of
the half-reluctantand half-inebriated recruit
has come to an end. Recruiting is now
conducted on temperance principles; each
man has a little pamphlet put into his
hand, almost like a tract. Tom has been
studying this mphlet attentively while
sitting in the barrack-room waiting
for further orders.

It is well that Tom is prepared, for pre-
sently he is sent for, and there in the cor-
ridor is his sister with her husband, the
latter looking very chilly and uncomfortable,

Mrs, Creaker falls upon her brother’s
neck and weeps.

“Dear Tom,” she sobs, *“ Edward will
give you another chance. I have got the
ten pounds, and you must give me your
word of honour that you'll never, never do™
it any more.”

But Tom holds firm.

“Look here, Lucy,” he says in a husky
voice ; ‘;fou mean it well, perhaps, but

ou sho dn’ttxytodra.gmefromat.hing
'm cut out for.”




cﬁ Charles Dickens.}

THE SOLDIER AT HOME

[June 23, 1883.] 31

“We are not going to you, Tom,”
interposed Mr. Creaker authoritatively ;
‘“ only we expect you to listen to reason.
Now, tell us, in the first place, what are
the terms of this absurd enlistment 3 ”

“For seven years,” said Tom readily,
“or eight if the time of service expires
when abroad.”

“ Exactly,” replied Creaker. ¢ The best
years of your life; the years when you
ought to be making a position for yourself
in the world and laying the foundation of
future competency. -And at the end of
this precious seven or eight years—there
you.are, cast aside like an old shoe.”

“Not a bit of it,” said Tom. * The
soldier, when he leaves the colours, has five
years, or four, as the case may be, in the
reserve, for which time he gets sixpence a
day for doing nothing.”

“With a liability,” adds Creaker, *to
be called out at any time when he's
wanted—when, if he should have had the
luck to find a decent situation, he is sure
to lose it. And at the end of your twelve
years, Tom, where will you be? A
candidate for the workhouse.”

“Not a bit,” answered Tom calmly.
“] don’t mean to leave the army for that.
What I've been telling you about is the
look-out of an illiterate man who doesn’t
care for anything better. And it isn’t so
bad for him. He draws his twenty o»
perhaps thirty pounds of reserved pa;
when he leaves his regiment, and so, wit
his sixpence a day, he can set himself u
in a little business if he likes. But as
can read and write and cypher, I shall be
a sergeant, I'm told, before many years are
over, and then I can stay on for my twenty-
one years and a pension.”

“ A sergeant | ” cried Creaker, turning to
his wife, “Just fancy—a relative of mine
with those horrid stripes on his arm ! ”

“] promise you this,” cried Tom bit-
terly : “I’ll never come to your house to
make you ashamed of me, anyhow.”

“Oh, Tom, we shall never be ashamed of
you!” said his sister, beginning to sob again.

But Creaker shook his head solemnly.
As Tom was so obdurate, he must be left
to his fate. For his own part, he shounld
consider him as civilly dead.

Tom looked a little awestruck at this
phrase, not knowing exactly what it meant ;
but anyhow he was not to be shaken in his
purpose, and so his friends took their
departure, leaving him a little sore at
heart, but quite determined to make the
best of his way as a soldier laddie.

Of course Tom’s sudden disappearance
from the society of which he been an
ornament caused a good deal of specula-
tion. People wanted to know where that
nice young fellow had gone, and the young
women—those Dashwood girls especially—
with whom he had waltzed and played
tennis, and generally made himself useful,
were full of curiosity as to his fate. And
at first the Creakers enveloped the matter
in gloom and mystery.

om kept up a correspondence with an
old friend, who continued to keep Mrs.
Creaker informed of his doings. On the
whole he had no reason to compldin of his
treatment. He had soon passed his drills
and joined the ranks, and now he had
plenty of time to himself, and smoked and
read the newspaper like any swell with six
thousand a year. At first he had found
the atmosphere of the barrack-room rather
sulphurous. The army that swore horribly
in Flanders has gone on swearing rather
more than less ever since, And in this
respect the army reorganised is about
on & par with the old establishment,
except perhaps that there is rather a
wearisome sameness and reiteration of pro-
fanity about the young soldiers. After all,
Tom had come to the conclusion that all
this was but an echo of the tone of the
workshop and public-houses in civil life,
and sprang more from a paucity of ideas
and a yearning for forcible expression with
a limited vocabulary than from any par-
ticular inherent depravity. And taking
them individually, the soldiers were not at
all bad fellows, and would talk sensibly
enough ; each man with his own history to
himself, and some kind of plan for the
future, generally blown to the winds at the
first chance of a big drink. And as for
that, after a dusty march out with a pack
on your back and a heavy rifle in your fist,
a can of beer at the canteen, very good and
cheap, was something of a luxury. They
had all plenty of money to spend, perhaps
rather too much—four shillings a week on
an average, clear of everything, which
could be made ducks and drakes of at the
canteen, or worse still, in the grogshops of
the town.

But as for social disadvantages, that the

rivate soldier may have to put up with,
}J’.‘om averred that he had not felt them as
yet. Of course if he went into the town
1t was rather annoying to find that the red
coat shut him out of most places of resort
of the better class—to find that the soldier
was welcomed only in low public-houses
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and entertainments of the penny gaff style.
But then he found sufficient amusement
without going out of bounds. There was
the gymnasium, where any odd time could
be profitably employed ; and the reading-
room, with a chance of. being quiet and
undisturbed ; and then what with drills
and fatigue duty and the rest, the young
soldicrs are always ready for a comfortable
snooze. For they were turned out early
in the morning and were kept at it pretty
well till tea-time, about four. After that
their time was their own in a general way,
unless on guard that night.

Of course all this had to go to Mrs,
Creaker, who still had a kindly feeling for
Tom, although she could not persuade her
husband to share it. There were others,
however, who did not require any %a]r-
suading to share in this regard. e
young women before alluded to had been
his friends in his hours of idlencss. Some-
how the secret had leaked out, and it had
become generally known that Tom had
gone for a soldier, and the result was an
amount of sympathy and kindly feeling on
his behalf that was really touching. The
amount of latent military feeling that
showed itself in female bosoms, if known
to the authorities, would have justified
them in proposing to raise a regiment of
Amazons. It must be cavalry, by the way.
The women to a man—if the phrase may
be allowed—will go for horsemanship. The
general outery was : “ Oh, why did Tom
go into a stupid infantry regiment; he
would have beén so lovely as a dragoon !”

As it happcened Tom had taken advice
upon this matter—the advice of a hard-
headed Scotch sergeant, who had decidedly
pronounced for the infantry of the line—
that is, for a decent well-educated young
man who meant to make the army his
profession and hoped to rise in it. For
one thing there are many more well-
educated young fellows in the ranks of the
cavalry than iIn the infantry, and conse-
quently the chance of rapidly rising
to the non - commissioned rank so
much the less. And then the duties
are much more engrossing and afford less
opportunity for self-improvement. But
the main thing, perhaps, that influenced
Tom, was a half-acknowledged hope that
one day or other he might win his com-
mission. Not one of those commissions

anted exclusively to deserving soldiers;
or respectable as is the position of the
regimental quartermaster or riding-master,
it is not ome that would tempt a young

fellow of spirit and courage. No, let me
be a combatant officer, or leave me in the
ranks, he would say. And this was just
Tom’s feeling, that if he had great good
luck, and kept himself coached up so as to
be qualified for tho examination, ie might
some day, before he was too old, gain his
commission as lieutenant. The Scotch
sergeant shook his head over this, and
when Tom triumphantly pointed out this
passage in the little tract befoye alluded
to, *“ A limited number of non-commissioned
officers who are recommended by their
commanding officers, and who are able
to pass the qualifying examination, are
annually selected for commissions as lieu-
tenants,” “ A verra leemited number, in-
deed ye'll find it,” rejoined the sergeant,
and opined that this regulation was for
the benefit of young men who were unable
to pass for Sandhurst, but who had influence
enough to get pushed through the ranks
in this way. DBut then, said Tom hope-
fully, perhaps there’ll be an improvement
before long; perhaps the example of the
French will be followed, who give some-
thing like a third of their commissions to
men from the ranks. And Tom is sure
that, if some such prospect as this were
offered, there would be a rush to
the ranks of decent well-educated young
fellows, wellfed, well-grown, well-born
many of them, if that is a consideration,
ready to take their chance in the rough
and tumble of a soldier’s career, with the
hope of this prize, which is valued at far
more than its intrinsic worth.

And in this way would be tapped a
fresh source of supply. The fitful stream
of needy lads, who take to the army as a
last resource, would be supplemented by a
more regular flow, the élite, in many res-
pects, of English youth. There is no want
of martial ardour among them. The diffi-
culty rather is to find anybody who in his
youth has not been fired with the military
aspiration. And now that for good orill the
whole constitution of the army is changed,
why should you not offer the aspiring
British youth the one thing that will tempt
him to join the ranks .

However, we are forgetting Tom and
bis female friends, who are pining with
anxiety to see him. There is quite a
conspiracy among them to induce Mrs.
Creaker to have Tom home for his furlough.
Creaker is to be got rid of for a time, and
Tom to have the run of the house in his
absence. Mrs. Creaker has half consented
to join the plot, but then what is she to
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do with Tom when she gets him? She
can’t take him about shopping with her in
his scarlet tunic, and has he any private
clothes, and will he come with bis things
in a kind of bolster, as she has seen
soldiers sometimes at railway-stations 1
And this private clothes difficulty turns
out a serious one. For we are told that it
is a rank offence against the Matiny Acts
and the Articles of War, for a private
soldier to appear in public out of uniform.
He is liable to be treated as a deserter, and
haunled off by the nearest policeman, and
there would be a disgrace for the house!
And somebody who is well informed on
the subject, informs us that any police-
constable, or officer of the peace, can sto
poor Tom and demand his furlough, an
that this furlough is a most uncompromis-
ing document, with a place in it for date
of last offence, as if it were a ticket-of-leave
for a convict. The young women are quite
ready to face the difficulty ; they pooh-pooh
the Mutiny Act, and talk lightly of the
Articles of War. Mr. Creaker must be
got to sign a cheque before he leaves, that
will provide Tom with a good outfit and
pocket-money for his furlough.

All these difficulties are, however, solved
in a quite unforeseen way. Just as Tom
is expecting his first furlough, and wonder-
ing where he shall spend the time, the
difficulty with Egypt comes to a crisis, and
his battalion is ordered off to the East, and
Tom sails away with the rest. Almost
before we have time to be uneasy about
him, we hear that victory has crowned our
arms, and that the soldiers are all coming
back. Tom writes home a flaming account
of Tel-el-Kebir, and Creaker, in spite of
himself, is so elated, that he actually takes
the letter into the City to read to some of
his cronies. And when the troops are
marched past the Queen, he spends a
fabulous sum in ‘hiring windows to see the
procession. Tom is on the look-out for us,
and waves his helmet, regardless of disci-
pline. He flushes through the bright bronze
of his sunburnt face, as he sees the young
women who have come to welcome him
home. None but the brave deserve the fair !

After this Tom gets a week’s leave and
spends it at Bayswater by special invitation
from Creaker. Tom in his white helmet
and serge-suit is quite a lion ‘in the neigh-
bourhood. The small boys assemble and
cheer him, and everybody calls to con-
gratulate the dero of Tel-el-Kebir. He is
a corporal now, has fairly started on the
upward path, and is vastly pleased with his

first promotion. It means eightpence a
day more pay too, and that gives him
nearly nine shillings a week for pocket-
money, with no trouble in making both
ends meet.

One day, after dinner, Creaker passes
the wine—Tom has not yet been affiliated
to the blue ribbon, but threatens it, just to
set an example to the privates, he says—
however, Creaker looks over his wine-glass
at Tom in a meaning way, and thus
addresses him :

“ Tom, these foew months have made a
man of you; I fancied they would, and
therefore I didn’t much oppose your joining.
Only I think you've had enough of it.
Come, I'll write you a cheque for ten
pounds, and you shall buy yourself out,
my boy, and take a seat in my office.”

“Ten pounds won’t buy me now,” said
Tom. “I'm no longer a recruit; it will
take thirty or forty pounds now. And I
doubt whether the colonel would part with
me ; and I assure you I don’t feel inclined
to part with him. I'm \gretting a position
now in the regiment. No, no; you keep
your money in your pocket, old fellow.”

“Oh, the money doesn’t matter,” said
Creaker vaingloriously ; “if it were a
handred I'd buy you out, Tom, now I've
taken a fancy to do it.”

Tom would give no immediate answer,
although his sister urged him strongly to
accept her husband’s offer.

“ You don’t know what he might not do
for you, Tom,” she urged.

But Tom’s notion was, now that he had
begun it, to go through with it, and try to
do something for himself. For what will
he be in Creaker’s office 3—a hireling who
can be replaced at any moment—with a
whole row of hun, fellows waiting
to snatch the morsel out of his mouth.
Now, as a soldier, he is a person sure
to be in demand sooner or later; and
the possibility of war and its perils
gives an element of dignity to existence,
and invests the coarse tunic of the soldier
with a kind of classic grace. And so with
many thanks to his brother-in-law, Tom
declines his offer.

“ Ah,” said Creaker maliciously, *it’s all
very well now, but before long you’ll be
wanting to marry somebody. And how
then? Would you like to take your wife
into barracks?”

“ Well,” said Tom, “I don’t think a
soldier has any business to get married—
not as a private, anyhow—and with short
service there is no reason in it; time
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enough for that when a man is passed into
the reserve. But, mind you, a married
sergeant is not so badly off. If he marries
with permission—and as seventy-five per
cent. of the sergeants are allowed to marry,
there’s practically no difficulty—the ser-
geant gets a room to himself, and his ration
of bread and meat is pretty nearly enough
for two. - Then with his ration of fuel and
light, and his half-a-crown a day or 8o, he
isn’t rich, indeed, but he needn’t starve.”

“All very fine,” cried Mrs. Creaker ; “but
I should like to know what one of those
Dashwood girls, that you were so sweet
upon, Tom, would say to such a prospect.”

“Well,” said Tom, flushing and laughing
uneasily, “I can’t afford to iuy hoE—gloune
grapes at ten shillings a pound,” helpin,
himself liberally to s%sme vpe.;'y fine ones a%
he spoke; “ but I won't say they are sour
for all that. Look here, we'll have a big
row before long, and then I'll come home
a captain, and marry Bella Dashwood.”

Just then came a letter for Tom, from
the sergeant-major of his battalion, sayi
that they were ordered to Alderahot,y:::ﬁ
that Tom was to join there on the expira-
tion of his leave.

“Look at that,”said Tom,* there’salways
something stirring in a soldier’s life.”

¢t Aldershot—eh,” said Creaker, who
was somewhat mellowed and softened with
an after-dinner feeling of general bene-
volence. “We'll come over and see you,
Tom, as soon as you're settled, and I'll
have a talk to your commanding officer.”

“Oh yes, that will be famous,” cried
Mrs. Creaker; “we'll come and see the
soldier at home.”

BY THE YEW HEDGE.

Ur and down the terrace pacing, where the winter
sunlight glowed,

And the sound of fnhing watera timed my footsteps
as I trode,

Pacing where the tall yew hedges kept the bitter
blast away,

And_the noontide smiled like summer on the
January day.

Up .':!lld down the terrace pacing, for & musing hour

one,

While the river's music mingled with the bafled
east wind’s moan;

And a presence seemed beside me, very close and

very dear,
A strong hand my hand was clasping, a low voice
Wwas In my ear.

Words of counsel, words of comfort, words of dear

companionship,
And the blue eyes spoke as softly as the mobile
eager lip ;
Hope grew f)righter, grief grew sweeter, doubt,
a8 , shrank quite away, .
As g: two paced on together in the January
Y.

Swift and sweet the moments passed me, as the sun-
shine paled o’erhead,

And to common life returning, fell the slow reluc-
tant tread ; i
Yet my hushed heart from its commune, patience

strength and courage drew ;
And north skies with southern splendour gilded all
the darkling yew.

DOOTOR AND PATIENT.
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS. CHAPTER L

.“WELL, doctor, what's the verdict?
Am I condemned to death, or are you
ing to reprieve me §”
go“f th.mﬂ I can reprieve you. But I
can’t promise to do more.”

“I never expected it. I know my
state quite as well as you—I haven’t &
year’s life in me. Now don’t begin to
talk the usual rubbish; you ought to
know me well enough by this time. Can
you give me six months $ ”

“ Not in England.”

““Where 1”

“ Somewhere in the south—say Nice or
Cannes. Nice by preference.”

“ All right, Nice by all means. When
can I travel $”

“Early next week, if you rest the
remainder of this.”

Mr. Fletcher gave a dissatisfied grunt as
he turned himseﬁ? in his bed.

““Look here, Maitland,” he said when
he had settled himself into a new position;
“if you think that atfmy time of life I;)m

oing to about foreign countries by
xgnysglf, yo?le;ie mistaken, You'll have to
come with me,”

The doctor smiled ; he was pleasantly
surprised to hear his patient make the
suggestion, but he did not wish him to see
how gratified he was.

“What is to become of my practice
meanwhile #” he asked.

“Oh, your practice must take care of
itself ; look upon this journey as a holiday
taken rather earlier than usual. See me
safely to Nice, put me into the hands of &
good doctor there, and then you can
leave me to end my days in peace. I think
you will do that for three hundred and
expenses $ ”

“I would do it for less,” was Maitland’s
reply. .

“] don't want youto. I'm rich enough,
as you well know, to pay well for what

eople do for me. 'What dg you suppose
fwant to keep my money for? I can't
take it with me, can I—eh 1 ”

* Not beyond Nice,” replied the young
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doctor, using the freedom which his
eccentric patron liked.

“@ood, and I sha'n’t want much there ;
I can’t make much of a hole in my pro-
perty in six months, however hard I try;
though I believe that young scamp of a
sgphew of mine will grudge me my daily

ve.”

Maitland was silent; it was not his
place to foster the breach between uncle
and nephew, whatever his private opinion
of Fred Dexter’s character might be.

“You have a father, haven’t you?t”
asked the old gentleman after a pause.

“Yes; he is still living.”

“Then treat him better than my son
treated me; it will make him happier, if
it doesn’t make youn.”

I wish-you would let me speak to you
about your son,” said Maitltmdx.m‘l

“Thank you; I'd sooner hear you on
any other subject.”

“I don’t often trouble you with this one.”

“No ; or I should change my doctor.”

“You have done him injustice, at all
events,” said Maitland rather warmly,
“and I think you will live to repent it.”

“ In that case you must make me live
longer than you profess to be able to do,”
retorted the invalid. “ Don’t renew the
subject, please, till I ask you. Come in
to-morrow, and we will make final arrange-
ments about the journey.”

Maitland knew Mr. Fletcher intimately
enough to know that the interview was
over. He left the room, and proceeded on
his round of afternoon visits, reaching his
small house about an hour before dinner.

A letter was waiting for him; it was
directed in a lady’s hand, and bore the
postmark of Nice. He read it through
twice, apparently enjoying the perusal, then
he lay back in his chair and thought.

“It’s a stroke of good fortune, most
decidedly,” he soliloquised. “ Amy is at
Nice, and now I shall be able to go and
see her. That will be a pleasant surprise
for her, I hope. I'm afraid she doesn’t

et too many of them. Luckily Mr.

letcher will never guess the reason of my
recommending Nice ; after all, it is just
as good for him as any other place, and I
may be doing him a greater service than
he dreams of in taking him there, if things
fall out as they shoulg. »

In the midst of his reverie the servant
entered, bringing him another letter.

% Please, sir, this came this morning, but
you don’t seem to have seen it.”

Maitland opened-it, not with the alacrity

he had shown with the first. It ran

thus :

“DeAr MAITLAND,—How is the old
boy % This question will savour of nepotic
affection or interested selfishness ; you may
take your own meaning. I ask, because I
am amongst the sharks again, and until I
can pacify them with a feed on my uncle’s
accumulations, they are insatiable. I want
to know, as a matter of business, how long
he is likely to linger on this earth if he
has made a will in my favour, as he knows
very well I shall not be sorry to get it
proved. Why should I hesitate to own as
truth that which he taunts me with every
time we meet ¥ Could you lend me fifty
till the time comes? Charge fifty per cent.
if you like. Tell me truth about my
uncle ; I can bear it even if you give him
five years longer. I shall bear it still better
if you confine him to five months.—Yours,

“F. DEXTER.”

¢ Heartless brute!” thought Maitland
on finishing, *though certainly he never
makes a pretence of being anything else.
It’s fortunate for him that his uncle
knows so little about him or his chances
of succession would be considerably
smaller.”

He scribbled a note in reply to the
letter simply informing Dexter of his
uncle’s intended journey and of his state of
health. He omitted to give any opinion as
to the probable length of his tenure of life.

Dr. Maitland was still a young man in
his profession, though he was thirty-four
years of age. He had entered it late ; his
prospects were fairly good, but hitherto
his practice had been restricted—in a
country town it takes time for a new man
to make a position, as every family of stand-
ing already possesses a medical man and is
unwilling to change. However, he did not
despair of getting on. He had every reason
for wishing to do so, for he was desirous of
getting married. He was not yet even’
engaged; he had secret reasons for not pro-

osing at present to the girl he loved.

%Vhl:éxer he would ever be in a position to
do so was more than he coui)d as yet
foresee.

Mr. Fletcher had been his patient during
the last five years—in fact ever since he
began practice. This was partly because
he had quarrelled with all the other
medical men of the town, but chiefly for
a reason that he would never own. This
was that Maitland had been a great friend
many years before of his only son Charlie,

Eﬁ:
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Charles Fletcher was of a very different
stamp from his father. The latter was as a
rule selfish and arrogant—diligent in busi-
ness and economical in habits. He had
bred his son up in his own footsteps, but
had found that he could not mould his
character as he wished. Charlie was
inclined to extravagance, held the opinion
that money was of no use unless spent,
thought that life should be valued for its
opportunities of ti)lemmre rather than of

in, and in countless ways ran counter to
his father’s lifelong maxims. Quarrel
followed quarrel; the fact that he loved his
son 80 well only made the father more
bitterly resent the want of affection and
respect with which he was treated, till one
day the crisis arrived.

{dr. Fletcher had determined that his son
should marry early, hoping by this means
to make him settle down. He informed
him of his wishes -accordingly, pointing
out that he intended to make his future
prospects depend on the propriety of his
selection. Charlie postponed the matter as
long as possible, until at last a confession
became inevitable. Hewas married already.

This put a stop to all hope of reconcilia-
tion; there was & violent scene, during
which the father refused to recognise
the iage, and told his son he must
shift for himself. This Charlie said he was
quite ready to do, and that his father need
not fear any applications for assistance from
him. If money made mem behave like
his father, the less he had of it the better.

A year afterwards Charles Fletcher died
in Paris. His father refused even to make
enquiry as to his wife, but was informed
shortly afterwards of her death also by a
paper sent to him from some unknown
quarter. He said nothing to any of his
friends, but his health gradually broke
down, and from being a robust, active man
he became in the course of years an invalid.
A second attack of paralysis was the
immediate cause of Mr. Maitland’s last
visit, and no one knew better than the
patient that his days were numbered.

“Ah well1” he used sometimes to say,
“I don’t want to live and several people
want me to die—the majority ought to
have their wish.”

CHAPTER 1II

HowkvER, when Mr, Fletcher found
himself at Nice, with its charming surround-
ings and delightful climate, he almost began
to have regrets that he must so soon bid
farewell to existence.

] wish, Maitland, I had come here
sooner,” he said one day. *Why didn’t
you order me here long ago ?”

“It wouldn't have done you any good,
and I thought you preferred England.”

“So I do to live in, but this is the sort
of place to die in.”

Maitland made no attempt to turn his
;hoglg(;m; his patient always resented it if

e did.

“I hope you are havil;&ra. pleasant time
here as well,” continued Mr. Fletcher. I
don’t want to monopolise you, you know.”

“Thanks, I think I've shown you I can
leave you alone occasionally.”

“I didn’t know you had friends here.
Who are those people I saw you talking
to this morning in the gardens?”

“The Kestertons; I only know them
slightly.”

“H—m!” coughed Mr. Fletcher. “I
should have thought you knew one of them
rather well She’s a pleasant-looking girl.”

Maitland tried his best to look uncon-
scious, and flattered himself he succeeded.

“QOh, I know the one you mean,” he
said, “ but she isn’t one of the Kestertons,
she'’s a Miss Fletcher.”

¢ Same name as mine? Well, Fletchers
are common enough.”

“Yes, but not such Fletchers as she,”
remarked Maitland. .

The old gentleman did not reply ; his
thoughts haﬁ evidently wandered back to
old times. Maitland was careful not to
disturb him; he had noticed lately that
his reveries had become more frequent, and
that they seemed to soften the acerbity
of his nature. -

They were seated on the terrace, where
they often came to watch the passers-by ; it
seemed to please the invalid to see the gay
lifeof which hecould no longer bea partaker.

The young doctor was still sitting
silently when he was interrupted with:
“ Bring her here ; I want to speak to her.”

He looked up and saw the young lady
of whom they had been speaking approach-
ing them. %y her side ran a little girl
of seven or eight years old. -

“Do you wish to know her?” asked
Maitland.

“Yes; why should you be afraid of me?
I'm not likely to be a rival.”

Maitland felt this was a home-thrust;
the old man’s eyes were keen enough yet.
He went forward to meet Miss Fletcher,
closely watched by his patient.

“ Amy,” he said, “I want to introduce
you to a patient of mine. Oddly enough,

=
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he has the same name as yours, You will
do him and me a kindness if you will talk
to him a few minutes,”

“ With pleasure,” replied Amy, adding
in a half-whisper: “ So it is a kindness to
you for me to talk to someone else, is it $”

“8it down here, my dear,” said the
invalid, after a few minutes’ general talk.
« Maitland, you take little missy to see that
wonderfual cactus at the end of the terrace ;
I want to talk to Miss Fletcher a little.”

Maitland obeyed, glad to find that he
had interested his patient in & new direc-
tion. He took little Cissy’s hand and
marched her off towards the cactus, though
she seemed scarcely to like leaving Miss
Fletcher:

She soon began talking about her, and
found that her companion was an appre-
ciative listener. Not only that, but he
asked questions about her ; a most unjusti-
fiable proceeding, of course ; but he salved
his conscience by arguing that nothing
Cissy could say would alter his opinion of
her governess, and it was very pleasant to
hear her praises sounded by a disinterested
observer.

At the end of a quarter of an hour they
returned to the seat. Amy rose as they
approached.

“ Maitland,” said Mr. Fletcher, “I am
going to stay out here for another hour
or so; you had better accompany this
young lady home. Yon will find me here
when you return.”

Maitland did not make any very
lengthened protest. -

“ How do you like my old friend #” he
asked when they were out of hearing.

“] think he is delightful,” was Amy’s
reply.

l:‘lem.i; did you talk about $”

“All sorts of things. He asked me a
lot of questions : how old I was—that was
very rude, wasn’t it?—and about my
father and mother, and how it was I lived
with the Keatertons.”

* And what did you say ”

“]I told him that you could tell him
more about me than I could myself. He
seemed rather surprised. I should not
wonder if you came in for a cross-examina-
tion this evening.”

“Did he ask you to come and talk to
him again?”

“Yes. Whyt”

“] suppose because he liked your
society,” replied Maitland, wilfully misin-
terpreting her question. “Be sure you come
to the terrace at the same time to-morrow.”

“ Yes, I will make a point of it, so you
can consider yourself relieved.”

“I may be relieved, but I don’t intend
to be dismissed a%un ,” replied Maitland
with a laugh. “I suppose I have no
excuse good enough for coming in?” he
added as they reached the door of the
villa hired by the Kestertons.

“] must leave you to settle that
question.” '

“ I have no excuse at all, but I'm coming
in all the same if you will let me.”

‘It isn’t my house,” replied Amy.

“That is a very ungracious invitation,”
said Maitland as he accompanied her into
the hall.

When Maitland, half an hour later,
returned to his patient, he found him
talking with a man who was sitting next
him. “He is making acquaintances to-
day,” thought the young doctor. As he
approached, however, he saw that the sup-
posed stranger was Mr. Fletcher’s nephew,
Fred Dexter.

“Ah, Maitland!” was his greeting,
“ here I am, you see.”

“Yes,” put in the old gentleman, on
whose nature his nephew always acted as
an irritant ; “‘where the carcase is’ you
know, Maitland.”

“ Oh, come, uncle, you're not a carcase
yet,” protested Dexter. *You might have
blamed me with more reason if I'd waited
till you were one before I came to see you.”

‘“He seems to be under the impression
that I shall be able to blame him after I'm
dead,” remarked Mr. Fletcher sarcastically
to Maitland.

% Oh, come, uncle, I don’t see why you
should always put the worst interpretation
on all I say.”

“It won’t bear an
replied the old man. *
here?”

“Maitland. I wrote and asked him
about you.”

“Do you mind letting me see that
lettert ”

Maitland here interposed, and said he
believed he had not kept it.

“That’s & pity,” said Dexter ; I should
like to have shown it you that you might
see what my letters about you are like.”

“ Letus go in,” said Mr. Fletcher ; “I'm
getting tired. You will dine with us to-

ight $”
mg“ Many thanks, uncle, but I've promised
to see some people to-night.”

“Who 1"

“They are called Kesterton.”

other,” pettishly
o told you I was

T



'3

38  [June 2, 1888.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conduocted by

“ Do you know them ?” enquired Mait-
land rather anxiously.

¢ Oh yes, very welL. Do you?”

“ Slightly.” _

“There’s a very nice girl in the house, a
sort of companion, or governess. She’s
called Fletcher, same name as uncle’s. Odd
coincidence, isn’t it 1”

““Come !” said Mr. Fletcher peremptorily.

After dinner, instead of trying to get his
usual nap, Mr. Fletcher sat in his easy-
chair, evidently in a very excited frame of
mind. He seemed undecided what to
do; he fidgeted about with one book and

another till at last he threw them down,
and ?lled out ¢ Maitland 1”
[ os"’

“Let me see the letter that precious
nephew of mine wrote you. You haven’t
destroyed it. I could see well enough that
you were only trying to screen him, He
said I could have read it if it had not been
torn up.”

“I have it, it’s true,” replied Maitland ;
“but I can’t show it you without his per-
mission.”

“He gave it.”

“But I told him I thought I had
destroyed it.”

“Very well, if you don’t show it me I
shall conclude the worst; it's clear you
would let me see it in & moment if it was
fit to be seen. Fred had better take care;
he knows that he is my heir, but he doesn’t
know how near he is to having his
expectations disappointed. T'm afraid he
is a scamp, and it will be a bad job for
him if he can’t conceal the fact a few
months longer.” .

Maitland did not attempt to defend
Dexter, both his conscience and inclination
were against such a course. He knew that
he was, in spite of his advantages, a
loose, untrustworthy, and selfish fellow,
and he had strong reasons for hoping
that his succession to-Mr. Fletcher’s money
might never become a fact. .

The old man seemed inclined to talk this
evening. He turned himself round to face
Maitland, and said: “ Who is Amy
Fletcher ”

“ She is governess at the Kestertons’.”

“Why 19 Who got her the place $”

“1did,” replied Maitland, looking rather
guilty.

“ H—m ! youseem to take a considerable
interest in this young lady. Has she any
money §”

“ None whatever.”

“Then who paid for her schooling 1”

“ Her father left enough to cover most
of the expense.”

* And you supplied the rest {”

Maitland’s look was sufficient to condemn
“It's a nice romantic story,” continued
the old man; “ when do you propose to
m her 1”

“I don’t know,” replied the young
doctor ; “ perhaps not at alL”

¢ You mean she doesn’t care for you "

“No, ;I don’t mean that; but I am
in a very peculiar position in regard to
her.”

 What is the peculiarity $”

“Do you ask me to tell you ?”

“Yes; why not ?”

“] didn’t like to do so without your
asking me directly. I have reason to
believe that she may be an heiress.”

« ] don’t see why that should stop yon.”

“ No, perhaps not ; though people would
doubt my sincerity in proposing to a girl
8o rich as she may become.’

¢ It’s very odd that an heiress should be
a governess,”

“She doesn’t know who she is,” ex-
plained Maitland. “I am the only one in
the world who does know. Suppose that
I ask her hand—she may accept me;
afterwards she discovers that she is very
rich; what will she think of me then?t
She will judge me to be the most despicable
man in the world.” )

% Why not tell her she is an heiress, and
then propose 3 If she loves you, the fact
that she is rich will only add to her willing-
ness to accept you.”

“] cannot tell her, because she may
never be so0.”

Mr. Fletcher looked puzzled. “ There is
more in this than you tell me, Maitland,”
he said. “ You've treated me very well ;
I've taken a liking for you, and for the
girl too, for that matter. I should like to
help you if I can, and feel I have done one
kindness before it is out of my power to do
any. How did you come to have this girl
on your hands$”

“] knew her father and mother very
well. They died abroad within a few
months of each other. I was only a very
young man then, as you may imagine ; but
they left me in charge of their only
daughter, then scarcely more than an
infant. My mother brought her up ; when
she was old enough she was sent to achool
as I told you.”

This simple recital interested the old
man more than he cared to show. He
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could not prevent his voice from trembling
as he asked :

“Is her grandfather alive ?”

“Yes,” was the reply.

“Why does he not sapport her ”

“He does not know of her existence. He
quarrelled with his son, who went abroad
and died there,_telling me never to let his
father know that he left a child. I have
kept the secret till now.”

“You may as well finish the story now
{‘ou. have gone so far,” said the invalid,

lling back in his chair. ¢ What was her
father’s name % ”

*“ Charles Fletcher.”

“My son$”

“ Yes, your son.”

“Then Amy is my grandchild ?”

Maitland assented.

“She doeg not know it ”

“No ; she is not aware of the existence
of any relative. Your son made me promise
she should be kept in ignorance of her rela-
tionship to you I never tell her.”

“ That will do for to-night. I am tired
and excited, Iy head aches abominably. I
will go to bed.”

Maitland came downstairs so soon as he
had seen his patient attended to. He too
felt excited and feverish. He determined
to take a stroll in the cool evening air. His
object had been accomplished; he had
made known to his patient the existence of
his granddaughter. Would the result
answer his expectations? If so, what
would it be his duty to do?

He was still revolving the matter in his
mind, trying to look at it dispassionately
a3 an outsider and failing miserably, when
he heard himself accostei

“ Hullo, Maitland, I thought I recog-
nised you. Gorgeous night, isn’t it? Are
you in a hurry$”

“] must aliet back soon,” was the reply.

“ Tl walk with you if you don’t mind.
The truth is I've something very important
to tell you. I've made a terrific discovery.”

““ Well 1” queried Maitland.

“ You know that Miss Fletcher who is
companion or something at the Kestertons
I got talking to her to-night pretty con-
fidentially, and somehow happened to ask
her the name of her father, You might
have knocked me down with a feather, as
they say, when she told me it was Charles
Fletcher. You knowwhohewas, [suppose?”

 Mr. Fletcher’s son $”

“Just 80. Sweet news for me, isn't it 9
I've alwayssupposed myselfthe onlyrelation
the old boy has, and he has told me times

—

enough that I'm his heir. Now if he hasn’t
made his will I shall be in a hole, for
everything will go to this girl.”

«She does not know about it, does she $ ”

“ No, thank goodnessl No one knows
it but ourselves.”

“Why have you confided in me?”
asked Maitland. '

“There you are, you see,” exclaimed
Dexter. “I hadn’t decided whether to tell

ou or not, when suddenly you appeared
{efore me, and that settled it. It seemed
providential.”

“ That’s scarcely a sufficient reason for
your action, I'm afraid.”

% No, by Jove | you're right. To tell the
truth for once, I wanted to find out if the
old boy has made a will, and I thought you
were the one most likely to know. Then
it struck me it was quite possible you
might discover the secret without my help,
as I know you are a friend of the Kester-
tons and aocquainted with this girl.”

“I've known it a long time.”

“Have you though? My instinct was

ight. Did my uncle know that Charlie
left a child $”

“ No ; he wished it to be kept secret.”

“Well,” said Dexter, after a few
moments’ deliberation, * I'm not so safe as
I should like to be. It seoms to me I've
only one course open to me, wll:ich will
ensure everything turning out right.”

“ What is thatgi »

“J must marry Amy.”

Maitland gave a start. * Marry Amy!”
he repeated.

“Yes, Why not? I must get en
as soon a8 possible. When my uncle dies,
if he has left me his pmferty, I can break
off the engagement if I want to without
much difficulty ; and if she gets it all for
want of a will, I must press forward our
warriage. You see I'm showing my con-
fidence in you in telling you my plans
beforehand, as I take it for granted you
mean to let Amy know who she is after
my uncle’s death, unless he leaves every-
thing to me by willL”

“You are quite right,” replied Maitland
stiffly. .He haz recovered his calmness now,
and had need of it all to restrain himself.
“ It certainly was my intention to let her
know. Ido not promise you I shall not
tell her at once, in order that she may
have an opportunity of urging her claim.”

“Oh, confound it all, Maitland, what

ood will that do? Let it stand as it is
or a time at any rate. Give a fellow
a chancee. You see, as it is, I can

—e——
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make love to her as a man with good
expectations, and she’s only a poor gover-
ness ; but reverse our positions, and where’s
my chance ¥ No, you must let matters
stand for a week or two.”

“ 1 won't promise anything now,” replied
Maitland. “I shall see you to-morrow,
and will tell you my decision then.”

He turned away without even saying
good-night.  Dexter was such a mixture
of apparent good-nature and selfishness;
he had such a way of taking him into his
confidence and making him a sort of
ﬁl:ltner in his disgraceful plans; that

itland was disgusted beyond measure.
And this was the man who was his rival
for Amy! And his own hands were tied !

He rose early, after an almost sleepless
night. He found that his patient was out
of sorts, evidently the result of want of
rest. He made no allusion to the events of
the previous day ; both of them seemed un-
willing to start the subject. However, in
the afternoon, Fletcher abruptly said:

“ Maitland, I wish you would send to
my nephew’s hotel. You know it, I
suppose }”

“Yes. Are you going to the terrace
this afternoon 1”

“Yes ; the same time as yesterday. I
want to see Amy.”

- Half an hour afterwards, Dexter made
his appearance. =~ Mr. Fletcher asked
Maitland to leave them and rejoin them
on the terrace in an hour. As he went
out, Dexter ed to whisper :

“You won't tell her §”

“ No,” replied Maitland firmly.

The interview between uncle and nephew
was rather long. Mr. Fletcher told Dexter
that he was not so ignorant of his doings
as he supposed, a.nﬂhat he had for some
time doubted whether he ought to let such
a scapegrace be his heir.

“1 was once harsh to my son,” said the
old man, “and I lost him. I determined
to make every allowance for you. I don't
ask you if you deserve it, but I should

_like to know what your plansare. Do you
intend to marry 1” .

This sudden question took Dexter off
his guard. Making up his mind on the

- spur of the moment, he answered :

“ Yes, sir,”

“Whom $”

““ Well, it isn’t quite settled yet between
us. I have not declared myself yet, but, if
I obtain your consent, I will do so at the
earliest opportunity.”

“Who is she §

“She is the governess at the Kester-
tons’,” replied his nephew boldly. “You've
never seen her, I suppose, but she is a very
charming girl.”

“ No fortune, I presume 1”

“ I believe not.”

““Then you can’t marry unless with my
money $”

Dexter rather uneasily answered :

“ No, sir.”

“ Very well,” said his uncle. *Ihaveno
objection to youtr making a love-match. I
tell you what I will do. It would be
unsatisfactory for both of you if you, a
rich man, were to marry her, a pauper. If
you win her consent 1 will give mine, and
make her heiress of half of what I have.
You will then be on equal terms, as man
and wife should be.”

Dexter was growing more and more
uncomfortable. This was far from the
state of things he wished for.

“You are very thoughtful, uncle,” he
murmured.

“I should like to see this young lady,”
continued Mr. Fletcher. * Ipresume that by
birth and education she is fitted to be your
wife? You have made enquiries, I
presume ?”

“Well, uncle, I thought that would be
rather wanting in delicacy. She is evidently
a lady.”

¢ Yqur sentiments do you honour, Fred.
It was quite right of you not to make im-
Eerﬁ.nent enquiries, especially considering

er position.”

Dexter felt he had done it now. It was
impossible for him to confess that he knew
Amy’s identity. After a little further
conversation they started for the terrace,
where Maitland was shortly to meet them.

Meanwhile, the young doctor had been
spending an unhappy hour. He was sure
that Dexter would take the opportunity of
telling his uncle his intention to marry
Amy ; the probability was greatly in favour
of the old man’s approval of his nephew’s
suit rather than of his—Maitland’s. One
thing he was sure of: that he must keep
silent till Dexter had either won or lost, and
that, if he won, he must keep silent for ever.
His only hope was that Amy loved him.
Yet why should she? He had always
been careful to treat her as a young sister,
and if occasionally he had been consciouns
of saying something which was not quite
appropriate for a brother, she had never
Eiven him reason for believing that she

ad ever contemplated the possibility of &
closer relationship between them than had
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always existed. Yet, if he lost her, and
to such a heartless scoundrel! No! he
would never let her marry that other. Yet
what could he do if she accepted him ?
His mind was still full of the matter
when he found himself on the terrace, near
the usual seaf of the invalid. Mr. Fletcher
and his nephew were already there, and
close by them stood Amy. She had evidently
only that¢ moment arrived. Dexter rose,

and with considerable eagerness offered her

his seat, and began to introduce her to his
uncle.

“ There is no necessity,” interrupted Mr.
Fletcher, “ this young lady and I have met
before.”

Dexter looked surprised and annoyed.
He had made good use of his time during
the morning, which he had spent in the
company of Amy, doing all he could to
compress a courtship into a couple of hours.
He had told her he wanted to introduce
her to his uncle, but had not mentioned
his name, and Amy never imagined that
the uncle was the same old gentleman
whose acquaintance she had already made.

At this moment Maitland came up. He
took off his hat to Amy, and remained
standing near. .

For some time the conversation was to
the last degree commonplace ; not one of

the men seemed inclined to be the first to | Am

broach the subject that each was thinkin
of At last Mr. Fletcher, after a painf
cough, said :

“ My dear, I want to speak to you
seriously for a minute or two. You will
excuse an old man, who has not many
months to live, if he says things a little
blantly. Try and suppose that he is afraid
he has not time to do otherwise.”

Amy looked surprised, but said nothing.

* My nephew,” continued Mr. Fletcher,
“has told me that he wishes you to be
his wife. He has not, I believe, confessed
as mach to you, knowing that the possi-
bility of his marrying depends on me. I
have told him that, if he gains your con-
sent, he will not marry a penniless girl, for
I shall give you the same as I shall give
him. So you see, you may rely entirely
on your feelings in giving your answer ;
it will not be a cass of marrying for money,
but only for love. What do you say?”

Amy said nothing. She turned her
eyes on Maitland, who persistently kept
his averted.

“This is too sudden, uncle,” pleaded
Dexter.

“ Perhaps it is,” assented the old man. “I

do not ask for a decisive answer now. Plead
your own cause, my lad, during the next
week, and then Amy shall give her reply.”

Amy turned her head. ‘

“There is no necessity to wait for a
week,” she said ; *“ my mind is quite made
up. I can never marry Mr. Dexter.”

“ My dear girl,” persisted Mr. Fletcher,
‘“do not make up your mind so swiftly.
No doubt my blunt way of putting the
matter has pained you. I can see you are

itated. t me plead for my nephew.

is love for you is disinterested, he knows
you but as a charming young lady who is
at present occupying a position unworthy
of her. He knows nothing of you what-
ever beyond that; judge then whether
you are treating him quite fairly in refuning
to listen to him. It is not so easy to fin
young men, nowadays, who are capable of
dis({)laying such disinterested earnestness
and devotion in seeking for a wife. He
tells me he is even ignorant of the name
of your parents—does not that show he
values you for yourself ? ”

Dexter had tried once or twice to in-
terrupt his uncle, but in vain. However,
he now managed to interpose with :

t.h“ Really, uncle, you appear to imagine
at———”

But he was interrupted in his turn by

y.
“Did Mr. Dexter tell you he did not
know who my father was $” she asked.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Fletcher, “and I
applauded the delicacy of feeling he
showed.”

“I must tell you then that he did ask
me, and seemed very surprised to hear his
name. There seems to be some mystery
about it, for its mention seems to have
sufficed to turn-Mr. Dexter from a casual

uaintance into an ardent admirer.”

exter stood abashed ; he did not attempt
to defend himself.

“So, sir,” said his uncle severely, “it
seems that you do know who this young
lady is, I had my suspicions, and that is
why I have said what I have, thinking I
should catch you in your own trap.”

“I thought you would be pleased if I
married her,” pleaded Dexter.

“Don’t say another word, sir. Leave
us now ; come to my rooms this evening, I
shall have something to say to you then.”

Dexter walked away as carelessly as he
could.

*“Come a little closer to me, my dear
child,” said Mr. Fletcher in a tender tone,
as soon as his nephew was out of sight.
L ]
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“I have some news for you. You must
think me a very strange old man—so I am,
perhaps. You think I have been very rude
and unkind, but it was for your sake. No
one is near us now ; put your arms round
my n?,ck and kiss me and call me grand-

pa.

Amy looked at him in astonishment for
a moment, and then glanced at Maitland.
His look reassured her; she flung her
;irzs round- the old man’s neck and kissed

- “Qrandpapa ! ” she exclaimed. “Is it
true$”

“Yes, my darling. Ah, if I had only
im(:iwn it before! It’s your fault, Mait-
an .”

¢ Are you quite sure ?” he asked.

“Well, no ; I suppose it’s chiefly mine,
Do you think, Amy, you will be able to
love me for the few months I have to
live 3"

“Oh, don't talk of dying, grandpapa;
you mustn’t.”

« Ask Maitland.”

“ What must I ask him ?”

“If he can spare me a part of your
affection for a time ¥ Ah, I know all about
it, you see ; my eyes are not so dim yet,
but that I have seen more than either of
you imagine. Take her, Maitland.”

Maitland did not hesitate long, for Amy’s
lad look revealed to him that her grand-

ther had judged her truly.

CARLIN.

THE time-honoured saying, *“ We know
what we are, but we know not what
we may be,” has seldom been more
strikingly exemplified than in the case of
two youths, aged respectively fifteen and
sixteen, who were seated together ome
summer morning in the early part of the
last century on a stone bench by the side
of a small chapel dedicated to the patron
saint of a village near Rimini Their
names were Lorenzo Ganganelli and Carlo
Bertinazzi ; the former destined in after
years to exchange his baptismal appella-
tion for that of Clement the Fourteenth,
and the latter to become the idol of the
Parisians as the popular harlequin of the
Comédie Italienne. These metamorphoses,
however, lay still hidden in the remote
future, and their objects on the morning
in question were profoundly occupied in
solving a difficult puzzle, namely, how to
obtain possession of the plentiful store of

copper coins which had been deposited by
the passing peasants as an offering to the
saint, and were protected from sacrilegious
hands by strong iron bars, within which
they reposed until removed on the next
visit of the authorised alms-collector.

While the pair of sca ces are con-
cocting ‘all sorts of ingenious plans for the
successful appropriation of the treasure, a
few words respecting the origin &%ld social
position of each may not be out of place.

Lorenzo’s nts were of the humbler
class of cultivators so numerous in that
part of Italy, and owners of half-a-dozen
acres of land, which they tilled themselves;
Carlo’s father, on the contrary, who had
enlisted early in life, and had been some
years a widower, having nothing but his
pay to depend upon, had gladly profited by
the chance offered him of placing his only
son in a seminary where the children of
the poor intended for the clerical profes-
sion received a gratuitous education, among
his fellow-pupils being the young Gangs-
nelli. There the boys grew up together
and became fast friends, the studious
Lorenzo devoting his leisure moments to
the task of correcting Carlo’s ill-spelt
themes and exercises, while the latter, who
in modern parlance would have been
termed the ““ cock of the school,” requited
this service by constituting himself on all
occasions the champion and protector of
his more delicately organised companion.
Their holidays were passed at the Gan
pelli farm, where they fared but sparingly,
and, as may be imagined, they had not a
farthing of pocket-money between them.
It was with a view of supplying this
last deficiency that we find them gazing
with longing eyes at the tantalising heap of
bajocchi almost within their reach.

“] wonder how many there are,” mused
Carlo, while the other was mentally en-
gaged in counting them.

 More than a hundred,” replied Lorenzo.

¢ More than a hundred !” repeated his
friend, who had never heard of such a
sum; “how much cheese would that
buy ?”

“ Enough
spm”

“Would it be wrong to take them, do

ou think 1” asked Carlo, after a moment’s
esitation.

“Well, if we were not very hungry, I
am afraid it would ; but as it is——"
“But we are very hungry—at any rate I
am‘"

“So am I,” gravely remarked Lorenzo.

for all the holidays, and to
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 In that case the end justifies the means,
0 wo must see what can be done.”

Thereupon, looking about for the longest
stick he could find, he introduced it
between the bars, and succeeded in slightly
displacing one or two of the coins, but
that was all; Carlo meanwhile watch-
ing the proceedings with a disconsolate
air.

“It's no use,” sighed the latter. * We
had better be off before some one catches
us here.”

“ Wait a momet,” objected his more
inventive ally, *“there must be some
means of fishing them out. I have it!” he
added triumphantly ; ¢ while I go to work,
all you have to (ﬂ) is to stand on that
rising ground yonder, and if you see any
one coming, make the usual signal ” (we had
forgotten to mention that among other
accomplishments Carlo imitated to perfec-
tion the braying of a donkey, while his
eommnion was equally renowned for crow-
ing like a cock), ¢ and I will answer with
mine. If nobody disturbs me, the bajocchi
m“(f)l;l:s.”hm friend posed d

¢ his friend pur oing was
not very clear to pMaster Bertgnuzi,
who nevertheless established himself
obediently as sentinel on the prescribed
eminence, which overlooked the adjoining
fields ; while Lorenzo, taking a handful of
moist earth from a ditch by the roadside,
fixed it firmly to the end of his stick, and
recommenced his piscatorial operations so
successfully that in a very few minutes the
last remaining coin had found its way into
his pocket. At that critical instant a
warning bray resounded from the post of
vantage ; having responded to which by an
exulting ¢ cock-a-doodle-do,” the young
marauder hastily rejoined his confederate,
and both started on their homeward way,
wigely deferring until a more favourable
opportunity the equitable division of the
spoil. In his old age, when surrounded by
a circle of intimates at Chaillot, Carlin
fro&:mntly related the foregoing anecdote
wi feat to, interlarding his imperfect
French with Italian ¢ patois,” and empha-
sising his words with the drollest and most
expresaive pantomimic gestures imaginable.
On one occasion, when, inspired by the
presence of Goldoni, he had described this
juvenile freak with more than usual
vivacity, the dramatist quietly enquired if
he never felt remorse for having robbed
the poor. ‘¢ Ah, caro mio,” replied Carlin,
¢ Lorenzo has no doubt long ago atoned for
that trifling peccadillo. Consider the many

opportunities he has since had of making
restitution 1 ”

A year or two after this reprehensible

loit the two friends separated ; Ganga-
nelli to continue his ecclesiastical studies
at Urbino, and Carlo, whose father had in
the meantime paid the debt of nature,
leaving his son alone in the world, to gain
his own livelihood as he best might
Abandoning all idea of a clerical career,
for which in truth he had no real vocation,
he decided on utilising his natural talent
for mimicry by joining one of the strolling
companies of actors to be met with at that
period in every province of Italy, wander-
ing from place to place as in Scarron’s
Roman Comique, and earning a precarious
subsistence, often barely sufficing to keep
body and soul together. Inured as he was
to privations, our hero cared little for the
hardships he had voluntarily elected to
encounter ; the adventurous, ever-changing
life pleased him, and he was soon perfectly
reconciled to the habitual lot of Thespians,
namely, to dine one day, and starve the
next. The manager of this roving troop
found in him a.w‘ilﬁing and precious recruit,
ready to undertake a part at a moment’s
notice, and invariably delighting his
audience by some improvised bit of drollery
calculated to put them in good humour,
and dispose them to be liberal. His
favourite character was harlequin, in the
personation of which he became 80 popular
that the mere announcement of Carlino was
sufficient to attract the inhabitamts of
villages from many leagues round, thereby
ensuring an abundant harvest of copper
coins and—for nothing was refused—
provisions of all kinds, including bread,
meat, and even flour, as the case might be.

Little by little, the reputation of the
new ‘ Arlecchino” sp: from town to
town ; offers of engagement continually
reached him from the proprietors of per-
manently established theatres,andat length,
tempted by the flattering prospects held
out to him, he bade adieu not without
regret to his less fortunate associates, and
set out to give the public of Brescia a taste
of his quality. The success of his first
appearance was 8o decisive, that on the
following day a contract for a term of years
was proposed to him by the manager,
which, however, Carlin, whose migratory
habits had become a second nature to him,
refused to sign ; and, at the expiration of
the six months’ stay previously agreed
upon, quitted Brescia for the p of

fulfilling a similar engagement at Parma. E:'
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These peregrinations continued with little
intermission for the next tem or twelve
years, during which he visited almost every
town of note in Italy ; reaping fresh laurels
wherever he went, and universally acknow-
ledged to be the best representative of the
motley personage that had ever trod the
boarde.

Whether in the course of his wander-
ings he chaunced to meet his former school-
fellow is not recorded, but it is certain that
for some time after their separation they
frequently corresponded with each other;
and, to the end of his life, Carlin was wont
to affirm that, although to the rest of the
world the friend of his youth might be
known as the illustrious Clement the Four-
teenth, he could never regard him in any
other light than that of his old and dearly-
loved playmate, Lorenzo.

The retirement from the stage in 1741
of Thomassin, successor of the famous
Dominique, having left the Comédie
Italienne and consequently Paris without
a harlequin, Bertinazzi, then in his twenty-
eighth year, was induced to repair thither,
and was at once engaged to occupy the
vacant post. His début was not en-
couraging ; the Parisians, creatures of
habit, and accustomed to the broad humour
and peculiar mannerisms of his prede-
cessor, failed at first to appreciate the
refined grace and vivacity of the new
comer, whose conception of the character
was strictly in. accordance with the
traditions of the Italian school. By degrees,
however, the versatility of his talent and
the expressive originality of his pantomime
overcame the prejudices of the public, and
before many weeks had elapsed, his
quondam depreciators had become his
warmest admirers. Daring forty years,
until his final retirement in 1781, his popu-
larity remained unshaken, and his supre-
macy unquestioned. Notwithstanding his
advanced age and increasing corpulence, he
still attracted crowds to the theatre by the
magic of his name, and retained to the
very last his marvellous activity and
suppleness of limb. Madame Vigée
Le Brun, who saw him towards the close
of his career, records her impressions of his
acting in her entertaining Recollections, as
follows : “He played inrleqnin in mere
outlines of pieces, the filling up of which
required extreme cleverness and ingenuity
on the part of the performer; his inex-
haustible spirits and witty sallies, together
with a never-failing fund of naturaf drol-
lery, combined to distinguish him from the

ordinary actor. Although excessively
stout, he was singularly agile in every
movement, and I have been told that he
owed many of his most graceful gestures to
his habit of watching kittens at play.
When he left the stage, the reign of the
Comédie Italienne was virtually at an
end.”

Carlin was never more in his element
than when he had established a sort of
freemasonry with his audience, addressing
himself familiarly to those nehrest to him,
and indulging in every variety of quip and
crank more or less appropriate to the part
he was playing. The actor Fleur relates
that on one occasion, perceiving a party
of children in a box near the stage, he
entered into conversation with them, and
so delighted the spectators present with his
imprompta whimsicalities that they im-
agined the.scene in question to have been
arrauged beforehand, and, returning to the
theatre on the following evening, with one
accord demanded its repetition.

From the same authority we learn that
once during the dog-days the audience
assembled to witness the performance only
consisting of two individuals, one of whom,
overcome by the intense heat, made his
exit at the end of the first piece, Carlin
came forward, and addressing the remain-
ing oocupant of the pit, besought him as a
particular favour, in the event of his
meeting anyone he knew as he went out, to
inform him that Arlequin Ermite, havin
been received that evening with unbounde
applause by a discerning public, would be
repeated every night until further notice.

It happened, however, that on another
occasion, and from the same cause, one
solitary spectator, a stout jovial personage
fresh from the country, placidly awaited
the rising of the curtain. What was to be
done ?

“We had better give him back his
money,” grumbled the régisseur Camerani.

¢ Let me speak first,” said Carlin ; and,
advancing to the front of the sf.:ge, made
a grotesque bow to the astonished pro-
vincial, and addressed him as follows:
¢ Mr. All-alone, my comrades and I, as
you may imagine, have no particular wish
to exert ourselves in this sultry weather
for one person’s amusement; but if you
insist upon it, of course we must.”

“Why, M. Carlin,” replied the stout
man, highly amused by this preamble, 1
came here ox;dpurpose to see you act.”

“Very good,” responded Harlequin with
one of his most graceful pirouettes, ¢ we
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will do our best to please you,” and the | “ He called me Lilian !” she whispered to
piece began. herself. “ Would he have done that

Before it was over a heavy shower of | unless——1”
rain came on, and in a few minutes every | * Miss Rams

place in the theatre was occupied; the
actors, enchanted at this unexpected good
fortune, played with even more spirit than
usual, and the second piece finished amid
roars of laughter. Presently Carlin ap-
peared before the curtain, and, looking
round as if in search of someone, enquired
if Mr. All-alone were still there %

“Certainly, M. Carlin,” answered that
individual, grinning from ear to ear ; *“ and
many thanks to you for a pleasant evenixii.r”

“It is I who ought to thank you, Mr.
All-alone,” replied Carlin, to the intense
delight of the rest of the audience, *for
without you we should have missed the
nine hundred livres which our treasurer
has just counted up. So good-night, Mr.
All-alone, and au revoir | ”

For a long time after, this remained a
standing joke with the company; and
whenever, either on account of the heat or
any other cause, opinions were divided as
to the advisability of announcing the
evening’s performance, Carlin invariably
decided the question in the affirmative,
by suggesting that perhaps Mr. All-alone
would come again.

From the date of his retirement in 1781
to- his death in 1783, the celebrated
comedian continued to inhabit his suburban
villa at Chaillot—unpleasantly situated,
according to Fleury, between a smith’s
forge and a copper foundry—where he was
wont to receive his intimates, and regale
them with his favourite maraschino. On
the wall of his usual sitting-room in this
modest retreat hung the original painting
by De Lorme of the best engraved portrait
of the incomparable harlequin; and beneath
it, in the autograph of the poet Guichard,
were inscribed the following lines :

Pam ses gestes, ses tons, c'est ]a Nature méme ;
Ml’n:i J)eo 'muque, on ladmire; & découvert, on

TIME BARGAINS.
A STORY IN TEN CHAPTERS. CHAPTER VIL

“ WHAT—what ! telling fortunes—eh § ”
said Mr. Jellicop with a broad smile, as he
came forward. ‘Many’s the pretty girl
whose fortune I told when I was a young
blade. And half of ’em took all I said for
gospel truth.”

Miss Ramsay had crossed to the window.

7

as the hayfield,” said Marm
fine assumption of indifference.

and I were aﬁoing as far
uke with a

“ You'll get your jackets wet if you do.

There’s a black cloud rolling up the valley
that means to pepper us before long. You
had better come with me, the pair of you,
as far as the greenhouse and see how my
cucumbers are getting on.”

“ Fine vegetable—cucumber,” said Mar-
maduke sententiously.

“AsTI came through the drawing-roem
just now,” continued Mr. Jellicop, “ who
should I see there but those two young
idiots.”

“ Two young idiots, sir ¢"

“My niece Linda and young Dane, I
mean. He was gaping out of the window
at one end of Ig‘e room, she out of the
window at the other end ; neither of them
looking at each other, neither of them
speaking to each other,’and yet seeming
as if they couldn’t bear to be out of each
other’s sight. Ugh! it's my opinion that
they are fonder of each other this minute
than ever they were in their lives before.”

“ Oh, uncle, do you really think sot”
asked Lilian earnestly. She had come back
from the window by this time, and was
clasping one of his arms with bothher hands.

“ Hang me if I don’t! What a joke it
would be if we could bring them together
again—eh 1"

“ How I wish we could ! ”

“Too late in the day, sir, to think of
that,” said Marmaduke.

“ I'm not so sure on that point. There’s
nothing to hinder them from remarrying at
the eng of six months if they like to do so.
Ha, ha! Wouldn't Vere Naylor be wild
But come along; let us have a peep at
the cucumbers before the shower breaks.”

For a little while the Blue Parlour
remained empty. By-and-by Cecil Dane
lounged in, whistling in a minor key, his
glass in his eye, his hands deep in his
pockets, and looking anything rather than
a happy man.

“I wonder whether she will follow me,”
he muttered. ‘She wouldn’t have done
go & month ago, but nowadays nothing
surprises me. What a bundle of contra-
dictions & woman is! There’s someone
coming. By Jeve! I durst wager anything
it'’s Linda.”

He took a magazine off the table, and
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sat down with his back to the door, but
there was a large mirror opposite to him,
and he had only to lift his eyes in order to
see everything that was going on.

Mrs. Dane entered the room, and began
at once to turn over the articles on the
centre table as if in search of something.

“There he sits,” she murmured under
her breath. “He is not going out as I
was afraid he was. Although we are mo
longer husband and wife, that is no reason
why he should not speak to me. But he
won’t, and I can keep silent no longer.”
Then she said aloud : “ Mr. Dane, do you
happen to have seen the last number of
Blackwood $”

“No, madam, I have not seen the last
number of Blackwood.”

“ Pardon me, but is not that it in your
hand ”

The glass dropped from Cecil’s eye ; for
once he changed colour.

‘“ Ah yes, by Jove ! soitis. Begpardon.
Didn’t know.”

He rose, crossed to where Linda was
standing, bowed ceremoniously, and offered
her the book.

“ Not unless you have quite done with
it, Mr. Dane,” said Linda in her most
dulcet tones,

“Thank you, but I have quite done
with it, Mrs, Dane-Danson.”

Linda smiled her sweetest, and took the
book. Then they bowed to each other;
then Linda sat down and pretended to

. become immersed in her magazine ; then

Cecil went back to his former seat,
stretched his long legs out, put his glass in
his eye, clasped his hands behind his head,
and began to contemplate the ceiling.

“ What a darling he looks !” murmured
Linda, “Can it be true that I have really
lost him%” Her heart gave a great sigh as
she asked herself the question.

¢ It seems impossible to realise the fact
that she’s no longer my wife,” mused Cecil.
“I can’t keep away from her. I haven’t
smoked for two da; Bad sign, very.”

To Linda this silence was intolerable.

“ Mr. Dane, can you oblige me by telling
me the time ¢ My watch has stopped.”

Cecil rose from his half - recumbent
position, and produced his watch.

¢ The time, madam, is ten minutes and
eighteen seconds past four.”

“Ten minutes and eighteen seconds—
thank you very much, Mr. Dane.”

““ You are quite welcome, madam.”

Then after a pause Linda repeated, this
time with a little more emphasis :

“I said ‘Thank you very much, Mr.
D ane.l ”»

“ And I said ‘You are quite welcome,
madam.’”

“QOh dear ! why won’t he talk $” mur-
mured Linda ¢ What stupid creatures
men are !”

She turned over one or two leaves noisily.
Cecil was contemplating the ceiling again.

How long our two young and foolish
separatists would have kept on sittin
without speaking to each other, ang
apparently ignoring each other’s existence,
there is no knowing, had they been allowed
to do as they liked in the matter. Pre-
sently, however, Captain Marmaduke and
Lilian, on their way back from visiting
the cucumbers, entered the conservatory,
which opened by means of an archway
into the parlour. . Lilian was the first to
perceive Cecil and Linda

‘“ There they are!” she whispered to
her companion. “If we could but bring
them together again !”

“You know what we have agreed upon,”
he replied, also in a whisper. * Why not
make a beginning at once 1”

“But I don’t know how to begin.”

“Trust to your woman's wit to show
you the way.”

“No, no ; pray don’t leave me.”

“Remember your promise to your
guardian.”

“You don’t know how nervouns I am.”

“ er Dane is not at all g;ocions; the
first plunge is everything. me.”

W?th ﬁese words idarmadnke went
forward from the conservatory into the
parlour, and making his way to Linda,
seated himself on the couch by her side.
She was grateful for the interruption.
Cecil should see that other people cared
for her society, if he no longer did. She
greeted Marmaduke with a smile, and shut
the magazine she was making a pretence
of reading.

“It is not often that ladies find much
to interest them in Blackwood,” said
Marmaduke.

“Don’t you know that Blackwood has
often some very nice love-stories "

“And you are fond of love-stories 3”

*“Show me the woman who is not.”

“You have studied the philosophy of
the subject?” asked Marmaduke with a
smile.

“] may have skimmed the surface ;
nothing more.”

“The traitor!” muttered Lilian when
she found herself left alone in the conser-
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vatory. She took off her hat, and stood
for a few moments with a finger pressed
to her lips, thinking, Then she went
forward into the room to where an easel
with a drawing-board on it stood in one
corner.

“ Allow me, Miss Ramsay,” said Cecil,
coming to her assistance.  Where shall I
fix it for you$”

« Just here, please. I want to finish
this group of -ferns which I be the
other day. I hope, Mr. Dane, that you
are not & very severe critic.”-

“ How is it possible to criticise what
one doesn’t understand % ”

“ A great many people contrive to do so.”

“J am not so presumptuous as a great
many people.”

On a side table stood a basket of
coloured wools belonging to Linda. Mar-
maduke took it up.

“ What a charming assortment of colours
you have here,” he said.

“But how tiresome that they all want
winding before I can make use of them.”

«It takes two people to wind wools,
does it not 1”

I believe 80.”

“Why should not you and I wind some
together §”

“ Why not, indeed?” She took the
basket, and began to arrange some of the
wools for winding, saying to herself: «I
hope Cecil won’t go away.” Then she said
aloud : “ When I was married——" Then
came & pauss. Her heart fluttered for a
moment or two ; then she went on more
firmly: “When I was married I never
eon]c{ get my husband to help me to wind
my wools. He was rude enough to say
that it was an occupation fit only for milk-
sops and old women.”

¢ Not every one thinks so. I have been
told that it was while kneeling on one
knee, and holding a skein of wool, as I am
holding yours, that my grandfather first
told my grandmother that he loved her.
And he was no milksop. He died in
battle, charging at the head of his
regiment.”

“But he probably never helped your
grandmother to wind wools again. They
got married, you know, and that makes all
the difference.” Then to herself she said :
“I do hope Cecil is looking ! ”

Cecil was looking. “Little flirt1” he
muttered. Then t.oiilian he gaid : “How
the sketch grows under your fingers. It
mm almost like magic to me, who cannot

"’l

“And yet it is so very simple. There
goes the point of my pencil.”

“Let me make you another point.”

“ Thanks, but the pencil is too soft, and
I have no harder one by me.”

There was a portfolio of drawings on a
chair close by. Cecil took it up and
opened it. Yyou have some more drawings
here. May I be itted to examine
them 9 ” Lilian smiled assent. Cecil drew
his chair a little nearer to her, and began
to turn over the drawings. * You must
tell me what each of them is as we go
along,” he said.

Linda had eyes for Cecil as well as for
her wools. ¢ What can they be talkin
about 1 ” she asked herself. ¢ Who woul
have believed that innocent-]ooking young
monkey was such an arrant flirt?” Then
she said aloud, with a touch of impatience :
“ There—nowthis tiresome skein isall in &
tangle 1”

“Let me help you to unravel it.”

¢ Life itself seems nothing but knots and
tangles.”

“A little patience will often work
wonders,” -

Linda’s eyes had wandered across the
room again. ¢ Their heads are nearly
touching each other,” she said to herself.

“By Jove! how their fingers seem to
have got mixed up | ” was Cecil’s muttered
ejaculation. Then he said aloud: *And
of whom may this be the portrait 1 ”

“It is merely & fancy sketch. I call it
¢ Elaine,’ ” was Lilian’s reply.

«¢Elaine ' I never heard of her.” Mr.
Dane was probably on more familiar terms
with the ing Calendar than with the
writings of a certain great poet.

“ Tennyson’s Elaine, you know. ‘Elaine,
the fair ; Elaine, the loveable Elaine, the
lily maid of Astolat.’”

“It ought to have been your own
portrait, Miss Ramsay.” Then to him-
gelf : ““Confound that fellow! Can it be

ible that he has fallen in love with
erfh”

B can bear this no longer !” was what
Linda said to herself. Then aloud to Mar-
maduke : “My patience is exhausted.
There must be thunder in the air.” With
a little pout she crammed the wools into
her basket. )

““ These sultry afternoons are trying
to one’s nerves,” remarked Marmaduke.
There was a fan on the table; he took it
up and opened it. “May I?” he asked.

Linda smiled a languid assent. He began
to fan her, slowly and gently.
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“ Now he’s fanning her. Deuced cool 1”
was Cecil's unspoken comment. :

No one would have thought, seeing
Marmaduke’s impassive face, how tho-
roughly he was enjoying the sceme. “I
hope you feel a little refreshed,” he said
presently in his grave courteous tones.

“Very much so indeed. . Thanks.”

“You would find it cooler on the
terrace.”

“Ye—es, as you say, it would be cooler
there.” Then to herself: “ Can I—dare I
leave them together? I will, let what may
come of it.” .

She rose and moved slowly towards the
open French window, Marmaduke by her
side. At the window she turned and shot
one backward glance.

“To be triumphed over by a minx like
that!” was the bitter thought at her
heart.

‘“ And this is where they bring Elaine’s
body to the king's Pnlm after she has died
of a broken heart,” resumed Lilian.

“She died of a broken heart, did
she 1”

B,

“ But that happened long ago. Perha
they believed inpsuch thingg i‘:xg those da.ytfg

“ Perhaps in those old times we have
been spuz'.ng of the men were rather
better worth dying for than they are now.”

“ By Jove! I think that's very likely.
I know that if you take us in the bunch
we are not good for much nowadays.”
Then he added to himself : “Gone! But
why—and where 1”

‘Linda and Marmaduke reappeared at
the window. The former came quickly
into the room.

“ My dear Lilian, do make haste out on
to the terrace,” she said ; ¢ there’s the most
lovely rainbow. I know you would not
like to miss seeing it.”

Lilian rose from the low chair on which
she had been sitting.

“You will excuse me, will you not?”
she said to Cecil.

Cecil rose and bowed.

“I hope we shall be able ta go on with
our studies another time,” he said as he
closed and put away the portfolio.

“T hope 8o, t0o,” answered Lilian, with
one of her sunniest smiles,

“ Do you ?” muttered Linda vindictively
between her teeth. Passions and feelings

were at work in her heart this aft.en.loon
such as she had never more than dimly

imagined before. .

«Qar scheme is progressing admirably,”
whispered M uke to Lilian at the
window.

“] was never so frightened in my life,”
was her low reply.

Linda had lingered behind for a moment.

“I am sorry, Mr. Dane, to have been
the means of depriving, you of Mies Ram-
say's charming society,” she remarked with
ironical politeness. B

“For a little while—only for a little
while, madam. I have not examined the
whole of Miss Ramsay’s drawings ye »

Linda turned on him with flashing eyes.

“Wretch |” she cried, with a passionate
stamp g her foot.}md bis & lightl

Mr. Dane sna ngers y.

“Flirt!” waspall that he condescended
to reply. Lo

Linda flung him a glance of withering
scorn, and turning haughtily, walked slowly
out of the room.

“ Pleasant—very, this sort of thing,”
mattered Cecil, when he found himself
alone. . “What a fool I was to stay here
after I had got my papers! And now the
deuce of it 18 I can’t bear the thought of
going away. The Asylum for Imbeciles
would be my proper home. Ill go and
have a quiet smoke in the shrubbery and
try to clear my brain. Perhaps I shall see
Linda on the terrace. Confound that
fellow, Marmaduke, and his insinuating
ways ! Stepping out on the terrace, he
looked first to the right and then to the
left. “What can have become of them?
Shall I go in search of them? No. That
would indeed be a confession of weaknees.
Let them go to Jericho ! ”

He took out his tobacco-pouch, filled his
pipe, struck a match, drew a few whiffs,
then pulling his hat further over his brows,
and burying his hands deeply in his pockets,
he plunged moodily into the shrubbery.
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all my life, and now just hecause my
father is dead, and I'm no longer the young
master here, you expect me to alter all my
habits.”

¢ Dear, dear boy, I am the only one who
will speak to you, warn you, harshly
to you, perhaps. I want to be proud of
you, Jack—let me be. Go and take this
clerkship in London that has been offered
you ; remember that you are a man now,
not a boy any longer. Shooting, and hunt-
ing, and eternal mtercourse with keeﬁers
and grooms won't fit you to be the help
and stay and protection you ought to be
to our poor mother.” )

He leant forward suddenl
her, and she saw the gleam of tears in his
eyes. Then he seized his gun, whistled his
dog, and walked away rapidly ; and Jenifer
was left in doubt as to whether she had
done well or not in letting him know the
full extent of her fears.

As for Jack, he went straight away to

Thurtle’s house, and the keeper not being
there, and the keeper's dm not
‘“knowing for certain where er might

be,” Mr. Jack Ray waited there for an
hour. '

“ What a bear your Mr. Boldero is after
all,” Effie said that night at dinner. * Just
think, Jenifer, he has actually refused my
invitation for to-morrow, without having
the courtesy-to assign any reason for doing
so. If I were you, Hubert, I should: take
my affairs out of his hands immediately.”

“That's more easily said than dane,”
Mr. Ray said indifferently ; * the business
management of 8 big property is not so
easily transferred as you think, Effie.”

“ To hear Hubert talk, one would think
that Moor Royal was the dnly property I
ever oame in contact with or even heard
of,” Effie said to her sister, '

“] don’t think you lose much by the
lawyer absenting himself,” Mra Jervoise
said contemptuously. I detest nothing
much more than social relations
with people with whom I have business
ones ; in fact you'll have to draw the line
sharply here, Effie ; if you ask county pro-
fessional people to your house, you'll soon
find the county will hold aloof.”

*“ You both talk a lot of bosh,” Hubert
said, speaking a little haughtily but good-
humouredly withal ; ¢ county people don’t
hold aloof from county people becanse of
the presence of gentlemen and ladies in
each other’s houses who don’t happen to
own landed property.”

¢« All the same, I shall always consider
that Mr. Boldero has behaved very rudel
to me, and shall treat him with cool-
neas for the future,” Effie said, flinging u
her head. Then the conversation dri
as usual into the theatrical channel, and
from divers remarks Jenifer learnt to her
horror that Captain Edgecumb had declined
the part of Charles the Second in the
tableau, and that Jack had been persuaded
to fill it.

“Jack, you promised me you wouldn's
act,” his sister cried.

“Jt isn’t acting, you " Mrs. Ray

. -| said hilarjously ; “he’ll have to do the
and kissed

reverse of act; he will have to remain
motionless and inactive, and merely look
adoration of Nell Gwynn's charms.”

“] hope poor Minnie’s head won't be
turned,” old Mrs. Ray said, and they all
lnuil-xed with the exception of Jenifer and
Jac!

A little stage had been adroitly oen-
trived and furmished ai; the end of the
}:f library, and on this the pexformers

a full-dress rehearsal this night after

.0 ptain Edgecamb in rather late,

a came in

but as he was not wanted till the farce
which brought the entertainment to a close,
this was a matter of minor moment. Mean-
time he stayed in the drawing-room with
old Mrs. Ray and Jenifer, and tried to
draw the latter out on the subject of her
sister-in-law.

“ Mra, Hubert Ray has a wonderful
amount of energy and go about her, hasn’t
she 1” he askéed, and Jenifer replied :

‘ She has ; I can fanqy no more delight-
ful addition to.a bappy, merry oountry-
house party than she would be.”

“You take no part in the entertain-
nRx:nt ,!o-monow night, I understand, Miss

1
shook her head.
I (;;({)idyou.upeot that I should tell you

ids” .

% Indeed, no ;' I knew that it was due to
the genius. of those two restless spirits that
this affair was coming off at Moor Royal,
and if I.oould have got out of having any
hand in it I should have been glad ; but
Mrs. Jervoise and her sister are old
acquaintances of mine, and a man finds it
difficult sometimes to resist any claim made
upon him by such fair old acquaintances as
thely are.”

his was & speech that did not seem to
Jenifer to demand any reply. Accordingly
she made none, but went on with some
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pretty work she had in hand, as if he
were not present.

“I am sure neither my daughter nor I
will question your kindly courtesy to my
daughter-in-law and her sister,” old Mrs.
Ray said cheerfully. “1I am glad, even in
the midst of my sorrow, that my son’s wife
should have plenty of amusement and
variety ; she is very young and bright. I
have no wish to overcloud her, and I am
sure Jenifer shares my feeling.”

The mother spoke anxiously, with an
evident desire to keep the peace. But
Jenifer's mettle was up, and she could not
trim her tongue to the utterance of sooth-
ing nothings just now.

“T don’t wish to interfere with anyone’s
arrangements or amusements, but I wish
you had kept your promise, and taken the
part in the tableau which they have now
persuaded Jack to fill,” Jenifer said, allow-
ing anger to make itself manifest to her
audience.  “ Captain Edgcumb, you've
always professed willingness—desire to
please me. 'Will you do 1t now ¢”

She had spoken much more vehementl
than was usual with well-balanced selz
possessed Jenifer, and now she rose and
retreated to a place behind the piano which
was out of earshot of her mother.

For a moment Captain Edgecumb could
not believe his senses ; they were surely lead-
ing him a will-o’-the-wisp dance, and would
beiuile him into a q ire of discomfiture
if he presumed on this apparent desire of
Jenifer’s to establish a private understand-
ing with him.

“Dear Miss Ray, the hope that is
dearest to me in the world is to please
you,” the handsome young officer said
earnestly. And really he more than half
meant what he said.

“Oh, don’t talk nonsense!” Jenifer
said entreatingly. ¢ Don’t think of me as
s girl, please; just treat me as you'd
treat Jack. The favour I want you to do

gart in the Nell Gwynn tableau, and make
ack resign it.”

“I will,” he said gallantly, without
asking a question or offering a remark.

“Thank you,” she said simply, holding
out her hand to him as she passed out of
ber secluded nook back to her place at a
work-table.

“You’re not trying to persuade Captain
Edgecumb to throw cold water on Effie’s
theatricals, are you, Jenny 7” her mother
asked anxiously. ‘“Because I wouldn’t
have that done on any account. However

painful it may be for me to seem to coun-
tenance mirth and gladness at Moor Royal
now, I would rather do it and be mis-
understood than I would throw the lightest
shadow on Effie’s path. She is young; she |
came among us not comprehending our
gorrow, in ignorance as to the very cause of
it till she was encircled by it. I love to
think that she can be happy here, even in
this house of mournin, f.”

‘ Mother darling, I've only been per-

‘suading Captain Edgecumb to help Effie to

the utmost,” Jenifer said chokingly, and
just then Effie’s clear voice rang out in a
call for “Captain Edgecumb to take his
part in the farce.”.

His young hostess stood in the hall
when, in obedience to her summons, he
was crossin§ it. .

“Well!” she said. And though she
said nothing more, he felt himself chal-
lenged.

“Mrs, Ray, I feel as much honoured as
a man can feel in being invited by you to
your house. Be still more gracious to
me; let me play the passive part you
asked me to fill first—let me be ‘Charles
the Second. I shall do your taste and
%r)imination more credit than Jack Ray

“ As if I didn’t know that this dramatic
ardour has been Put into you by my guile-
less sister-in-law,” she answered mockingly.
‘Jenifer hates Minnie Thurtle, and is
awfully afraid of Minnie’s getting anything
like local recognition. Now I have no
small feeling of that kind. If I owned
serfs or slaves, I should like my serfs or
slaves to distinguish themselves, because
they’d redound to my credit. But Jenifer
bas no broad feeling of that sort. She
hates Minnie Thurtle because Minnie is
pretty and is the keeper’s daughter.”

Effie spoke very effectively; but the
days were dead In which her effective
réndering of wrong ideas could impress

me is this—that you'll claim your original | him.

“If you really believe Miss Ray to be
actuated by anything like petty jealousy,
show yourself so much the nobler by not
trying to thwart her,” he said politely.

She flung her head up and looked at him
in doubt.

“You are laughing at me, but your
satire doesn’t cut deeply enough to in-
fluence. Please understand, if I let you
have your own way in this, it is not because
I want to please you, but because I want
you to please Jenifer.”

“ You are too good to me.”

%
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“I don’t pretend for a moment that my
desire is an amiable one ; but as I manage
to get my own way in everything at Moor
Royal, I don’t think you will be sorry to
hear that I should really be very glad if
Jenifer and you fell in love with each
other.” .

“T have no right to listen to the sugges-
tion of there being even a pouibility of
Miss Ray’s ever honouring me so far,” he
said coldly.

And then Effie laughed at him and told
him he bad “grown strangely humble.”

“ Will you make one tiny admission to
me }” she asked as they walked along to
the library, which had been transformed
into a theatre; ‘it won’t involve any loss
of your dignity—in fact if any one will be
humbled by it I shall be that person.
Weren’t you very much relieved when you
heard I had married Hubert Ray$”

“] was delighted to know that you had
such a fair prospect of happiness.”

“That's an evasion. Were you not
relieved ¥ Didn’t you feel I had saved you
a great deal of trouble #”

“I thought you had acted very sensibly.
Your husband is one of the best fellows I
have ever known. Jack,” he continued,
as they went behind the scenes, *Mrs.
Ray has kindl itted me to take my
original part o 8hn.rles the Second. You
won't object ? you thought it a bore, you
know 1” :

«“All right,” Jack said, but he said it
very grimly, and Captain Edgecumb saw
lightning glances interchanged between
Jack and a handsome dark-eyed girl wha
stood a little a from the ladies and
gentlemen assembled on the stage. ’

“Jenifer doesn't mind putting me into
a situation which she feels to be fraught
with danger to her brother,” he thought
discontentedly ; but the next instant the
better thought, * She knows too well what
I feel about her to dread a low rival,”
moved him to a brighter frame of mind.

“The change is Miss Jenifer's work,”
Minnie Thurtle took an opportunity of
whispering to Jack, when s business
drove him into her vicinity. much as
he could he avoided speaking to her before
people. Not that he was * ashamed of his
admiration for her,” he told himself, but
because he feared being forced into a
premature declaration of love and war.

“T don’t think my sister has anything to
do with it,” he muttered in reply.

*QOh, don’t tell me,” she said with a
saucy toss of her handsome head.

He had found similar tossings h.l%
piquant and attractive when he
witnessed them oftentimes in a half light
in the keeper’s cottage.

But this one seemed glaring and out of
place in the atmosphere of a room that he
associated with the delicate and refined
presence of the women who had habitually
sat in it with him.

“Oh, don’t tell me! Mrs, Hubert Ra
is too much the lad to;oa.nddosn' -
natured thing ; but Miss Jenifer hates me,
and will injure me if she can.”

This was very sad to hear, and hard to
bear, Bat Jack knew that, by reason
of certain foolish promises which he had
made, he had brought it all upon himself.
And somehow or other the knowledge did
not bring him any comfort.

Captain Edgecumb played his part with
zeal and dis«:ret.ion,ﬁil a;ii Mintxiie Thurtle
was speedily recon to the cbmge.
‘“The mptgn,"u she loved to call him
for many a long day after these ill-timed
thea.trioa{n at Moor Royal, in his loyalty to
the lightest wish of his heart’s queen, for
such he knew Jenifer to be to him, did his
utmost to dazzle the vain rustic beauty
away from Jack Ray. But though she
loved the flattery which the handsome, dis-
tinguished soldier lavished upon her freely,
she was too shrewd and calculating & gl
to let it become a net to her feet. He
acted as a rod, however, with which to
whip up Jack’s jealousy into a show of
more open allegiance to her.

The majority of those who had received
invitations to these festivities at Moor
Royal came, though they had declared
themselves to be shocked and di
when they first heard of them. Young
Mrs. Ray and her sister were born

ertov Sinplay of honpstaliy, wal
more ect display of hospitality,
within the borders of good taste, had been
witnessed in that neighbourhood.

But when they came to count the cost
of it all, which was not for some months
after, they found the bills so heavy, that
Effie broadly advised that no effort should
be made to meet them.

“It will curtail our income quite too
shockingly, if these wretched people are
paid now,” she said. And then she added
that Hubert really should consider what
exhaustive calls were made upon her
housekeeping purse. I have to provide
for two families, you must remember,
Hubert. It would be very different if your

mother and sister were not here.”
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CHRONICLES OF ENGLISH
COUNTIES.
LANCASHIRE. PART IV.

THERE are few more uninteresting tracts
of country than that through which runs
the father of railways, the Manchester and
Liverpool ; the line over which Stephenson
drove his first locomotive, the Rooket ; the
line whose opening, a national f8te as it was
very justly considered, was marked by the
death of Huskisson, as if the fates had
demanded some illustrious victim as a
sacrifice at the commencement of the new
age—the age of steam and iron. It is a
tract of mosses and wastes, with mills and
factories cropping up in all the habitable
places. Cotton is no longer king, but
instead there is a democracy of miscel-
laneons manufactures—from enginesboilers
to Epsom salta. .

But although the railway system has im-
mensely developed the industry of these
regions, yet chester and Liverpool
were, even before the railway age; they
had succeeded in life, and had made their
mark in the world, each giving a helping
hand to the other across the intervening
moors and wilds ; and that they were able
to do all this was very much work of
one man—not s beneficent n at all,
but & sturdy, pig-headed landowner, think-.
ing mostly of improving his own estate—
Francis n,tﬁird Duke of Bridgewater.

If our young duke had been fortunate
in his love-affairs probably nothing would
ever have been heard of the Bridgewater
Canal. But the besutiful Elizabeth Gun-
ning—not long before wedded at dead
of night, and with the ring of a bed-
curtain, to the young Duke of Hamilton ;
but now a bewitching widow, turning the
heads of all the world—this beautiful
Elizabeth then, after turning the head of
this second y duke, a solid substan-
tial head inupabfe of many such revolu-
tions, quarrelled with him on some point of
behaviour, and then went and . married
another duke—a double duchess she had
resolved to be—a duke of even greater
pretensions ; and he of Bridgewater retired
to his secluded seat at Worsley Old Hall
near Manchester, to digest his pain and
mortification. There was only one Eliza-
beth he must have felt, none other so fair
as she ; and he never sought other consola-
tion for his disappointment, except in the
cares of business and the pursuit of a fixed
idea. That fixed idea was canals.

Close by Worsley Hall, beneath an

abrupt cliff of sandstone, ran a vein of coal,
already worked to some profit, and Man-
chester near at hand to consume it all ; but
between Manchester and the coal were miry
roads and hilly, hardly worthy of the name.
An ordi mind might have thought of
improving the roads—might have hit upon
the tramway, and even antedated the rail-
way system. But the duke’s was not an
ord%nnry mind. Something cranky and ori-
ginal might be ted of him, and at
this time he had the luck to meet with a
congenial spirit—an almost illiterate mill-
wright with a capacity for construction
amounﬁx;il:ven to genius. He could write
a little, this James Brindley, could make
out an account or specification somehow,
but his ing was atrocious even in an
age of doubtful ing. Between the
hard heads of the duke and the millwright
was struck out the luminous notion of a
canal—a canal from mid earth to Man-
chester ; the coals to float from the nt
vein to the wheelbarrow of the Manchester
weaver without breaking bulk, There was
money in it, the duke saw; but he had
plenty of that already, and had no
use for it, bainipmimonions enough in
his habits, and living on four hundred a
i')ear while his great works were going on.
erhaps in the beginning he had some
secret thought of showing beautiful Eliza-
beth what she had lost, for he might have
had a shrewd idea of what she had set most
store by in her adorers.

Well, an Act of Parliament was got ;
the duke undertaking to sell his coal at
fo ce the hundredweight—the big
hundredweight, one hundred and forty
pounds or thereabouts—on his wharf at
Manchester; and the canal was made,
Brindley, the guiding soul, fighti
difficulties at every step, and meeting

lexity with some new device. At
pgrgt_ there were consultations in the
2'3 hall, tobacco councils—a council of
three, the 1(;ll"ukn, }m factor, mdd Brind-
ley, with their long pi and mugs
n?xle,or perhaps it would be at some
tavern in the neighbourhood, each man
ying his score. When this first canal was
g:nnhfed—n fine 'kr:rk . :ltl.il'l;nl evenfin ﬁ
of great works, wi es of un
mnnd tunnelling, ing the Irwell
y an aqueduct (then considered a mar-
vellous work by connoisseurs), and ending
at Knot Mill in Manchester—when the
coal canal was finished ideas grew into
the shape of a new canal uni Man-
chester and Liverpool. But here there were

> P——— >

mL




=

ng - =

54  (June b0, 1883 ALL THE YEAR ROUND. {Conduched by

rivals to do with, the original Mersey and
Irwell Navigation Company, who to a
cortain extent canalised the two streamns, a
navigation often interrupted by neap tides
and times of drought, but which had
already done much for the commerce of -the
two rising towns, A great parliamentary |
battle followed—Stanley against
the old navigation against the new—and
the engineer Brindley, looking on in awe,
chronicles the encounter in terms that recall
the terse inscriptions on the Bayeux
tapestry : ¢ The Toores mad had °
ye duk.” But, if the Tories made head
against the duke on this occasion, the
duke was too many for them in the end.
This Bill was passed, and the canal made,
not following the direct line by which the
railway now passes, for Chat-moss was in
the way, but through the Cheshire flats,
and joining the estuary of the ma
Runcorn. This great work, un en
at the sole charge of ‘the duke, was
almost too much for his resources. The
duke’s Saturday night was frequently
not so peaceful as the cottar’s, for
money to pay wages was often wanting.
The duke at one time could not get a five
hundred pound bill cashed either in Man-
chester or Liverpool ; and if Childs, the
bankers of Temple Bar, had not come to
his aid, probably the works would have
been stopped for want of money. But, once
finished, the canal proved a great financial
success, and is still a magnificent property,
while it ‘inangurated & golden age o
canals, which soon were planned and
carried out inevery direction. The inflnence
of the duke’s enterprise in developing the
prosperity of Manchester and Liverpool
may be judged from the fact that, before
the days of the canal, the small quantity of
goods exported from Manchester to foreign
markets was carried on horseback to
Bewdley and Bridgenorth, and then
floated down the Severn to BristoL
A]thon%h Brindley and his patron were
not exactly the originators of the canal
in England—for cuts and navigations had
frequently been made to improve the
course of rivers, and in their immediate
neighbourhood the Sankey Brook had been
canalised—yet the canal, as an independent
water-way, disregarding the courses of
rivers, and carried by artificial works over
hill and dale, is dae to their initiation. And
without canals it is doubtful whether we
should have had railways The canal
system trained up a race of engineers and

f | snit, with drab breeches all besprinkled

others accustomed to great works. The

g of men who had cut the navigations,
anlmd got the name of navigataof:,tl took
service under the new empire of railways,
and retained their names and their rough
and ready manners and organisation.

Altogether a conspicuous figure this

t duke, and his name and fame are still
reshly remembered about the scene of his
great works. Still he seems to rule the
greatenterprise he inaugurated ; virtually he
still rules by the trustees, who act under his
original appointment. People talk still of
the duke and the duke’s intentions on this
matter and the other, and «“ What does the
duke say to that1” is frequently heard
when any question is raised ;ﬂ'ech.ng the
interests of the Bridgewater Trust; and may
be heard now in the crowded committee-
room of the House of Commons, where
the Manchester Ship Canal is being dis-
cussed—a canal which steps into the shoes
of the “old navigation,” and by which it
is proposed to bring tall bu'(in:es and
ocean steamers into the very heart of
Lancashire,

A tribute to the figure made by the duke
is the popular tradition concerning him.
Some very old men still living might
perhaps have seen him in the flesh; a
figure of the period of the third of the
Georges, with a profile like that of his
Majesty on the half-crowns, a heavy, bulky

e had been slim enongh when he
courted fair Elizabeth Gunning—a homely,
substantial, yeoman-like figure in a brown

with snuff. And such a figure, it is said by
old people about Worsley, may be seen, on
one night in every year, sitting in a
lumbering coach, which, drawn by six
powerfal black horses, thunders over the
road ‘towards Manchester. Or is it upon
the black and gloomy waters of his own
t'hcanxl, wl;erzchthere is ;‘h:t%noh ag if from

e pit o eron § ing packet is
puagng, the horses are g;{l?g' along
the track-way, the swell of water
washes up the banks, the postillion in
his scarlet jacket cracks his whip and
shouts to clear the way. But the laziest
bargeman need not ir himself, the
whole will pass swiftly and harmleasly like
a vapour; only in a corner to himself -the
duke site talking earnestly with his two
friends, and the smoke of their ghostly
pipes curls harmlessly away.

t is cheering to meet witha touch of super-
stitious romance in the very heart of the
manufacturing district. Perhaps an ancient
domain like that of Worsley, with its
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ancient trees and grassy glades, keeps u;
a eertain freshness of feel%nguwe uol;
vegetation in its immediate circuit. Any-
how, there is Wardley Hall close by, where
there is preserved a veritable fetish, datin
from nobody knows when, and presorve§
nobody knows why, except that some
unheard-of misfortune would follow its
removal. A fine old Elizabethan hall is
Wardley, with its timber-work, and over-
hanging gables, and fine clustered chimney
shafts—a hall that has come to the Eger-
tons; for the name of Egerton still survives
at Worsley, although the male line has
long since run out; but these hold by
the distaff, as the old genealogists say, and
were originally Gowers of the ducal house
of Sutherland. Well, at one time this
lordly hall was the home of an ancient
family named Downes, and the last of the
race, the inevitable spendthrift who dissi-
pates what it has cost generations of careful
policy to amass and keep together, was,
according to tradition, one Roger Downes,
who forsook this fine old place for a
lodging in Whitehall, and is said to have
been one of the wildest rufflers at the
court of Charles the Second. In'a brawl
he killed a tailor, and in his . turn
had his head chopped off (so the story
goes) by a watchman with his bill. The
headless trunk was thrown into the
Thames, the head packed up in a box and
sent to Wardley, where it still remains.
Another account says the fray was at
Epsom Wells, but agrees about the armi-
potent watchiman. And then, rather to the
confusion of the legend, some charnally-
minded antiq of the last century
explored the tomge of the Downes family
in an adjoining church, and found the coffin
of Roger, anﬁ, within, the skeleton with
head and everything complete ; and this
inclines us to another tradition, or con-
jecture, which attributes the skull to a

man Catholic priest martyred in Queen
Elizabeth’s days, and deelares that it was
here preserved as a relic. Anyhow, there
is the head still carefully preserved in a
cupboard in the wall made purposely for
its reception, and nobody ventures to
disturb it for fear that worse might
happen.

Leaving behind this nook of primitive
freshness of verdure and faith, preserved
by the territorial influence of the Bridge-
water estates, we may make for Warring-
ton, described by Leland more than three
centuries ago as ‘‘a paved town of px:(t;zy
bigness,” a description that still holds good.

It is certainly not of any big prettiness,
Bat Warrington may be remembered as
the seat of an ancient academy of Presby-
terian origin; with Dr. Enfield, the com-
piler of the once familiar “ Speaker,” as one
of its chiefs, Presbyterianism was once
very strong in Lancashire, and Warrington
was a sort of literary centre (as was
Norwich, later on) of that particular
cult, modified and brightened by French
influence through the medium of the
Huguenot immigration of the seventeenth
century.

Warrington Bridge, too, may deserve
notice, once held to be the key of Lanca-
shire. Built, or perhaps restored, by the
first Earl of Derby, when his potent son-
in-law, King Henry the Seventh, made his
royal progress to Knowsley. This same
earl left a good round sum in his will
to free the bridge from toll, so that every-
one might cross freely to and fro without
hindrance. The road from Warrington
Bridge to Knowsley runs in a bold direct
way ; the London road for the Liverpool
people; turning sharply their wayat Prescot,
where i8 quite a little Switzerland, not in
scenery, but in the devotion of the people
to watchmaking. Here we are at the gates
of the anci:nt ses:;l)f the Sdt:aﬂeys, wi xl:s
noble jealously from public
gaze bl;“a high wallgz::zlosing its whole
circnit. Perhaps the high wall, however,
was designed not so much to keep out
prying eyes as to keep in prowling wild
beasts, for Knowsley, in the lifetime of the
grandfather of the present earl, was a
private ¢ Zoo,” where all kinds of wild
animals were kept for the owner’s delight.

The Stanleys began to rise from the ruck
of fighting knights and captains, as the
Percys—Hotspur and grey old Northum-
berland—came to their downfall Proba-
bly even then the Stanleys had some
connection with Liverpool and the mari-
ners who used that haven, and so had
means of reaching the Isle of Man, and
taking it from the Percys, who had held
it for some few years. Anyhow, Stanley
got the island and kept it, with the title
of Lord of Man and of the Isles; perhaps
he called himself king on the island, but
would not venture to do so within hearing
of the jealous court of his master. The
Stanleys were zealous adherents of York
during the Wars of the Roses, and gained
considerably in fortune by the success of
Edward the Fourth; bat their grand coup,

as everybody knows, was at Bosworth Field,
when,r{y a judicious abstention from the
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fight, Thomas Stanley virtually won the
crown for Henry of Richmond. There
was nothing particularly treacherous in
Stanley’s defection, whose son George was
in the hands of Richard as a hostage for
his father's behaviour ; and to be suspected
by such a vigorous ruler as Richard was
pretty well equivalent to a sentence of
death. But a long-headed and careful
man was this first Earl of Derby—not
Earl of Derbyshire or of the town best
known as Derby, but of the manor and
hundred of West Derby in Lancashire—
not taking it amiss when jealous King
Henry the Seventh cut off his brother’s
head for a mere incautious saying about
Perkin Warbeck. He had himself a kind of
surety in his wife, the king's mother, the
cold and stately Margaret, who lies buried
in her son’s chapel in Westminster Abbey.
George Stanley, the hostage of Bosworth,
did not live to be Earl of Derby, and it
was his younger brother, Sir Edward, who
led the Lancashire men to Flodden Field,
A stock of striplings of heart
Brought up from babes with beef and bread,
and to whom Lord Marmion’s last words,
“QOn, Stanley, on!” were presumably
addressed. It was these Lancashire strip-
lings whose keen showers of arrows drove
the Scots from the hill on which they
were entrenched ; and as Stanley had thus
won the mount, and bore an eagle on his
coat, the fanciful heraldry of the day
decreed that he should be created Lord
Monteagle.

Perhaps the most interesting of these
lords of Knowlesley was the third earl,
Edward, the grandest and most stately of
peers, but also a successful bone-setter—
in a country where bone-setting is an here-
ditary and secret craft—and a cunning
leech, delighting in doctoring and dosing
the poor.d In iiad :i;no Imthbzm was the
chief residence, and the nei ing town
of Ormskirk the burial-pl::‘;hof nt::fnmil y
and in Ormskirk church are still many
memorials of the Stanleys. ‘ He has got
Lathom and Knowlesley,” is still a
common saying in meu{nro when any-
body has two houses, showing a strange
tenacity and vitality in a popular saying,
for Lathom went away from the Stanleys
in 1735, when the tenth earl died without
issue,and the line ranbackto the descendant
of the third son of George, the h e of
Bosworth. But in the meantime Lathom
had made its mark in the history of the
Stanleys. We are now in the times of
the Civil Wars between king and Parlia-

ment, and James, the seventh ear], a
zealous king’s man, and yet coldly and
jealously regarded by the king, perhaps
from being suspected of a certain Puri-
tanism in the matter of religion, his wife,
Charlotte de Tremouilles, being of a distin-

ished Huguenot family, her mother the
aughter of William the First, Prince of

Orange, and Charlotte Bourbon.

The heroic defence of Lathom House by
Countess Charlotte was once a favourite
subject with our artists, and well known
upon the walls of the Royal Academy. The
countess is at dinner with her daughters;
abomb alights in the fireplace and explodes,
setting the dogs barking and the maids
shrieking ; the t serving-man half
draws his sword ; but the buxom countess
goes on with her dinner quite unmoved,
and her two girls are rather excited than
alarmed. The huge bombard which thus
annoyed the garrison with its shells, was
soon after captured in a sortie, and brought
into the castlee. And presently Prince
Rupert came along with tge main body of
the king’s army and raised the siege ; and
all ended h:f}nly for the time, the countess
retiring in safety to the Isle of Man, where
her husband soon after joined her, for, for
some reason or other, Ru would have
no more of him than the king ; they took
his men and his money ily enough,
but seemed to have an invincible dislike to
his person.

But before the earl reached the island
he had shared in a deed of arms which cost
him dear later on.

The Roundheads, breaking up their
leaguer before Lathom, had divided into
two bands—one retreating to Bolton, at
that time chieflyinhabited by Presbyterians,
while the other made for Liverpool. Rupert
and the ear] pursued the enemy to Bolton,
which they carried by storm. The sack
and slanghter that followed rankled deeply
in the hearts of the rest of the Parlia-
mentary army. Officers and men weres, it
is said, killed in cold blood after surrender,
and the earl, if not actually concerned in
the killing, made no effort to prevent it.
It is difficult to believe all this of a brave
and amiable man, and the earl denied it
with his dying breath. But the feeling in
the army was strong against him, and the
earl might be considered a doomed man if
he fell into the power of his enemies. But
in his little island kingdom he seemed safe
enough, even when the royal cause was
altogether lost and the king had gone to
the scaffold. But the earl was drawn from
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his retreat to share the fortunes of the
second Charles, and the * crowning mercy ”
of Worcester fight left him a fugitive and a
wanderer. Even then he seems to have taken
more thought for the safety of his Prince
than for his own, little as the Stuarts
had ever loved him or his; and leaving
Charles in the safe retreat of Boscobel he
made for his own island home where his
wife still held out for the royal cause. In
the attempt he was and taken
prisoner, and sentenced to be beheaded in
the market-place of Bolton. In a manly
and affecting letter he takes leave of his

wife, with the last ipt, * Bleesing to
ﬂn. my dear Mnlfo::lmlgod, and Billy.”
ese last were the youn, of the flock,

t and most loved perhaps, for he
a son Charles old enough to ride to
London, and beg for his father’s life. Buat
Cromwell, not personally vindictive, pro-
bably felt that the feeling of the army
demanded a sacrifice ; and so the earl met
his doom—surrounded by stern Puritan
soldiers grimly approving the deed, the
little crowd of townsfolk silent and doubt-
fal—upon the spot where now a statue is
e to his memory.

As for poor little Ned and Billy, it is dis-
appointing to learn that they both died in
childhood. One might have hoped that a
father’s last blessing had better sped. But
it is curious to note that in the general
winding up and distribution that followed
the extinction of the eldest branch of the
house, when Lathom was lost to the
Stanleys, the kingdom of Man fell to the
Duke of Athole, a descendant of a daughter
of the unfortunate James Stanley and Char-
lotte de Tremouilles, one of the girls who
shared in the dangers of the siege of
Lathom House, and the dukedom of Athole
was enriched with nearly half a million of
money, which the English Government paid
for the lordship of Man.

From this period the annals of the
Stanleys record no very striking incidents,
except in the way of Parliamentary war-
fare, which is hardly within our limits,
Bat seated in the midst of such a thriving
and wealthy district, the fortunes of the
Stanleys have kept pace with the growth
of the great seaport so long connected with
the family.

We are now close to Liverpool, which
throws out its arms in all directions,
covering the county with mansions and
villas, and with a cloud of outposts
in the way of small houses and squalid
suburbs. But to see Liverpool to advan-

tage it should be approached from the sea,
with its long lines of buildings glittering
through the sea haze, and half veiled by a
cloud of clustering masts and spars.

Few cities are more thoroughly modern
than Liverpool. =~ The very pool, the
creek or haven in the Mersey to which it
owes ite mame and first beginning, has
been filled up, and drays and waggons
rumble over the spot where once the
ﬁnl.loys and fisher-boats of the old world

y anchored. The original Liverpool
began its career upon the peninsula
formed by this creek, on the ness or nose
of which was the town quay—now repre-
sented by the open space in front of the
heavy and gloomy-looking Custom House.
On a knoll above the quay stood the ancient
castle of King John, of which not a vestige
is left, its site being now occupied by St.
George’s Church; butitsmemory ispreserved
in Castle Street.  Leaving the visionary
castle gate represented by the north front
of the classic church, Castle Street con-
ducts us to a carrefour, where the Town
Hall now stands, anciently known as the
High Cross. Here abutted the main road
from Presoot and London—from Knowsley,
too, and Lathom ; and down this road, now
Dale Street, often enough the Earl of
Derby passed along with his train to his
fortiﬁodp mansion, where are now big ware-
houses overlooking St. George’s Dock.

And here we have the nucleus of the old
town : the castle, the High Cross, Lord
Derby's Tower, and over against that the
Chapel of Our Lady near the waterside—
for Liverpool did not rise to the dignity of
a church, being only part of.the parish of
Walton-on-the-Hill, that was a villaie
when Liverpool was but a marshy creek,
and is only a village still, now that her
ancient dependency is one of the chief
cities of the world. All the rest of the town
was just one long straggling street, with
the white cross in the middle of it, and
close by the cross was the old hall of the
Moores. Allthis might beconsidered suburb
even as late as the seventeenth century ;
when the Parliamentarians held castle and
town in force, and Prince Rupert laid siege
toit. The creek gavea certain strength to
the position,and the old Norman castle, with
its towers, and moats, and barbicans, was
imposing in appearance, but commanded
by a semicircle of loftier hills. Prince
Rapert pronounced it a crow’s-nest that
schoolboys might capture ; but the crow’s-
nest cost him fifteen hundred men, sadly
wanted at Marston Moor soon afterwards ;

%



—4,

58 (June 30, 1888.) ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Coaducted by

and the capture of Liverpool was the last
solid success of the royal army. With
the recapture of the town by the Parlia-
mentary army the history of Liverpool
militant comes to an end, except for some
trifle in the way of privateeringin the French
war. All the rest.is an uninterrupted
record of prosperity and development.

Towards the end of the eighteenth
century, taking the Liverpool . Guide of
1797 as an authority, we find the port
described as a “vortex that has nearly
swallowed up the foreign trade of Bristol,
Lancaster and Whitehaven.” This swallow-
ing up was no doubt due very much
to the enterprising makers of canals; of
which a ;ierfect network oonverged about
Liverpool. The cotton trade, too, was
developing, and Irish t.{nrm were largely
imported, and most of the traffi
to and from the sister islan through
Liverpool.

« Packets sail almost daily for Dublin,
weather permitting.” The ferry-houses
on either side of the river are crowded
with passengers, but the fares are un-
certain, and daily impositions are prac-
tised upon strangers. In connection with
the ferry there is daily communication by
canal with Chester, by means of an * elegant
packet.” The passengers of both sexes are
carried in and out by the boatmen with
great ease and safety when the tide does
not serve for the piers. Society is
and pleasant, with a touch of the tone of
Bath and Cheltenham—coaches and chairs
in waiting to convey the fashionables to
their varied sphere of amusements. The
faresare one and sixpence a mile; buta coach
and pair may be hired for the whole day
for twelve-and-six. ‘Money comes in easily
and pleasantly to these Liverpool traders,
especially to those who deal in ‘‘ebony,” for
that is the best trade now going. Slaves
of the value of a million and upwards are
yearly transported from the African coast
to the West Indies, and one fourth of the
ships that hail from Liverpool are engaged
in that trade.

In the immense extensions and recon-
structions that have taken place since then,
it seems a pity that the old pool should
have disappeared, for a tidal basin leading
into the heart of the city, mingling the
masts of ships with spires and roofs, is
the one thing wanting to the grace and
picturesqueness of the city. Nature has so
far been improved out of existence, and is
revenged by the dampness of the site of
the old pool, while the dwellings built upon

¢ | peering out from poop and forecastle, at

y | hills this pleasant uprin'f;h morning — all

it are more or less unhealthy. But
wonderful is the long river front with ite
bewildering network of docks; wonderful
the great landing-stage where . all the
nations of the earth seem to meet for
one brief moment and on their way
—tenders taking off people for the steamers
for America, or India, or the Antipodes,
while others are landing them bronzed
and baked from the tropics, or white and
frosted from Greenland or Archangel—
and wonderful the rush of everyday
people for the ferries, where for a few
pence yofn tlo;a.ndenjoy all ghe exeibemontfnpd
charm of the departure for a vo; of in-
dofinite duration. With s freeh broeze and
a full tide, and the argosies floating proudly
home, cables clanking, anchors rattling,
seamen cheering, ang % groups

the new world that has risen for them over
the seas, there is variety and pleasure
enough in merely croasing the ferry. And
then we land as it were on a strange coast.
Lancashire is left behind, and we are within
easy reach of the ancient city of the

ion, world-renowned Chester, a strong
and living link with the faraway past.

THE SOLDIER AT HOME.
IN TWO PARTS. PART IL
‘WHO wouldn’t live among these Surrey

rugged and broken, with the heather show-
ing green on their brown sides, that some-
times in the wreathing mists of morning
assume quite the air of rugged primeval
rocks, while you can fancy that grand
Alpine summits lie hidden behind the
clonds ¥ A military feeling, too, is in the
landscape—an artillery fourgon just dis-
appearing behind the brow of a hill, and
on some nearer point figures red and black,
one of whom is waving energetically a
white flag, signalling an approach, no
doubt, to headquarters. Stray bugle-
calls are heard intermittently between the
g‘nﬂ's of the engine. And here is the
alley of Jehoshaphat, the quiet resting-
place of the dead, with the white tombs
shining among the blossoms of the gorse.
And then the station for the camp, with
a quiet kind of animation about it—3a
sprinkling of uniforms and of officers 1n
mufti just back from leave, and driving off
with sheaves of fishing-rods sticking out of
the cab-windows. Oh yes, plenty of cabs—
hansoms, too ! But better to walk through
Aldershot—the brisk little town that has
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sprung up from nothing, with nothing
strikingly military in its general appear-
ance, unless it be in the tailors’ shops that
bristle with uniforms, and the dlers’,
with a leaning to military accoutrements.
Just outeide are the permanent barracks—

ildings that are even impressive in their
blank dead walls, with an. overpowering
sense of bricks and mortar —cavalry-
barracks these, big enough for an army,
with a squadron or two of dragoons almost
lost in their reeeues,f infa;nd 1: con{!:sﬁka
quite pretty set of try-barracks; like
modelplodging-homu, with balconies out-
side, where soldiers are. lolling in every
degree of dress and undrees, and a glass
roof between the two blocks, making a
covered o-ground below. And then
up the long straight road to the camp,
meeting a sprinkle of military. traffic—an
artillery- n or two, an orderly jogging
down the hill with much rattle an(f Jingle
of accoutrements, a small dog-cart with
two or three smart young subs upon it,
rejoicing in a day’s emancipation—and
then we cross the general parade-ground
th]:lt lo:::i down the wl::lieggength of dusty
white 5 ing st t as a carpen-
ter's rnleﬁgl::ntll:ggghthe South Camp and
over the canal and through the North (?mip,
and so away into the wilderness: The
camp itself one might overlook altogether,
so low and insignificant-looking are the
red-brown huts, all symmetrically arranged
in blocks like some toy village, each block
being known as a line—Line A, Line B,
and 80 on; and between each row of blocks
a strip of parade-ground. Here and there
is some more elaborate residence, the result
of accretions at various times, after a
pleasant “ booth-at-a-fair” fashion, with a
green lawn, perhaps, and something in the
way of a garden about it.

Perhaps what strikes nus most is the
quietnde of the place, in spite of some
little military stir, a regimental band play-
ing somewhere near, and bugles sounding,
and the hoarse words of command. But,
notwithstanding all this, such tranquility !

“Is it poesible,” ories Mrs. Creaker,
“that there are five or six thousand
soldiers all about us, and everything so
quiet}”

“You forget, my dear,” replied Creaker
Frimly, ‘‘they are all men. With a
emale regiment or two you'd find a
difference.

“Or if we’é a militia regiment or tzo
just come in,” wsuggests a sergeant who
iua volunteered to show us t'.l‘lg::‘l lines of

the Cumbrian Fusiliers, *you wouldn’t
complain of the quiet then, mem.”

“ I don't complain of it,” rejoined Mrs.
Creaker in an injured tone. *I think it
quite delightfal.”

But in truth, the men are all furbishing
up for parade, and presently bugles ring
out and the lines are all alive with men
-hastening to the general muster.

We shall have to wait now before we
can talk to Master Tom, for our friend is
with his regiment, undistinguishable.among
the mass of Glengarrys and gleaming
:;lge& Ant;ll then the ranks ‘ifall in, the

cors er in ups, and the grey-
headed go?onel eomf:znp:’he und oﬁr;ia
quiet old dappled steed, and the band
strikes up with a crash, and bayonets
glisten and swords are drawn, and markers
run wildly hither and thither.

There is a kind of fascination in watch-
ing military drill that would keep us
5uing as long as it lasted ; but presently

reaker esples a regiment of cavalry
exercising in & big field between the two
cux%&:s, and carries us off to look at them.
o skirt the camp by a belt of silver
birch—the birks-of Aldershot are quite as
})lemnt in their way as those of Aber
oldy—the trves just bursting into leaf of
the tenderest,. most hopefal green. The
sun is warm ; a kind of restfal languoris in
the air, pleasantly enlivened with distant
marltial xfnnsic; a.ndugleven :ile incessant
ing of -aspirant buglers—the somewhat
%«::(fmt:lz)com animent of all military
camps—comes with & softened, distant
cadence, like some warlike Ranz des
Vaches. There is somebody on the top of
a hill, of course, waving a flag with deter-
mined energy; others are lying down a
long way off against a sunny bank, and
one of these replies lazily, just a flick of
his flag at the end of each vigorous
flourish from the hill. And this last is
the work that would suit us best on this
lazy day of epring, to lift that flag and let
it drop every now and then, in placid
assent to what the vigorous young fellow
on the hill might be waving, a great deal
too polite to disagree with any of his
remarks, or to be led into controversy on
any possible subject. Then goes by a
waggon with a team of mules—a team of
indefinite length, a dozen, more or less—
driven by a jolly young corporal, with an
eighteen-foot sapling as a whip, that he
waves as a giant might wave his club. But
with all this power of whip anything like a

trot is only effected by all the soldiers in the

!‘ﬁ_
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waggon, as many men as mules, jumping

off and panching each g:ll mule;n}‘h&fl there
is something like a gallop, e men
jump in again helter-skelter; the mules

have a feeling that this is being done, and
shut up with a snap like a new three-and-
sixpenny clasp-knife; and then the jumping
out and pnnoginq begins again, everybody
very jolly and pleasant over it, and even
the mules seeming to see the joke. “And
they get extra pay for that, do theyt”
wks er in a sarcastic tone. * Yes,
ir,” replies the friendly sf:;geuint.; “ work-
ing pay at rates varying from to
one-and-fourpence a day.” But it must be
said thamk ;bont the cﬁnp, clear-
ing-up, , and 80 on, is done in a
sareful, thorough way. ~

And then we come to the cavalry drill—
s thorough grind in its way, giving the
impression of a vast ing of mounted
lunatics amusing themselves with their
favourite orazes. There, in one corner, a
wlitary horseman is riding round and
round in circles, while another is popp.i:H
sver an imitation hedge, backwards
forwards ; there a line of men, their horses
mmovable as s0 many statues, while the
men are whirling their arms about like
mill-sails, Another lot ‘are jumping into
sheir saddles, and then jumping back to
erra firma without apparent motive ; and
gain a different set are ing their
10rses sideways, while others seem to be
llaying at follow-my-leader. Altogether
»ne realises dtho ternible Mm muf
.mm:f' ing and mounting splendid but
asily-damaged machine, a crack cavalry
'orps, with ite associations rather of a
lead and gone chi than of the stern
vork of modern war. Tom was T:ita right
10t to join the cavalry ; it is like ing &
lead language for a man who has got hi
vork cut ot in the living world.

But the horsemen file away, and the
lace is left solitary; the tradesmen’s carts,
those occupants have stopped to gaze,
ow drive on. A pony-carrisge oomes
ingling along with the colonel’s wife and
er g:et.ty little girls; an officer’s wife in &
all hat canters past with a great following
f dogs. Just hereabouts runs the Basing-
toke Canal, a quiet and restful piece of
rater, that from long rience of country
fe has got rid of all business-like primneas,
nd with brambles along its banks and a
uiet foot-path by the side—it is called the
>w-path, but nobody ever saw anything
>wed from it—seems to have been pro-
ioted by Nature on its retirement from

active service to the honorary rank of a
river. Bythe bridge over the canal is a boat-
letting establishment, and a young fallow
in mufti, with his wife, embarks in a small
skiff, and paddles away, down or up, it is
all the saie; there is no fear of brutal bar-
geeswith their crushing vesselsof wrath, but
at most a friéndly bouftrlglniokf turnips, o; s
amall consignment of of e, dragged by
the farmer'’s boy, to vary the quiet retire-
ment of the scene,

But by this time Tom will be released from
his duties perhaps, and we stroll back
through the camp. The smell of dinner is
now distinctly in the air, At the doors
of the huts sergeante’ wives are looking out
for their husbends, while the domestic cat
rubs herself in expectant weloome at the
door-post ; but the regiment is atill under
arms, each captain with his company work-
ing it about independently, while the grey-
headed colonel watches the whole calmly
from his saddle. In one corner of the

e-founda.nqudofrecmihmboing
mﬂd y & smart young sergeant who

whisks his rifle about as if it were a
bamboo-cane. The sergeant-major watches
the proceedings with an observant eye, and
the colonel rides up now and then to see
how they are getting on. Altogether there
seems {0 be a great deal more pains taken
with young soldiers than to be the
case, and they are less subject to the petty
tyranny-of their immediate superiors.

But soon the last bugl is blown,
and the serried lines of scarlet and steel
resolve themselves into their elements;
:’ﬁg l;r,:..p bouy and thpﬁpn'ul °ﬁw3

A ) e - groun
resumes ?t:“dnnty and deserted aspect,
relieved only by the tripods and dummy
targets which are used in teaching the young
ideas how to shoot.

By this time Tom, hospitably intent
to do the full honours of Aldershot,
has found us out. The male section
of the party must come and join the mess
—the ’ mess—for Tom announces
with pride that he has already gained
the third stripe and is now a sergeant.
For his sister, there is a staff-sergeant, a
great friend of his, who occupies a hut to
himself with his wife and daughter, and
will Mrs. Creaker join them at their meal?
The pure air of the Surrey hills has
made everybody hungry, and the prospect
of something to eat is hailed with joy.

I was going to propose,” said Creaker,
“that you' should come and lunch with us

at the hOtP ”

.
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Tom shook his head.

“ My soldier’s coat,” he said, * isn’t
enough for an hotel-bar. The publican
looks down upon me, the barmaid reserves
her smiles for the commissioned officer. I
shouldn’t be allowed in the coffee-room.”

Creaker admits that this is a great
shame. Not 50 long ago he himself would
have been equally intolerant; but the
process of conversion has been rapid. We
sit down with the sergeants in their mess-
hut, where everything is as well served as
in a private house of the better class. The
meat—an excellent joint, for the united
rations of the mess are taken in this form
—the meat and bread cost them nothing
The vegetables and groceries are extras;
but a small weekly subscription defrays all

The dinner is got over with
military promptitude, and then Creaker
producescigarswhich are generallyapproved
of, and a game of billiards is proposed,
Tom having got his liberty for the after-
noon. The eant-major joins in the
game, a fine stalwart man who is still in
the prime of life. Indeed, he has been
only nine years in the service, and his
record is an example of what a steady
zealous man may get out of the service,

“In four months,” says the sergeant-
major, “ I was made lance-corporal, in about
twelve months full corporal; then it was
two years before I was made a sergeant;
our friend here,” pointing to Tom, ¢ has
beat me at that In another year I was
made colour-sergeant, and then two years
after that sergeant-major.”

Now our sergeant-major looks forward
some day to be made quartermaster, with

y ing from nine to fifteen shillings a

Y, ter hanging on to this as long
as he can, he will retire on a pension with
the honorary rank of captain, and with
a good chance of an appointment in civil
life. He would prefer a civil appointment
to one under Government, because in the
latter case they have a pernicious habit of
docking the am.onnt,th of pension frox;e:.:e
nhrypertu.nm% ing to the appointment. Being
asked if he would take agom.mission a8 lieu-
tenant if it were offered him, the t-
msjor shakes his head. He would feel it
as a come-down to be a subaltern, and
dodging about from one wing to another
of his company ; he who now feels himself
of as much real authority as his colonel
Bat he thinks Tom has a good chance of a
commission, :

As we are playing billiards in this
comfortable, well-furnished room, a few

sergeants drop in to glance at the news-
papers—the table is well covered with
newssapers and periodicals of all kinds—
and Creaker, with his enquiring disposition
and well-filled cigar-case, which seems, like
Fortunatus’s purse, to have always a
certain quantity left in it — Creaker
manages to elicit the opinion of these
gallant fellows on the status of the service ;
and the general agreement is to the effect
that sergeants are very fairly off, but that
there is a want of security about the
position. They are reduced for trifling
offences in many cases, and then farewell
to their prospects for the fature, In times
past there might have been considerable
tyranny of sergeants over privates, but now
perhaps the tyranny is the other way, for
the private is virtually irresponsible, and
if he is unruly and insubordinate the
sergeant is obliged to smooth it over, as
complaints, however decided, are sure to
tell against the man who makes them. In
fact, the sergeant is the elastic buffer who

ets all the bumps from both sides.

reaker, however, who knows so much
about business life, afterwards, when alone
with Tom, makes light of this complaint.
“It’s the same everywhere,” he said.
 Overseers, foremen, head-clerks, all make
the same complaint. It’s just the test of
their fitness for higher things that they
should be able to both inferiors
and superiors.” Bat having been cordially
received and hospitably entertained by the
gallant sergeants of the Cumbrian Fusiliers,
1t would not become us to make light of
their grievances.

-Tom had been a little uneasy all the
time we had been playing billiards, want-
ing to see how his sister was getting on.
“QOh, she’ll do very well,” said Creaker,
who was showing off his cannons upon the
billiard-table, s; g with the calm
indifference of a husband. But Tom said
if we didn’t mind he’d run on and see,
and as he failed to come back again, we
went after him to the staff-sergeant’s
hut. It was a pretty little place, with a
little porch, and creepers about it, and
inside quite a cosy little cot with
engravings and flowers to brighten the
room, and a pleasant house-mother to bid
us welcome. Besides the sergeant’s wife
there was a daughter, a nice refined-
looking girl, who was ing the plates
in a little lean-to attached to the hut,
while Tom, leaning against the doorpost,
watched her movements with considerable
interest, and every now and then threw in
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a word. ‘The sergeant evidently took
great pride in his daughter ; he showed us
her drawings, her certificates. She was
quite a learned young lady —as well
educated as if she had %een the colonel’s
daughter. I should like her to be a
governess in some good family, and not to

-marry & soldier,” says her mother confi-

dentially to Mrs, Creaker; but Tom over-
hears it, and gives a start as if this disposal
of the young woman’s fature affected him
somewhat,

And now we take a turn among the huts,
looking in upon one here and there. The
men are lodged comfortably enough, their
beds ranged on each side, nine of a side,
the mattresses and bedding neatly rolled
# a8 if ready for a start, whether to the

ile or Ganges matters not.

The Queen commands, and we obey,
: ‘Over the hills and far away.

Dinner is over, and the mess-tins are
packed up and arranged on a shelf over
the door at either end—in some cases
bright and glesming like the vessels at
Belshazzar's feast, in others dull and
leaden like mere earthly pannikins, Two
rough tables accommodate the two messes,
each with two rougher forms to sit upon.
The soldiers’ kits and accoutrements hide
the bareness of the wooden walls. It is
the niche where the soldier sleeps and eats
—thatisall. His leisure moments are spent
elsewhere, and the place where the soldier
finds himself most at home, truth compels
us to say, is the canteen.

A cheerful-looking place, too, is the regi-
mental canteen with its verandah, and in
fine weather tables outside and seats, where
the soldiers sit and drink their beer and
smoke, and indulge in soldier’s talk to their
hearts’ content. A good sprinkling of men
are about this afternoon, but the majority
are on duty of some kind—musketry,
fatigue parties, and 8o on. After tea, which
the soldier gets about four o’clock, as a rule,
the soldier is free for the rest of the day.
Only on d field-days is the soldier often
kept under arms till long past teatime.
There is a pretty good hubbub now about
the canteen ; about the bar where beer is
served ; about the long, low room which
is the festal hall of the establishment. At
one end of the hall stands the piano, and
above it are a gaily painted proscenium and
a miniature stage, where performers of the
music-hall variety appear in costume, and
sing the songs and dance the break-downs
of the day. Every night this amusement
is provided by the profits of the canteen,

the performance costing, perhaps, thirty
shillings or so a week, and the performers
appearing on seven or eight different stages
in the course of the evening, just as in the
metropolis. The room is well-provided
with seats, but these are never used unless
to stand upon. At night the room is
thronged in a general shoulder to shoulder
movement. ghouting, cheering, loud
laughter, clinking of cans accompany the
tinkling of the oﬁl piano and the strident
notes of the vocalist, while a thick pall of
tobacco-smoke from hundreds of pipes
almost obscures the light of the paraffin
lamps.

In a general way the canteen is en-
couraged by the authorities, and, indeed,
it is much better for the soldier to spend
his evenings here—where, if he muddles
himself at times it is with good honest beer
which does him no harm—rather than that
he should seek the allurements of the town,
the poisoned spirits of the grog—shops, with
other enticements of a destructive and
degrading kind. But as far as drunken-
ness is concerned the army is neither much
better nor much worse under the new
system. Still, a total of twenty-three thou-
sand men annually fined for drunkenness,
shows the besetting sin of drunkenness
to be a real and terrible evil for the
army. Perhaps, however, it is not worse
in the army than among the classes
from which the army is recruited.
Labourers, colliers, miners, puddlers,
costermongers — drunkenness we know
flourishes among such men, and it 1s
not to be hoped that army service, with
its many temptations, should have very
much reclaiming influence, especially as
it must be remembered that it is certainly
not the cream of such classes that the
army secures. The one chance of raising
the general condition of the army is to
attract a better class of recruits.

But there are other places of resort for
the private. In each cluster of huts there
is 8 reading-room, and here the private will
find the day’s papers, and the illustrated
weeklies, with a good supply of general
literature. Attached to the reading-room
is a recreation-room, and at one of these
we ﬁndda couple of (})rfm::mer-lﬁ)ys :lz‘eglously
en at a e telle, their ros
fati:ge hardly %;ma. leve’l‘g:vit.h the bonl‘dy.
while a corporal and private, with long clay
pipes in their mouths, are havinga keen
encounter of wits over the cribbage-board.
And then the clank of scythes and the re-
verberation of a big iron roller, call our
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attention to a capital cricket-field. All
athletic sports indeed are encouraged, as
tending to make men of the striplings who
swell the ranks, and to keep up the condition
of the older men.

One of the most pleasant and attractive
places about the camp is the hospital—the
Cambridge Hospital—a handsome building
whichstandsonaridgeoverlookingthe camp.
It has a long corridor, with a clear run of air
right through, and wards leading out, very
comfortable and cosy-looking, a pleasant
landscape seen through the windows. The
patients, in their blue serge and night-
caps, look thoroughly comfortable and well-
cared for, resting in easy-chaira reading or
talking, and some taking the air upon the
balconies above. Altogether such comfort
and attendance as a rich man hardly gets
in his own house, or a poor man in the
distriet hospital.

Then we are taken to see the butcheries
and thebakeries ; everything cleanand neat;
with the carcases of many oxen hanging up
to be cut up into rations on the morrow;
good wholesome food for everybody, with no
butchers’ bill and bakers’ bill at the end of
the week.

After this Tom takes us back to his hut
which he shares with three other sergeants.
They have made themselves quite com-
fortable,supplementing the farnitare drawn
from the camp stores by little etceteras of
their own, and sundry ornaments in the
way of Egyptian relics and curiosities. In
his regiment Tom declares with pride the
non-coms are mostly decent fellows, and
know how to keep up their position. It is
not 8o with all, and g‘om recounts how he
spied from the window of his hut a ser-
geant of the Rough and Ready
playing pitch-and-toss—not an absolutely
immoral amusement in itself, perhaﬁs—
with a private ; yes, actually with a
private, recounts Tom in virtuous indig-
nation, to the utter destruction of discipline
and the proper observance of rank and
position. In the end they quarrelled,
they fou%ht, the sergeant was knocked
down. as the man hauled away to
the main-guard, brought before a
court-martial, sentenced—shot? Not at
all ; the sergeant picked himself up, shook
hands, and went away as if nothing had
happened. :

“ Why, that was a noble sergeant,” cried
Mrs. Creaker. * You would have done the
same, Tom, I know.”

“Not to play pitch-and-toss with a
private,” rejoined Tom, shaking his head

gravely, “And I think I should have
licked him too.”

Perhaps Tom is so far right, that, as the
army is at present composed, such general
comradeship is impracticable, as one
would like to see existing among all ranks,
and as an infusion of better educated,
steadier young fellows would render pos-
gible by giving a better tone to the rank
and file. There are plenty of such waiting
outside —the best possible material for
soldiers, well-grown, well-nurtured, ready
to take the ups and downs of life with a
cheerful heart. Plenty of such there are
who drift into clerkships, perhaps into
shops and warehouses, and overcrowded
callings, where they will never do any
good ; all the time that they would give
their ears to be soldiers.

Now, for the youth of this kind, fairly
educated and intelligent, the army seems to
afford at thispresent moment unprecedented
advantages. Allis in a state of change, and
that is precisely the state in which the
aspirant has the best chance. Let the
novice disregard the growl general which
goes up from all ranks of the army. The
army is changed from its very foundations,
whether for good or ill who can say? The
next big war will decide that question. But
the change is indubitably and very wonder-
fully for good, a8 far as concerns the advan-
tages offered to theman who enters theranks.
Against this are to be set the prejudices of
themore solid and respectable classesagainst
army service. Still, these prejudices are fast
dissolving, a fact due very much to the influ-
ence of volunteering. The volunteer’s atti-
tudetowards theregular is one of respect and
emulation, and where there is a volunteer in
the family, the army may be said to have
made a friendship with a whole household.

Still, it is a matter of regret that the
respectable and honourable position of a
soldier is not r ised as it should be.
In theatres and places of public amusement,
in steamboats, and so on, he is often not
permitted to take the place for which he can
pay. At the same time as long as these
prejudices exist, and they chiefly affect
non-commissioned officers—a disagreeable,
awkward title that ‘non-commissioned,”
with something deregatory, about as much
as to say, “ Please take notice that I am
an inferior being,” while sub-officer would
be much more appropriate—as long as
these prejudices exist, the authorities may
obviate their effects by granting * plain-
clothes leave ” to all well-conducted soldiers
who may desire it.
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That is Tom’s great desire at this present
moment. He has saved enough money to
provide himself with plain cl:&u, without
troubling Creaker’s banking-account, and
he wishes to be present at a dance that
Mrs. Creaker gives shortly.

To lead but one measure, drink but one cup of
wine,

and then to bid adieu to Bella Dashwood.
For Tom has come to the conclusion that
it is rather long to wait till he is a captain,
and that somebody else—I should not
wonder if it were the staff-sergeant’s
daughter—has more of the stuff about her
for a soldier's wife And she won't mml;d,
ing a sergeant, Tom opines; thons
for zntsmtter, she is m)?tlh; to be the
colonel’s wife. “ And perhaps will be if I
have luck,” says Tom bravely.

AUSTRALASIAN FEDERATION.

IN the parliament of man and federation
of the world dreamed of by Tennyson,
what will be played by our Austral-
asian Colonies o shall dip into the
future and see  the vision of the world and
all the wonder that will be 1 ” We can only
endeavour to form some faint idea of possi-
bilities.

And first let us look at the past and
present. Itis just one hundred and thirteen
years since the first annexation on the
Australian continent was made by Captain
Cook, and just ninety-five years since the
first settlement was effected at Botany Bay,
with a company of seven hundred am{ fifty-
seven convicts, some two hundred marines
in charge of them, and a few women.
From this germ of about a thousand souls
have developed the busy and flourishing
communities of to-day. Between 1788
and 1801 the settlement in New South
Wales had increased to some five thousand
five hundred persons. After the latter
year convicts were sent out in large
numbers, until in 1849 the colonists refused
to allow any more to be landed. By 1851
the population of the colony exceeded one
hun and eighty-seven thousand, and, in
that year, a large territory in the western
%ort.ion was separated to found the colony of

ictoria. In this year, also, gold was dis-
covered, and p! became rapid. Mean-
while, in 1825, what is now the colony of
Queensland was settled ; it was separated
from New South Wales in 1859. Western
Australia —at first called the Swan
River Settlement—was formed in 1829;

Tasmania, at first a sub-settlement of
New South Wales, was formed into a
separate colony in 1851 ; South Australia
was coloni by emigrants in 1836;
New Zealand was separated from New
South Wales, and formed into a colony,
in 1840. From 1851 may be said to
date the prosperity of those colonies, and
from 1859 their existen: oeba:nonfﬁr:lhy
separate self-supporting mem of the
family. To tﬂ:o grogp Fiji was added
in 1874, Between 1825 and 1881 the
nmnbelxl- (l>f souls udlt)iod to the population of
the whole group by emigration was one
million, ﬂxﬂ undred and twenty-five
thousand, six hundred and twenty-two. In
1788 the entire population barely exceeded
one thousand %uropeam; in 1881 the
te population of Australia and New
Eealand was two millions, seven hundred
and ninety-seven thousand, six hundred
and twenty-nine. In 1882 the entire popu-
lation, including Fiji, was close upon thres
million souls.
Now this total seems notliing in com-
ison with our own dense mass of thirty-
gv millions ; it is less than the population
of London, less than the population of
Scotland. Bat consider that it has grown
practically within a generation, and con-
sider farther what it has done and is doing,
and will do. It has brought under culti-
vation six million, eight hundred and sixty-
two thousand, seven hundred and fift
acres of land previously profitless, and it
has occupied, or sold (;)r occupation for
icultural, pastoral, and mining purposes,
;F:re than 'Prty million, two hundred and
sixty-eight thousand, one hundred and
sixty-one acres. This at least was the total
in 1880, and it has been augmented since.
It has still before it one billion, eight
hundred million acres to occupy and put
to use. It has built over six thousand
miles of railway, over two thousand eight
hundred miles of telegraphs, and owns
some two thousand five hundred vessels.
Its pastoral wealth in 1880 consisted of one
million, two hundred and six thousand,
one hundred horses; one million, twenty-
six thousand, eight hundred and ninety-
eight pigs ; eight million, one hundred and
four thousand, nine hundred and eighteen
cattle; and seventy-two million, twohundred
and thirty-nine thousand, three hundred
and fifty-nine sheep. It has established
twenty-two banking corporations, whose
assets amounted last year to ninety-six
million, six hundred and eighty-egght
thousand, eight hundred and eighty-eight
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pounds, and it owes collectively to British
capitalists about ninety-six million pounds
sterling. Its total trading with the outer
worldin 1881, amounted toover onehundred
million pounds sterling. Since gold was dis-
covered, it hasyielded over two hundred and
seventy-seven million pounds’ worth of the
metal to enrich the world.

This small collection of three millions of
people is distributed thinly over an area
more than twenty-six times that of the
United Kingdom, and nearly six times that
of India. It has barely one person for
every square mile. And these three mil-
lions of people do not consist of such a
mixture of races as is to be found in
America. With the exception of a few
Chinese (principally in Queensland), and a
few Germans (principally in South Aus-
tralia and Queensland), the population is
composed of the bone of our bone and
the flesh of our flesh. It is an English-
speaking, English-thinking, and England-
loving population, with all the traditions
of an old world and all the energy and
breadth of a new ome. It is placed in
lands almost more bountifully endowed by
Nature than can be found elsewhere on the
globe. It has acquired wealth, it is making
fame, it an unoccupied area more
than twenty times lu}er than it has had
timeto occupy yet, and it presents a future
:r}ﬁoso boundaries seem practically illimit-

o,

Politically speaking, we may say these
colonies are self-governing. With the ex-
ception of Western Australia and Fiji, which
are still under Crown management, they
elect their own parliamentary representa-
tives, frame and alter their own laws, just
as the Home Parliament does, and with the
eame right of veto reserved to the Soverei
At the same time theyhave & lower franchise
than we have. They are linked together
by electric wires, and soon will be by iron
roads. Already the capitals of New South
Wales and Victoria have direct railway
communication ; very little extension 18
needed to bring Adelaide and Brisbane into
the circuit ; and a line is already in course
of construction which will unite the northern
with the southern coasts of the vast territory
of IS;out."ll:l Anustralia. .

ut the ess of this wonderful grou
has been &r:g; of each individnﬁ
member of it. There has been no unity of
action, and on the contrary, a %)od deal of
jealousy and competition. Until quite
recent years there was never any thought
of union, and in consequence each colony

has prosecuted its own schemes without
reference to its neighbours. Hence we see
railways built on different gauges as if
gou:gouly to prevent connexion with the

ering state, and customs’-tariffs each
on a plan of its own., The difference in
the railway gauges has long been an
obstacle to interchange of traffic and
society ; it is being overcome. The dif-
ference in fiscal policy is the main obstacle
to a political union; and it will, in time
but not easily, be overcome also.

As the years pass_ over, the neces-
sity for such a union becomes more and
more pressing. The larger these colonies

w the weaker will become the political

old of the mother-country, yet their
separate existence in independence of each
other would be fraught with danger and
disadvantage to the whole. Seeing the
rapidity of development in one generation,
it is no ration of prescience to say
that in motEer generation they must be
too big to hold in leading-strings, While
separately they will be weak, confederated
they will at once take rank among the first
texi or t;;v:;alve powotrl: of t.rl;;’ ;:31-1 .

n thi t the original separation
of these Aur::pecralmn' settlements has been
a mistake, because now when the neces-
sity arises it is all the more difficult to
bring them together again. Their main-
tenance as separate states has involved a
large annual outlay which might have
been devoted to lucrative works or ex-
plorations. The residence of a governor
and suite in each is a heavy charge which,
under & confederation such as the
Dominion of Canada, would be saved in
the future. The administrative 8
of each of the provinces could also be
thereby largely reduced, and at present it
must be itted they are a great deal
too oncrous, These new communities pay
their public servante more liberally t!
do the United States of America and
many of the older nations of Europe,
while their expenditure on public buildin
and other works is on a correspondingly
magnificent scale. Extravagance in these
matters accounts for a considerable propor-
tion of the heavy indebtedness of the
colonies, and even if a political confedera-
tion did not include a common purse, it
would at least have a wholesome effect
in checking the extra ce of the
sections, for the element of rivalry would
be removed.

But of larger benefits than ecomomy
in this direction would be the adoption of
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one common fiscal policy, and the abolition
of the restrictions which at present rest
on the commerce of each. l};m majority
of the colonies adhere to the sentiments
of Free-trade. Victoria, one might say,
is the sole exception, were it not that
Neow Zealand has of late years shown de-
cided signs of hankering after Protection.
Between Victoria and New South Wales
exists a jealousy of long standing. Victoria
aspires to be regarded as the metropolitan,
which New South Wales claims in right of
seniority. New South Wales has nailed
its colours to Free-trade and Victoria to
Protection. The protective policyof Victoria
is at present the greatest hindrance in the
way of a federal union. A federal union of
the other colonies, leaving out Victoria, is
quite practicable, and a confederation with
differential tariffs is also quite practicable.
Neither, however, is desirable, and on the
whole we should prefer to see the colonies
retain their present independence to any
show of union which did not tend to make
them one people—one in commerce, in
social arrangements, in religion, in aim
and destiny. To a certain extent, then, it
may be said that the beginning of the
organisation rests with Victoria. A year
ago there existed no sign of any such
beginning being %robab]e, but now poli-
tical affairs in Victoria wear a more
hopeful aspect, and the desire for federa-
tion is rapidly becoming articulate there

| as in New South Wales. Where these

two lead it may be assumed the others
will follow, although New Zealand has a
pride and a way of her own and may not
come over at the first beck.

The advantages to commerce of &
common tariff are as obvious as the advan-
tages to the social system of common lands,
and of a common prosecution of all public
works, such as railways, telegraphs, postal
service, irrigation, harbours, and national
defences. hile each state would legislate
for its own local affairs, a common parlia-
ment would legislate for the whole with
regard to external policy, and also with
regard to the relations of each with each.
The question of the national capital would
be a knotty one to solve in the face of
existing jealousies, but it might find its
solution in the creation of a neutral terri-
tory, and the erection of a capital, as was
done in the United States.

We have spoken, so far, as if all our
Australasian colonies were on the same
political level, which, in point of fact, they
are not. The differences which exist,

however, have little bearing on the general
principle involved. No scheme of confede-
ration would be complete, for instance,
which did not embrace the Crown colony
of Fiji, and for two reasons. Fiji, from
its mtuation and the character of its
resources, will never attract large settle-
ments of Europeans. It will exist as
a garden to be cultivated by English or
Australian capital, the produce of which
will be transported to Australia for con-
sumption. As a field for Australian enter-
prise, and as a feeder for Australian
markets, it must be retained in the pro-
jected union. Geographically, also, it
claims a right to such a position, although
in saying so we do not by any means
adopt the views of Sir Julius Vogel and
others, who hold that all Polynesia should
be included in Australasia, and that the
South Pacific generally is the reserved
ground of the British flag, even as the
whole American continent is claimed
by the Monroeists for the Stars and
Stripes.

But the largest and most serious aspect
of the question of federation exists with
regard to external policy. Hitherto, or
until quite recently, Australia has pro-
gressed in happy isolation from the
turmoils of the rest of the civilised world.
The boom of Antipodean warfare could not
reach her, and even had the mother country
been engaged in warlike contests, her own
distance from the antagonists was her
security. But in her size and her rapid
growth now rests her weakness. Her
enormous lines of defenceless coasts offer
tempting points of attack, and attractive
booty to a naval antagonist. Should any-
thing so horrible ever happen as a war
between England and the United States,
the privateers of America could devastate
our colonies before we could stretch a hand
to help. From European nations there
was for a long time little cause to fear
anything, but now France has a depdt ab
New Caledonia, and Gvrmany a footing at
Tonga, which, without being actually
threatening, have enough potential evil
about them to emphasise the need of con-
sideringand settling the question of Austral
asian defences. That question promises
to be brought into prominence by the
movement to annex New Guinea.
island, as we have recently shown,* offers
attractions in itself, but its principal attrac-
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tion for colonising is of a negative character,
viz to prevent any other nation acquiring it.
With New Guinea under British ocare,
whether in the form of a settlement or a
protectorate, there would be comparative
safety, but the occupation and management
of New Guinea are matters which can only
be satisfactorily managed under combined
action of the communities chiefly interested.
In other words, only to Federal Australasia,
and not to Queensland or'to any single
colony, could this service be adequately
entrusted.

Broadly, then, the things which ¢ make
for” Australasian federation are : Domestic
convenience in the assimilation of laws and
of jurisdiction, and in facilitation of inter-
communication ; commercial advantage in
economy of administration and uniformity
of customs’-tariffs on an enlightened basis ;
and national security in the presentation
of a solid front to the outer world. Neces-
sarily, within the limits of an article of
this kind, we can only present the general
outline. There are many questions of
detail which cannot be discussed here, and
which unquestionably involve many diffi-
culties. ere are none, however, which
are insurmountable, and the signs of the
times are thus figuratively described in a
recent Australian paper : * There has of
late been a shaking of the dry bones of
federation among the Australian colonies,
The bones have not yet come together, nor
the flesh come up upon them. There is as
yet no breath in them, but the breath of
public opinion is upon them, and federa-
tion promises ere long to become a living
thing. On the advantages of federation
there is a general concensus of opinion.
All would be glad to see-these colonies a
grand confederated British possession.”

The Premier of Victoria has publicly
pronounced in favour of federation, and as
3 leading Melbourne paper puts it, “to
declare in favour of federation is to declare
in favour of uniformity of tariffs.” We
are inclined to think that the New Guinea
affair will precipitate this question, and
produce that breath which the writer above-

uoted says is yet wanting to make the
g.ry bones live.

Could we peer down the vistas of time
we might see beyond the period when
these colonies become a d confede-
raled British possession.” We might see
continent and islands teeming with a dense
industrious people, flying their own flag,
and working out the destinies of the race
in the lower world, as a new and greater

Britain of larger growth, and pursuing &
career and maiing a history even greater
than those of its progenitor. When we
see the grandeur of the development of
the United States of America, who shall
circumscribe the future of that other section
of the Anglo-Saxon race in the United
States of Australasia ?

THE ITALIAN OPERA IN ENGLAND
IN THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.

THERE are few things more curious in
literary history than the almost universal
opposition the Italian opera met with
from men of | etters on its introduction
into thiscountry. *The taste for Italian
music,” says Mr. Elwin, whose knowledge
of thel iterature of the eighteenth century
is surpassed by no living writer, “ was a
standing theme for ridicule among the
authors of the time, who ignorantly judged
the musical by the rules of the literary
drama.” One of the earliest opponents of
the opera was Steele. We read in the
Tatler of April 18th, 1709, that three
days earlier the opera of Pyrrhus and
Demetrius had been performed with great
success, a piece of news which Steele, as a
lover of the theatre, deplores with energy.
The stage, he observes, is “an entertain-
ment of the reason, and all our faculties ;”
while at the opera, everything is sacrificed
‘“‘to the shallow satisfaction og the eyes and
ears only;” and he adds, by wa‘.I of proving
that the understanding could have no
share in the pleasure, that a great
of the performance was done in Itali
About the same time Swift proposed
settinﬁ up & party among the wits to
run down the entertainment. ¢ The
town,” he wrote to Philips, “is going mad
after a new opera. Poetry and sense
are dwindling like'echo with repetition and
voice. A old lady, five miles out of
town, asked me t'other day what these
uproars were that her danghter was always
going to 3”

It was nataral that Colley Cibber
should view this foreign raid upon his ter-
ritory with disgust. The understanding
that appreciated the Nonjuror and the
Careless Husband was, he thought, likely
to be depraved “ by these poetical drams,
these gin-shops of the stage that intoxi-
cate its auditors.” A man of a very
different order, and a shrewd critic
also, held a similar opinion. After
saying that operas are too absurd and
extravagant to be worthy of mention, Lord

r
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Chesterfield adds: “I look upon them as
a mat.iic scene contrived to please the eyes
and the ears at the expense of the under-
standing. Whenever I go to the opera I
leave my sense and reason at the door with
my half-guinea, and deliver myself up
to my eyes and ears.” The Spectator,
it is almost needless to say, takes up the
subject in a similar spirit, observing that an
opera ‘ may be allowed to be extravagantly
* lavish in its decorations, as its only design
is to gratify the senses and keep up an
indolent attention in the audience.”

In another paper on the subject the writer
professes to give a history of the Italian
opera from its introduction into England,
and an amusing history it is. The
f)oetastern of the town, he says, began by
aying down the principle *that nothing
is capable of being well set to music that
is not nonsense,” and so well was this
maxim received that Italian operas were
immediately translated, and as there was
no danger of hurting the sense of these
pieces, the translators often made words of
their own in order to fit them to the tune,
with a total disregard of meaning. After
this, Italian actors were brought on the
stage, who sang their parts in their own
lan , while the English singers replied
in English. This plan soon tired the
audience, and it was then resolved to
produce the whole opera in an unknown
tongue, which, says the essayist, will make
future historians suppose that Italian was
well understood in England at the bogl:—
ning of the eighteenth century. ¢ One
scarce knows,” he adds, “ how to be serious
in the confutation of an absurdity that
shows iteelf at the first sight. It does
not want any great measure of sense to see
the ridicule of this monstrous practice ; but
. what makes it the more astonishing, it is
not thethtaste of the rﬁbble, butln z{l r-
sons of the test politeness, whi
established ig:ea pe

When Gay wrote his 's Opera,
in which his object was to langh at the
importation from Italy, he tells Swift
that L&)rd CIobhnm said he ¢ al:honlgnlgnn:e

rinted it in Italian over against the ish
Ehat the ladies might have understood what
they read ;” a sarcasm directed, of course,
against the prepossession in favour of a
foreign tongue. No oneprobablyever didthe
musical drama more harm than Gay, who
called it the outlandish opera, and is said
to. have destroyed its success for a season,
to the great detriment of HandeL. Indeed,
despite the marvellous genius of that com-

poser, who, in Mr. Satherland Edwards’s
Judgment, raised the opera to a pitch of
excellence unequalled elsewhere, that
entertainment was then in the lowest con-
dition possible—a proof, acoording to Dr.
Arbuthnot, of the ﬁeile temper of the English
seoﬂe. Mrs. Delany was aware of this

ecline, for while expressing her delight at
“ Mr. Handel's new opera called Richard
the First,” which was performed in the
same year as Gay's burlesque, she
observes : “I doubt operas will not survive
longer than this winter, they are now at
their last ; the subscription has
expired, and nobody will renew it.” In
another letter she writes: “The Beggar's
Opera entirely triumphs over the Italian
one; I have not yet seen it, but every-
body that has seen it says it is very
comical and full of humour.”

In 1745, that is to say, eighteen years
after Mrs. Delany’s jeremiad, Miss Talbot,
writing to Mrs. Carter, makes a similar
statement. We glean from it that what-
ever success the o had previously
obtained was due to ballet dancing, “I
am sure,” she says, “one lives to no one
purpose of a rational being all those hours
that are spent at the modern assemblies ;
yet to these all conversation is sacrificed ;
friendly visits and private parties are
things gone out of the world ; and Handel,
once 80 crowded, plays to empty walls in
that opera-house wgere there used to be &
constant audience as long as there were
any dancers to be seen.” These remarks
on the opera in England with Dr.
Burney’s judgment in Paris, where, he
says, the sole attractions of the amuse-
ment were the dancing and decorations.

In 1759, thirty-two years after Gay's
success, Goldsmith terms the opera, as con-
ducted in London, “a very hi
amusement,” and observes that the per-
formers sini to empty benchea “I
know not,” he writes, *whether operas
can be kept up in England ; they seem to
be entirely exotic ;” but he will not take
upon himself to determine “ whether &
disoontinuance of such entertainments
would be more to the loss or the advantage
of the nation.” His blame, it will be
seen, unlike that of most of his prede-
cessors, is confined to the management of
the opera in his day, and is not di
against the art itself ; but Fielding adopts
the view of Chesterfield, and in describing
s woman incapable of rational converss-
tion, calls her “a little female thing with
a mind as empty of ideas as an opera.”
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As time wore on the opera seems to
have gained ground, and in Fanny Burney's
Cecilia, that heroine is represented as
amazed and charmed by the voice,
alwaye either sweet or impassioned, of
Signor Pacchierotti, an opera-singer who
was a friend of Dr. Burney, and took
lessons in English from his daughter. I

like him of things,” she writes in her
Diary ; “he is perfectly modest, humble,
well.bred, and unassuming ... . hi

countenance is extremely benevolent, and
his manners infinitely interesting.” Her
flajtering ‘estimate of the singer in the
novel was not above his worth, if we may
judge from & letter written in 1780 by the
Rev. Thomas Twining, whose correspon-
dence has been recently published.
Twining had not expected to be pleased,
having received an unfavourable impression
from the friend to whom the letter was
writ, “T1 began to hear,” he says, “as
Descartes would have one begin toreason. In
his (not Descartes’) first line of recitative his
voice and manner got immediate hold of
me, I shuffled forward on my seat, and
said to myself, ¢ This is superior singing.’
I heard him six times, one of which was at
Dr. Burney'’s, in a snug way. I liked him
better and better,and do think that for taste,
spontaneous variation, delicacy, and expres-
gion he is far beyond any singer I have
heard.” This is but & brief extract from the
Country Clergyman’s eulogium on Pacchie-
rotti, with whom he was also much pleased
“as a man and a.conversable creature.”
He loves English, Twining writes, and has
m Pope. dBett‘.er still, he was, in Dr.
ey’s judgment, as superior in courage
a8 iny,tai]entgmand showed no want of
nerve at the time of the Lord Gordon
Riots, when the rest of the performers
danced ““with the utmost fear and
trembling.” Nine years later, when the
Opera House was entirely destroyed by
fire, we see a revival of the old prejudice
in Horace Walpole, who says, in writing
to Miss Berry: ‘Have you shed a tear
over the Opera House, or do you agree
with me that there is no occasion to
rebuild it1 The nation has long been
tired of operas, and has now a good
opportunity of dropping them.” i
opinion, however, might have been the
prejudice of old age. At seventy-two the
voices of singing men and einging women
cease to charm.
With the present age the Italian opera
entered on & new life, but the literary
illustrations we have given will probably

suffice to show how imperfectly it was
appreciated, and how strong was the oppo-
sition it encountered during the greater
part of the eighteenth century.

TIME BARGAINS,
A STORY IN TEN CHAPTERS. CHAPTER VIIL

For a little while the two gaudy parra-
keets in their gilt cage had thegblneyparlonr
all to themselves.

By-and-by in came Mrs. Elliott. Thers
were dark circles round her eyes ; she had
been crying. She looked nervous and

nnhn§py.

“ Nearly five o’clock, and Stephen not
back yet,” she said to herself as she stood
by one of the windows, gazing sadly out,

and slowly turning her wedding-ring round
and round on her finger. “In alf proba-

bility this is the last day of our married
lifs. It may be better that we should Xm
—it must be better ; but to-day of all days
it was cruel of him to leave me. At a
time like this to go away and paint the
gortra.it of another woman! Oh, Stephen,

tephen, is this what your love has
come tot” .

A minute later one of the doors opened.
Sheturned her head quickly,and there stood
her husband, holding his soft felt hat in
one hand.

“You have been asking for me?” he
said enquiringly.

It was nothing,” she answered coldly.
“So you have got back from London $”

“Yes, I have got back from London.”

“T hope that your interview with Mdlle.
Maurizio was a pleasant one? ”

His eyebrows went up a little, as though
asking how she had me acquainted
with the object of his journey.

“ A most pleasant one,” he answered.
« Mdlle. Maurizio is a charming woman.”

“ Doubtless, in your estimation,” was the
bitter reply. It is for the sake of her, and
of others like her, that you are so anxious
for the moment to arrive that will separate
you from your wife for ever !”

“The old insinuations, the old foolish
jealousy without a cause! I have heard
the same sort of thing from you a thousand
tim_es’:;lready; it is too late to tell it me

again.
“Toolate? Yes, when the next post may
bring that which will make a free man of
ou.

¢ And of you a free woman ; don’t forget
that of the affairr The moment you
have longed for will soon be here.”

e
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“I have longed for it—why not? And
yet—and yet——" She turned from him,
so that he could not see her face.

¢ And yet whatt”

“You may be able to paint a woman’s
portrait, Stephen Elliott, but you cannot
read a woman’s heart.”

“ More enigmas. Cannot you under-
stand that this Mdlle. Maurizio, or any
other woman who may commission me to
paint her portrait, is no more to me than
a customer who bays my wares for a greater
or a lesser number of guineas 1”

% No wife can understand that who——"

“Who——1%”

“Loves her husband.”

“ A wife's love for her husband should
teach her to have perfect trust and faith in
him, should teach her to sympathise in his
aims, and to share in his ambition.”

‘“ Has love, then, no torments $”

“None that marriage should not cure.”

* What cold-blooded creatures men are |
If even you were compelled to earn your
liviniswith your brush—but you are not.”

“As I have told you a hundred times
already, I do not chose to be a dependent
on my wife’s bounty. I choose to earn my
bread my own way—in the way that has
been taught me, and which I-love.”

“You would rather lose your wife than
give up your art.”

“You would rather lose your husband
than forego a single prejudice.”

. “Cruel! cruel!” exclaimed Agnes. She
sat down, and pressed her handkerchief to
her eyes for a moment. She was at once
angry and most miserable. She was, per-
haps, none the less angry because conscious
in her heart that her husband was more in
the right than she was.

At this juncture the inner door was
noiselessly opened,and Mr. Vere Naylor and
Mrs. Wapshot entered the room, radiant
with smiles, each of them carrying a blue
official-looking document sealed with a
portentous seal. .

“ Ah, here you both are!” exclaimed
Naylor with much unction.

“Couldn’t think where you had hidden
yourselves,” said Mrs. Wapshot.

‘Breakdown on the railway.”

“ Letter-bag two hours late.”

“ Jellicop out.”

“ Bag opened by Miss Ramsay.”

“And here’s the prize it has brought
you,”. said Naylor with a complacent
smirk, offering the sealed document to
Stephen, who iad come slowly forward.

“And here’s the prize it has brought

you,” echoed Mrs, Wapshot, making &
similar offer to Agnes.

They each took the proffered document
without & word. The supreme moment
had come at last. They stood for a little
while like two people utterly stupefied.

Then Elliott turned to his wife, and
held out his hand.

“ Farewell, Agnes,” he said in a voice
that trembled with suppreased emotion.

 Farewell, Stephen,” came the almost
inaudible reply. One word more and she
would have broken down utterly.

A last fond lingering clasp, then theéir
hands fell apart, and they turned away
with a strange sense upon them that some-
thing had gone out of the life of each of
them which nothing could ever replsce.

“ A telegram for Mr. Elliott.”

They had all been so absorbed that no
one had heard Binks enter the room.

Stephen took the tele like a man
who scarcely knows what he is doing, and
tore open "the envelope. He had not
read more than a few words when a look
of horror came into his eyes, and all the
colour suddenly left his face.

es went a step or two nearer him
with clasped hands.

“ You have heard bad news % ” she cried.

“A terrible accident on the railway—"
He could say no more.

He crushed the telegram with one hand;
the other hand went up quickly to his eyes.

“An accident ! Not—not—— Oh,
Stephen! Our child!” She flung up her
arms with an agonised cry, made a step
or two blindly forward, and would have
fallen insensible to the ground had not her
husband caught her in his arms.

We are once more on the pleasant lawn
at Brookfield. It is the forenoon of the t_lay
following that on which Stephen Elliott
and his wife received their Letters of
Separation. Lounging on rustic chairs in
the welcome shadow of the elms are Vere
Naylor, Cuthbert Naylor, and Captsin
Marmaduke, each of them intent on his
letters or newspapers. Under a _
umbrella-tent LE:B. Naylor Wapshot 18
writing busily.

Cuthbert Naylor was the first to break
a silence whic{ had lasted longer than
ordinary.

“Is it & fact, Captain Marmaduke, that
you are going to bid us good-bye on
Tuesday next 1” he asked.

“Tuesday will bring my visit at Brook-

field to a close.”
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“And your flirtation with Mra. Dane-
Danson into the bargain,” murmured
Cuthbert under his breath. Then aloud
with a sneer: “ We shall miss you very
much indeed.”

Vere. Naylor glanced at Marmaduke
over his glasses.

“Before you go you must allow me to
present you with a copy of my pamphlet,
On the Elimination of Sentiment from the
Concerns of Daily Life.”

“Thanks. On 8o congenial a topic you
ought to be thoroughly at home.”

Mrs. Wapshot laid down her pen, and
turned to uke.

“And you never attempted any classi-
fieation of the beetles, moths, or butter-
flies indigenous to that strange country in
which you lived for so many years ”

“ Never, madam.”

“Really now ! One of my first objects
in landing in a fresh country would be to
set about the study of ite lepidoptera.”

“Had you been in my case your first
object would probably have been the same
a8 mine—to find something to eat; and
your next to save yo from being
eaten by somebody else.”

“If T had only had {?ur opportunities,
Captain Marmaduke ! If I only been
there with you!”

Mr. Naylor coughed behind his news-

paper,

“In that case, madam,” responded
Marmaduke gallantly, “I should never
have wanted to come back.”

Mrs. Wapshot shook her head. I trust
you are not frivolous, Captain Marmaduke;
but really you men scarcely ever avail your-
selves of your opportunities as our sex do.”

Cuthbert thonght it time to create a
diversion. “ Another paragraph in to-
day’s paper abont Elliott,” he said.

“Ah! And what do they say about
him this time 3 ¥ queried the Member for
Fudgington.

“Why, that a certain illustrions per-
sonage visited his studio yesterday, in
order to inspect his latest picture.”

“ Rising man that Stephen Elliott.”
“ Where is Stephen Elliott? Where is
my husband % ”

They all started and turned. Agnes was
standing behind them on the verandah.
None of them had seen or heard her
approach. She was dressed in black, and
the pallor of her face was intensified by
the black lace veil which she had tied
loosely round her head and throat. Her
lips were parched ; a feverish fire burnt in

her hollow eyea. She looked from one to
the other, as though expecting an answer to
the question which had so startled them all.

Mr. Naylor was the first to recover his
presence of mind.

“Pardon me, my dear Mrs. Elliott-
Temple,” he said in his most soothing
tones, “ but you appear to have forgotten
the fact that you have no husband.”

“No husband !” She pressed her hands
to her temples, and stood for a moment or
two like a woman dazed. “You are
right—you are right,” she said with a
weary sigh. “I remember everything
now. My darling Freddy is safe; thank
Heaven for that!” Then advancing a
step or two she said with a sudden change
of voice and manner : “But surely Stephen
has not gone away? He will see me
again before he goes 1”

“ Mr. Elliott left by the six o’clock train
this morning,” answered Vere Naylor.
“Mr, Dane will join him at Cullington by
the noon train. This evening they start
together for the Continent.”

“And it is I who have .driven him to
this |” said Agnes with a low wail of
anguish,

Mr. Naylor looked meaningly at Mrs.
Wapshot. The latter rose from her seat,
and went up to es. “ My dear child,
do let me persuade you to go indoors,”
she urged.

Agnes seemed scarcely to have heard
what she said. “I was very ill last
evening, was I not 1” she asked. -

“You were delirious for several hours.”

“When I partially came to myself,
Stephen was by my side, Then something
was put to mylips, which Idrank. After that
I remember nothing more till I awoke an
hour ago and found this under my pillow.”

She produced a note from the folds of
her dress.

Mrs, Wapshot took it from her unm-
resisting fingers. :

“May I3” she asked.

“Qh yes; any one may read it,”
answered Agnes in the tone of ome to
whom everything in life was a matter of
indifference.

Mrs. Wapshot opened the note and read :

¢ Your child is safe. He was not in the
train. The telegram was a blunder.
Farewell.”

“Then he is really gonet” said Agnes
pitifully as she took back the mote and
pressed it fondly to her lips. )

Before any one could answer, Mr. Jellicop
came round a corner of the shrubbery.

~—-—
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On his face, usually so jovial and sunny,
sat an unwonted look of catre and anxiety.

Agnes turned to him instinctively, as
everyone turned to him when in distress.

¢ Oh, Uncle Frank, if I could but have
seex;”him once again to ask him to forgive
me

She put her arms round him and lai
her cheek against his shoulder. :

Uncle Frank shook his head sadly.

“ You should have thought of that before
it wasshtoo late,”rgl:nsaid.

“She must indoors,” urged
Mrs.YW;pshot. Ve :

“ Yes, yes ; go to your room like a
girl. If you 8hul ybut. taken yonrg‘::ig
uncle’s advice things would never have
come to this pass.”

He kissed her and gave her into Mrs.
Wapshot’s hands. Then the two ladies
went indoors.

“This is a pretty kettle o’ fish, Vere
Naylor, isn't it ” asked Mr. Jellicop with
more temper than he usually displayed.

“Pooh! pooh! my dear squire, she will
soon calm down. Women always do. Before
a month is over she will be as merry as a
thrush and revelling in her freedom.”

“ Freedom be hanged | Hasn’t a married
woman twice as much freedom as a single
omI’I' ’ ed d as h

e turned away, and as he did so, he
muttered to lnmmﬁ

“ Though whether a married man has
twice as much freedom as a bachelor may
be open to doubt.”

He was moving off, when he stop
suddenly, and began to scratch his h

“ Marmaduke, a word with you,” he
said a moment or two later.

“ Obeolete old rhinoceros!” muttered
Cuthbert under his breath.

Said Jellicop to Marmaduke in a low voice:

“I want you to telegraph to Elliott.
He’s at Cullington, ten miles off, waiting
el ey
a faint ce i r misguided
couple may be brought togle):ﬁer ”

“But what can I say to Elliott that
would be likely to induce him to return $”

“Say anything you like, ¢ Wife very
ill, come back at once.’ Say anything that
wﬂl})r::ﬁ him. Will you do this$"

113 1

The two men shook hands. Marmaduke
hurried off to the railway station. Jellicop
went indoors. : i

“ Marmaduke gone, the course will be

clear before’you,” said Vere Naylor to his
son.

1 shall not fail to make the best of the
opportunity. You think Mrs. Eilliott-
’lgm le will soon come round ¥ ”

“ Sf course she will. The more fuss she
makes about her loss now, the sooner she
will be willing to be consoled by some one
else. The way of the sex.”

“I must go to my letters.”

¢ And I to mine.

They rose and folded up their news-

pers. Justas they reached the verandah,
%‘inh, coming round the corner with a
portmantesu and hat-box in his hands,
nearly stumbled against them.

% Whose lu have you there, Binks 1"
asked Mr. Nayior.

«Mr. Dane’s, sirr He leaves by the
noon train.” '

Father and son exchanged an acid smile
as they went indoors. .

At this moment Cecil Dane made his
appearance.

P Here are your traps, sir. The dog-
cart will be round in five minutes.”

« All right, Binks. Here you are.”

A slow broad smile overspread Binks's
face. He carried a fat finger to his fore-
head, wished Mr. Dane a pleasant journey,
and the latter was then left alone.

« A pleasantjourney, forsooth!” muttered
Cecil.  “The train will start in half an
hour, I shall pick up Elliott at Cullington,
and to-morrow morning we shall be in
Paris. I feel as cheerful as if I were a mute
about to attend my own funeral. I don’t
like going without bidding Linda good-bye,
and yet it were wiser, perhaps, to do so.
Poor Linda, will she miss me, I wonder$
Will she cry when she finds that I'm gone?t
Not she. She has to flirt already.
In a month she will have forgotten me
altogether. And so the world round.”

He paced the verandah slowly, whistling
a few bars dismally. Presently he said :
“Tll go and see whether the dog-cart’s
ready. Then one grip of Jellicop’s honest
fist, and after that—au diable!” With
these words he stalked gloomily-away.
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‘BY ANNIE THOMAS (MBS, PENDER-CUDLIP).
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\CHAPTER VII. POOR JACK.

® Jack made Moor Royal his ‘ head-
quarters,” as he termed it, until March. If
he used the words in the sense of meaning
that he honoured Moor Royal with his
! presence more frequently than he did any
other place, or that, when he did so honour
it, he gave his fullest head-power to the
forwarding of anything like intellectual
f life there, the designation was certainly a
misnomer.
? These first three months of the first new
year which had witnessed the dethrone-
| ment of old Mrs. Ray, were unquestion-
ably not happy ones to either the widow
} or her children. Old Mrs. Ray and

Jenifer lived apart to themselves a great
deal, and this not through any sulky
desire to hold aloof from or seem to dis-
approve of Effie and her doings, but really
because Effie made it practically impossible
that their daily life should harmonise.

§ It was difficult to say when the diver-
| gence began with Jenifer, for Jenifer was
! equally at home in the saddle, and was

always as safe to be there or thereabouts
in the field as her sister-in-law, when she
rode to hounds. But with. Miss Ray,
riding to hounds was not a weekly luxury.
With young Mrs. Ray it was more than
¥ this—it was, she declared, a necessity.
i}t Accordingly, as the hounds met three
times a week near Moor Royal, the pick of
the Moer Royal stables were pretty hardly
pressed to keep pace with the needs of
their young mistress, who soon manifested
| her determination to be in the first flight
B in the field as well as in society. Conse-
quently the mare that had hitherto been
at Jenifer's disposal on the days when she

o —
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did hunt, was now relegated to the service
of her sister-in-law. q

“I wouldn’t ride the bay mare if you
really cared for hunting, for the world,”
Effie gravely assured Jenifer, “but you §
don’t care for it; you wouldn’t give up
all consideration for other people, and go{
out, ‘ weather or not’ permitting, asI do,
now would you %”

This she said one day when she knew,
from various signs and indications, that
Jenifer had resolved to go to the meet at
least. In fact, Jenifer had made up her
mind very lovingly and carefully to make
one appeal on behalf of her brother Jack %
to Mr. Boldero, and she knew that she ‘

!

(e

could do this easily at a lawn-meet at
Hallowmore.

“T feel inclined to give up considera- ‘
tion for you anyway to-day, Effie,” Jenifer i
said frankly. ¢ I've made up my mind to
ride, and to ride Shooting Star. You
have the choice of so many. I'm not really
depriving you of an atom of pleasure.” ~ }

“That’s as one looks at it,” Mrs. Ray R
said fretfully. “I wanted to spare my |‘
Reine till there really was a chance of a
good run. Shooting Star potters about @
8o well—she’s not my form for galloping J
or fencing, but she potters deliciously.” ~§

“] am afraid you must potter about
on something else to-day, Effie, however
admirably Shooting Star may suit you.”

“Jenny, you're %)Ointi out with an
object ; oh, and your brothers quote you as
being so guileless and superior ! Jenifer,
take the advice of & woman of the world.
A hunting woman, especially one who has §
to make an effort to be one, won’t attract
Captain Edgecumb.” (

ghe said it with a little spitefully sarcastic |
laugh, and an indescribable assumption |
of being more conversant with Captain §
Edgecumb’s motives than anyone else, |

|
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that would have been funny had it not
been insulting,

“Be quite sure that when I want to
attract Captain Edgecumb, I will come to
you for instruction; to-dayIwon’t tax either
your patience or good-nature,” Jenifer
said temperately, but Mrs. Ray knew from
her sister-in-law’s averted face and mea-
sured tones that her shot had gone home.

“I've no time to argue the question
now, the horses will be round in a minute
or two,” Effie said, walking round Jenifer
in order to get a straight look into the
girl’s eyes; “but- I'll just offer you one

int, though you're sure to take it un-

fully and misanderstand my motive
in giving it. Don’t think to win Captain
Edgecumb by any pretence of indifference ;
he’s very honest and straightforward him-
self, and has a horror of anything like
_finesse in a girl.”

““Here are the horses,” was the only
reply Jenifer vouchsafed to Mre. Ray.

Jack had come up from the home-farm to
join the Moor Royal party ; and, as Jenifer
came out, both her brothers greeted her
cordially.

“Glad to see you out with us again,
Jenny dear,” Jack cried heartily, and
Jenifer felt self-reproachful for a moment,
as she thought of how she was going to
try and upset what Jack was foolish enough
to fancy was his happiness.

¢ It will be like old times to see you in
the field again, dear,” Hubert said kindly,
for this was the first time that Jenifer had
attempted to hunt since her father'’s
death.

‘(‘lI don’t think I shall follow,” Jenifer
said.

‘I shouldn’t on Shooting Star,” Mrs. Ray
cried contemptuously; * she’s so uncertain.”

“] never found her that, Effie.”

¢ Perhaps you've never ridden her at a
big thing ; now I have, and it hasn’t been
her fault that she has got well over.
You mustn’t rely on Hubert to look after
you to-day, please. I won’t have his run
spoilt if we do get a decent one.”

Jenifer laughed. _

“Don’t be afraid, Effie; I won’t spoil
the look of the paragraph in which it will
be told that Mr. and Mrs. Ray, of Moor
Royal, were as usual in the first flight.”

“I can’t imagine what you come for if
you don’t care to ride,” Effie exclaimed
discontentedly, “the off days would surely
do as well for you if you only want to
potter about the roads; it would have
spared Reine if I could have sent her on,

and ridden Shooting Star to the meet. I
hate selfishness.”

“You must remember, darling, that
Shooting Star is Jenny’s own mare,”
Hubert took an opportunity of saying to
his wife when Jenifer and Jack trotted on
a little.

“Her own! Who pays for the mare’s
keep, I ask? You know that you do,
Hugh. I really don’t think that a girl
without & penny is justified in running her
brother into such unnecessary expense.
She’s not wrapped e:g heart and soul in
riding as I am ; indeed, I'm sure she only
came out to-day to spite me, because she
lsmew I'd made up my mind to ride Shooting

tu."

Hubert idolised his wife, and always acted
as if he fully believed her false utterances,
but he did not like to hear Jenifer called
selfish.

““ We mustremember that only the other
dayJenifer ruled absolutely at Moor Royal.”

“Sometimes you tell me that your
mother’s was the absolute rule.”

“So it was; don’t you see my father

ve up everything to mother, whose

elight it was to give up everything to
Jenny. You don’t know what a dear
sister she has always been to me. I owe
most of the privileges and pleasures of my
young manhood to Jenny.”

“Pray don’t be sentimental, Hugh.
Jenifer seems to have transferred her in-
terest to Jack now ; she’s miserable because
he’s only a tenant-farmer, and because he
is happy in the society of keepers.”

“] can’t quite e Jack out, Effie,”
her husb said thoughtfully; ¢ that
he wishes to settle down in the country
is natural enough, but that he should be
contented to settle down in such a very
small and mild way is startling.”

“1 never perplex myself by oonject.uring
why so-and-8o does such and such a thing,”
Effie said scornfully ; then she added:
“Jack will be happy enough in his own
way, if he is let alone and not worried.
His tastes are not extremely refined, and
he'll be more at ease among the people he
has known all his life here, than he would
among your friends in town.”

“ Jenny has been speaking to me about
his going to Thurtle’s house so much, but
I don't see anything init, do you, Effie L

¢ Certainly not,” young Mrs. Ray said
with suspicion. * Jenifer overrates her
own judgment dreadfully, and as she really
knows nothing of the world beyond the
boundaries of Exeter, she makes herself
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ridiculous.” Then they rode through the
lodge-gates into the grounds of Eﬂlow—
more, and Mrs. Ray was soon surrounded
by the members of the hunt who had the
honour of being on speaking terms with

its most distinguished wearer of a habit.
Meanwhile Jenifer had ridden on with

Jack, and they had been joined by Mr.
Boldero.

“You mean riding to-day” Jack ques-
tioned, for the lawyer was mouunted on his
favourite hunter.

“]I mean following, Jack, but I won’t
say what place I s be in at the finish,
for I'm going to ask you to allow me to
have the honour of takmq the charge of

our sister off your hands.” Now Jenifer

written to ask him to do this, for she

felt the time was ripe for her again to

speak for Jack’s social salvation. Bat Jack

himself had no fancy for leaving her in the

company of the “family lawyer,” whom his
sister-in-law was teaching him to distrust.

“J think T'll look after Jenifer myself
today, thank you,” Jack said with nig-

y courtesy. L .

“No, no, Jack,” Jenifer put in hastily,
“it's so long since I've ridden to hounds
that I'd rather take it quietly to-day, and
I know you will go straight. Don’t fet me
stop you I'll stay quite eontentedly with
Mr. Boldero.” .

Bat Jack, though he knew that his soul
would yearn to be off when once they
found, would not give in his adhesion to
Jenifer’s proposal yet.

“Perhaps Edgecumb will turn up pre-
sently ; his mare overreached herself and
goes tenderly, so he won’t be able to ride
bard. But you mustn’t keep Mr. Boldero
out of it, Jenny; he won’t thank you for
doing that,” the young brother said, and
then in his desire to secure Captain
Edgecumb as an escort for his sister, he
rode off, leaving her alone with Mr. Boldero.

“ You know why I want to see you,” she

without any idle preface. “ He is
going to ruin. Once more I ask you to
8 to him, to stop him.”

“J cannot! This is final. With all my
heart would I add my entreaties and
warnings to yours, but the power to do so
has been taken out of my hands. I know
that he has been offered good appointments
at high salaries. I know that an agency
to large estates—a post for which he is
exactly fitted—is open to him now, but I
can’t press him to accept it.”

“Mr, Boldero, what is the secret power
which holds you back ; you surely don’t

want to see us Rays ruined $” she asked
simply, leaning forward on Shooting Star’s
neck to gain a clearer view of his face.

 Heaven forbid 1”

“But it is evident that man or woman
has constrained you to stand by supinely
and see one of us going down. Oh, do, do!
if you cared for my father as we all believe
you did, save his son.”

¢ If the sacrifice of all my worldly goods
would do it, I would do it,” he said
frevently.

‘“ You say that ; it's easy ; but you won’t
speak the word that might do it. I wishI
had not come out, you have disappointed
me this time more cruelly than before, for
you must have felt that I was in extremity
before I wrote to you.”

She turned her horse’s head and rode
sharply away, to the wonderment of so
much of the field as had leisure to observe
her. And Mr. Boldero did not venture to
follow her.

Meantime old Mrs. Ray, having nothing
else to do in Jenifer's absence, gone
down to the home-farm to see what 6-
ments had been made in the house for
Jack’s comfort.

She was quite alive now to the right
which was hers of taking away any furni-
ture that she desired from Moor Royal
And she was quite resolved that if she
found the farmhouse rooms inadequately
furnished, she would exert that right, and
have her son’s new home fitted up with
some of his customary surroundings.

It was a bright, keen March morning,
and without going into eloquent descrip-
tions of the state and appearance of each
young blade of corn and grass, and the
accurate colour or tint of every cloud and
rivulet, it may be mentioned that the
atmosphere was bright and invigorating,
the aspect of the fields and hedgerows, the
meadows and cornfields, very g:r Alto-
gether it was an atmosphere that braced
the nerves, and set one’s standpoint in life
in the brightest and best light.

“ Poor dear boy ! I dare say it’sall bare
and ugly enough after what he has been
accustomed to at Moor Royal,” the mother
thought, as she walked down to inspect her
son’s house for the first time since he had
occupied it.

In days not long gone by, she had been
in the habit of driving down to the home-
farm evel('{ week to see what poultry,
batter, and eggs Mrs, Cowley could supply
to Moor Royal.

But since the general break-up the
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widow had not felt moved to tread the well-
known round to which her feet had become
well habituated while she was in power.

It pleased her well as she approached the
housetoseethe old-fashioned looking garden
neater and trimmer than it had ever been
even under the Cowley rule. Long borders
of primroses, cowslips, and snowdrops
wound ribbon-like round every bed. And
all the windows were bright with hyacinths
of every shade, from creamy white to
darkest blue and red, in glasses, and with
gaudy but beautiful double tulips in pots.

“Dear Jenny has taken care that he shall
have flowers to remind him of home,” the
mother thought tenderly, as she marked
with pleasure that the flowers were softly
framed by white muslin curtains as well as
by the heavy dark ones that she herself
had sent down from Moor Royal. Then
she opened the hall-door, and went into the
wide red-brick passage, callingas sheentered
for Elsie, the girl who had been scullery-
maid for some time at Moor Royal, and
who had now come “to do” for Mr. Jack,
as she herself expressed it.

The kitchen-door stood open, and a fine
appetising odour of bread-baking streamed
forth. Something else streamed forth also,
and that was a dialogue carried on by two
highly-pitched female voices. The first
words that fell on old Mrs. Ray’s astounded
ears were spoken by Elsie.

“I don’t care nor know what you're
a-goin’ to be, Minnie Thurtle ; you knows
best about that yourself, I s’pose; but I
know you're not a-goin’ to come here now
and order me about as if you was my
missus. Il take orders from none but
master, and the ladies up to Moor Royal;
and if you choose to come a-poking,
and prying, and ordering in my kitchen,
you'll have to hear what I've got to say—
there !”

“You'll find yourself walked out of this
house before you'’re many days older, Miss
Impudence,” were the next words that
quivered forth in accents of fury, and then
both speakers became aware of old Mrs,
Ray’s presence, and silence reigned.

SHILLINGBURY SKETCHES,
NO. XI. OUR MAN OF GENIUS.

ON the first Monday in every month
there was always an unusual air of life and
motion in Shillingbury market-place as the
hours drew on to eleven o'clock in the fore-
noon, for that was the time when our

magistrates met to administer justice in
the clabroom of The Black Bull. Our

eople seemed to be a very well-conducted
ot, judged by the usnal character of the
charge-sheet. The justices rarely had cases
to deal with more serious than those
which arose from surreptitious onslaughts
upon Squire Winsor’s preserves, or from a
difference of opinion culminating in the
“argumentum ad baculum ” between two
village mothers, or from the effects of that
‘‘ one more glass ” swallowed on a market-
day. Some there were, of that class which
takes delight in picking holes everywhere,
who used to affirm that the lightness of
the calendar was due to the leniency or in-
competency of the new rural police, rather
than to any superior standard of morality
in Shillingbury and its neighbourhood.

Bat on a certain Monday morning there
were signs that a case of more than ordi-
nary weight was coming on for investige-
tion. The magistrates’ room was filled
assoon as the doors were opened, and after
a little preliminary business had been
disposed of, one Miles Lockwood was
brought into the room and cha with
the wilful murder of Timothy Deane, a
fellow-workman.

The circumstances of the case were
simple enough, but the police and the
solicitor from Martlebury who defended
the prisoner managed to muddle them .so
efficiently that it was evening before Lock-
wood was committed for trial. Then he
was not committed on the capital charge,
but for manslaughter. .

The story was simply this: Lockwood
and Deane were both of them stonemasons
in the employ of a London contractor who
was building a new wing to Mr. Winsor’s
mansion. On the Saturday evening these
two, in company with half-a-dozen others,
were sitting in the village public-house,
and Deane, a quarrelsome fellow, disliked
by everybody, and feared as well for his
heavy fist and s tongue, was doing his
best to make Lockwood the butt of the
company by foul-mouthed jests and bratal
horse-play. At last the latter, flushed with
drink and provoked beyond endurance,
stood up and struck his persecutor a blow
on the head with a heavy pewter measure,
Deane fell heavily to the floor, and Lock-
wood, sobered in a moment, stood staring
with the flattened pot in his hand, while
the others picked up the senseless form of
Deane. They laid him on a bench and
sent for a doctor; but they needed no
doctor to tell them that he was a dead
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man. The landlord, fearing for the
character of his house, was more anxious
to see the policeman than Dr. Goldingham,
and sent privately for the minion of the
law, who very soon arrived and carried
Miles Lockwood off to the Shillingbury
police-station.

The case came on for trial at the next
assizes. 'The prisoner pleaded guilty, and
was sentenced to one year’s imprisonment.
When the first excitement of the tragedy
had subsided, we ceased to think much of
Miles Lockwood and his misfortunes, and
never dreamed of seeing him again ; so it
came somewhat as a surprise when we
discovered that he was the tenant of a
tumble-down cottage standing upon the
confines of Pudsey Heath, but within
the boundary of Shillingbury, whither
he had likewise brought his wife and two
children.

People were a little curious about him at
first, and the boys he might meet on the
heath would look with wide-mouthed awe at
the manwho had actuallyspilt another man’s
blood ; but there was no especial enmity
towards Miles on account of that hasty
blow of his. He had always passed for a
quiet, inoffensive man, while Deane had
been universally hated as a riotous bully.
In a very short time, however, all curiosity
abated, and we thought no more of Miles
Iﬁ;l:wood than of any other cottager in the
place.

Lockwood was a weak-looking man with
parrow chest and stooping shoulders. In
his everyday work he no part in the
hewing and sawing and the other hard
work of a stonemason’s calling. His eye
was correct, and his hand delicate enough
to work at the finest details of any plan or
drawing ; but his powers were not limited
by the mere faculty of imitation. Out of
the bits of refuse stone and marble which
lay about in the work-sheds he would
fashion little busts and heads, and quaintly
grotesque faces, perfectly correct in form,
and fall of such life and spirit as could
only be born from the touch of a true artist.
No one knew anything about his early his-
tory ; but it was commonly believed that
he fas a man who had known better days,
and that he had not been brought up in
his present calling. He certainly was well
acquainted with books and men of whom
the average stonemason knows nothing.
He was moody in humour, rarely fore-
gathering with his fellow-workmen either
n their recreations or their debaucheries ;
but when he did join them in a drinking

bout he would generally swallow two or
three pints of strong beer, and then either
drop off to sleep or sit silent and bemused
in a corner. As a workman his employers
had nothing but what was good to say of
him, and when he came out of prison the
Governor handed him a note from his late
master offering him work at once. But
Miles would have no more of it. As he
walked forth into freedom he knew that he
must set to work at once to earn bread for
himself and his family ; but that inclination -
for solitude which had always possessed
him had grown stronger during his impri-
sonment, and he determined that for the
future he would work, as he lived, alone.
The cottage on Pudsey Heath was vacant,
and a more solitary abode it would have
been hard to find; so he hired it, and,
having got together a few sticks of furni-
ture, he sent for his wife and children,
and set to work to earn a livelihood after
his own fashion.

The cottage was a miserable dwelling,
thatched, and only habitable on the ground-
floor ; but it was not without its advan-
fAfe& The rent was very low, there was
a large garden attached to it, and a roomy
shed in which Miles could work at his
handicraft when he could get anything to
do, or when it was too wet to dig the
garden. It stood a stone’s-throw from the
roadside, with the ground sloping rapidl
downwards in the rear tmtx}) the hea
became lost in the swampy meadows which
fringed the banks of our river. About
half-way down the slope a seam of chalk
cropped up to the surface, and for some
distance the hill had been cut away, and
the chalk burnt into lime in a kiln which
was now deserted and in ruins. The chalk
was very hard and might be detached from
the quarry in large masses. Miles had often
cut faces and heads in Pudsey chalk when
he had been at work at Mr. Winsor’s, and
perhaps he may have had his eye upon the
disused chalk-pit, as a sort of Carrara,
when he fixed his abode at the cottage on
the heath.

Miles and his wife were not much
troubled with neighbours. Two or three
small farmhouses stood on the other side
of the heath; and down by the river one
could see the tannery and cottages of
Brooksbank End; but if the Lockwood
family had lived in the midst of us they
would probably have been just as much
isolated as they were on Pudsey Heath.
Miles, as I have before said, was a recluse
by disposition, and he was, besides this, a
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in particular, and, to make matters worse,
Mrs. Lockwood was an Irishwoman and a
Roman Catholic.

She was a tall, handsome woman, some
ten years younger than her husband, with
regular features, soft grey eyes, and black
hair which always hung in heavy undis-
ciplined hanks around her face. Her smile
was bright and her voice soft, and those
few people who ever exchanged a word
with her would declare that she was a
pleasant-spoken woman, though she did
worship the Virgin Mary. Lonely as she
was, the life upon the wide heath was a
sort of paradise after the horrors of the
London court where Miles had met and
married her. It was something like the
hillside in Roscommon, where she was
born ; but the place she lived in mattered
little to Nora so long as she had her
husband near her, for she loved Miles with
all the fervour, and with something more
than the ordinary constancy, of the Celtic
nature,

Miles had a voracious appetite for
reading of all sorts, and would almost
always have some bit of printed matter
before him when he was not at work
Mr. Winsor used to lend and even to
give him books, but these were generally
of a sort Miles did not much appreciate.
They dealt too much with the conversion
of the Irish dock-labourer, and of the
upward struggle of the sceptical working-
man towards respectability and a seat in
the side aisle of the parish church. Like
most town-bred men, Miles was a great
lover of plants and flowers. 1In those days
peo;l)]le were much more given to the study
of herbs than they are now, and one of
the first reports circulated concerning Miles
was that he was a * rare claver man about
yarbs,” some going so far as to declare
that he knew as much about them as old
Mrs, Jillings, of Blanham, herself ; but,
whether he did or not, everybody knew that
ht:l?aVe Peggy Lawson’s girl a drink which
stilled her pulse and threw her into a
gentle sleep, after she had been three days
in a raging fever. And Lockwood had
mastered other branches of the healing art
as well. Hehad an old book on Farriery,
and he could cure the strangles, and milk-
fever, and quarter evil, as well as, or better
than, the cow-leech at Offbury. Once, too,
when Farmer Docking’s ewes were doing
badly at the beginning of lambing, Miles
met him on the road and wrote a few

bury, and to give all his flock a teaspoonful
of the powder thereon mentjoned once a
day for three days. Mr. Docking was in
despair, so he followed Miles's advice,
though the latter was a Londoner. The
powder worked wonders. The plague was
stayed, and Farmer Docking had a fine
crop of lambs after all

Miles set to work with a will to bring
his wilderness of a garden into order. As
spring came on the path leading up to the
door was gay with crocus and snowdrop,
and in less than a year honeysuckle and
the wild hop had clothed the ragged walls,
and were crawling up over the grei
straw thatch. Miles di(f) odd jobs of wor
for a stonemason in the town and for Mr.
Winsor as well. The latter had all alo:
shown a thoughtful kindness for Miles, an
had assisted him materially at a crisis
when a little help was worth a great deal
of pity; but he worked harder and more
constantly at his chalk images in his own
workshop than at anything else, for this
was labour after his own heart. Up to this
time he had always worked by rule of
thumb, inventing his design as he went
along ; but one ga Mr. Winsor gave him
some illustrations, loose leaves from some
book on ancient art, and, as he turned
them over, a new world of wonder and
delight was revealed to him ; such a one as
Keats was aware of when he read for the
first time the stately lines of Chapman’s
Homer. Then he began to copy them;
first the more simple designs—tragic and
comic masks, and such like-; then busts
and torsos; and finally, the fulllength
figures. Whatever he did, he did with the
most accurate conscientious fidelity to the
model before him ; but, in spite of himself,
he gave it a separate individuality, a touch
of character imprinted by the unseen
spirit of the artist which guided uncon-
sciously his tool as he worked at the block
of chn{k. Week by week he toiled more
and more at his busts and fauns, and less
and less at the mechanical drudgery of the
stonemason’s yard, and he did not grow
much the richer for this. The garden
certainly was planted, but bread was neces-
sary while the potatoes were growing ; and
it was only when the cupboard was nearly
bare that Miles would forego his art and
take a spell at carving cherubs on grave-
stones in Mr. Toomer’s yard. His wife
would be a little quernlous at times, not
unreasonably so, seeing that she often had
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to go to bed hungry. At last one of the
chiﬁten fell ill, and she had not & penny
to buy a little meat for broth ; so she went
to her husband with more of - r in her
voice than she had ever yet showm, and
asked him why he didn’t sell some of those
things he wasted so much time over, if he
};if;n't work to get his children their

But Miles could not bear the thought of
ﬁuﬁng with any of his creatures. He
hed uneasily at his wife's mgfestion,
and said nobody was likely to care for any-
thing of his workmanship ; he meant to go
down to the stone-y to-morrow, and

ps the day after. Mr. Toomer owed
or & job or two of work, so there would
be money to take, and meanwhile there
was a shilling to go and buy a bit of
beef.

The next morning Miles went off to
make a long day’s work amongst Mr.
Toomer’s mortuary emblems; and almost
as soon as he was gone Nora began to con-
sit(i:ir whether, n; ipitﬁ olf her husbam}l’s
me , some of the little images might
not e::ysaleable. She made up her mlfnd
that she would try at any rate ; and, having
packed six of what she considered the best
in a basket, she set off to Martlebury. As
she the long seven miles of road
she pictured Miles’s delight when she
should return with a sovereign or perhaps
with two ; for poor Nora never guessed the
reason of her husband’s unwillingness to
hawk about his cherished works.

She had lived in Martlebury while Miles
was in prison, and by Mr. Winsor’s kind-
ness she had got work as a sempstress,
and it was to the ladies who had then given
her work that she first exhibited her
wares ; but she rather scandalised one
lady of a serious turn by bringing out for
approval, the Venus of Capus, a subject
which the lady described as unfit for any
Christian household. The lady, who had
a kind heart in spite of her puritanism, as
soon as she saw the look of disappoint-
ment which came over the poor woman’s
face, made amends by buying a bust of
Lucius Verus, which she pronounced very
cheap at five shillings, She advised Nora
to take the others to a Mr. Kerrich, a
printseller in the town, who dealt in such
things, and Mr. Kerrich, who had a pretty
keen eye, at once saw traces of the artist’s
hand, and took the lot for a sovereign.
Norah went home rejoicing.

Miles came back late that night from
Shillingbury, and before he had time to

note the loss of his treasures his wife had
told him all, and with joyous eyes put the
money into his hand.

At first he did feel a twinge of regret as
he thought of his empty shelf; but when
he saw the pride and pleasure in Nora's
eyes, he not the heart to say a cross
word. After all she was right. It was
nothing better than silly selfishness to keep
the things on the shelf while the children
wanted proper food. He could make plenty
more, and at five shillings each they would
bring in money enough for their needs, and
he would not want to carve any more of
those hideous cherubs in Mr. Toomer’s
yard.

About a week after this there came a
letter from Mr. Kerrich asking Miles to
call upon him about some more work, and
Miles came back from Martlebury with a
happy loek in his eyes and a bundle of
drawings under his arm. .

The next day a heavy waggon drew up at
the cottage, and the men unloaded a lot of
blocks and slabs of the finest marble, upon
which Miles was now to work ins of
common chalk.

The uis of Folkshire had gone into
Mr. Kerrich’s shop and had been greatly
struck with the grace of the little statuettea.
He at once determined that the man who
had wrought these was the man he wanted
to work upon the mantelpiece of his library,
and for three months Miles was hard at work
on sculptured figures and delicate design.
The chimney-piece when it was finished
was pronounced a masterpiece. Miles’s
fortune was as good as made. The principal
stonemason in Martlebury offered him a
permanent berth with good wages, but
Miles declined. He knew that he would
have nothing else to do except to carve
ineffectual cinerary urns and stock tomb-
stones all his life ; and besides this he had
grown strongly attached to his home,
which he haﬁ patched up here and added
to there, till it had become a seemly
dwelling. Then he could not bear to
leave the chalk-pit and the free work at
his beloved images, work which was ten
times more fascinating to him then even
the marble magnificence of the Marquis of
Folkshire’s mantelpiece ; g0 he stuck to the
cottage on the heath, managing to make a
good living by the sale of his images, for
which Mr. Kerrich found a ready market,
and from the produce of his garden, which
he cultivated with an assiduity worthy of
Candide,

But Miles Lockwood, though people had
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long forgiven him the death of Timothy
Deane, though he was a sober inoffensive
man, was not favourably looked upon. At
the time of which I am writing the belief
in occult agencies and witchcraft was active
amongst the common people. All that
lay outside the narrow circle of their own
experience was vague and mysterious, and
all who came from this dim and mysterious
region were glanced at suspiciously in any
case ; but if they happened to be skilled in
handiwork or book-learning, then would
arise at once a belief that they did not get
their cleverness without some schooling
from the Prince of Darkness. The gods of
rude people are always malevolent spirits,
whom it is well to conciliate by offerings
of some kind or another; and it is a
survival of this belief which would make
old Peggy Lawson walk ten miles with a
new five-shilling piece in her pocket, to
consult a wise woman, after churning for
three weeks and getting no butter. To
the people who lived round about him
Miles was an alien in every respect, and
this alone was enough to kindle' suspicion.
Sometimes, in the dusk of a spring evening,
some bird’s-nesting urchins would meet
Miles staggering home over the heath, with
a great block of chalk on his shoulder, and
would run away quickly from the glance
of his keen black eyes. Again, his work-
shop was always closely barred to every
one except his wife. The window was
blocked, too, as some venturesome ex-
plorers one day discovered, and this
circumstance went far to establish the
belief that Lockwood must be after some
very queer work, and, perhaps, have some
very queer helpers, since he was afraid to
be overlooked by his fellows. Mr. Wilcox,
the parish clerk, said that no good was tobe
expected of a man who had married a
Papist ; and that though, for all they knew,
Miles didn’t worship the Virgin Mary, he
certainly made graven images, which was
almost as bad, as anybody who read the
prayer-book would see.

After Miles had lived about six years in
the cottage, it happened that Farmer
Dredge, of White Olland, hired of the poor’s
trustees the right of pasture on the heath,
and, being a man who never lost a right
for want of claiming it, he gave notice to
Miles that, from henceforth, all people who
took chalk from the pit would have to pay
for it, offering, at the same time, to let him
help himself on a payment of five pounds
a year. Now Mr. Dredge had about as
much right to charge Miles for the chalk

from the pit as he had to put a price on
the air which blew over the heath, and
Miles was lawyer enough to know this.
So he went on helping himself, and took
no heed of Mr. Dredge’s considerate offer.
But one day there came for him a summons
to present himself before the Shillingbury
justices, and answer a c of having
stolen two blocks of chalk, value sixpence,
the property of Thomas Dredge, on a
certain given date.

The summons was dismissed, and Mr.
Dredge, having had to pay all costs, went
out of court with a hearty contempt for
the law, and a resolution to do Miles an
ill-turn whenever he could ; but he was not
able to do much, except to drop suggestive
hints that he meant to have his own, how-
ever anxious other folks might be to speak
the devil fair, and perhaps them as was in
the devil's pay might have to swim for
their lives in the mill-dam, as they used in
the days he had heard his grandfather
talk of.

The following summer was very wet,
and the autumn was little less than a
continnous dely, There was much
sickness about, and Mrs. Dredge was taken
with pains in the back and limbs, disin-
clination for food, and other symptoms of
low fever, but Mr. Dredge and other wise
people took another view of the case;
and, shaking their heads, affirmed that she
was ‘“‘under bad hands,” and let it be
seen that they had little doubt who was
the person who had cast the spell upon
her. Then Farmer Dredge’s best cow died,
and soon after the rot broke out amongst
his sheep. Our people ignored the wet
season as the cause of these misfortunes,
and traced them all to that quarrel
between the farmer and Miles. The
latter was shunned more than ever, and
those who were perforce brought near him
were cringingly polite, as it was wise to
be towargsm a man -who had such potent
spells at his fingers’-ends.

But when the low fever spread rapidly,
when there was some one sick in every
other cottage down at Brooksbank End ;
when the sheep-rot began to spread, and
three cows died of lung disease in ome
week, there arose a cry that somethin
must be done, and hints were dro pe§
that the expedition to the mill ,
which Farmer Dredge had talked about,
had better be undertaken at once. One
Saturday evening there was a meeting of
the more bloosy-minded of the con-
spirators, and then began the talk of
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deciding who should bell the cat, and the
usual backwardness in coming forward
manifested itself. No one seemed to like
the task of laying hands on the wizard.
The counsels of the party became less
truculent, and finally it was resolved to
treat Miles to a bit of * rough music” that
very same evening.

In our country * rough music ” was used
fo express public disapproval of the person
serenaded. If a man brutally ill-used his
wife or children, or was a bad neighbour,
or made himself generally obnoxious,
certain of the villagers would appoint
themselves ians of the public weal,
and set forth by night armed with kettles,
and horns, and bells, and other instru-
ments of hideous clamour, to let the
offender know that he must mend his
waye. Such was the remedy now proposed
for the havoc wrought to Farmer %redge’s
stock. The serenaders picked their way
in silence over the heath, and when the
feeble light, shining in Lockwood’s window,
came in sight, Farmer Dredge ordered a
halt to discuss the final disposition of the
attack. The advance was then ordered,
and soon the fearsome uproar began.
Never before had such a devil’s tattoo been
heard on the lonely heath ; but bad as it
was, there must have been a feeling
amongst some of the more ardent
serenaders that rough music was a very
milk-and-watery sort of way of dealing
with a case of right-down witchcraft.
However, it will never be known how the
catastrophe of that night really did take its

rise.

Everyone knows how easily mischief is
began and how rapidly it gathers strength
in its progress. While the bells were
clanging and the bellow of the horns was
f!ight-fl.ﬁ to hear, a little speck of light
shone upon the eaves of the thatch. It
was not a candle surely, for there was no
window on that side. No. It spread and
spread. Suddenly the clamour ceased,
and something very much like terror over-
spread the faces of the mischief-makers,
for the fire ran rapidly along the dry
straw at the eaves, and in a minute every-
body knew Miles Lockwood’s cottage was
on fire. Then a sudden shriek. The door
was thrown open, showing the inside full
of smoke, and a woman in her night-
clothes rushed out. . The next moment
Miles burst forth from the shed where he
had been at work and dragged his wife
into his workshop, while the courageous

slunk rapidly away into the darkmess out
of the ever widening circle of light which
spread from the flames darting and
creeping round the thatch and the wooden
gables of the cottage.

‘When morning broke there was nothing
left of Miles Lockwood’s home but heaps
of ashes and blackened walls. His work-
shed had fortunately escaped, as the wind
had carried the flames in the opposite
direction ; and there, upon his bench with
no other covering than a sack and his own
coat, lay his wife raving in an access of
the fever from which she had been suffering
for- some days past. Early in the day
Dr. Goldingham was there with a close
carriage and a nurse, and took the poor
sufferer back to his own house. If
good nursing and medical skill could have
saved her sﬁe might have recovered ; but
the shock had been too severe, and in less
than a week she was dead.

She was buried in the churchyard, and
after a little Miles, with the rector’s
consent,“flwed a plain slab of stone with-
out word or date over the grave. He
refused to leave his work-shed. He had
fixed up some rough beds for his children ;
and there he now ate and slept as well as
laboured. By degrees the story of the
rough music leaked out, and there was
some talk of police interference; but
probably no one but the guilty person
knew whose hand had put fire to the thatch
that night. Miles was resolutely silent
on the subject. He shut himself up in the
shed working, so some people said, day and
night, week-days and Snmfays all the same.
Dr. Goldingham tried to see him, for he
was a little fearful for the poor fellow’s
reason ; but when he went to the heath
Miles would remark in a quiet tone, holding
the shed-door half-open, that he was
grateful to the doctor for all his kindness,
but he wanted for nothing now. He did not
say that he only wanted to be let alome,
but the doctor knew what he meant, and
took his leave.

Simon Deverel, of Cobb Hall, however,
did get speech at Miles now and then.
These two had always been good friends,
and Simon had always laughed at the silly
stories about witchcraft and the like.

Simon had had no trouble that winter
with his flocks and herds, and our wise-
acres declared that this good luck came
from speaking the devil fair, for had not
Simon lent Miles Lockwood a horse and
cart times out of number, and didn’t he let
the Irishwoman have milk for her stir-

troop, aghast at the unlooked-for mischief,
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about as often as she liked to go up to the
farm for it? Some, however, were far-
sighted enough to maintain that old Mrs,
Deverel knew as much about the black art
as Miles himself, and that she could beat
back any spell he might cast over Cobb
Hall and its belongings. These good people
none of them remembered that Simon had
kept his cows well sheltered all through
the wet weather, and had moved his sheep
off the soddened pastures in good time.
One Saturday afternoon Simon was busy
in his stable, when he heard a footstep out-

i side, and, looking up, he saw Miles standing

in the doorway. He had come to ask for
the loan of a horse and cart, he said, to
fetch some bits of marble which were lying
at a canal wharf a few miles distant.
There was a look of unusual excitement on
his face, and his eye flashed and his hand
trembled nervously as he spoke. Simon
asked him how he was in a kindly tone,
and wanted to know whether he couldn’t
be of help in any other way; but Miles
answered shortly though courteously that
he needed nothing but what he asked for,
80 Simon at once told him that he could
have the same horse and cart that he had
had before.

It was bright moonlight that night,
and old Jennings, Dr. Unwin’s factotum,
when he took the keys into the rectory
kitchen, declared that, though he didn’t

believe in ghosts himself, he had a sister |

who did, and that he was ready to swear
that he had seen something white under
the elms at the farther corner of the church-
yard. The cook, an orthodox Protestant,
remarked that she shouldn’t be surprised
at anything that might happen, seeing that
Afor-nothing Irish were buried there
Just as if they had been decent Christians ;
but no one had the curiosity to go out and
test the truth of Mr. Jennings’s assertion.
But the next morning, Sunday, there was

a crowd of people in the churchyard, for
fully an hour goiore the service began,
passing and repassing to and from the
corner where the body of poor Nora Lock-
wood had been laid. n the stone
which had hitherto marked her grave there
stood the fairest monument in pure white
marble that the brain of an artist could
have planned. Though no one knew it,
it was the facsimile of one erected to
the memory of a noble lady in Florence
hundreds of years ago. Miles had found
the design amongst the drawings Mr.
Winsor had given him, and when he had

finished it he carried it in Simon Deverel's
cart down to the churchyard that Satur-
day night, and fixed it by the light of the
moon. On the Sunday morning Simon
found his horse and cart brought back, and
as he had nothing partieular to do, he
strolled over the heath to Lockwood’s
lace, for he could not forget that strange
ook in Miles's eye the oon before.
Half dreading, he knocked at the door of
the shed, but no one answered.. He lifted
the latch, and to his surprise found the
door unfastened. He went in and found
the place deserted. Dust and marble-chips
covered everything. Miles Lockwood had
done his last work at Shillingbury, and
had vanished from our world. Nobody
ever heard of him again, but it will be long
before his tragic story is forgotten. The
lovely monument is a witness of this, and
it still stands white and pure as ever, for
every spring and autumn Simon Deverel
cleans it with his own hands.

WAITING.
SITTING under the birch-trees, in the beautiful April
the gleam through the branches stream,

watching the sunlight’s play ; .
Hearing the birds’ gay carol, seeing each glancing

win,
Wiahingg them mute, lest the coming foot, were un-
heard mid the sounds of Spring.

Sitting under the birch-trees, where the thickening

Of whits, pacle, and freen, a graceful h
white, purple, an n, a screen, her
lonely head to shade ; ’

_l:iook of the favourite poet, unheeded at her

side,

She saw the bright noon pale to twilight soom, she

saw the gloaming glide,

Glide from its couch of violets, with its sad strange
lovely eyes, .

With its soft cool touch that says so much, with its
voice like our happy sighs ; .

With its sweet and soothing magic, for the tired
heart and frame,

‘That had throbbed so strong, had tarried so long, .

for the footstep that never came.

Neveg ! The evening darkened, the night fell soft

o'er all,

Each bird in its nest had found its rest ; the flowets
heard sleep’s low call ;

She pussed by the screen of lilacs, she passed to her
silent home,

The sweet sad pain had been all in vain ; the foot-
step had never come.

MYRTLE.

A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS. CHAPTER L

“THEN you.do really like San Remo,
signorina $

“Like it!” the girl exclaimed, her
speaking face all aglow as she turned
towards the window and put omt her
hands with an eloquent impulsive gesture.
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“It is beyond liking. It is the very love-
liest place in all the world. I wish Ineed
never, never leave it.”

% Oh, Myrtle,” sighed her mother from
the sofa, where she lay wrapped in count-
less shawls and coverlets, despite the
warm soft air stealing in through the open
window, ¢ will you never learn to be Feess
extravagantly impetuous 9 ” o

“Never,” answered Myrtle. “I can’t
do anything by halves. I must feel with
my whole soul or not at all. It's my way.
Besides, Signor Benoni is used to my
ecstasies by this time. You understand
me now, do you not, signore ?”

She threw a swift glance up at her com-

ion, moving imperceptibly nearer to
im as she spoke.

“Yes,” he answered simply, but with a
look in his eyes that made words needless.
I think I always do.”

“That’s more than I do, then,” said
a young blue-eyed fellow, unmistakably

ish from the crown of his fair hair to
the soles of his serviceable boots, as he
strolled lazily towards the couple in the
window. “Aunt Mary is right, Myrtle.
You are certainly the oddest bundle of
raptures and enthusiasms that I ever
came across.” - ’

Myrtle shrugged her shoulders without
looking round at him.

“Oh, you! I don’t expect you to under-
stand me, Arthur ; you're too different. I
never expect you to sympathise with me in
anything.”
“] don’t know about that,” returned
Arthur, a little nettled. “I can sympa-
thise well enough when there’s any call to
doit. But why you should want to spend
your days in this little, queer, dull hole,
where there’s nothing in the world ever

ing on, and only a handful of coughing

consumptives by way of society—
I beg your pardon, signore, but how my
cousin can preferSan Remo to England——"

“Myrtle doesn'’t prefer it,” interrupted
Mrs. Ellis a little tartly from her sofa.
“She is talking at random, as her way is.

No Englishwoman would ever be content
to live out of England.”

“Iam not talking at all at random,”
cried Myrtle, colouring, ‘* But what do I
know of England outside of papa’s parish,
and what spot on all the earth could be
drearier and sadder than poor little
Kersley, with its eternal fogs, and rains,
and coal-dust, and its dismal, dirty sur-
roundings? I am not bound to love
England for Keraley’s sake, or to love

Kersley, just because I have been doomed
to live there all my life and have known
nothing better till now. And Idon’tloveit
—I hate it—and to be transported suddenly
into this land of perpetual summer ; to
,wake up in the morning and know that
the sun is shining, and will shine on and
on diust a8 brightly the whole day through ;
and to breathe this fresh, pure, sweet air ;
and gather these glorious outdoor roses,
and Tnow that more will bloom when
these are done—why, it is all a dream of
perfect delight to me. How can I but
wish I need never waken from it} ”

Arthur looked at his cousin with admi-
ration and perplexity mingled on his
boyish face. She was so handsome; and
so dreadfully, so uncomfortably enthu-
siastic.

The Italian looked at her too, and it
was to him, rather than to Arthur, that
Myrtle turned for the mute response of
his smile—a gentle, kindly smile that lit
up his dark thin face wondrously, and
seemed to linger on in his eyes long after
it had left his lips,

Yes, he always understood her, down to
her least and most vaguely expressed
thought.

“There is Corsica at last!” exclaimed
Myrtle, clasping her hands. ¢ Look,
signore ; look, Arthur! Quick—it will be
gone so soon.”

. Arthur craned forward his neck to see.
Sare enough, the famous, faraway island
that was beyond human reach of vision in
the noonday now stood eut against the
horizon, clearly and boldly defined, as if
within an easy sail

“What, that stupid little bit of rock
and hill over there ? ” said the young Briton
scornfully. “I don’t see anything won-
derful in that.”

¢ Ah, but it is so seldom seen from here,
you know,” explained Myrtle; * never,
except just before sunrise or sunset, and
then only under certain conditions of the
atmosphere. It is eighty miles off,
remember. I am always watching for it.
I have grown superstitious about it. It
is a sort of vision of the Holy Grail to me.
I feel as if it were only when I was very
good, or going to be very happy, that the
sight of it was vouchsafed me.”

“So have I always felt,” murmured the
Italian in his own musical tongue, gazing
wistfully out towards the far-off isle. ‘To
me it has always seemed like heaven, which
the eye of faith sees clearest in the morn-

ing and the evening of our lives, and which
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in the busy care-troubled noon becomes
only a dream, or a longing, or perhaps just
a memory of something beautiful that we
have lost, but may find in. To me,
too, it is always an omen of good when it
80 reveals itself against the sky.” i

“It is the first time we ever saw it
together,” said Myrtle softly. ¢ The omen
is for us both.”

¢ Heaven grant it be so,”said Benoni with
an earnestness that made. the words a

rayer. ‘But no, signorina. The heaven

dream of is too fair and too far to be ever
more than a fading vision in my life.”

The lady on the sofa was watching the
little group keenly. For some reason, the
rela%;e into Italian displeased her.

“ Myrtle,” she interposed, ¢ you are not
aware, perhaps,.that your hour has been
over for some time, and that you are
detaining the professor.”

“ The signore has no other pupil imme-
diately after me to-day, am{’ Ipam not
detaining him,” answered Myrtle with a
sudden little antagonistic ring in her voice.
‘“He stays because he likes, and I like,
and we all like. I learn vastly more Italian
out of my lessons than in.”

¢ Egpecially when you talk English half
the time,” said Arthur.

“ %h, {.(llmt is mﬂ; ¢:1f sheer Eﬁliteness to
stupid old you, who don’t speak anythin,
else. For me, I would always rather g
Italian than English. It suits the place,
it suits the climate, it suits me.” .

"« Myrtle,” said Mrs. Ellis again, *you
are talking yourself hoarse. Do you forget
Lady Dunmore’s party to-night, and that
she asked you to sing $”

“Oh,” exclaimed the girl, *“I'm so glad
you reminded me! I must run over my
song again. Signore, you will stay, {)lease,
to hear ¥ It is an Italian ballad. I want
you to correct me if I mispronounce.”

And without waiting his reply she
abruptly began her song, in a full, rich,
delicious contralto voice, which, wild and
untutored as it was, might have charmed
even the birds into listening, such a voice
as one seldom hears in an amateur, and
that having once heard one never forgets.

Mrs. Ellis’s severe face softened as the
song went on. Was it possible, at the
moment, not to be proud to own the
young singer for her danghter? Arthur
thrust his hands in his pockets, and stood
leaning stolidly against the wall, starin
fixedly at the girl’s head. Benoni seem
scarcely to breathe.

“There!” said Myrtle,springing suddenly

up and confronting the Italian with her
bright, animated face; “was that right?
Shall you be content to know I am singing
it so to-night 1”

“It was perfect,” answered the pro-
fessor in a tone that left no doubt of his
sinoerit;. “] cannot say more. It was

Me;:tl little laugh, full of

e gave a little , full of genuine
childlike g:light in her own rare gift and
his keen apﬁreciztion of it, and clasped her
hands together above her head.

“ Oh, how happy I am!” she cried.
“'What a world this is to live in! A walk
by the sea in the morning, a ramble
through the old city and a visit to the
orange-groves in the afternoon, Corsica
and a song in the sunset, and a dance in
the dead of the night. Oh, what a joy it
is just to live! Arthur, I won’t have you
look so phlegmatic and indifferent. You
look like a bit of a London fo, drosped
down by mistake in Italy. ou don’t
know how out of place you are. Do wake
up and be happy too.”

“I'm awake enough,” answered Arthur
curtly, with a curious flush mounting to
his cheeks; “it’s the professor who is
asleep. At least he looks as if he were in
a dream.”

Benoni started.

“Mr, Templeton is right. The music
has carried me out of myself,” he said in
his strongly accented yet perfect English.
“Signorina, I hope you will enjoy your
dance. A rivederla.”

“ Wait one instant, signore; you shall
have a reward for listening so patiently to
my song. There, do you want it ¥ Itismy
flower.”

And the girl drew a sprig of myrtle from
a vase upon the table and held it out to
him smilingly, but without a shadow of
coquetry in her manner.

‘It is the colour of heaven at twilight,”
the Italian said as he took it from her.
“Yes, it is your flower indeed. But to
receive & reward for a pleasure, that is
filling my life over full with blessings.”

“Who is the fellow ?” asked Arthur,
hardly waitti:lf till the door had closed
upon the , slight figure. ¢ Precious
intimate here he seems. Quite a friend of
the family, I should eay.”

““He’s Professor Francesco Benoni, head
of the San Remo Lyceum, and a remarkably
learned and clever man,” said Myrtle
quickly.

“He is only Myrtle’s Italian teacher,”
supplemented Mrs. Ellis with a frigid
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intonation of voice. ‘* Saving that, there | had distinguishing claims upon her atten-

is no question of intimacy or friendship, of
course.

% Starved-looking fellow, isn’t he, with
his long thin figure, and those monstrous
black eyes1” continued Arthur with a
complacent look down at his own firmly-
knit figure. * Just one’s idea of an Italian :
a man without any muscle, and only back-
bone enough to stand up on. The climate
doesn’t have the effect on him that it has
on you, Myrtle These five months have

e a full-blown rose of you.” '

¢ Have they %” said Myrtle nonchalantly,

and walked to the window and stood

there humming softly to herself, utterly un-

mindful of the admiring eyes which followed
her every movement.

It was impossible not to watch Myrtle,
for she had that free, easy of motion
consequent upon perfect health and utter
lack of self-consciousness, which is in itself
as attractive as beauty. Whatever she did,
she scemed moving to music. She was
scarcely nineteen, but so tall, so ful,
80 admirably proportioned from head to
foot, and, despite her impulsiveness, with
such a pronmgnity of carriage, as to give
the impression of maturer years. er
face was by no means so faultless as her
figure. Even her best friends admitted that
her nose would not bear criticism a
minute (though, to be sure, not one nosein
s hundred will), and her mouth was still
altogether too large, even under the allevi-
ating circumstances of absolutely perfect
teeth, brilliant red lips, and a frank sweet
smile that brought two charming dimples
with it. Yet in spiteof its prominent defects,
her face was unlike all others, and singu-
larly attractive. No girls wore their hair,
for mstance, as she did hers, without a wave
or a crinkle in it, the shining black locks
brought smoothly down either side of the
low forehead, and coiled loosely in at the
neck; but it was the one way of ways
for Myrtlee Aund then her eyes. It is
quite positive that nobody ever had just
such eyes before, for they were neither grey,
nor green, nor brown, but bronze—real
bronze eyes, looking out from their black
fringe of lashes with an intense earnest-
ness and truthfulness that seemed to lay
her whole soul bare. It was impossible to
look her in the eyes and not put implicit
faith in every word that she said ; impos-
sible, too, to look there long and not grow
to love her—particularly if you were a
you man, and from your privileged
position as cousin and lately-arrived guest,

tion.

Mrs. Ellis noted and approved. Arthur
Templeton, at twenty-two, with his
smooth, obstinate, sulky face, was far
younger than Myrtle at nineteen, and he
was not remarkable in any way save for
that spoiled-child look. But he was an
only son and heir to great wealth, and
his father was positively known to have
heart-disease

Mrs, Ellis was the wife of a clergyman
to be sure, but had she been the spouse
of St. Paul himself she could not have
overlooked such manifest qualifications for
a son-in-law as these. He seemed created
for the office, 8o to speak. She had decided
so upon the occasion of his first visit to
them in their little country home.
And when he developed sufficient of a
cough in the rude English winter for his

ts to deem it advisable for him to
Join his uncle at San Remo, a few months"
after Mr. Ellis (anxious to try a southern
climate for his wife’s failing health), had
gotten himself appointed chaplain to the
newly - built lish church there, the
fact seemed like Heaven's direct and un-
equivocal benediction upon her schemes.
But how was it that this Italian master
had obtained quite his tﬁ:esent footing in
the family 3 Five months of lessons—yes,
they had been there five months, and
Myrtle had studied assiduously, and had
met the professor repeatedly besides at a
number of the best houses in the place,
for he was of a good old family in spite of
his calling, and certainly perfectly gentle-
manly and well-bred—well, it was high
time the lessons came to an end. Myrtle
had learned all the Italian she needed, and
perhaps a little more. If only on the
excellent ground of economy, she must
give up her teacher. It should be done
to-morrow. .

Later in the evening, coming from her
room ready dressed for the party, Myrtle
entered the tiny drawing-room, and found
Benoni waiting there alone.

“I only ran in as I was passing to leave
this book with you,” he said apologetically,
as he came forward to meet her. “We
were speaking of it this afternoon, you
know.”

“I am so glad you came,” replied
Myrtle, giving him her hand in her frank,
English fashion. ‘I want you to see my
dress. I chose it myself. Do I look nice 1”

It was some floating gauzy fabric of a
pale amber tint, that no girl with a less
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clear complexion or less rich colourin,
could have dared to wear, but it set of
Myrtle’s young glowing beauty to perfec-
tion. Her companion stood silently lookin
down at her with an expression almost o
pain upon his refined, intellectual face.

“Well 1 ” asked Myrtle again, in English
this time. * How do I look, signore$”’

“ Like a star in an unattainable heaven,”
he answered at last, slowly as if the words,
were wrung from him. * Why do youa ask
me, signorina ¥ What right have I to find
you beautiful 1 )

Myrtle came a step nearer.
a flush on her soft cheek.

“ And why not you ?” she asked gently.

¢ Because,” he answered bitterly, I am
nothing but your Italian teacher. I may
not aspire to be even a friend. I should
be blind and deaf too.”

The flush on Myrtle’s cheek deepened to
a swift indignant scarlet. Then he had
‘overheard her mother’s cruel speech.

¢ Signore,” she said in her clear, fresh,
true young voice, “I am nothing but the
daughter of a poor English chaplain. In
rank and poverty at least we are equals—
{:n and I—though in all other things I

ow myself beneath you, not above you,
and am proud to count you as my friend.”

The Italian held out both his hands, A
wild joy leaped up in his eyes.

 Myrtle—Myrtle, do. you mean ' it?
May I dare speak? May I dare ask more
—ask if you could be content, not as my
friend, but as my wife—content only with
me and my love § ”

Myrtle looked him full in the face, with
her head thrown back and her steady eyes
fastened fearlessly on his.

“I should be more than content,” she
said simply ; “I should be very proud.”

The door opened as she said the last
words and Arthur came in. He too was
dressed for the evening’s gaiety, and in his
hand he held an exquisite bouquet of pink
0868,

He came up and eyed his cousin con-
templatively an instant ; then walked
critically around her with distinct appro-
bation of expression.

“ You look awfully jolly,” he commented,
taking a fold of her dress clumsily between
his finger and thumb. ¢ This is just the

. 1 never saw you show up better.
And here, take this—I got it for you;”
and he thrust the flowers awkwardly into
her hand.

“Oh, how lovely they are!” said
Myrtle, plunging her flushed face among

There was

the cool, sweet petals. “It was ever so
kind of you, ur, but——"

“ But whatt”

Myrtle held off the bouquet at arm's-
length with a gay laugh.

“Don’t be angry, please, but I cannot

carry it  Don’t you see? It would be
impoasible.”

“ And why, pray ?”

¢ Oh, don’t you see ¥ These pink roses
with this yellow dress—the colours are

both lovely ; but toqet.herl Oh, it spoils
both! I just couldn’t!”
Arthur looked very crestfallen.

“ How was a fellow to know you were
going to wear a yellow dress, I'd like to
know? Nobody ever wears yellow; every-
body always wears pink or blue.”

“Of course they do. That's why I
didn’t,” laughed Myrtle. “But I'm so
sorry it happened, and I love pink roses;
they are beautiful. However, they sha'n't
be lost; Signor Benoni shall take them
home to his sister—didn’t you tell me she
was not so well again to-day, signorei—
and so they will give even more plessure,
perhaps, than if I carried them.”

She held out the bouquet to the professor
with one of her charming smiles; but
Arthur instantly sprang forward and
snatched it rudely from her hand. ~

¢ No one shall have the flowers if you
won’t,” he said with the utmost irritation of
voice and manner, and turning to the open
window, he threw the unfortunate bunch
with all his strength far out into the
darkness. ) .

In the awkward silence that followed his
words they could hear it crash down
among the shrubs and bushes of a neigh-
bouring en.

“QOh, Arthur!” Mpyrtle exclaimed re-
proachfully.

“Well,” he retorted crossly, “I got
them for you, and you won't have them.
What I Io with them afterwards is no
look-out of yours.” And he turned on his
heel and went and sat down at the table
with a book, turning the lamp viciously up
till it smoked fariously. ¢ Beastly Italian
lights | ” he muttered as-he turned it back
again lower than before. ‘ How is anyone
ever to read by them %” i

“ A dimani,” said Benoni in a low voice
as he held Myrtle’s hand in a grasp that
nearly crushed it, firm and substantial
though it was. “ A flower has bloomed
in my life to-night sweeter than any
blossom your hnng can ever bestow again.
Addio, a dimani !”

—{

F
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“To-morrow,” repeated Myrtle; ‘ only
until to-morrow.”

The morrow came, one of the few dull,
drizzly mornings that ever dawn on
San Remo. There was no faintest o8-
|| tion of Corsica behind the clouds that lay
heavy and grey along the horizon, when
Myrtle glanced from her window.

% Heaven is all in my heart,” she said to
herself, turning away. ‘ All in my heart
and his,. 'We need no outward symbol.”

She kept aloof from the rest all the
morning. She could not bring herself to

and act in her everyday manner with
sweet secret brimming over in her
heart, and she felt safer out of sight. Most
girls would have fled at once to their
mothers to whisper it all out with happy
blushes and broken, eager words; but
Mrs. Ellis was not one of the parents who
invite confidences. It was a strange little
family altogether, and Myrt

——

le seemed
always a third in it ; not the uniting link
between the other two as an only child
should have been. So now she kept apart
and waited. Her lover must speak first to
her father, and then—then she could step
{)lrlondly forward and claim him before them

‘When he came and she heard him shown
into her father’s study, she fled into her
own little room and shut the door. She
could hear nothing there. She could
only wait. Her heart was beating high,
but not with fear. Oh no. Only with
ghdnm—only with gladness, she told

erself,. What was there to fear She sat
at her window looking out towards in-
visible Corsica. The dull cloud had not
lifted from it, not even when the sun, re-
lenting, shot out a flickering beam across
the waters, that turned their greyness
blue, and lit up the long line of breakers
| with silver touches here and there among
the rocks.

She could see nothing else from the

window but the sea and the sloping,
cnrv% shore ; but ever and anon she
glanced lovingly towards the farther end
of her room, piercing the wall with her
mind’s eye, and seeing in fancy the quaint
old city of San Remo, that crept straightly
FJ up the hill at their backs, as if it had wanted
to get among the olive-groves without any
lon; of time, and had chosen the shortest
|| and steepest way.
“ Dear old S):m Remo,” she murmured
lovingly to herself. “Dear, beautiful
Sommerland. Now I shall never, never
leave you again ! ”

—

How long she waited in the window she
did not know, though the changing lights
and shadows wrote out the hours on the
blue face of the Mediterranean as on a
turquoise dial; but at last a summons
came for her to go to the drawing-
room. On her way she passed Arthur,
who looked at her with a very humble,
almost a pleading look, which she an-
swered with one of faint, fleeting surprise.
How could she stop to think of Arthur
now ¢

Only her nts were in the drawing-
room when she entered, Mrs. Ellis not on
the sofa as was her wont, but seated up-
right, stiff and unbending, with a very
stern look on her thin, marked face. Mr.
Ellis, a short, thick-set man, with a large
head and bushy grey eyebrows that seemed
in some way to give an utterly uncom-
promising look to his whole face, that upon
further scrutiny his close-set lips and sharp
grey eyes did not belie, was walking
slowly up and down the room with his
hands behind him.

He stopped short as Myrtle entered and
turned to face her. She felt instinctively
that it was an atmosphere of war to the
death, and paused near the door, slightly
throwing back her head.

“ Myrtle,” said her father, looking keenly
up at her from under his overhanging
brows—the girl was if anything taller than
he, “I sent for you merely to say that I
have dismissed your Italian teacher. He
will not come again.”

Myrtle looked steadily back at him,
never flinching.

“Why, papa 1”

“ Because,” said Mr. Ellis slowly and
distinctly, as if each word were sharpened
on a grindstone before he spoke it ; ¢ be-
cause I find he has dared to take advantage
of your innocence, your unsophisticated-
ness, and your, perhaps, too great freedom
of manner, to speak of feelings that he has
had the effrontery to allow himself to
entertain for you.”

Myrtle drew a quick breath.

“ You mean, papa, that Si
has told you he loves me, and has asked
me for his wife,

“ My words are plain enough and better
chosen,” said Mr. Ellis dryly. “I ho
you understand that you will never see the
fellow again.”

Myrtle did not move.

¢ Father,” she began—her lips were very
dl}y, and she stopped to moisten them—
¢ father, I love him.”

or Benoni
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Mr. Ellis langhed—a short sneering langh | no manner of sacrifice. From beginning,
that cut through to the girl’s heart. to end I am consulting but your own best

“You love him? the man whom you

fay four francs an hour to teach you

talian 1 Upon my word, Myrtle,
if you have lowered yourself to such an
extent, at least I wonder that you confess
it.”

Myrtle reddened to her brows, but not
with shame.

“ I am willing to confess it before all the
world, papa. I am proud of his love, and he
is more than worthy of the best I have to
give in return. ho am I to have the
right to more than he can offer me? Am
I richln dAm I noglet Howhis he l:)exéeath
me § Papa, oh, papa,” she broke down
just a little, and stretched out her hands
towards him imﬂorin y, *“i8 it nothing to
you that I love him %"

““Love him!” repeated Mr. Ellis con-
temptuously. ¢ Every girl fancies she loves
the first man who courts her, whoever he
is, and is quite as ready to break her
heart again over the second as over the
first. Anything to get married, anything
not to be an old maid. But look here,
Myrtle, once for all. I'll not have you
name this fellow to me again, and you may
spare me any heroics on the subject. I'll
not have it. I hope that is distinct
enough.”

Myrtle turned very white, and did not
answer. .

“We understand each other now, I
believe,” continued Mr. Ellis, “and will
never refer to this topic again, if you please.
Now one word more on a pleasanter sub-
ject, and I must go to my study. Your
cousin Arthur has done you the honour to
ask you of me in iage, and I have
given him my full and consent to
address you.”

“Arthur|” the girl cried in blankest
amazement. * Arthur!”

“] do not wonder {ou are surprised,”
said Mr. Ellis, his cold, keen eyes watching
her closely. ‘It is such a marriage as you
could hardly have dreamed of making, you
who were willing to throw away all your
life to the first bidder. It is a match in
every way desirable, and enviable, and
proper, and when I have told you that I
not only approve of it, but wish it, I need
say nothing more.”

“ Never, never |” cried Myrtle wildly.
“T will not, father, I will not !”

“I have nothing more to say to you
now, Myrtle. You know ferfect.ly what I
desire and expect of you. I am demanding

interests. But remember, I will have no
more scenes —no more disgraceful folly.
That is all.”

Myrtle stood motionless an instant after
her father left the room, then turned in
heart-broken appeal to the silent figure in
the easy-chair, who had never once spoken,
?r moved her grave eyes from her daughter’s
ace.

“Oh, mamma,” she cried, * have you,
too, no pity for me? Do you, too, care
nothing for my happiness? You, too,
mamma? Oh, cannot you understand ¢”

“] do understand, far better than you,
child,” replied the mother. “ What do you
know about life, you who have just begun
to live? I have learned what life really is.
I have measured its experiences, and its
emotions, and its miseries. I know what
is best worth having in it, and can choose
for you better than you can choose for
yourself.”

“ Oh no, no, you cannot, mamma ! You
would choose Arthur—that is, you choose
riches for me, wealth and ease, a grand
home, servants, rich gowns, and the things
that money gives. But I care nothing for
these, mamma. I only want happiness—]I
only want happiness ! ”

“You only want the impossible!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Ellis with sudden fire. ““Child,
you are crying for the moon. There is 0o
happiness on earth.”

“There is!” answered Myrtle. * And
I want it Do not make me miss it
mamma, as you have dona. Let me be
happier than you have been. Mamms,
mamma, did you never love 1”

¢ Hush 1” said Mrs. Ellis almost fiercely,
and then she suddenly broke into a bitter
laugh of scorn. “ What is love t Ah., you
have got that yet to learn. You think it
is something as lasting as life, strong as
death, ect as heaven. You would
sacrifice everything for it, and what is it}
The most unreal, the most unthankful,
the most frail—most evanescent of human
passions | ”

“ Mamma,” interrupted Myrtle, “I do
not know what love was to you, but I have
not needed to learn first what love is—to
understand as clearly as had you told me,
that whatever influenced you to marry

apa, it was not love. You could never
inve loved him, and you have loved me,
too, less because I am his child. - But I am
not like you, mamma. Love is a real thing
and a holy thing to me. It is life itsel.




Charies Dickens.)

MYRTLE.

[July7,1888.] 89

And where I have once given my love, I
have 5iven it wholly, without reserve and
beyond change. You may force me to give
up Francesco Benoni, since I would never
mAarTy against Z:nr consent. You may
even force me to marry Arthur ; but you
can never, never, never reach my heart to
alter it. There is truth in my love if in no
other love in the world, and though I
should never see Francesco again, I will
love him till I die.”

“Death is a long way off,” said Mrs.
Ellis with a grim smile. * Your love will
be very weary before it has held so far;
and in the meantime Arthur will make you
a very excellent, a very sensible, and a
very comfortable husband.”

Alas, poor Myrtle! Her will, though
80 strong and brave, was at war with two
older and stronger wills, before which in
the end hers could but yield, weary,
wounded, and defeated, though still
defiant.

It was a long and unintermittent
struggle, through which, to all outward
eyes, life went on the same as ever in the
little. parsonage, save that Signor Benoni
came no more, and that Myrtle went
nowhere unless accompanied by -either
father or mother, under that system of un-
obtrusive but relentless espionage which is
80 infinitely harder to bear up against than
the most open warfare.

Meanwhile Arthur waited very patiently.
Those can always brook delay who are
confident of ultimate success, and certainly
marriage itself could give him but little
more of Myrtle’s companionship than he
enjoyed now. He never spoke to her of
love, He was shy at it, and was quite
willing to leave his uncle to speak for%xim.
Only once when Myrtle in desperation
turned suddenly upon him, appealing to
him to be generous, to give her up and go
away, he looked at her silently a moment,
ﬂusl!ing scarlet, and, as he looked, an
obstinate, determined, unyielding expres-
sion grew into his boyish face and filled
Myrtle with despair.

“I won’t,” he said doggedly, after that
moment’s silence.

And so the struggle went on day after
day_ through all life’s commonplaceness,
until at last out of sheer weariness Myrtle
gave it up.

“Papa,” she said, “ Arthur only wants
me, not my heart, and if you think
it right for me to marry one man,
loving another, then I will marry Arthur
Templeton, solely because he is rich and

will make your old age comfortable, and
because, since I may not marry the man I
love, it matters nothing to me whether it is
Arthur or another to whom you bind my
life. Bat understand this: While I live
I shall love Francesco Benoni and him
only. If there be sin in this marriage you
are forcing upon me, the sin lies at your
door, not mine.”

“I accept the melodramatic situation
without a scruple,” said Mr. Ellis calmly.
“You will be tKoronghly happy as Arthur's
;rife after you have outliv
0. y.”

1 shall never outlive it 1” cried Myrtle
passionately. * Father, do not make that
mistake, I shall never outlive it ! ”

Mr. Ellis smiled the cruel smile of
superior unbelief.

* Love is merely the passion of an hour,”
he said quietly. “ And the hotter it is at
the beginning the colder is the end.
I will not have you wreck your whole life
for a moment's fancy.”

“You have taken my life into your own
hands,” answered Myrtle, controlling her-
self to speak with a calm equal to his, but
with a sudden lightning flash of her eyes.
“If it must be a wreck, so be it. But
whether it be better to wreck it for money
or for love, let Heaven judge.”

Mr’ Ellis only drew his bushy brows
together in reply to this tragic appeal to a
higher court. In his heart was the thorough
conviction that though God governed the
universe, He delegated the ruling of
children entirely to the able judgment of
their fathers, and never interfered in the
matter at all

And so Myrtle’s engagement to Arthur
became a settled and announced fact, and
the wedding-day was fixed for no very
distant date.

Only once before her marriage did
Myrtle see Benoni again. It was in the
evening, and a party of English visitors
had been exploring San Remo by moon-
ight, under the chaperonage of Mr. Ellis
and a native guide. :

They were on foot, the steep, closely-
crowded old city being altogether im-
assable to iages, and it seemed to

yrtle that they had been wandering
about for hours through the narrow,
crooked, twisting streets which ran hither
and thither just where they would without
any plan or reason, here running up a
few zigzag stairs as if with burglarious
intent to get in a second-storey window,
there diving unexpectedly down under an

this present
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archway, and here again making a bolt at
a house and actually going clean through
it without any ceremony whatever, and
continuing its wild flight on the other side
as if nothing had happened. Quaint and
strange as it all was by -daylight, by moon-
light it was weirdly beautiful. The tall,
ugly, fantastic old houses hustled so thickly
together,and here and there bound to oppo-
site neighbours with springing archways as
if they had suddenly clasped hands across
the narrow streets, stood out now all
transfigured in the radiance of the un-
earthly silver glow, its brilliance made the
more intense by the deep black of the
contrasting shadows. The little party
slowly wound its way homeward at last,
with many a gay laugh and jest among
themselves, that occasionally brought a
dark-locked head to the window to gaze
wonderingly after them, or momentarily
checke::ge song of a troop of picturesquely-
clad boys shouting out an omaﬁc air as
they rushed down the empty lanes.

Myrtle had been over every step of the
way time and tim® before, and enfrouse
in her own ‘thoughts, she was lagging
wearily behind the rest, when as she was
crossing a little patch of bright light.that
lay upon the pavement like a fallen jewel,
she found herself face to face with Benoni.
They both stopped involuntarily. Myrtle
gave a faint cry, and instantly her father
was by her side and drew her hand through
his arm.

“Come 0!(11 mlzedntel s My(ll'tl;. Vthy
are you standing here $” he said sharply.

With a ramfd movement the Imiyim
threw himself in their way.

“ Nay,” he exclaimed, “I will speak
with her this once. You shall not prevent
me from only speaking with her this
one time more. Signorina "—his voice
dro;!ﬁ)ed into low, rapid Italian—* tell me
—only tell me—was itso? Did you think
it presumptuous, my darling, to love you,
and to claim you$ Was it false, that
hope you gave me $”

yrtle twisted her hand out of her
father’s arm, and stood looking in her
lover's face with eyes full of hopeless

misery. ,

“It was not false, signore,” she replied
in English, very low but very distinctly.
“Do you not know that I am true to my
"Bt this, mariago tell of,

“But thi i that the of,
signorina—Myrtle $’ d

“It is so,” answered Myrtle, still imr
English. “ They force me to it. I shall

d | darling, come back to me—come back !”

never see you again, but I shall never
forget—never change. Good-bye.”
‘‘ Heaven help us both ! ” said Benoni in
a suffocated voice. ‘I will be faithful till
! die.:,l th Mzrtl hurried b
And then e was hurried away by

her angry er, and a sudden cloud
caught the moon in its dusky meshes, and
darknees fell upon all San Remo.

TIME BARGAINS.
A STORY IN TEN CHAPTERS. CHAPTER IX.

ScARCELY had Cecil disappeared, when
Linda E:E her head from behind a
near-at- clump of evergreens.

“He did not know that I was so near
him,” she said as she came forward.
«“That look on his face—how well I
remember it. It never comes but when
he is in trouble. What troubles him now
Can it be the thought of leaving me!}
No, no! I dare not think so, for is he
not about to leave me for evert Oh, my

Her heart gave & greatsob. She dashed
the tears from her. eyes with a passionate

ure.

“This is the portmanteau, marked with
his initials, that he took with him on his
wedding-tour. Oh, happy days!” From
the folds of her dress she brought out &
small moroccocovered case. * Here 1s
something for him to remember his lost
Linda by.” She laid the case on the top
of the portmanteau. My last gift.
Surely he will not refuse it. His foot-
step! He must not see me here.
Yet how can I bear to let him go without
aword}”

A sudden thought struck her. She
sprang back through the open French
window, and wrapped one of the long lace
curtains loosely round her. From this
coign of vantage she could see withont
being seen. Cecil came swinging slowly
round the corner. He glanced round with
an air of disappointment.

“I half hoped she would be somewhere
about to say one last word. But she 18
wiser than I, and there will be one regret
the fewer in time to come, What 18
this} Who has been here?” he asked
as the case, lyiinig on the portmanteau,
caught his eye. He took it up and opened
it. Inside it was a meerschaum-pipe and
a card. On the latter was some writing
which he read aloud.  ** A-farewell
from Linda, with her undying love.’ She [
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has been here and left me this—she, who
always held smoking in such utter abhor-
rence! And with ier undying love! I
must see her now, if it be only to say the
one word—farewell.”

He replaced the pipe in the case, pressed
the latter to his lips, and put it away.

““Where can she be? Where shall I
find her?” He put his head into the
room and glanced round: ¢ Not here.
And yet she cannot be far away. Ah!”
A faint sound had caught his ear. He
tore the curtain aside. There stood Linda,
“You—and here !” he said, not without
s touch of coldness in his tone.

Her bosom heaved, her eyes were suf-
fused, a delicate colour tinged her cheeks :
to Cecil she had never looked more lovely
than at that moment. She stepped from
behind the curtain.

“I thought you might refuse my little
gift, and, in fact, I wanted to see——"

“What I should do with it $”

“Yes—what you would do with it.”

“1 will take the pipe, Linda, and smoke
it when I am far away.”

“8o long as you keep it, I shall not be
quite forgotten.”

“ A strange present for you to make.”

“You won’t be near me when you
smoke it.” :

“I had forgotten that. The hidden
irony of your gift had escaped me.”

Linda bit her lip and turned away.
Cecil had yet to learn that it comes
natural to women to sometimes sting even
those they love best.

A discreet cough, and Binks appeared
on the scene.

“Dog-cart ready, sir.”

“Eh—yes—all right, Binks.” Then
turning to Linda he held out his hand.
“The moment for saying good-bye has
come.” His veice trembled a little.
Linda took his hand, but did not speak.

At this instant, through the open
windows of one of the rooms, the pleasant
strains of music came floating on the
summer breeze. Someone was playing a
waltz-tune on the piano. Linda and Cecil
both started—involuntarily their eyes
met.

“That air] Why—is it—can it be $”

“ Oh, Cecil ; don’t you remember $”

“It is the tune we danced to that
night——" .

“”When you first told me that you loved
me.

“And I did love you then, by Jove! ”

“‘One more turn,’ you said when I

v

wanted to sit down ; and just as the music
was diymlg away you whispered, ‘Be my
wife.”” Involuntarily she crept a little
closer to his side. “I was too bewildered
to answer you. Then, somehow, we found
ourselves in the conservatory—we two,
and no one else. You have not for-
gottent”

““ Why should a man be supposed to
forget such moments any more than a
woman ?”

“Dear Cecil!” The words came like a
whispered sigh. She was very close to him
by this time, And still the sweet strains of
the music rose and fell lightly on the summer
air. “Then you wrapped a shawl round me,”
went on Linda in a low, dreamy voice,
looking straight before her with eyes that
saw once more the pictures of the past
which the music had called up; “and
then we stole out like two guilty things
into the Lime-tree Walk, and then—and
then——"

“I told you all the nonsense there was
in my heart.”

“And made me the happiest girl in

England. But you did not think it
nonsense then, Cecil.”

“No, by Jove! I was awfully in
earnest.”

He never could afterwards tell how it
came to pass that at this juncture he found
himself with his arm round her waist.
The music must have been to blame in the
matter. Now high, now low, its cadences
rose and fell, an idyl of love translated
into harmonious sounds.

¢ Suppose I had said ‘ No’ to you instead
of  Yest’” suggested Linda.

Her heart was beating against his arm
like some frightened creature that had
been caught against its will.

“That would have made me more des-
perate still,” answered Cecil.

“I'm glad I did not quite drive you to des-

ration.” They went forward a few steps,

is arm still round her waist. ¢ How
horrified my aunt was when I told her,”
continued Linda.

“ She wanted you reserved for her friend,
the rector.”

“Poor Mr. Glossop! How freckled he
was, and what very large hands he had !”

‘““And then those terrible goloshes that |
he used to wear!” :

They both laughed a little at the re-
collection of “ poor Mr. Glossop.”

They were still strolling along like a
new Romeo and Juliet, when Binks, the
discreet, once more put in an appearance.
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Whatever the message he was about to
deliver the words died on his lips, as his
eyes fell on the retreating couple.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he whispered
softly to himself, after a moment or two.
¢ It seems to me that Mr. Dane’s train will
have to go without Mr. Dane.” -

A moment later the music ceased, and
Lilian, all aglow with excitement, rushed
out on to the verandah. Clapping her
hands gleefully, she cried aloud :

“ They have actually gone off together
for all the world like a pair of sweet-
hearts |”

“Eh, what's that you say?” queried
Mr. Jellicop, who at that moment put in
an a&;;:mnco.

Lilian took him by the arm and pointed
alon% the terrace.

“Do look, uncle,” she said ; * there go
Cecil and Linda, his arm round her waist,
and neither of them seeming to care a
ll;it. And now—yes—he’s actually kissing

er!”

“ What magic has done this $”

“] know no more than you.”

“Well, it's never too late to mend, and
I hope with all my heart the old adage may
E‘r}?ve true in their case. Who knows?

ere may be happiness in store for them
yet.” He tucked Lilian’s hand under one
of his arms, and patted it fondly. “It
will be your turn some day, Lily.”

¢ My turn, uncle!” She spoke as de-
murely as you please, but for all that her
cheeks flushed suddenly.

“For a husband, I mean. When that
time does come, little one, bear in mind
this—that all married people, however fond
they may be of each other, can’t expect to
get through life without having their little
tiffs now and then. We have all got
tempers of our own, and we can’t help
showing ’em off at times. When m
Moggy and I were first married, many’s
the little rumpus we used to have, and I
dare say I often wished myself a bachelor
again, while it’s just as likely that she
sometimes said to herself, ‘I wish Frank
and I had never met. But, by-and-by,
we got to lmow each other better ; then
one would give way a bit, and the other
would give way a bit, till now there’s
hardly a sharp word passes between us
from January to December, and I'm sure
we love each other better every year we
live together.”

““Who could help loving dear Aunt
Jellicop 1 ”

‘““Ha, ha | I drew a prize, that's certain.”

He stoo and kissed her, then he con-
sulted his watch, and then he said a little
anxiously : “I wonder whether Marma-
duke sent that tel ? I had better
and hunt him up.” With which words he
went quickly back indoors.

“ How it thrills me to hear that name
spoken by another!” said Lilian to her-
self. *“When I wasengaged to Cuthbert I
never had the same feeling that I have
now. I don't know what it is, only
that it is something very strange and
delicious.” )

She was pacing the verandah slowly
backwards and forwards, her hands inter-
twined in front of her ; her eyes suffused
with tender light ; a smile, evanescent a8
April sunshine, playing round the coral
curves of her lips.

“ He has another name—Alan,” she
murmured under her breath. I never
thought Alan a nice name till now. Will
he finish telling me to-day what he left an-
told yesterday! What if he has changed his
mind? Men do sometimes change their
minds, I suppose.”

This thought was almost more than she
could bear, The April sunshine vanished
from her lips, and April tears came into
her eyes. “I—I think I had better go
and look at the Times, and see whether
anybody is in want of a governess.”

She was going back deilecuadly, her eyes
bent on the ground, when just as she
reached the outside of the French window
the object of her thoughts appeared on the
inner side.

“Lilian | ” he exclaimed, and there was
no mistaking the eagerness of his tone.

“Alan!” she cried, startled into &
momentary forgetfulness of what she ought
to have said.

He sprang forward, and seized both her
hands in his. “ My own!”

“ What have I said !” she cried in a
lovely confusion. “Do please let me go,
Captain Marmaduke;” and she tried to take
back her captive hands.

“Not till you have said that name
again.” His long brown fingers still held
her fast.

“It was & mistake. Idid not know what
I was saying. Indeed I must go. I—Iam
wanted indoors.”

“ You must not go till I have told you
all I want to say. Lilian, I love you!
Will you bé mine $ ”

It would appear that Captain Marma-
duke had the faculty of stating a case
clearly, and in the fewest possible words.
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No beating about the bush with him | replied to her ladyship, and accepted it in
evidently. your name.”

Lilian was all in a tremble. Her face was
white enough now.

“Yours!” .she contrived to stammer
out after a moment or two of silence.
“ Your——"

“ My wife.”

Again silence. Then in a whisper so
faint that he could scarcely hear the
words :

“Can you be in earnest $ ”

“Never more so in my life.”

“It seems like a dream.”

*“Say yes, and make it a reality.”

She did not speak ; her eyes were bent
on the ground; her heart was beating
painfully ; her hands were still in bondage.

“Lily, look into my eyes and answer
me. Will you have me for your husband $”

Timidly, yet gladly, came the low-
breathed answer : “ Yesa—yes.” But there
was a little sob in her voice for all that.

“My own darling!” The flame of
love alight in his dark eyes leapt yet
higher. He drew her fondly to him.
“No three years’ marriage system for
us,” continueg Marmadake. “ Our union
must be for life or not at all.” Tenderly
between his hands he took the sweet
young face that was turned up so lovingly
to his owri. He kissed the softly trustful
eyes, he kissed the glowing cheeks, he
kissed her lips. Evidently he was a greedy
man, this Alan Marmaduke. It is sad
to be compelled to write that he was not
r¢

“The old she-dragon, asI live!” ex-
claimed Marmaduke suddenly, as Mrs,
Wapshot came round the corner. And
incontinently he fled. All men are cowards,
it is said, and apparently he was no excep-
tion to the rule,

“Ihope I am not interrupting,” said Mrs,
Wapehot grimly.

“ Not at all,” answered Lilian hurriedly ;
but in trath she was too confused to know
what she said. .

“Beware, my dear, beware! All men
are libertines at heart, and this stranger
from over the seas—what do we y
know about him? For your own sake
you must be got out of harm’s way.”

Here Mrs. arshot coughed and began
to fumble in a voluminous pocket.

. “I have not been unmindful of Eour
Interests. I have here a note from Lady
Glendower. Her invalid daughter is in
want of a companion. Just the sort of
tituation you are fitted for. I have already

By this time Lilian had recovered from
her confusion. Her spirit was up in arms.

“A thousand thanks, my dear Mrs,
Wapshot,” she replied in her most dulecet
tones. “I hope her ladyship won't be
disappointed when she hears that I have
already accepted another situation:”

“ Another situation, child !”

“Yes, that of Captain Marmaduke's
promised wife.”

““ What | You don't mean to tell me you
are going to marry that man %”

¢ Indeed, but I hope I am going to marry
that man.”

For a moment or two Mrs. Wapshot was
speechless. Then she said, shaking her
lean forefinger in the girl’s face :

“Lilian Ramsay, you will repent this
rash and ill-advised step to your dying day.
You may depend upon it, that man left
four or five black wives behind him among
the savages.”

“Poor things! How I pity them”
answered Lilian sweetly. ¢ They will
never—never see him again.” And making
Mrs, Wapshot one of her most demure
curtsies, she turned, without another word,
and fled indoors. :

“Well, of all the artful young minxes !”
muttered the discomfited matron to herself
whenshe found herself thusunceremoniously
left alone. “The world is coming to a
pretty pass when I'm to be talked to in
that style. I must go and tell Vere and
Cuthbert the news.”

CHAPTER X,

THE verandah and the terrace in front
of it had not been left to solitade more
than a few minutes when Linda and Cecil
came strolling back cosily arm-in-arm.

“You shall smoke as much as you like
and as often as you like,” Linda was
saying. o
“ Just as I was thinking of cutting down
my smoke one-half | ”

“ You must not do anything of the kind,
dear, because—because ”—this, in a con-
fidential whisper—*“I am learning to smoke
my!elf."

Cecil turned and faced his wife in sheer
astonishment. ¢ The deuce you are!” he
said slowly. ’

“Only the most tiny, delicious, per-
famed cigarettes imaginable. From Spain,
youknow. All Spanish ladies smoke, don’t
they %”

“But you are an English lady.”

—

2




=

94 (July7, 1888.)

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conducted by

‘“There, now, I believe you are angry.
When I thought I was doing my best to
please you !”

¢ Imitation the sincerest form of flattery
—eht Do ion happen to have any of
those tiny, delicious, perfumed trifles about
yout”

“ Here are all I have,” answered Linda,
putting into his hand an embroidered
cigarette-case.

“ Allow me to take charge of them,” he
said as he dropped the case into his pocket.
“And I think, if I were you, I wouldn’t
smoke any more of them till I found
myself in Spain.”

“Very well, Cecil. But you will kiss me
to show you are not angry.” :

His answer was, not one kiss but two.

“I have something here that I am posi-
tive will please you,” resumed Linda, when
that little ceremony had been satisfactorily
gone through.

“Eh1” asked Cecil a little dnbiow.

“ A silver latch-key, dear. I it
made six months ago, but we had one or
two little tiffs about that time, and I didn’t
give it you. But now that my own one is
'| coming back to me, here it is.’

Cecil took the key, turned it over in his
hand, and looked at it doubtfully.

“No, Linda, you sha’n’t put such a
temptation into m{ pocket,” he said.
¢ Take it back and keep it till I ask you
for it.”

““Yes, Cecil, of course, if you wish it;
but it seems as if I had no confidence in
you, when I have.”

¢ More, perhaps, than I have in myself.
But these concessions must not be aﬁ on
your side. I'll—yes, I'll go with you to a
classical concert, now and then, and try
my hardest to like it.”

‘“You dear, darling old boy | ”

“ And if, sometimes, when they are deep
in a symphony, or far gone in a sonata, you
see my eyes gradually close, and my head
begin to nod, sgxlzlmh in the soft part of the
arm will never fail to bring me round.”

“ As if I could bear to hurt my pet !”

¢ And—yes, by Jove! you abAlF;)uy a8
much old crockery as you like.”

“ Old crockery, dear | ”

¢ Ceramic stuff, you know—hideous cups
and saucers, cracked plates, idiotic teapots,
monsters from Ja?an. You shall fill the
house with them 1”

“ How kind of you—how noble ! ”

While talking, they had strolled a little
way down the lawn. They now sat down
side by side on a rustic seat.

“For all the world like our courting
days over again,” murmured Linda in a
tone of perfect contentment.

“There they are,” whispered Cuthbert
to his father, as the two emerged from one
of the winding walks.  * I've been watch-
ing them for the last half-hour. Isawhim
put his arm round her waist and kiss her,
and look how they are sitting now. They
—they can’t have made it up again—eh "

The two men stared b y at each
other for a few momenta.

¢ We will soon find out,” said the elder
one. *You remain here.”

With that, he advanced across the grass
and touched Dane lightly on the shoulder.

“ Ha, ha, not gone yet 1 ” he said ples-
santly. “I thought you were miles away
by this time. Your friend Elliott will
wonder what has become of you.”

“ I've changed my mind ; I'm not going,”
answered Cecil. By Jove! though, I
had forgotten about Elliott. I must send
him a telegram.”

“ Not going!” exclaimed Naylor, aghast

Mr. Dane shook his head.

4 And there is something else that you
will be still more pleased to hear,
remarked Linda with a saucy triumph in
her eyes. '

“What may that be, madam }—what
may that bet” ‘

“That I have just had an offer of
marrisge.”

“ An offer! You!”

“Why not I as well as anyone else}
And what is more, I've not said no.’
%ﬁ blush, dear,” she added, turning to
Not that there was the remotest probs-
bility of that cool individual doing anything
of the kind.

Mr. Naylor stared from one to the
other.

“You.don’t mean to say that you are
going to re-marry each other 3 ” he gasped
out.

¢ That is precisely what we are going to
do,” responded Dane, gazing at him blandly
through his eyeglass.

Tears had not been so close to Mr.
Naylor’s eyes since the days when he was
birched at school as they were at the
present moment. l

“My dear madam, my dear Dane,” he ‘
exclaimed with a sort of comic pathos,
“let me beg of you to pause, to—to hesi-
tate, to reconsider your decision, before
making up your minds to do anything 80
utterly rash and ill-advised. If you must

T

=



Charies Dickens.)

TIME BARGAINS.

(July7,1883.] 93

marry again, marry somebody else. There
are plenty of other people in the world.
It will be wrong, it will be revolutionary,
it will be ‘bad form.” Think what the
verdict of society will be. Above all, why
deliberately make yourselves unhappy
again § 7

Linda shook her pretty head, utterly
unconvinced.

“We have decided that it is better to
be unhappy together than miserable apart.”

Mr. Naylor could only throw up his
hands, give utterance to a groan, and go
back disconsolately to his son.

“A brace of arrant fools,” was his
remark to the latter. ‘‘Nothing to be
done in that quarter. Your only chance
is with the other one.”

“Iam not sorry. If I have a preference
in the matter it is for Mrs. Elliott-
Temple.”

“ And her fortune is not much less than
that of Mrs. Dane. Suppose we go and
consult your mother. She has a fine fund
of common-sense when one can get her
thway from that entomological hobby of

ml’

“And can’t we re-marry till the end of
six months 1” asked Linda with a little
quaver in her voice.

“The law says we cannot.”

“Then the law’s a great stupid.”

“Other people have had reason to make
the same remark.”

“Why can’t all the months be as short
a3 February 1” sighed Linda.

Mlﬁn J ellicopthmd Marmaduke came
sirolling across the together.

“ There’s no one, mnduke, to whom I
would give my Lily sooner than to you,”
said the former.

“The future will prove that your con-
fidenice has not been misplaced.”

Linda and Cecil had risen, and the four
now met face to face.

“8o, 80,” said Jellicop, * these are the
young idiots, are they, who have had sense
enough, at the last moment, to see the
folly of their ways$”

“Yes, uncle, we have come to our senses
at last.”

“And is it really true that you have
fallen in love with each other over again $”

“ Quite true—isn’t it, Cis 1"

“Dreadful case of spoons, really,” re-
sponded Cecil the serene.

* Are you not glad, uncle $”

“Very glad indeed, my dear.” And
with that he gave her one of his hearty
oldfashioned kisses. “I only hope the

lesson won’t be thrown away on either of
you. If only Elliott and Agnes would
follow suit, I should be one of the happiest
fellows in Christendom.”

It almost seemed as if Agnes might have
overheard his words, for next moment she
emerged from the house, and came down
the verandah st.e;l)f arm-in-arm with Lilian,
Mrs. Wapshot following closely behind.

“Why, little white-face, I thought you
were told that you had no business out of
your room $” said her uncle with an
unwonted tenderness in his voice.

“She is so headstrong, that there is no
doing anything with her,” interpolated Mrs.
Wapshot in her most acidalated tones.

‘““When I heard of Lilian’s happiness, it
brought back my loss so keenly, that I felt
I must see her and talk to her,” said
Agnes, as she gazed with wistful sorrow-
charged eyes into her uncle’s face. “And
Linda and Cecil too. Oh, uncle, why did
you let Stephen go before I could ask him
to forgive me, before I could tell him "

Suddenly she stopped. She had heard
a sound unheard by any of the others.
Her face changed on the instant. It was
as though another woman had stepped
suddenly into her place. Her eyes went
out to meet the coming footsteps, and the
eyes of all there, magnetised by hers,
followed the same direction.

A moment later, and Stephen Flliott,
his travelling cape thrown over his arm,
appeared round the left wing of the house.
Ife had driven from the station, and had
been told that he would find Mr. Jellicop
on the lawn.

At sight of him Agnes took a step or
two forward with outstretched arms.

“Stephen! Husband!” she cried.

Only those two words ; but there was a
world of pathetic meaning in the way they
were uttered.

Mrs. Wapshot laid a hand lightly on her
arm.

“You forget yourself, child; you have
no husband.’

“And Elliott no wife,” added Mr.
Naylor, who had appeared as if by magic
on the scene.

Elliott came forward, and turning to
Jql(llioop, not without a certain sternness,
said :

“What trickery is this, sir? I was
telegraphed for; told that she,” pointing
to Agnes, ‘ was ill—perhaps dying. Iam
la)::k 088 to know why I have been fetched
“There is no trickery in the affair at
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all,” answered the squire with a red spot
burning in each cheek. ¢ That’s a kind of
commodity I'm not in the habit of dealing
in. It was I who sent for you. If your
wife i8 not dying, she is breaking her
heart, and that comes to pretty much the
same thing.” :

“ Breaking her heart!” said Stephen
incredulously. '
hiignes drew a step or two nearer to

‘ Stephen 1 ”

Truly it sounded like the cry of one
whose heart was breaking.

But he only drew bnci a little and said
coldly :

“] am here.”

Agnes shivered slightly, as if suddenly
smitten by an icy wind. Controlling
herself by a sapreme effort, she said :

“Will you not listen to what I have to
say ¢ I will not detain you long.”

Stephen bowed a grave assent, but did
not speak.

‘“ When, this morning, my senses came
back to me,” said Agnes, “and I found
that you had gone, and when I thought
that I might never see you again, the
scales seemed to fall from my eyes. I saw
things as I had never seen them before. I
saw what aweak, wicked, and selfish creature
I had been—1I say this openly before all
now present. I saw how m ruined my
home, wrecked my happiness, and chan
my husband’s love to gall. And all because
I was tormented by a foolish jealousy
which I knew in my heart to have no
foundation in fact. Then I felt that it
would kill me if you left me for ever with-
out saying that you forgave me. Leave
"me, if it must be so, but do not go
till you have said: ‘Agnes, you are
forgiven |’ ”

Stephen Elliott's sternness, which
was far more assumed than real, had
vanished long before Agnes ended her
appeal. Various conflicting emotions—
surprise, pity, love, joy—vibrated in his
heart mf shone out of his eyes as he
listened.

“If I dared but believe——" he said,
and then he hesitated and was silent.

Again the appealing arms went out
towards him. 3 8

“ You may believe | ”

Her voice thrilled the hearts of her
hearers strangely. Linda clung in tears
to her husband’s arm. Lilian was crying
silently. Jellicop’s hand had found the
hand of Marmaduke and grasped it tightly.
Even Vere Naylor fumbled for his hand-
kerchief.

% Is there no such thing as repentancef
Oh, Stephen, believe me that I do repent
with all my heart !”

The words were scarcely out of her
mouth before Stephen’s arms were round
her and his lips pressed fondly to hers.

“ Let all the unham past be forgotten
and as though it never been,” he
said.

“And am I to be yours again, never to
part from you 1 ” she asked, a great wonder
and gladness shining out of her face.

B So%emnly yet tenderly he gazed upon
or.

“Mine, never to part from me ngu.in.”

“The lesson they have learned to-dsy
will not readily be forgotten,” said Jellicop
to nke.

“ If this sort of thing becomes common,
m iage Act will turn out to be s
dead letter,” remarked Naylor grimly.

“They can’t re-marry for six months—
that's one comfort,” said Cuthbert
gloomily.

Mrs. Wapshot nodded her head as one

ged | who knows.

« Lot them bide a wee,” she said. * They
will be tired of each other again long
before then.”

Jellicop slapped the Member for Fud-
gington on the shoulder.

“Naylor,” said he, in his bluff hearty
voice, “we'll have up a magnum of 'fifty-
eight, port o drink health and happiness 0
the young folk and confusion to your New

Marriage Act1”
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CHAPTER VIIL A MOTHER'S AFPEAL.

For a moment or two Elsie looked crest-
fallen ; habit is potent with us all, and fora
few yoars she had been in the habit of

ing in lowered tones whenever she
knew that *the missus” was within ear-shot.
Now she could not help feeling a little
shocked that her jeremiad against the bold
invader, Minnie Thurtle, should have been
overheard by her former mistress. But after
a moment or two this feeling of shock
passed off, and she felt grimly exultant
that her burst of eloquence in aid of the
proprieties had fallen upon ears that surely
would be sympathetic.

But if Elsie deemed that her former play
and school fellow, Minnie Thurtle, would
now without fail meet with well-deserved
punishment and downfall, she was bitterly
mistaken. Minnie might have failed to
extricate herself from the difficult situation
) had Jenifer’s eyes beenupon her. But under
old Mrs. Ray’s affrighted and perplexed
gaze she speedily recovered from the severe
but momentary shock.

“I've just come up with a message from
| father to Mr. Jack, mum,” she said glibly,
! dropping an almost imperceptible curtsy
§ as she spoke ; ‘ father’s mad Lﬁnost, he’s so
§ vexed about it, and he thought Mr. Jack
ought to know of it at once.”
1 “What is it, Minnie?” old Mrs. Ray

asked, ting Minnie’s insinuating ex-
lanation of her presence in the farmhouse
itchen with a readiness that made Elsie

| morally grind her teeth.
“It’s Pomhing chaps, the Mitchells,

mum ; father is always coming across them
and their lurchers in the woods, and he

—
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says they’re a bad lot, and the sooner
they’re out of the parish the better.’

“ You weren’t so ready to tell on them
when you and Bill Mitchell kept company,”
Elsie said savagely, for she saw that justice
was being averted from the offender, on
whom she did virtuously desire to see
eondgn punishment fall.

“Hush ! Elsie,” old Mrs. Ray said
gently ; “ how often have I asked you not
to indualge in a quarrelsome spirit? Well,
Minnie, I will tell Mr. Jack what your
father says, though I am very sorry to
hear it. I always thought the Mitchells
such a nice, well-conducted family.”

“ They’re bad root and branch, mum,
father says,” Minnie answered with suave
spleen. For Elsie was generally understood
to have tender yearnings towards that very
Bill Mitchell whom Minnie had thrown
over. Then feeling that she no longer had
any fair excuse for staying, Minnie picked
up a little basket which always accom-
panied her, and took a self-possessed,
resK:otfnl leave of Mr. Jack’s mother.

t for all her outward self-possession,
Minnie's soul quailed as she went away
leaving her former friend, and now bitterest
foe, in e ion. She knew if the ﬂo«:é—
gates o o’s speech were once opened,
and her praiseworthy awe of old Mrs. Ray
once overcome, that “black” would not be a
colour dark enough in which to delineate
her (Minnie’s) delinquencies. Neverthe-
less, though this knowledge pressed sore

upon her, she managed to walk away with
a firm step and a head erect, for she had a
very sustaining secret.

“It don’t matter much,” Minnie said,
tossing her head contemptuously to the
surrounding scenery, as she made her way
out from the farmhouse, ignominiously, by
the back-door ; “ Jack says he'll have them
behave as if they thonght me as good as

e+ e
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themselves, and if that proud minx Jenifer
gives herself any airs, her brother won’t
speak to her, that’s all. Mrs. Hubert’s the
ouly one I care tuppence for, and she’s a
reasl lady, and her and I'll be great friends.”

0
basket of eggs jauntily enough.

Meantime old Mrs. Ray nearly caused
Elsie to die of stifled fury by refraining
from asking a single question or offering a
single remark relative to Minnie Thurtle’s
visit to the home-farm. To Elsie’s
righteous indignation old Mrs. Ray merely
cheerfully announced her intention of
looking over the house without asking
Elsie to accompany her. .

“] thought missus would ha’ plucked
up spirit to say suthing when she saw that
thing here,” the aggrieved serving-maid
said to herself as she plunged into her
bread again, and kneaded it with a vigour
that almost awoke consciousness in the
dough. But as “missus” declined the
combat, Elsie had no appeal, and Minnie’s
shortcomings were not dragged into the
fierce light which shines upon everyone
who is suspected by an anxious mother.

Old Mrs. Ray took her way hopefully
into the dining-room first. She expected
to find it insufficiently furnished with old-
fashioned, genuine, good odd tables and
chairs which had been sent down: from
Moor Royal. To her surprise—to her
anything but pleased surprise—she found
the room gleaming with new,.shiny, Totten-
ham Court Road polished oak of a mis-
guided early English order. Antimacassars
of white cotton, crocheted into various
inartistic but elaborate designs, decorated
the backs of the sofa and armchairs. The
mantelpiece was adorned with a brace of
big Birmingham Bohemian glass vases, an
intensely yellow gilt clock, and—the pho-
tograph of Minnie Thurtle framed in old-
gold plush.

- In & minute all the fell possibilities of
the case flashed upon the mother. The
dining-room was decorated by the taste of
the keeper'sSdanghter, and the youngest
son of Ray of Moor Royal was going to
disgrace_his” farfily by marrying beneath
him !

Old Mrs. Ray was a very lovigg mother,
but she was also a proud woman. It had
never occurred to her as being within the
bounds of possibility that either one of
her children could possibly do anything at
which the most rigorous stickler for social
status_oould look askance. And mow, all
in a moment, the fell trath was flashed in

Miss Minnie Thurtle carried her

upon her mind that Jack was going to
link himself with the lower classes, and
that his children would be as closely
related by the ties of blood to the game-
keeper Thurtle as they would be to herself.

Sudden as the revelation was, it was
very complete, She remembered Jenifer's
strong but_hitherto inexplicable aversion
to Minnie, and acknowledged that Jenifer
had good cause for disliking the girl and
wishing to separate Jack from all Thurtle
associations. ’

In her misery, 6ld Mrs. Ray thought,
as her daughter had thought before her,
that if anyone could pluck gsck back from
the edge of.this precipice, it would be that
good, true, wise friend. on whom her
husband had always so greatly relied—
Mr. Boldero.

She would get herself driven over to see
him this very day, she resolved ; and then
she made a sorrowful pro over the
rest- of the house, and found it to be fully
furnished in the flashiest style.

She could not trust- herself to see Elsie
and say any word to her after this It
was all too painfully, horribly evident.
The house had been vulgarly prepared for
a vulgar woman, and this woman was going
to be her son’s wife, and might be the
mother of her son's children.

It nearly broke her heart.

The way back to Mocr Royal, though
the distance was in reality short, seemed
endless to old Mrs. Ray this day. Her feet
seemed weighted by the sorrow at her
heart. 'This miserable marriage would be
the cause of estrangement between the boy
who was dear as only a son can be to his
mother, and all his kith and kin. And
the evil might not even end here. The
misalliance might, probably would—nay,
certainly woul(f injure Jenifer’s prospects

The mother’s heart beat quicker than
ever with indignation against Minnie and
her wiles, as this view of the case presented
itself before her.

She had reached -the plantation that
gkirted the Moor Royal gardens as her
reflections reached this point, and taking
a.narrow path that ran through it, an
was a short cut to the house, she came full
upon Thurtle, the keeper.

For an instant she thonght of tarning
sharply aside, and of letting him pass
unnoticed. Buat her spirit rose and her
determination changed when she marked the
jaunty air of assurance which the hitherto
subservient keeper put on at sight of her.

“Thurtle,” she eaid, speaking in her
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ordinary gentle, gracious, gentlewoman’s
accents, but with the light of recently
aroused wrathful pride in her eyes—
“Thurtle, I have just discovered some-
thing which has distressed and angered
me more than any other circumstance of
my life.”

“Sorry to hear it, ma'am ; but I know
of nothing that need give you uneasiness.
I always gave great satisfaction to the late
master, and if there’s any fault to be found
with the dooty done in my department,
Mr. Hubert—leastways, Mr. Ray—is my
master now.”

“I never interfered with my husband’s
servants, and I should never dream of
doing so with my son’s,” .she said, still
speaking very quietly, but with just a
touch of haumteur creeping into her tones,
as she felt the man was going to trade
over the power wielded by his daughter.
“What has distressed and angered me is
a concern of yours as well as of mine. I
have been down to the home-farm to Mr.
Jack’s house, and I found your daughter
there wrangling with the servant and
striving to exercise authority. I found her
likeness framed in a prominent place.
Surely you, as her father, must know that
]elither this will tend to her disgrace or

ist” i :

“ Minnie isn’t one ever to disgracé her-
self, Mrs. Ray—don’t you go and imply
that, if you please,” ie replied with a
tinge more insolence in his manner.
‘“ Whatever is between them—and I'm not
goin? to deny that there is something—is
all fair and above-board. Mr. Jack is
courting my Minnie to make her his wife,
and he might have looked far- and near
{:)r a handsomer one and not have found

er.”

“And you, her father, justify this
course? It seems incredible that you
should support her in a course that will
bring misery upon both of them. Do you
realise that this marriage, if it does un-
fortunately ever take place, will separate
my son from his family and from friends
of his own class? What can she give him
that will compensate for this social degra-
dation ¥ ”

“ She’ve given him her love. I fancy he
thinks that enough.”

She was nea‘i-?y_breaking forth into a
tempest of tears, but she restrained herself,
111;18%. spoke with sorrowful dignity to the

“I did hope that regard for a master
whom you served for so many years would

have stopped you from giving a helping
hand to pthe d%wnfn.ll of ilm sgn. ThIi)s is
very bitter to me, Thurtle. I believed
that you would have used your influence
with your daughter to spare them both the
certain misery which must ensue from such
a wretchedly unequal marriage.”

“ Minnie’s of age, Mrs. Ray, and I can’t
lock her up, and it’s no use my trying to
thwart her, Perhaps I'm no more anxious
that she should marry a gentleman and be
looked down on by all his folks than you
are that your son should marry my girl ;
but that’s neither here nor there. Jack”
—old Mrs, Ray shrank as if from a blow
at the ruthless familiarity—‘Jack and
Minnie have made up their minds they’ll
get married. They will, whether all the
rest go down on their bended knees to stop
it or not. And she won’t be beholden to
any one but her own father for comforts in
her house, for I've saved a tidy bit of
money, and Minnie has had what she wants
of it to furnish the home-farmhouse. So
she won’t be beholden to any one what
looks down on her for a bit of tidy comfort
in her house.”

Mrs, Ray bent her head in token that
she dismissed him and his subject from her
path for the present, and passed on.

And Thurtle, a little discomfited by the
gilent reception his last vaunt had met
with, went on his way, shaking his head
knowingly at intervals, but in reality
feeling rather at sea.

- “If his ma gets hold of him before
Minnie sees him to-day, Jack may be
worked on to behave dishonourable; but
if he do, I'll take the law of him—1’ll take

the law of him,” Thurtle repeated again .

and again to himself, thinking the while
with grim satisfaction that he could do
8o with impunity, as Minnie had been
discreet enough to lodge all Mr. Jack’s
impassioned written protestations in his
paternal hands.

It was terrible to old Mrs. Ray as she
went into the house, to think of the long
solitary day that was before her. She
could not reasonably expect Jenifer back
till late, though Jenifer had expressed a
doubt as to her following the hounds. Still,
the temptation would be strong upon the
girl to do so when once she faced the
old familiar sights and sounds of the field.

And even if she did come home before
the others, what would it avail? The
miserable, disappointed, heart-sore mother
would only hear from Jenifer that which
her own motherly heart knew already,
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namely, that Jack was about to destroy
himself in the world.

Not that old Mrs. Ray feared for a
moment that there would be any harshness
in the words which her daughter would
use about her son. Jenifer, ﬁike herself,
would love Jack to the last, but there
would be shame and sorrow mingled with
the love.

As she sat alone brooding over this
new trouble, a dozen unpleasant pictures

ainted and protruded themselves vividly

fore her. Jack, with his half-cultured
mind and buoyant spirit, would take to
lower forms of excitement than those to
which he had been accustomed under the
home-rule. Jack’s wife would be a Ray,
and would fight for the recognition and
status that had always been accorded to
the Rays. Jack’s children, if he had any,
would probably inherit quite as much of
the bold, dark, unrefined beauty of their
mother, as of the blonde, aristocratic, good
looks of their father. They would be her
grandchildren, too, whatever else they
might be, and she would love them, and
pity them, and not be able to pleasantly
deceive them into thinking that she loved
their mother.

Ah, to which of her sons, to which of
her daughters-in-law should she turn for
help, comfort, and loving sympathy in the
days of old age which were coming? It

was beginning to be clear even to her love-
blinded eyes, that not only was Effie
careless of the happiness and comfort of

others, but that she was weaning Hubert to
her ways, and making him indifferent to
his mother and sister. But this, though
hard to bear, was not so grievous to old
Mrs. Ray, as was the prospect of Minnie
Thurtle for a daughter-in-law. Effie was a
gentlewoman, and a very fascinating one,
too ; the sort of woman, in fact, who, if
she murdered one, would do it with a
highly-polished rapier. But Minnie, with
her unrefined g:o‘f looks and florid, gaudy
mien, her plebeian self-complacency and
uncultured mind and tastes, would always
be a sonrce of heart-burning and bitter
mortification to the mother of the man
who married her.

After sitting with her usually busy hands
idle before her for some time, the resolu-
tion she had come to while walking home
returned in full force, namely, to go
without delay and plead for Mr. Boldero’s
intervention.

It was long since she had ordered a
carriage round for her own use. In these

latter days, whenever she could be induced
to go out, Jenifer had driven her in the
pony-trap with fat little Nettle between
the shafte. Bat this day she thouilit she
would go in greater state, and so have a
better effect on the man whom she desired
to gain to her cause, than if she went to
him in a little insignificant village-cart.
Accordingly she ordered the landau, and
soon learnt to her rise that ¢ Mrs, Ray
had given express orders that the carriage-
horses should only be exercised, not used,
during any of her absences ! ”

It was hard, but of course the horses
were Hubert's now, and Hubert’s wife had
an undeniable right to do as she pleased
with them. It was a slight to her, the
widowed mother, that such an order should
have been given, but it was well she should
learn to endure slights patiently. After
all, she could drive Igettle, and be indepen-
dent! So thinking, she ordered the pony-
trap, and was told that the coachman had
driven Mrs. Ray’s maid into Exeter to do
some shopping for her mistress,

It was hard! But she must get
used to hardships! Fortunately before
she had time to brood over this reflection,
Jenifer came home, and old Mrs. Ray felt
strengthened to bear whatever might be
before her, as in response to her pitiful
story of the discovery she had this
morning made, Jenifer gave her heartfelt

sympathy.

CHRONICLES OF ENGLISH
COUNTIES.
CHESHIRE. PART L

WrrH all ite wealth and prosperity there
is perhaps something stern and sad—or if
not sad, anyhow anxious and careworn—in
the genius of Lancashire; but in Cheshire
we have something quite different. With
fat pastures and green meadows, the kine
megtating in luxurious idleness, the smell
of hay, the aroma of the rich milk-pails ; a
land of summerand sunshine, fertile, bounti-
ful, a very land of promise ; while beyond
are the blue distant mountains of Wales,
beautiful blue mountains that inspire an
indefinite longing for pilgrimage, and
distant mountains supply an element of
contrast that corrects the almost oppressive-
ness of all this exuberant fertility. A little
slice this still left of old and merry Eng-
land, with its stout yeomen and farmers
and long descended squires; with a good
deal of the old intimate bond of lords and
homagers still in force; and many of the
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gay customs of former times, if not actually
existing, yet only just now passed away.
Nowhere else in England are feasts and
wakes kept up with as much of primitive
spirit. gday—poles have been heard of
within memory of man, objected to by
divines not long deceased as savouring too
much. of the gheathen worship of the
goddess Flora, while mummers and morris-
dancers linger perhaps still in nooks and
corners. Hers, too, the poor g0 “a souling,”
that is, begging, at Hallowtide—a curious
relic of the old faith—for money for
masses for the dead on the eve of All
Sotls Day, the French “ jour des morts,”
when in the old days we were wont to
visit the graveyards and carry wreaths and
posies to deck the tombs of our dead.
We can’t spare the dead one day a year
now ; and yet curiously enough the custom
has sprung up again in America—a new

wth not conmected with the ancient
aith, but arising from the custom of
decorating the graves of the soldiers who
fell in the war of secession. This souling
is just a pretext for begging now, but
is carried on by people who would be
ashamed t6 beg at other times. Formerly
the Welsh used to cross the borders in
great numbers begging at Christmas and
Hallowtide, and perhaps the practice is
not entirely discontinued even now. This
practice is connected with the ancient
belief that a mass paid for by charity is
much more efficacious than any other ; a
belief still current in Normandy, where
quite well-to-do people are often to be
found begging for money to pay for a
mass for a sick child, perhaps.

A certain robust faith, indeed, seems
always to have characterised the Cheshire
folk, with many other amiable qualities.
“The peo?Ie of nature very gentle and
courteous,” writes the historian of Vale
Royal in the mh;clldle of the sixteexi:,h ;:;n—
tary; “in religion very zealous, howbeit
addicted to supersti:gn which cometh
through want of preaching.” Thereisno want
of preaching in the present day, and yet,
perhaps, superstition is not entirely eradi-
cated. *Of stomach, stout, bold, and hardy,”
goes on our writer, while to complete the
picture and make his readers envious of
the stout men of Cheshire, he adds, ¢ Like-
wise be the women very friendly and
loving,” of a rich and fruitful nature like
thc;iar soil, insieed, both men and women.h

ut, in adopting modern usages, the
Cheshire lg ha.gve always been behind-
hand. ¢ uilding, till of late years,” to

uote from the same author, ‘ they.used
the old manner of the Saxons. For they -
had the fire in the middle of the house
against & hob of clay, and their oxen also
under the same roof, but within these forty
years it is altogether altered, for that they
have builded chimneys,” ete. At that
date, and, indeed, till recent times, all the
labour on the farms was done with oxen:
great, wide - horned, patient, stubborn
creatures, of which, perbaps, a team here
and there may still be met with in the
Cheshire lanes. These oxen, as we see
above, were formerly literally housed with
the -farmer and his family during the
winter; but now the kine were left In the
fields, the farms being mostly pasture, and
the great result of farming, then as now,
being milk and cheese. They had no
notli:n of cheese factories in tho(x;e (}lays,
such as are now springing up in Cheshire,
after American nslpodels, where the milk of
many farms is collected and manufactured
into cheese. But in their cool old-fashioned
dairies the Cheshire house-wives could turn
out splendid golden butter, and cheese of
that ruddy hue and rich flavour which
have made the county famous, without the '
aid of anatto or other pigments. * They
make great store of butter and cheese, so
that no other country in the realm may
compare therewith, nor yet beyond the
seas ; no, not Holland in goodness, although
in quantity it far exceed,” again to quote
our seventeenth century author, and he
notes how Cheshjre shares in the great
wave of wealth and prosperity that, in spite
of civil wars and tﬁe embroilment of the
ruling classes, transformed the face of
England during the seventeenth century.
“ Divers men which are but farmers, in
their housekeeping may compare "—like the

eoman of Kent—* with a lord or baron
in some countreys beyond the seas. Yea,
although I named a higher degree, I were
able to justifie it.”

But in entering this promised land of
Cheshire from the Mersey ferry, we first
encounter a kind of rival Liverpool, with
docks and tramways, with the rattle of
thousands of hammers in the ship-building

ards, Hence sailed out the Alabama on

er trial trip, the custom-house authorities
calling out in vain “ Come back,” as her
trial trip lengthened out into that adven-
turous cruise that cost us such a nice little
sum in millions later on. But Chester is
our aim, ancient Chester, and to reach it,
the peninsula of Wirall must be traversed
from end to_end, with passing glimpses on
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our way of the great basin of the Mersey
on one hand, its slopes covered with villas
and mansions, and the watersprinkled farand
near with white sails, while steamers leave-
a continuous trail of smoke. On the other
hand lies the great sandy estuary of the
Dee, stretching away towards Flint, with
something of a haven, though a sandy one,
at Parkgate, where the good citizens of
‘Chester resort to eat shrimps and inhale
the sea breezes. Here and there some
trading brig or stone-laden barge may be
seen working its way along the winding
channel ; but the Dee, although finer as a
river than the Mersey (which 1s but a two-
penny affair when it ceases to be tidal),
has had its good times in the past, and,
in spite of cuts and navigations, plays but
an insignificant part in the commerce of
to-day.

The peninsula of Wirall, that divides
Dee from Mersey—at one time, it is sur-
mised that a channel connected the two
rivers—is compared by our old friend above
quoted, in shape to *“the sole of a lady's
left foot pantofle,” a comparison that
shows how very much more on Nature’s
lines was the pantofle of our old writer’s
days than the lady’s slipper of the present ;
resembling, indeed, rather the Indian
moccasin than the sharp-toed variety now
known. But taking the natural shape of
the foot, undistorted by the shoemaker’s
art, the comparison is not a bad one. New
Brighton is at the big toe and Chester
at the heel, while the inward sweep of the
instep—it is a left foot pantofle, mark you,
a right one would have made all the
difference in the world, would have left
Liverpool a village, and made Chester an
imperial port, for this inward sweep on
the Liverpool side of the pantofle goes to
form the vast basin whose pent-up waters,
rushing out with each ebb-tide, scour the
narrow neck of the Mersey better than a
whole fleet of dredges, while for want of this
continual scour, having only the straight out-
ward edge of the pantofle, again following
Nature’s lines and not the shoemaker’s art,
poor Chester and its river have been hope-
lessly drifted up.

We may be grateful that Chester has
continued in its modest estate of county
town, confined pretty much within its
ancient limits, within the compass of its
fine old walls. Walls and gates, and
general aspect, perhaps, not far different
from the scene that the sentinel looked
upon— yrian, perhaps, or Phoenician—as
he watched over Deva and its twentieth

l

legion, and the little fleet of galleys that
lay anchored in the I;Eort;, the river wind-
ing at its will, in the distance the soft
profiles of the hills of wild Dimetis,
that might remind him, perhaps, of the
purple peaks of his own Lebanon, while
the peaceful city slept securely within its
walls, On these walls, too, what a gather-
ing of British wives and maidens, as they
watched their men marching tumultuously
out to fight the hated Saxon, when as Baeds
tells us, “The warlike king of the Angles,
Ethelfrith, having raised a mighty army,
made a very great slaughter of that
perfidious nation, the Britons, at the City
of Legions, which by the English is called
Legacester, but by the Britons, more
rightly, Carlegion,” a slaughter,, too, not

of the fighting men, bat of priests

onl
. andv monks, who had come in swarms from

their great monastery of Bangor, a now
unimportant village a dozen miles ar so
higher up the river, to pray for the success
of their coun en.

Whether, after this terrible defeat,
Chester was again occupied by the Welsh
is an uncertain point in its hintorly‘.
Certainly the tide of conquest swept back-
wards and for&vards many times beforel p t-llle

ssive and progressive Angles fairly
ﬁggﬁshed themfelvea in the fa% plains of
Cheshire, giving the land their own names,
with their *“ hams” and * tons,” replacing
the graceful Celtic nomenclature, and only
ancient Dee retaining its Qeltic and classic
title. The city is described as waste by
the Saxon chronicler at the time an army
of marauding Danes took possessian of it
in the ninth century, although it is difficalt
to believe that the site was ever entirely
deserted, admirably situated as it is for a
meeting-place and market for the people
of the ijlls and the plains. But, anyhow,
Chester may look reverently back to Ethel-
fleda, the daughter of Alfred the Great, a3
its practical founder and regenerator, “made
it nigh two such as it was before,” says the
old historian of Chester, although traces of
Roman foundations here and utiere in the
walls tend to negative this statement. But
& marvellous sight must have been that
procession of the royal barie—t.he famous
eight-oared barge of which King Edgar
was coxswain, with a tributary prince at
each oar—starting from Edgar’s Field, as 1t
is still called, where the ancient palace
stood beneath the castle walls, and landing
by the monastery of St. John’s outside the
city. This is a course that no man can
row at this day ; for, when the Normans
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conquered Chester, William's nephew,
H éxof Avranches, was made earl over the
county, and built the weir between the two
points whose waters make such a pleasant
rushing sound—a thirst-inducing murmur
—a thirst there are innumerable means of
quenching in the form of little ale-houses,
the more primitive with a chequered board
on each side of the doorway. Hugh, too,
was a thirsty soul and a jolly—not a
monkish man at all, except in as far as
‘monks are of the quaffing and langhin
order, although he founded here a Bene-
dictine monastery in the old Saxon secular
foundation of St. Werburgh, bringing the
monks over from Bec Hellouin, in the
pleasant valley of the Rille in Normandy.
Very fat and jolly was this Hugh Lupus,
wolfish perhaps in getting was the great
ear], who was almost an independent prince,
with his little court of exchequer and his
subject barons, and holding a tight hand
on this refractory city of Chester. Perhaps
Hugh was the original Miller of the Dee,
if he were really the founder of the earl’s
mills, that are still grinding on with thun-
derous murmur, as the cool waters dash
into their cavernous recesses. A. pleasant
view it is from the old Dee bridge, with its
projecting piers dividing the swift current
and its cool-looking, old-fashioned arches,
and the great dusty mills thundering away
at one end; a pleasant sight, too, is the
rush of waters over the weir—a foaming
cataract at times when the river is in
flood and tide at ebb, while at very
high tides again there is.only a bar of
agitated water to show that the weir exists.
In quiet times, in the pool below, there
is often a congress of silvery salmon waiting
for the first flood through which they may
cleave their way overughe weir, and away
to their haunts in quiet pools among the
Welsh hills, and here there is a famous
fishery producing a large annual revenue
—practically the same fishery which was
mentioned in Domesday, that Hugh, the
earl, had, but higher up the river then,
the weir being not perhaps then made, at
Etone, where the Duke of Westminster
lives now, and which brought the earl a
thonsand salmon yearly.

Overlooking old Dee bridge is the castle,
though of the strong castle of Hugh Lupus,
a3 of the medizval buildings in general,
hardly a stone remaibs in its place. Modern
gaol, law courts, barracks, occupy the site,
with an armoary that had once a narrow
escape of being seized by the Fenians, who
arrived in considerable mumbers in the

guise of excursionists come to see the
town. Once possessed of arms and ammu-
nition, they were to have seized the rail-
way to Holyhead, and the steamers there,
and then sailed off to capture Dublin and
the Lord Lieutenant by a coup de main,
The scheme was clever, but somebody went
and told, as usual, at the last moment, the
authorities were on the alert, and the
Fenian excursionists went back as they
came. :

Beyond the castle the walls look down
on the green Roodee, about which the
silver Dee takes a wide sweep, where a fow
cattle are now grazing, but which at race
times—at least on the Cup Day—is
crowded with booths and vehicles, and a
dense human swarm—not 8o great a racin,
event as of old, this Chester Cup, but sti
with wide local celebrity. In old times no
doubt the river ran close under the city '
walls, as the names Watergate and Water-
tower still testify. The present racecourse
was then a green island between two
channels of the stream—a little chapel or
oratory in the middle, with a celebrated
rood or holy cross, the resort of pilgrims.
Then, when Hugh Lupus made the weir
and the mills, the course of the river
changed, no doubt, by degrees, and the
island was left high and dry—the rood, it
seems, was transferred to St. John’s—and
presently the green meadows, which still
retained the name of the Rood Eye, or
Island, was found a convenient spot for
races. It must be said, however, that there

| are Welshmen who will have none of this

Saxon etymology, but declare that the
place was known as Rhydd-ddu—the black
or unlucky ford—and that the story about
the rood and the island grew out of the name.
Anyhow, of the crowds who throng to
the races, few are likely to trouble them-
selves about the matter, or, indeed, as to
the history of the races themselves, although
their origin is very ancient and respectable.
For races here can be traced back to
A.D. 1512, and the bell and the bow], to be
run for on St. George's Day, were_long
carried in procession to the course with
civic pomp. .

Another interesting point on the walls is
the Phonix Tower—Phenix from the
device of some trade guild to which it had .
been assigned for defence, perhaps, and
also, no doubt, for summer afternoon pipes
and potations—looking over the somewhat
Dutch landscape below, canal and red
roofs, and a sleepy kind of activity. From
this tower, as an inscription records,
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Charles the First watched the fight on
Rowton Moor, the Royalists trying to
break through the besieging troops and
relieve the city, while the Parliamenta
army were resolute to prevent them, and,
a8 the battle died away in the distance,
the Royalists retiring defeated, so must
the king’s heart have sunk within him.
Upon the old cathedral, too, the walls
look down, not long since threatening to
tumble to pieces from sheer age and decay,
but now quite renovated and renewed, with
fragments of architecture dating from the
time of Hugh Lupus, who, i1t will be
remembered, was the founder of the
abbey, and who, it is said, died within its
walls in monkish habit, trusting to the
cow! to cover all his sins and iniquities. A
wealthy and powerful foundation this, whose
last abbot at the time of dissolution, taking
things in a calm and prudent way, became
the dean of the new cathedral establish-
ment. The abbot’s lodging thus became
the deanery by natural transition, and the
conventual buildings were utilised for
various ecclesiastical purposes—the custod
of wills among others—and have survive
in a more perfect state than most of
the old abbey buildings throughout the

1 country.

A postern-gate in the city walls near the
abbey recalls the memory of the monks,
for this postern was opened in the reig of
Edward the First, to give the brethren
access to their garden, the site of which is
still known as the ‘‘Kale Yards.”

Outside the walls stands another in-
teresting church on a fleasant site over-
looking the river—the old collegiate church
of St. John, which might almost claim the
dignity of a.cathedral. For soon after
the Conquest the Bishop of Lichfield
migrated to Chester with his chapter, and
established himself there for life. His
successor, however, went back to the Mid-
lands, and after that there was no other
Bishop of Chester till Henry the Eighth's
time. St. John's was formerly a church
of much magnificence, but is now only
partially restored from its ruins ; the great
central tower having shared the fate of so
many of its brethren and come dewn with
a crash in the sixteenth cemtury. And so
the chancel remains in ruins, while the
nave has been restored, and is used as a
parish church. But, for all its incomplete-
ness, few churches can compare with it in
historic interest. ~One of the earliest
churches founded in England, it was a
flourishing seat of religious life long before

the Conquest. Here landed King Edgar
from his renowned excursion on the Dee
with his crew of princes, and a goodly
offering, no doubt, was laid upon the altar.
And there is a tradition which tells how
Harold, the last of the Saxon kings, escaping
from the fatal fight at Senlac, made his way
to Chester, and assuming the character of an
anchorite, there ended his days in a little
hermitage in the churchyard of St. John's.
The story is of undoubted antiquity.

Gerald, the Welsh priest, heard it in this ||

very Chester, and repeats it, barely a
century after the Conquest, when the
event was still fresh In men’s minds,
although the actors in it had passed away;
just as the French Revolution is to us now.
t is the story repeated in so many forms
about every hero of a lost cause. Popular
affection will not let its heroes die, turn-
ing aw:{ from the plain truth as too
sorrowf
Another and still more fanciful tradition
assigns the hermitage—an ancient build-
ing, without doubt, and likely enough the
abode of an anchorite of old — to the
Ewmperor Henry the Fifth, though what
his majesty should be about in Chester
does not appear. We may believe. both
stories if we like. Harold might have lived
long enough to hand over tie keys to his
imperial successor.
ut the great charm of Chester, after
all, is its Rows, of which there is not the
like in the civilised or uncivilised world.
We may have piazzas, terraces, arcades,
and old houses storey over storey over-
shadowing ancient streets, but in none of
these shall we find quite the equivalent of
the Chester Row. Perhaps Albert Smith's
description of the rows is most under-
standable by the people who have not
seen them: houses with a thoroughfare
through the ﬁnt-pur front : “ Thy very
streets are galleries” Then there are
quaint staircases where other streets
cross, and down to the street below—
along which street a stranger might walk
without noticing the curious pathway
above—a pathway so cool and shaded,
with quaint glimpses into the sunlit world
outside, picturesque curved gables and
twisted balustrades, that it is quite 8
disenchantment to come out into full day-
light again, There are little bits and
fragments of rows anywhere about the
city, but they are only seen to perfection
in the chief thoroughfare that no doubt
follows the line of utie Roman main street
from Eastgate to Watergate—where the

e————
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rows are occupied by some of the best shops
in the city, with a geneml feeling of hoar
antiquity, combined with modern plate-
glass, and bright displays of trinkets and
merceries ; with bright eyes, too, and
complexions of milk and roses, very
friendly and loving, too, we will hope, as
of old, to say nothing of the pratty children
who run about and in amf out, quite at
home in all these and galleries.

Early in the century, before the age of
railways, when Chester was a centre of

rovincial fashion (the magnates of North

ales holding their town houses in
Chester as now jin Tyburnia or Belgravia,
with a great store of dowagers and
spinsters of the chief families of Wales
and Cheshire), these old rows would be
alive at pight with a press of sedan-chairs
passing along to card-parties and assemblies,
A great amusement of the mischievous boy-
hood of the period—described to the writer
by an old boy who was then a young one—
was to roam about at night armed with a
stout pin set in a stick with which-to prod
the calves of the chairmen, the cream of
the fan being the alarm of the dame
within at the unlooked-for prancing of her
human steeds, and their involuntary bad
language.  Retribution rarely followed,
for it required a common consent between
the two bearers of the chair to set it down,
and by the time this was done, and their
shoulders unyoked, their tormentors were
far away; lost to sight in the deep shadows
of ancient Chester.

Bat if in the later centuries Chester has
been socially and politically the capital. of
North Wales, as well as the chief town of
its own county, for long ages before a fierce
irregular warfare had gone on between the
citizens of Chester and the hardy warriors
from those fastnesses among the blue
hills, " Like the Highlanders the Welsh
were magnificent at a rush; like them,
too, when they had made their pile of
booty the war was over for them, and
anybody else might fight it out. Thaus,
though at time:l;ﬁey overran the country
and reached up to the very walls of
Chester, they never sucoeede? in pene-
trating to the guarded town within. And
Eoglish domination crept gradually along
the coast—a process indicated by English
names of places interspersed with the
Welsh—a.m{) wherever knights and men-
at-arms could freely ride, and wherever a
strong castle of stone could be built, to that
extent the Welsh were curbed and driven
back. Of these strong castles Hawarden

is the first on the line from Chester, with
Rhuddlan in advance, the latter a grand
fortress whose ruddy towers still rise
magnificently over the little town.

It was early in. the thirteenth century
that Ranulph, Earl of Chester, a descen-
dant of the Wolf of Avranches, but of
quite a different temper from that disso-
late old patriarch—a man indeed whom
people called “the good,” who had fought
valiantly for Christ’s sepulchre, and had
come home to fight the Welsh; well, this
Earl Ranulph, lying in his castle of
Rhbuddlan, tﬁe advanced post of his
earldom, was almost surprised by a sudden
flood of Welsh, who carried fire and sword
into the little town and surged against the
strong walls of the castle ; but failing in
their rush, sitting patiently down to starve
their enemy out. gl’ews of this was some-
how brought to the citizens of Chester and
their neighbours, then assembled at their
great annual fair on John the Baptist's Day,
at Midsummer. The earl was popular and
well-beloved, and one Ralph Dutton, son-in-
law of the constable of the castle, called
upon the people assembled at the fair to go
out with him and fight against the Welsh.
A motley crowd answered the appeal.
Troubadours, jongleurs, mountebanks, all
marched off tumultuously to the war, with
Datton at their head, and perhaps with some
solid backbone of stout men-at-arms, and
followed the road to Rhuddlan. Already
the place had musical associations, for that
sweet melancholy Welsh air ¢ Morfa
Rhuddlan” commemorates a defeat by
Offa, the dyke-builder, of the Welsh, on
that very spot. The tumult of the ap-
proaching hoat seems to have created a
panic among the Welsh, who drew off
without showing fight; and the popular
earl was brought back to Chester in
triumph, accompanied, no doubt, with
mausical honours. It is certain that the
family of Dutton from that time forth had
the privilege of granting licences to all
wamfering minstrels in the county, who
long pursued their calling under the pro-
tection of the Duttons without fear of
molestation by tything men or constables.

The Welsh have another story to tell,
perhaps not without secret pride, a story
which was long a source of bad blood
between townsfolk and hillmen. The
Mayor of Chester, the story goes, went
to the fair at Mold with hig friends, and
quarrelled with one Reinallt, the fierce lord
of a neighbouring tower—it was during
the Wars of the Roses, when law and justice
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were in abeyance, Reinallt thereupon seized
the Mayor of Chester, and dragging him
to his hold, hung him to a staple in the
hall—the staple being still in evidence.
The enraged Cestrians, two hundred strong,
sallied out to avenge their mayor. But
the cunning Reinallt was not at home to
receive them, and the men of Chester took

possession of his tower without resistance. |

Once inside, however, they found themselves
in a trap, the entrance made fast upon them,
and flames bursting out in all directions
from combustibles cunningly stored away
by the chief, while, outside, the wild chief
and his men formed a ring of steel, and
thrust back upon the flames any who tried
to escape. No man, it is said, returned to
Chester to tell the tale, and wives and
sweethearts watched and waited long in
vain for those who would never come back
to the town.

A HAUNTED ROOM.

Wxx.r.ta]': knov: a haunted chamber, where the
pestry is i
In tatters on the"(ll?gg wall, and trails upon the

floor, .
Where dusky shadows glide and dance, the midnight
hours chasing,
‘Where moonbeams are like spirit forms, that wait
around the door.

When round the house, the wild north wind with

all its strength is moaning,
I hear soft footsteps gliding up the wide and
polished stair,
d a figure of a lady,clad in raiment grey and
flowing,
Seen:; to pass into the silence that reigns for ever
ere.
Then I take my darling’s hand in mine, and as the
shadow passes :
The memory of a bygone crime doth rise from out
Though 30 Long’ ago that Iady lived, yet still
ough so lon; t iv et still her
weird shg’slgr‘:aei ) v '¥

Still she walks, unresting, up and down that sad
old haunted room.

None can lay the poor pale spirit to the rest that
she is seeking,
None restore her to the quiet tomb, where still
her ashes lie,
She must wander ever restleas, ever moaning in the

silence,
Dead to all she loved and worshipped, yet her sins
can never die !

Ah ! my sweetheart, you are happy, and I take your
hand and clasp it,
Youtll;eu_ngtghosta go walking in the stillness of
e night ;
And your pure young life, unsoiled by sin, flows in
an even cadence,
Your lovely soul lies open 'neath love’s calm and
tranqul light.

If I have a haunted chamber, where remorse and
dread are walking,
Never ceasing with their footfalls that echo
... through my brain,
I will keep 1t closely locked, my sweet, and go there
very seldom,
Nay ! if thus you love me evermore, I need not go
again |

Yet ghosts can ‘‘laugh at locksmiths,” and when
we sit in silence,
My ﬁl]mst in long grey garments ever stands my
cbiir beside,
And -she whispers, ¢ Thus I haunt you, thus I dog
you while you’re living,
A Bila _oex'xjcg sinned must live for e’er. I never really
ied.

I may shun my haunted chamber ; but the wind that
Ke moans through it,
Breathes upon our lives and chills our blood, ays,
even at the feast,
For if we once possess a ghost, 'twill haunt us to
our dying,
And none can lay it to its rest, until our life has
ceased.

ALONG THE SILVER STREAK.
PART L '

UroN the esplanade at Weymouth —

the old-fashioned esplanade, with the stone
ts and chains, the red-brick, comfortable-

ooking houses, with their round bow-
windows, Royal George on his pedestal in
glowing gold, with the lion and unicorn
equally resplendent, casting a gleam of
sunshine in a shady place. ~Weymouth is
exceedingly shady at this moment. The
sea, murmuring below, is hardly to be
| distinguished from the drifting mist and
rain—a soft kindly rain, however, with &
suggestion of light behind that may
presently break through—and there 1
& gloom which a breath of air might
change to fair weather, And the state of
the weather is reflected in my mind asI
look out seawards, trying to make out
through the haze each once-familiar head:
land and sea-mark.

Seven years ago, and on just such
another soft and misty day, I was pacing
up and down the esplanade—not alone, a8
now, but with a sweet companion. /&
were both in grief—she, that I was going
away, and I, that I was compelled to leave
her ; for we had been friends from child-
hood, and had just discovered that we b

own into lovers. We were in the f
ﬁlc;ﬁght of this discovery—a delight that was
rather enhanced than marred by the strong
objection of everybody in authority to the
arrangement. Her father, Hilda's fathell‘;
was especially indignant, for, althoug ¢
a squire of degree—the Chudleighs, 0
Combe Chudleigh, having long been hel
as among the best in Devon — yet he W83
poor, with an extravagant son in the
Guards, who wae doing his best to make
away with the family acres ; and old S‘l“’a"
Chudleigh had looked upon his dark-ey¢c
beautifu% daughter to make a gl

m:rriage, and thus keep up the family
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dignity, which was now a good deal on the
wane.

However, here we were on the espla-
nade of Weymouth on this wet sloppy
day, pacing up and down, while Miss Chud-
leigh, the squire’s eldest sister: a well-
endowed old lady, who kept a comfortable
house looking out on the esplanade :
watched us discreetly from behind the
gnlour blinds. She had promised her

rother that she would never lose sight of
Hilda for a moment, and thus she kept her
promise. But for one brief moment (the
fog being somewhat thick, and we the only
living creatures present) our faces met
under the grey capote that Hilda wore,
and we exchanged a parting kiss, the
sweetness of which has lingered on my
lips all these long years. It has brought
me back, indeed, over seas and continents,
to this old-fashioned esplanade at ‘Wey-
mouth. All the time I had been away,
good old Miss Chudleigh had kept me
informed of everything connected with
Hilda—how she had come out, had two
seasons in London, had received several
excellent offers, and still remained faithfal.
Now and then came a tender little note
from Hilda, written at the expense of her
conscience, she said, for her father had for-
bidden her to write to me. And then, just
six months ago, had come a hurried agitated
letter, to bid me think no more of her, for
circumstances were too strong for her, and
with that a letter, too, from Miss Chudleigh,
bidding me come back if I cared anything
for Hilda, but to come to Weymouth first
of all, as she had much to tell that she
dared not writee And here I am at
Weymouth, to find that poor Miss Chud-
leigh has been dead for three months, and
the house shut up and deserted.

I am staying at the hotel where Miss
Chudleigh use(f to hire her flys and post-
horses—she always posted to Combe Chud-
leigh, which is only forty miles from point
to point, but an interminable distance by
rail. Hilda and her brother generally
came by sea in a little twenty-ton yacht
they kept in a charming cove by the house,
for they were an almost amphibious family
with a good deal of the adventurous west-
country blood in their veins, and in that
way they were well-known among all the
boatmen and fishermen. Well, talking
with my landlord I got from him all he
knew, which was not very much, about the
family. He had understood that Miss
Chudleigh bad died worth a good deal of

daughter, and in consequence of this death
in the family, the wedding which was to
come off was postponed for three months
orso. On this point my host was hazy ;
whose wedding it was to be he didn't
quite know, though he thought it must
be the squire’s daughter who was going
to be married. Then I made my way
to the harbour; with the quaint old
town with its little houses and cottages
in tiers one above the other looking
down upon the port, with two or three
steamers loading, and the steam-crane
noisily discordant, and a few yachts and
fishing-boats lying tranquilly in the stream.
And here I founcf an ol% salt who remem-
bered the little Foam, the squire’s old
iucht.. She had been sold, and he had
eard that the estate of Combe Chudleigh
was likely to be sold too; only he had
seen some of the family not long ago, he
was sure, on board a fine new steam-yacht
belonging to some London gentleman—a
yachlzglc:ﬁed the Sea Mew, which had been
lying here not long ago. All this was
baffling and disappointing, and I made up
my mind to start at once for Combe
Chudleigh, and know the worst, or the
best, as 1t might happen to be, and beard
the old squire in his den.

It was evening when I reached Combe
Chudleigh, and saw the grey old mansion
set in most lovely verdure of woods and
lawns ; the house all solemn and still in the
glow of the sunset; the grounds sloping
down to the secluded bay, and the little
creek with its landing-place, where was now
no ttsperi.n(g1 mast to be seen. All seemed
solitary and deserted. There was nobody
at the lodge ; the big gate was thrown wide
open ; and the shabby old fly I bad hired at
the station drove through unquestioned and
unwelcomed by any’ . Whata clamour,
too, the bell made as the driver pulled it
lustily, waking up some old bound who
began to bay in response ; but there was
no other sound or movement in the house,
and it was not till the flyman had made
his way to a side door, disregarding the
dignity of his fare,and had hammered lustily
there for some time, that an old dame
made her appearance hastily wiping her
hands upon her apron, and with many
curtsies informed me that the squire and
all the family were away in London, or
parts equally remote. The old lady did
not recognise me, but I knew her well
enough—once the children’s nurse and
known by that name, and afterwards a
loved and trusted dependent, and known

money, which had all gone to the squire’s
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as Mrs, Murch ; and whatever she might
pretend, quite sure to know all about the
squire’s affairs, and still more the squire’s
daughter, if only she could be got to tell

Could I see the houset Well, the house
wasn't shown, demurred Mrs. Murch; still,
to a respectable gentleman, who perhaps was
a friend of the family—— This was a point
I evaded, not being quite sure of her senti-
ments in my regard. But I proved my
respectability by pressing half-a-sovereign
into her palm, at which she began afresh
to curtsey, and then hurried away to open
the big doora.

'We went slowly through the once familiar
rooms, in which everything was now
shrouded up in brown holland, but still
with a worn and faded ap ce of old-
fashioned dignity. Presently we came to a
door opening out of the corridor, disclosing
a lawn and ?ittle flower-garden beyond ; a
door which Mrs, Murch hastily closed with
a muttered apology.

¢ There be nothing there, sir,” she said
as I came to a stand before the door;
‘““that be only Miss Hilda’s room, and I do
be thinking how she would like me to show
it to a gentleman.”

* But I particularly want to see the view
into the garden.”

“Ob, if it be only the garden you want
to see, sir,” replied Mrs. Murch, who had
been evidently distressed at refusing any-
thing to a gentleman of such a liberal
disposition, *“I'm sure Miss Hilda would
be pleased you should see her garden.”

And Mrs, Murch threw open the door,
and I was admitted into this i

Certainly it was the most cheerful room
in the house, with the pleasant flower-
garden beyond its low French-window, and
a corner view of the placid bay and the
little winding river. The room was just
as its mistress had left it, with a litter
of books and music, and a glove lying
upon the table which I furtively took
possession of.

Mrs. Murch began mechanically to dust
some of the things with a little feather
broom.

“I1 should like to have things a bit
tidier here,” she began, almost in soliloquy;
‘““but she can’t bear anybody to touch her
writings and things.”

““Her writings!” I repeated in some
surprise, for Hilda, as I had known her,
ﬁndd not been addicted to anything of the

ind.

“Why yes, sir; you speak as if some-
thing were known to you respecting my

young mistress, and while you declared
yourself, sir, not to be a friend of the
family.”

Mrs. Murch looked at me suspiciously,
while I explained that I had heard of Miss
Chudleigh from people who had known her
as being of a gay and lively disposition.

“ ?lso she was, sir,” began Mrs, Murch
in a mysterious voice, carefully smoothing
down her apron, “as gay and lively a
young thing as ever you saw. But then
you know, sir—perhaps I ought not to say
it, and you might happen to know it too—
how poor Miss Hilda met with a disap-
pointment, and she’s & good deal changed
to what she once was.”

The thought of Hilda suffering and un-
happy struck me with poignant emotion,
almost with remorse. And in there
obtruded a feeling of doubt and jealousy.
She had given me up; perhaps a mnewer
and fresher affection had taken hold of her,
in its turn to be blighted. .

“ What do you mean by a disappdint-
ment$ Is she not going to be married §"

“ That’s true, sir,” rejoined Mrs. Murch
sententiously ; “only there may be & dis-
appointment for all that. When the lover

e sets her heart upon proves faithless, 8
poor girl may well—”

“ t's this, nurse,” I cried, * about &
faithless lover$”

Mrs. Murch turned a penetrating look
upon me. )

“ Nobody has called me nurse for years,
she cried, “and what should you know
about me being nurse, and givi ;
out as not being a friend of the family!
Why, I do believe,” she said, taking me by
the shoulders, and turning my face to the
light, *“I do believe that you be young Mr.
Lyme himself that there’s been all this
to-do about.” I

There was no use in denying my identity
after this, and Mrs, Murch presently poured
int6 my ears a long and confused account
with more windings and turnings than I
should have thought it possible to introduce
into human speech, and yet that somehow
worked round to the point intended. The
sum of all of it was that the squire had
become more and more involved betweel
his son’s extravagance and his own, a0
that Combe Chudleigh, the seat of the
family from the date of the Crusades, musé
now be sold. That the squire had beed
reckoning upon getting his sister’s money
all of which had beon [oft to Hilds, but 8
tied up that it could not be touched ¥
relieve the squire’s meeds. That an ©

yourself
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admirer of Hilda’s had appeared who was
ready to buy the estate and leave the
squire in possession for life, if Hilda would

him, and then, on the squire’s death,

they would take the name of Chudleigh, |

80 that the old succession, which all set
such store by, should still be kept up. And
what had almost broken Hilda’s heart and
induced her to assent to this arrangement,
had been the report which seemed con-
firmed by all the circumstances, that her
old lover had become, as Mrs. Murch ex-
pressed it, as rich as Creases, but that, so far
from intending to come home to claim her,
intended to remain in India and marry an
Indian princess :

“Who knows if only one, sir §” added
Mrs. Murch solemnly ; “for you might not
have stopped at that, having once got into
they heathenish ways.”

There was just the germ of truth about
this story of the princess that made it
doubly venomous. My uncle, one of the
Lymes of Lyme, of an old Devonshire
stock which inherits the adventurous spirit
of the Hawkes, and Drakes, and Frobishers,
did marry an Indian begum, and assumed
the manners and habits of Hindostan.
When he died, leaving an immense fortune,
3 good deal of whici he had invested in

lish securities, there was a prospect of
a gigantic lawsuit to settle the succession.
I was the next-of-kin according to the
English law, but there were adopted
children and others who, according to
Indian custom, might have a claim. How-
ever, the old begum turned out a trump.
She proposed first of all that I should
marry the chief claimant—a girl then about
eight years old—but, finding that this pro-
posal did not tempt me, we arranged an
equitahle division which satisfied everybody,
and robbed the lawyers of their expected
prey. My own share made me passably rich
—rich enough to buy Combe Chudleigh
anyhow. But the chance was gone, it
seemed, for Hilda was irrevocably com-
mitted to marry Mr. Chancellor, the rich
manufacturer, the M.P. and rising states-
man, and would, indeed, already have been
married but for her aunt’s death.

“ Now, what you've got to do, sir,” said
Mrs. Murch solemnly, when s0 much had
been said, “what you've got to do is to
go and find Miss Hilda. There’s more
hangs round about it than you and I know
of, but I do know as she’ll be a miserable
woman all the days of her life if she
marries that man, It ain’t any use writing,
8ir; it ain’t any use sending. Miss Hilda

isn’t one to go back from her word when
once she’s given it. But if you saw her,
and told her everything yourself, perhaps
she and you might find a way to alter it.”

But where was she then, my sweet
Hilda? Where could I find her? It
seemed that she had been staying in
London for the season, but finding London
hot and unendurable, she had started with
her father and some other friends for a
cruise about the Channel in Mr. Chan-
cellor'’s yacht. Mr, Chancellor was kept
in town by his Parliamentery duties. But
where the yacht was at this particular
moment it was hard to say. Perbaps ip
was at Ryde, perhaps at Plymouth, or the
Channel Islands, or some French port.
But just as I was leaving the gml.l,
uncertain and irresolute, & messenger
came up from the post-office in the village
with a telegram. My driver stopped for a
few moments by my orders to see if any-
thing came of it, and presently Mrs,
Murch came running out in the drizzlin
rain with her apron over her head, a.nﬁ
thrust the telegram into my hand. It is
of just four words, ‘Send letters to Wey-
mouth,” and it sends me back to Weymouth
as fast as I can go, and there my first
visit is to the harbour-master. No, the
Sea Mew has not come in; she won't
come in probably till next tide, and so I
may make myself easy for some hours,

ut I can’t make myself easy. I pace

up and down that esplanade at Weymouth
which is 8o redolent of the Greorgian era that
i‘ou may fancy at any moment that stout

'armer George and homely Charlotte may
appear upon the scene; still in the fog and
small rain, promising every moment to
clear and show the brightness beyond, but
continuall ‘Peltin nevertheless, regardless
of all goog aith. gBm; now I am no longer
alone on the pavement. Another man—
a young man—shrouded like myself in a
long coat, equally impatient, as it seems,
and also continually looking seawards, and
striving to make out something through
the haze, meets me at every turn, and we
look at each other with distrust and aver-
sion, as intruders and interlopers; and
then I begin to think I know the face,
that I have seen it somewhere in earlier
days. A look of half-recognition also
appears in his eyes. 'We stop opposite
each other by simultaneous impulse.

“ Aren’t you a Courtney $” I ask. “I

thought so. Then we were at Winchestor
together. I was in the sixth when you
joined.” .,
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Courtney held out his hand cordially,
and yet with respect. He might not have
looked up to me much under other circum-
stances ; but the fact that I had been his
senior at school at ance put him under my
influence. A man may lose his reverence
for Charch and State, for religion, for
morality, for many other venerable things,
but he rarely forgets the superiority of an
old schoolfellow. )

‘“ And what are you doing here, old
fellow $ * I ask, putting my arm through his
as we resume our sentry-go in company.

“Doing | ” said Courtney with irritation.
“I am looking out for a steam-yacht. And
I don’t believe she means coming in.”

“ And what ship is that? * I asked with
a good deal of curiosity. ,

“What's the name of her? The Sea
Mew,” he replied with disgust. * Belongs
to that wretched cad, Chancellor.”

“ Then why do you sail with him if he’s
such a cad?” I asked with all the wisdom
of age.

*“Oh, he’s not on board,” replied
Courtney. *Look here, it's in this way.
I promised to join my cousin Hilda. You
know her, by the way. Of course,” he
said, striking his forehead theatrically, “ I
know all about you. You married an
Indian princess. And what are they like,
and are there any more of them? And
have you got a yacht down here? I
would have a bigger one than Chancellor.”

“Now look here, Courtney,” I replied
severely; “had I married an Indian
princess, I'd have made you speak of her
with more respect. Bat you may contra-
dict that silly story wherever you may
hear it.” :

$ Oh, I should keep up the delusion if I
were you,” said Courtney. * People don’t
think anything of you if you have done
nothing out of the usual line.”

Anyhow, I determined to take Courtney
into my confidence. Itold him how affairs
really stood between his cousin and myself,
and I was delighted to find that, either
from sudden friendship for me, or sudden
detestation of Chancellor, he was ready to
do anything to serve me., Yes, he would
take me on board the Sea Mew. He had a
general invitation to bring any nice friends.

It seemed rather a cheeky thing, he
remarked, to sail about in the rival’s own
yacht. But he was sure Hilda would like
it better. *Only, don’t you see,” he added,
casting a despiiring look over the sea,
“it's gettiag thicker and thicker, and the
Sea Mew will never come in in this fog.”

Just then there seemed a kind of
thickening in the haze at one point, which
resolved itself presently into the flapping
sail of a fishing-boat, that grounded geatly
on the sloping beach. A fisherman sprang
out, and was making his way towards the
town, when he was hailed by young
Courtney.

“Hallo, Dick Steel! What are you
after 1 ”

“Why, it be young Squire Courtney,”
said Dick, rabbing his eyes ; *‘and you're
the very man that I be looking for. Now
then, squire, here be a letter from your
sweetheart of delights,” and Dick grinned
as he handed up a little. twisted curl of
paper.

“There’s a nice affair,” grumbled
Courtney, handing me over the note
which, carelessly as the young rascal treated
it, thrilled right through my heart to see.
For it was in Hilda’s handwriting, hastily
pencilled. She was here, within sight, if
only the fog would lift | :

“ DEAR &‘omnn," ran the note,—* It is
too thick to run in safely, and we are off
to Cherbourg. Joinusthere. Your loving
cousin. Somewhere off the land.”

% That’s just like a woman,” went on
Courtney, still grambling. *If it's too
thick for them to come in, how the
dickens are we to go out $”

Courtney’s notion was to hire a fishing-
smack, and run over to Cherbourg in the
fog, like a piratical sea-rover, and when
reminded that the Great Western steamer
would sail that night as usual, he seemed
really disappointed. Buat at ten o'clock
that evening the fog was thicker than ever,
and it really seemed doubtful whether the
steamer would get away. A trading steamer
had just come In with a cargo of potatoes
from Jersey, and reported the weather still
very thick in the Channel. A gang of
men, working away by lamplight, were
loading up trucks on the little quay ; barrels
of potatoes, curiously fastened up with the
tops of round baskets, were rolling about
in all directions. The hoarse cries of the
men, the banging about of cargo, the
rattle of the steam-crane, and the roar and
shriek of the engine waiting for its load,
made a strange turmoil in the air ; and the
lurid lights %:om the steamers, and the
lamps by which the men were working,
showing through the fog, lighted up the
rough bearded faces of the workmen in &
strange portentous way. Presently we
could hear the train from London come
rattling into the station, and an omnibus-
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load of passengers was brought down and
put on board-—the passengers, tifat is—and
atill there was no sign of our boat gettin
away. Thepotato-boathad a.lreadyun%oade
and was gone, and we could hear her fog-
horn trumpeting away in the distance. ,

Suddenly, ang with quite magical quick-
ness, the scene changed altogether—the
drizzle ceased, the mist was drawn away like
a curtain, and the moon appeared sailing
through a full of white, fleecy clouds.
The harbour-lights shone out clearly, and
in the still waters the houses above, risin
tier upon tier, were reflected with wonde
distinctness.  Everything was perfectly
still except for the rattle of steam from the
mmi , and when that ceased and the
pad began to move, all the placid
mirror-like surface was broken into a
thousand sparklini{ripples. But there was
no signof the Sea Mew—nosteamer’s lights
were to be seen anywhere in the offing, and
thegeneral opinion was that she had reached
Cherbourg long ere this.

Early in the morniyg—a grey promising
morning ; the sea smooth and overhead a
real Channel sky, a d sweep of clouds
of an indefinite tender grey, converging to
one point in a unity of design y seen
except at sea; a dark sail here and there
flecking the surface of the gently-undu-
lating waters—I find Courtney on deck,
already on familiar terms with the first
oficer, whom he calls Jem, and with
whom he is discussing abstruee points of
navigation. The coast-line before usis high
and bold, but somewhat gloomy-looking
and without the pleasant aspect of the
white and yellow cliffs crowned with

nsward which seem to smile a welcome,
in fair weather like this, as you approach
the coast in other parts of the Channel
Soon we pass smoothly and‘ swiftly
between two grim forts that guard the
entrance to the port—one at the end
of the long breakwater and the other
rising grandly from a low rocky islet—
forts with rows of guns looking over the
parapet at us and grinning through-the
casemates, but mere pop in the way of
artillery compared with the huge monsters
of modern ordnance ; and then the grim
forts shut us in as we enter the outer basin,
& squad.of fishing-boats and a steamer or
two leave plenty of room in the wide
harbour ; grey tall houses rise above us,
and in front hovers the grand rock of
La Roule, a craggy mass of primitive rock
that is fitly crowned with a huge fort. But
there is nothing to be seen of the Sea

Mew. The people of the Douane know
nothing of her. Courtney’s face clouds
over at the news, or rather at the want of
news, and indeed it is disappointing. But
then it is suggested that she may have lain
to somewhere in the night, and come
in presently. And so we make our
way to a café on the quay, and sit there
under the awning smoking and keeping a
look-out on the harbour. We do not realise
that we are in France till we have taken
our coffee at a round-tepped table in the
open-air, while Francois welcomes us
with a fal sweep of his napkin,
and the life of a nch town goes
by us in the. pleasant morning sun-
shine—the peasants in their short blue
blouses with baskets on their arms;
goldiers in the familiar red and blue;
sailors lounging along ; while bells jingle
and strange foreign cries are in the air.
But in the harbour everything is perfectly
quiet ; no vessel enters or goes out; the
signal-mast is bare of flags; the Douane is
closed, as if the officials had made up their
minds that everything was over for the day.
For my own part, I half dread to see

the Sea Mew enter the harbour, for I feel
that her coming will be the destruction of
all my hopes. Hilda will turn upon me
cold and resolute, and send me away from
her without a word of parley. Let me
have a little respite, in which I may still
indulge in the pleasures of hope. But the
respite is likely to be a short onme, for at
this moment the silent port shows signs of
life. - 'We hear the gruff roar of a gun from
the fort, and presently a smart and elegant
steamer floats swan-like into the basin, her
blue ensign trailing gracefully just clear of
the water. There is a bustle on shore as
if something of importance had happened ;
a boat puts out with a naval officer in the
stern-sheets and manned by a smart crew
of sailors in full dress, and Frangois runs
out energetically flourishing his napkin,
and returns presently to announce to all
his customers and the world in general that
here has arrived the yacht of the Lord
Marquis Chancelleur, the Prime Minister
of Angleterre. But Courtney is already
away calling for a boat to cross the
harbour, and I follow in a more sad and
dignified way.

MYRTLE.
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS. CHAPTER IL

FIFTEEN years came and went with all
their shifting seasons, and no slightest word
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tell the fate of the fair young girl who
turned from the altar one bmght April
morning with unsmiling eyes and close-
drawn lips, and the mockery of her father’s
blessing upon her, to begin life anew as
Arthur Templeton’s bride. Was she happy
or was she miserable 1 No one in San Remo
knew or cared, save only ome, Signor
Benoni, still professor of lan and
inspector of the public schools. . and
Mrs. Ellis had followed their daughter
back to England but a month after l}er
marriage ; & new pastor came to care for
the tiny English ﬂcl))::‘l: which, year by year,
grew and spread ; the church was enlarged
and altered beyond ition ; a hand-
somer villa was taken for the rectory ; there
were changes and improvements here, there,
and everywhere, telling of the swift growth
and increasing popularity of storm-sheltered,
sun-girt, placid little San Remo, over which
the skies spread so softly, and against which
the blue waves of the sea beat 80 dreamily,
so drowsily.

There were changes everywhere. Ounly
into the old, old city that lay asleep upon
the hill, out of the way of the young life
growing freshly up at its feet, only there
a8 into the heart of the faithful Benoni, no
change could come. He was a middle-
aged man now, and old before his time,
with hair turned prematurely grey, and
wrinkles of care and weariness al{mting
across the kindly face with its patient
smile and gentle uncomplaining eyea.
There was no one in San Remo more
universally respected and beloved than
he, though he courted no popularity and
plodded on his ambitionless quiet way,
without other aim than how to complete
the labour of the day. His time was very

full. He had all the work he needed to’

enable him to care for his invalid sister,
and pay the debts of a worthless brother
who hung like a millstone around his neck.
People eaid it was these cares which had
aged him in his prime, and robbed him so
early of the fire and aspirations that belong
to youth, and that would surely have made
him into something more than a simple
professor in a tiny town by this, had he

but had free play for his talents, or had he | i

had a wife to spur him on. But he had
never married. It was because of these
home - cares, people said; and Signor
Benoni only smiled, and did not contradict.
His story was locked up in his faithful
heart, beyond the reach of curious eyes,
and the sprig of myrtle that he gathered
fresh every morning for his button-hole,

and that hung there drooping and fading
all the busy day through, never told any
tales. His attachment to this delicate
little flower, which lent itself so ill to his
adornment, was only another of the pro-
fessor’s harmless eccentricities, like the
habit which led him every day just before
sunset, if he chanced to be in a room over-
looking the sea, to go to the window and
watch ?or Corsica to rise up ghost-like from
the waves, just as if it were not a pheno-
menon with which he must have been
familiar from boyhood. But theee little
oddities harmed nobody, not even himself;
and perhaps they had something to do with
the dreamy, trustful look in his eyes that
attached people to him insensibly, because,
though he never spoke of himself or his
wants, he was felt to be in some way in
need of any affection they had to give him.

And so fifteen years had come and gone,
when one day, as he was leaving one of
the principal hotels after a round of lessons,
a card was handed to him.

¢ Professor, the lady was asking about
an Italian teacher. She would be glad to see
you before you leave. Room twenty-seven.”

Benoni turned to obey the summons,
glancing down at the card, and then
stopped short, gazing at the narrow slip
of pasteboard with eyes that seemed to
spelf out the name letter by letter, over
and over again, unable to comprehend.
Yet such a simple name it was too! “Mrs.
Arthur Templeton,” nothing mors.

Ah, how suddenly, how easily, how un-
premeditatedly great things can happen!
It is only the little things that announce
themselves with trumpet-peal and bugle-
song heralding their coming from afar,
like the rocket that rushes up into the
ether with a hiss and scream, while the
comet that covers half the heavens takes
its place without a sound. .

A faint flush crept into Benoni’s thin
cheeks, and faded away as he stood look-
ing down at the card. He felt that
he was trembling. The clerk eyed him
curiously.

“Do you know the lady already, per-
haps, signore ¥ She is a widow. Her father
is Eere with her.”

The professor started and stared st
the clerk fixedly a moment, and then
straightened himself up, hastily putting
the card in his pocket, )

“Yes,” he said simply, “I know her.
And immediately went up the stairs,

He could scarcely see as he entered the
room where Myrtle waited for him. There
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was a cloud before his eyes, as if the
ghosts of all the separating years suddenly
rose up and stood mistily between them.
Then it cleared away, and he saw her
standing there alone, Mpyrtle, his one
heart's Fove ; Myrtle, free again as in the
days when he first loved her; free, and
she had sent for him! He could not speak.
He only looked at her. Yes, the very,
very same. The years, whatever they had
brought her, had but ripened the bloom,
had matured but had not changed her—had
saddened, perhaps, but had not embittered
her. It was the same Myrtle, who now
met him with an eager questioning look in
her eyes, that seemed to seek an answer in
his face before she spoke. Silently they
stood so looking at each other; then
Myrtle’s eyes fell upon the fragile drooping
flower in his coat, and a smile and blush,
swift and bright as in the old days, illu-
mined her face.

“Oh, my flower!” she cried, springing
impulsively forward, just as she might
have done in the past. ¢ You are wearing
my flower 1”

A light flashed into Benoni's eyes.

“ Here 18 your flower,” he said, and drew
from his pocket-book a little, dried, faded
blossom, scarcely recognisable in form or
hue, and held it towards her.  You gave
it to me, do you remember, that day we
saw Corsica together? I have carried it
80 here these fifteen years. Fifteen years !
Myrtle, Myrtle, it has been long 1”
m?lhe looked at him, smiling the old frank

e.

“The years that are gone—the long
dreadfal years, we will throw them awa;
a8 I do this withered flower. We W‘lﬁ
neither of us remember them more.”

“Myrtle,” said the Italian hoarsely,
grasping her by both hands, “you gave
me hope once before, and it was a false
hope. Do not deceive me now. I could
not bear it a second time, to hope such a
hope as this and lose it again. I have
been trne to you as never man was true
before. I have loved you and you onl
with undivided faithfalness through all
these years, The memory of you and my
love for you have grown into the very
fibres of my heart, and not even death
can destroy s love that life and time
have spared. Myrtle, by right of such
a love as this, may I dare to claim you
now §”

“There is but one thing in all life worth
having,” said Myrtle softly, “ but one thing
lasting, and perfect, and sure, and that is

love—such love as yours for me, Francesco,
and mine for you.”

The Italian threw up his hands in a sort
of blind ecstasy.

“Oh, Heaven | ” he cried, #is it possible
such happiness is mine at last? It cannot
be! It cannotbe!”

It shall be,” said Myrtle. “It must
be. We have conquered fate.” She
threw batk her head with the old, proud,
familiar gesture, and then came nearer,
and laid her white, firm hand gently on his
arm. “ No, Francesco, not even fate can
prevail wholly against so true a love asours,”

All who met Benoni as he went back
along the Esplanade that night to his
house, turned to look at him again. He
seemed completely transfigured. His happi-
ness shone out undisguised in his face, a
weight of years seemed suddenly lifted
from him ; he stood erect, and held his
head high, as if to breathe great soul-
refreshing draughts of this new and wonder-
ful atmosphere which surrounded him. His
eyes shone with a brilliancy and fire in
startling contrast to his usual dreamy far-
away look. He was as if intoxicated with
this strange, impossible happiness that had
dropped upon him out of an unlooked-for
heaven. He felt almost too weak to bear
it. Something seemed to snap in his
heart, as if this sudden expansion of joy
after the long, long tension of hopeless-
ness had been too great a strain upon his
strength. A lifellong habit of endurance
cannot be given up with imgunity all in
one rash, reckless moment. Joy is some-
times a8 dangerous as grief when it attacks
the citadel og the heart, and carries it by

storm. {

Myrtle stood at the window the next
morning watching for her betrothed, and
singing a little Italian ballad softly to her-
self. Someone came up behind her and
stood beside her, looking out with dull
apathetic eyes over the blue Mediterranean,
which lay gleaming under the warm, still
sunlight as if it had never known a storm.
It was her father. Myrtle turned and laid
an arm caressingly about his neck, stooping
a little to bring%xer face on a level with his,

“Father,” shemurmured, I am so happy.
Won'tyou be glad a little of myhappiness?”

The old man shook his head.

“All folly—folly,” he muttered. “It
won't last, though you think it will. But
have your own way, child. It doesn’t

matter now, Arthur is dead, and your
mother is dead, and I am an old man. I
shall be dead, too, soon. Your life iz your
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own. Do what you like withit. It doesn’t
matter now.”

Myrtle sighed, and dropped her arm
from his neck.

“ Yes, my Jife is my own now, at last.
I gave it up to you fifteen years ago. You
had your will with it then. You did with
it what you would. And, father, you
know—you know the miserable, miserable
result of it. Ah!” Her face grew
suddenly wan, and old, and haggard, with
a rush of bitter memories, and she hid it
in her hands, ¢ But that is all done now,”
she said presently, lifting it again with a
smile. ¢ We will not speak of it any more.
The dead years shall bury the dead pains.
I know that you thought you acted for the
best. How can, oneu%xeart tell the needs
of another, judging only by itself? How
could you know that whatever love may
be to others, it was all in all in my life,
and that nothing could atone to me for the
loss of it 1 But now that I am so happy, I
can forgive and forget all the past. I am
only Myrtle Ellis again to-day, a glad enthu-
siastic girl of nineteen once more, and my
life—my real life—lies still all before me.”

“Yes, yes,” said the old man im
tiently, “and you think it will be all
happiness. It's the way of youth. But
each must learn for himself, and it doesn’t
matter now—it doesn’t matter now.” He
kept repeating the words monotonously
like a refrain. It touched Myrtle to the
quick to see how little power she had to
impart somewhat of the fulness of her own
happiness to his cheerless, empty heart.
She silently put out her hand to him.
“Ah yes,” he said, feeling her touch.
“The letter. I had forgotten to give it to
you. I found it downstairs.”

Myrtle took it from him mechanically,
looking at it with the idle curiosity one
accords an unknown handwriting; then
with another glance down the long, smooth,
sunlit road, stretching itself out before
her like a symbol of her future life, she
opened the letter and read.

“Yes ; it doesn’t matter now. Nothing
matters now,” repeated the old man
drearily to himself over and over.

He was weak and old. Myrtle was young
and strong. She must manage her own life
now. It was time he gave it up to her.

He was startled by a cry, low and sharp
as if wrung out of physical agony. Myrtle
dropped the letter and grasped him by the
arm.

*“Come, father; you must come with
me. We must go to him at once.”

Mzr. Ellis looked up at her blankly. Her
face was ashen white.

“ Eh—what is it § ” he asked helplessly.

“Francesco—he is ill. It is his heart.
Good Heaven | he is perhaps dying now.
Fa.tligr—fat’her, co::g ! ;ﬁ Ellis. only halt

“Dying,” repeal . Ellis, o
comprehending, and dropping his n{uggy
grey head on his breast as Myrtle drew him
towards the door. “ Aye ; nothing lasts—
nothing. Did I not say so? It all goes.”

Benoni lay on a couch, wheeled up to
the window, in one of the tiny rooms of
his humble little home. He was better
now. The paroxysm of pain was past,
and he was only very weak and tired—too
tired to move, too tired to do more than
look up in Myrtle’s face with unutterable
love, as she knelt down by him and took his
hands in hers,

“I knew you would come, Myrtle,” he
said, “ when I could not go to you.”

“1 have come to stay, Francesco,” she
whispered. * I will never leave you again,
dear—never, never again |”

Benoni’s great, glorious, fire-lit eyes rested
on her with a look of ineffable

“God is so ,” he said. ‘He has
given me the happiness of a lifetime in
these last few hours. I have nothing left
to wish for.”

And so he lay with his hand in hers,
smiling up at her, and now and then talk-
ing softly—while slowly, slowly his life
ebbed away. .

All gave place to Myrtle, fecling in-
stinctively her right to be there ; stranger
to them though she was, this beautiful
foreign lady whom he had never once
named to them before.

And, true to her word, Myrtle never le_sft
him again day or night. Tearless, with
her passionate grief crushed back into
her heart lest the despair of it break out
and harm him, she sat hour after hour by
his side, smiling down at him with steady
eyes, singing to him the songs he used to
love in a voice that never once broke or
faltered, and talking to him as only she
could talk, with a perfect calm taught by &
perfect love,

So she sat hour after hour and day after
day, till at last the end came—the end
which no tenderest care or skill could
avert. .

He still lay on the sofa by the window,
while she crouched rather than knelt by
his side. It was late in the afternoon.
The sun was stooping low down to the
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ses. There was not a cloud in all the
radiant dazzling sky, and faintly, indis-
tinctly, like a dream slowly breaking
through the unconsciousness of a sleep-
bound soul, the faraway beautiful island
grew into magical life out of the blue mists
of the horizon.

The dying man lifted himself up with
the strange sudden strength of the supreme
moment.

“Myrtle!” he cried, *“ Myrtle!” ‘and
drew her into his arms. * Love—wife—
look! It is C:hrsioa.l We have seen
it again —together—at the beginnin,
and at the end of our lives—heegal\xrlen—g
heaven ?

And with the word upon his lips,
smiling once more into her faithful loving
eyes, fell back, fainting, upon the
pillow ; and before the last dim line of the
shadowy island had faded from the horizon,
his spirit had passed beyond her ken to
the far-off land of the unseen. Myrtle was
left alone |

Ah, not even the most faithful love can
ever wholly master fate |

AN ALIBI AND ITS PRICE.
A STORY IN THIRTEEN CHAPTERS.
BY THEO GIFT.

CHAPTER I

TEEY were two women in an old-
fashioned room of an cld-fashioned house
at Kew ; aroom softly carpeted with sweet-
smelling Indian matting and Persian rugs ;
with quaint spindle-legged furniture, and a
quainter Chinese paper covered with scrolly
red monsters and monstrous gold flowers
tangled up together; with a high wooden
wainscot and mantelpiece, the latter carved
with cherubs carrying wreaths of flowers;
and tiny tables heaped with treasures of
Stvres and Nankin china, Hindu idols,
and Burmese knick-knacks in bewildering
? I ;:l!i. dignified, unlad

“ it most undignified, like,
and unseemly,” said the elder womta,n.y

“ Mrs. Pentreath |”

“ Yes, my dear, and if you were to say
‘Mrs. Pentreath’ twice as loudly, and look
twice as red and indignant, I should only
repeat the same words, Indeed, I do not
know any others better suited to such
foolish and imprudent conduct.”

“Bat I don’t evem know what you
mean,” cried the girl, redder than ever at
the snub she had received. ‘ What is there
In my conduct that you can call by such

names as ‘unseemly and unladylike’?
What have I done ¥ You have no right to
speak to me so because—because——"

¢ Because you are & motherless girl for
whose welfare and reputation I am answer-
able while you live under my roof; and
because your father committed you to my
care,” sald Mrs. Pentreath slowly. ¢ Excuse
my interrupting you, Hetty, but I am of
opinion that these reasons do give me a
right, not only to express my opinion on
your conduct generally, but to exert my
authority if I find you persisting in a
course which is sure to be detrimental to
you in every way. Ernest may be silly in
some things—I am sorry to say he is—but
you are more silly still if you let yourself
think that he means to marry you.”

“J don’t. I never thought anything of
the sort. ~ I wouldn’t marry him. Mrs.
Pentreath, why don’t you send me away if
you think such things? Indeed, I would
far, far rather go than listen to them.”

“Go! So,that you may induce him to
follow yout Yes, Hetty, that would be
just of a piece with the running after him
at present, the familiarity and forwardness
of which I am complaining. Let me tell
you I am not the only person who has
noticed it. Lady Carisfort spoke to me
some time about what she rightly con-
sidered my foolish and culpable indulgence,
and Mr. Hamilton——" .

“Mr. Hamilton!” The poppy-red cheeks
grew suddenly white, and even Mrs
Pentreath was startled by the strange look,
half angnish, half indignation, which flashed
from the brown eyes. ‘ You do not mean
that. He couldn’t—I am sure he never
spoke about me, and—and Captain Pen-
treath !”

Mrs, Pentreath smiled with a sort of
chilling composure, which was very
aggravating.

“Then you are quite wrong, my dear,
for it was only yesterday that he was doing
8o, and regretting the way in which you
were going on ; and I am glad to see that
you have some regard for your clergyman’s
opinion, if not for mine. You must re-
member, however, that George Hamilton
and Ernest are cousins, and that young
men are in the habit of speaking freely to
one another, especially of girls who by
their own lightness have What is it,
Hickson—the carriage? Very well, I am
coming ; and, Hetty, don’t be silly. It is
no use crying in that violent way as if
someone had ill-used you. I assure you
that you ought to feel grateful that you
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have someone to act a mother’s part to
you ; and, though Ernest is my son, it is
not at all in his interests, but in yours, that
I have spoken to you to-day.”

Mrs. Pentreath said this in a softened
tone ; perhaps because her conscience told
her she had heen somewhat harsh ; perhaps
because the attitude of the culprit, sobbing
now beyond control, with her face hidden
in her dimpled hands, touched her sense
of pity ; but she went away for her drive
all the same, a stately old lady, with her
white hair and fine face, and the furs and
velvets which shrouded her still upright
figure. And Hetty Mavors was left to cry
on by herself.

She made a pretty picture so, despite
her woe, with her slender childish figure
and soft dark head crouched up against the
panelling of the deep old window-seat ;
behind her a fence of tall ragged chrysan-
themums, red and saffron tinted, and fillin
the air with their bitter-sweet odour; an
behind them again a flutter of brown and
yellow autumn leaves and the stainless blue
of one of those rare days in November when
winter seems still far away, and the fair
wan effigy of summer lies lightly on the
moist ground, unburied save in fallen
leaves,

Hetty, however, was far from thinking
of herself in an artistic light. Perhaps
she was deficient in *‘ culture,” or perhaps
she was too miserable ; anyhow, she never
lifted her face, but sobbed on till startled
into another position by a footstep at her
side and a voice saying :

“They told me I should find you here,
80 Why, Hetty! Hetty, my child,
what is the matter 1”

Hetty lifted her face quickly enough
then—not in welcome, however, but with
a Jook of such unmistakable anger flashing
through her tears as fairly startled the
visitor, a rather plain young man in clerical
dress, with a frank, kindly expression
which seemed far from warranting the in-
dignant one which greeted him. Yet,
though the girl was trembling in every
limb, she made a strong effort to control
herself, and stood up, saying coldly:

¢ Mrs. Pentreath is not in, Mr. Hamil-
ton,”

“ So Hickson told me; but as he added
that you were in the drawing-room, I
thought I might come in and see you. I
had no idea you were in trouble, however.
Is it—is it anything-I could help you in,
or would you rather I went away?” the
vicar asked quietly, and with a certain

plain directness and absence of society
pretence, which made Hetty's efforts at
composure somewhat difficult.

Yet she answered him directly and with
the same coldness as before :

“I would rather you went away.
People who make trouble can hardly help
in it ; and as it seems that I have to thank
you for mine, I would rather you did not
stay to triumph in it.”

“Make trouble | Trinmph! I don’t think
I understand you,” said George Hamilton.
He had become very pale, strikingly so in
contrast to the crimson cheeks wgioh con-
fronted him, but he still spoke quietly, and
stood his ground, facing the girl with a
calm steadiness which was not withont its
effect. ‘“ How have I got you into trouble!
I was not aware that I done 80 ; but if
I have, it must have been, as you know
perfectly well, so purely accidentally that
I hope you are generous enough to feel as
sorry for me as I am for youw.”

The grave, reasonable tone made Hetty’s
eyes look misty again.

¢ Oh, it does not matter,” she said, trying
to speak lightly ; then breaking down with
ignominious speed : * Only I did not think,
I did not, that you—you——"

“That I what? Hetty, my—my dear
child, don’t cry, but tell me what I have
done. Don’t you know—Heaven knows
you might by this time — that I would
sooner cut off my right arm than hurt
you by a pin-prick, or_see anyone else do
it Whatisit¥ Has Pentreath——"

But Hetty, looking up with hot cheeks
and flashing eyes, broke in on the question
with sharp distinctness.

¢ Captain Pentreath has said and doms
nothing—nothing at all. I don’t believe he
would ever think such things. He knows
too well how shameful and untrue they are.”

“What things, Hetty ?” This young
girl certainly required a deal of
patience, but it was not lack of that quality
which made George Hamilton’s grave face
graver, and his voice colder than before.

“What Mrs. Pentreath and you have
been saying, that I ran after——" but
Hetty was sobbing too violently now for
her words to be very intelligible, and the
vicar could only catch such broken phrases
as “forward,” * wanting to marry him,”
¢ unladylike,” the rest drowned in passion-
ate blushes hot emough to-almost scorch
the tears which flowed over them. Mr.
Hamilton’s brown face flushed for sympatby.
Manlike, he wasted no words on it, how-
ever, but went to the point at once.
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“I never said one word of the sort,” he
said. “What's more, I never thought,
dreamt, nor implied it. Has my aunt told
youso? I can’t believe it; and, if you'll
excase me, I don’t believe you do either.
You look on me as a friend, I suppose. It
isn’t much to expect after all these years,
bat I do expect t.Ymt.. Do you think friends
lie about and calumniate one another %
Tell me at once what you mean,”

Hetty’s sobs ceased. She was quelled
by an anger greater than her own ; subdued
too by a certain delicious joy which was
springing up in her bruised and wounded
little heart. She looked up at him quite
deprecatingly.

“It was Mra. Pentreath said so. She
was angry at something—such a little thing.
Captain Pentreath asked me to cut him a
sprig of gardenia from the conservatory
before he went out this morning, and when
I went for it he came in after me, and
stood talking for a minute or two while he
pinned it in. After he was gqna your
aunt began, and said all this. I couldn’t
even understand her at first, or why she
was s0 angry ; and then she said Lady
Carisfort had spoken to her some time ago
about my—my conduct, and you too.”

“My aunt made a mistake,” said the
vicar coolly. ““What Lady Carisfort may
have said of you I don’t know, nor do I
think it matters much, as she is well
known to be the most vicious-tongued old

come to this, and you have been made
unhappy, I owe it to myself to tell you
hat I said.”
“Then you did say something |” Hetty’s
tone had an almost childish accent of dis-
appointment, and her eyes began to look

“} certainly did. My aunt came to me
yesterday and told me—it is her fault and
yours, mind you, Miss Mavors, that you ever
hear this—told me that she was disturbed in
her mind, because she thought that her son
was beginning to show a dis;l)loaition to pay
you idle attentions, and that you were
encouraging him under the impression that
they were serious. She addad, however,
that she did not blame you as much as her
son, because you were very young.”

“8Bhe is very kind, and I am much
obliged to her,” said Hetty haughtily.

“ And rather spoilt.”

“Then it is she who has sPoilt me, and
why did she ¥ I wish "—beginning to cry
—‘“that she hadn’t. Ithought she was—
was fond of me, as fond as I was of her.”

woman in the county; but since it has-

“ But that people were beginning to make
remarks. Someone had even asked her if
her son was going to marry little Miss
Mavors, and as, of course, no one could know
better than she that he had not the faintest
idea of the sort—forgive me, Hetty, and
remember I am only quoting her words—
she came to me to consult me as to the
best means of putting a stop to an affair
which was giving her trouble, and might
damage your name. She said she did not
at all wish to part from you even for a
time.”

“To send me away, you mean! but I
will not give her the trouble. I will go
away. I am going at once,” Hetty burst
in vehemently ; then with a sudden change
of tone : “And {ou 1 What did you say %
You are only telling me Mrs. Pentreath’s
part, not yours.”

“Isaid that I thought she was mis-
taken,” said the vicar, speaking with great
distinctness, though with a frown on his
brow which implied that he found the task
difficult. “ For, to begin at the beginning,
it was my opinion that her son, instead of
commencing to pay you idle attentions now,
had done nothing else from the day of his
coming here but pay you the most marked
ones in his power, and devote himself to
you in a way which might warrant any
innocent girl in believing herself to be
loved by him. Faurther, that I should like
to know her grounds for thinking that
Ernest did not do so ; and further to re-
mind her that men seldom took even their
mothers into their confidence when they
first began to think seriously of a woman,
and that even if Ernest had been rather
given to flirting in past times, it was my
opinion that your sweetness and—I mean
your manner and charms altogether,” put
in the vicar, interrapting himselfin a rough,
impatient manner, “ were enough to give
any man a fair reason for breaking through
all previous dislike to matrimony and——"

“Ob, but that was nonsense, and you
ought not to tell it me again. Don’t go on
with that part,” said Hetty hurriedly, but
with such a lovely rose-colour in her c{eeks,

‘and such a lovely, shy, questionin, glance,

as would have made anyone think it was
just that part she did want told to her.

he vicar thought so, and for a moment
his pulses beat with marvellous, almost
dangerous rapidity; then the remembrance
of why she felt such pleasure in his speech
came back to him, and he answered her in
a colder tone than before :

“Well, that was what I said to my

%
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aunt, and I took the liberty of adding, in
conclusion, that if she were right in her
opinion of her son, and if he were capable of
laying himself out to win the affections of
a young girl without any other end than
his own amusement, he deserved to be
kicked round Kew Green, and I should be
very glad to lend a foot for the—— But
there’s no use in repeating that,” cried the
vicar, cooling down suddenly from the hot
anger which merely quotin‘ilhis words had
roused in him, “and I shall make you as
angry as I did her. You must try to
forgive me, however, for I was merely
arguing on a hypothetical case. You are
not to take Mrs, Pentreath’s opinion of
her son as mine. Probably, indeed, you
don’t need either of them, and are only
laughing at our presumption in having any.
That's not to the point, however. You
accused me of having spoken ill and insult-
ingly of you, and of having got you into
trouble. I have told you what I did say,
and if, hearing it, you still think you were
right to greet me as you did just now, I
can only say I am sorry for it, and wish I
had said nothing at all.”

“But I don't. It was I who was wrong,
and—and I beg your pardon, Mr. Hamilton.
There! Now please don’t hurry away,”
cried Hetty with the prettiest mingling
possible of submission and impatience.
“There is something more I want to ask
you, if you don’t mind.”

“Well, what is it? I will tell you
anything that concerns myself.”

“ Ang myself! Mr. Hamilton, I want
to know why you think your cousin really
cares for me. His mother does not believe
he does. She said the idea was absurd,
but you—you differed from her, Why 1”

The vicar looked embarrassed. In
honest truth, he had not much faith in the
depth of his cousin’s affection for anybody,
but how could he tell the girl so—he of
all men?

«I differed from her, certainly,” he said
with some hesitation; “ partly because it
would be a tacit impertinence to you to
assume that any man would dare to single
you out and appropriate you as Pentreath
does without caring for you, and partly
because — well, because 1 cannot realise
that any man should live in the house with
you and not do so.”

The vicar's voice had grown so hard
that the last words, if intended for a com-
pliment, sounded more like an accusation,
Did he too suspect her of intentional fasci-
nation § -

Poor Hetty's face grew pale and wistful
as that of a chidden child.

“Oh, but you only mean in a certain
way,” she said eagerly; “a pleasant
friendly sort of caring that no one need
dislike. Of course 1 know he is more
demonstrative than some men, and—and
says silly things now and then; bat Ido
assure you he has never said one word
which—which anyone could take hold of.”

The vicar looked at her in surprise
Evidently she was not so sure of her lover's
affection a8 he had thought, or she would
not want so much reassuring on the subject.
He felt vexed with her for asking it, and
without even a blush on her smooth round
cheek too; yet he was too chivalrous not
to answer her comfortingly.

¢ Oh, but you need not think anything of
that,”he said, smiling. “Men often say least
when they care most ; and even if Ernest
is a bit flighty at times, he knowa well
enough how to appreciate the blessing of a
pure-hearted girl's affection. I dare say
my aunt Has been a little irritating and
incredulons ; but these are things that
mothers are always the last to realise.
Don’t you believe me $ ” for she had grown
paler, and there was a distressed look in
her face. “ Why, I have known a man—if
it is any good to you to hear of him—who
cared heart and soul for a girl very like
yourself, and in much the same circam-
stances ; and who, though he would have
gladly risked his life to have called her
his wife, never opened his lips on the sub-
ject, or told his secret to her or anyone.”

‘“ Never 1"

He had come to an abrupt stop, and
Hetty’s voice repeated the word like a
startled echo. She was crimson enough
now, and there was a new look in her
beautiful eyes, now turned from him in
sudden shyness.

“ Never. There were reasons against it
in the beginning, and afterwards it would
have been no good.”

“But whyt How 1"

The vicar had stopped again, his voice
hoarse with barely smothered pain, and he
did not notice the tremble in the girl's
voice, her nervously-clasped hands or
heaving breast. There was even a touch
of impatience in his manner as he
answered her.

“Why? Because when he began to
care for her she was such a child compared
to him, such a mere child in reality, that he
would have thought it profanation to

to her of such matters; and afterwards as
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she began to grow up it was to such
beauty and sweetness that knowing his
own demerits, knowing too how little she
had seen of the world, he hesitated equally
between the risk of a ¢ No’ which might
lose him the friendly confidence which had
become the chief happiness of his life, or
of a ‘Yes’ which she might regret
through the whole of hers. He told him-
self he would wait a little longer still,
till she knew others and could choose
more freely ; and while he was waiting
another came, and the game was over. The
second man went in and won in a week
what he had worshipped for years, and
there was an end of it.”

“And was he content to let it be 80!
Bat oh ! you mean that he had no choice,
that she married the other one before he
could interferet ”

“] don’t know if she married him or
not. What does that matter so long as
she loved him ¢ And as he loved her, do
you suppose he would want to interfere
between her and the happiness she had
chosen for herselft”

‘“Not unless he thought he could make
her happier.”

Hetty’s voice was,very low. The vicar’s
rang against it with deep impetuosity.

“That had nothing to do with it. It
was for her to chopse. She had known
him the longer, and if she preferred the
other he was too proud, for all his love, to.
haggle with Herover her preference. Besides,
it would have lost all its value for him if
it could have been transferred from one
man to another in that way. To sue for
a touch of the cheek which had blushed
under the kiss of another, to clasp a hand
and gaze into eyes which had been pressed
by other’s fingers and smiled on other’s
vows might have been possible enough to
some men. It wasn’t to him. The only
love he cared for was that first, fresh, un-
sullied one which only a girl who has never
E]ayed at love, or thought of lovers before,

a3 it in her to give ; the—— But there!
what a fool I am to go on talking to you in
this way—nearly as big a fool as he. Only I
warn you, don’t you think that because a
man is silent he is not in earnest, and
remember that I consider Pentreath has
every reason to he so at present, and I
congratulate him aeartily on his wisdom
and his luck in having such a rare chance
of making use of it. Good-bye.”

“He is not here to thank you, or I dare
0y he would,” said Hetty; “but before
you go let me warn you not to think that

because people laugh and joke they must
bein love. It is very kind of you to think
Captain Pentreath lucky in having won
me; but why you should assume that he
has done 8o, and be as ready to make me
over to him as his mother is to do the
reverse, I don't’ know; and I am not
obliged to you—not at all.”

“ Hetty, what do you mean? Is it not
true then § Don’t you care for Pentreath ”

“What right have you to ask such a
question, Mr. Hamilton? And what do
you mean by ‘caring’ for him? As a
friend, as someone to talk to and sing with,
to enliven his mother and me when we
ere a little dull? Yes, in that way, very
much, as much as he cares for me.”

‘“ Hetty, it isn’t in that way that
Pentreath cares for you.”

“Isit not? Then you know more than
I do, or than he has told me, and I do
not wish to hear anything more of it. I
am quite sure of one thing—that I shall
not do so from him. He is not so silly as
you imagine him, Mr. Hamilton, and
would as little dream of falling in love
with me as of suspecting me of doing the
same by him.”

‘ But, Hetty——" -

“No, Mr. Hamilton, I don’t want to
hear or say any more. You and Mrs,
Pentreath have joined to misunderstand
and misjudge me, and I have been
obliged in my own defence to tell you
that you are wrong; but it is not pleasant
to me to have to do so, and I did not

think you would have required it. I .

thought you knew—— But there, I
won’t think anything more about it, and
please go away now and leave me, I
don’t want to be rude; but I am angry
and hurt, and—and I would rather not see
you any more—not now at any rate.
Please go,” and then, as he made no motion
to do so, but rather came a step mnearer
with hands outstretched as if to detain
her, and with a sudden light and flame in his
face making its plainness almost beautiful,
she fairly slipped past him and fled,
flushed and panting, to hide herself in her
own room.
At which time, perhaps, it may be well to
pause and tell you something of her story.
Esther Mavors was the daughter of an
officer in the coastguard who, thirty years
before, had loved and wooed a certain
beautiful heiress, one Miss Isabel Bovilly.
Lieutenant Mavors was handsome but
oor. Miss Bovilly’s relations would not
ear of the match ; and finally, after first
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encouraging and then playing with him,
Miss Bovilly threw him off and married
Mr. Pentreath, a wealthy banker, by whom
she had one son—Ernest.

Lieutenant Mavors took his blighted
hopes to sea, got into a reckless way of
living, threw away more than one chance
of promotion, and finally, ten years later,
was knocked down by a fever on the West
Coast of Africa, nursed back to health b;
an old Wesleyan missionary, and married,
out of gratitude, to his daughter, by whom
he had one child, & girl—Hetty.

With the advent of the chii'd, however,
came the end of his married life. The
young mother died in childbirth, and
leaving the infant to be brought up by its
maternal relatives, Captain Mavors went to
sea again and remained there with brief
intervals for another ten years, when the
fortunate bestowal of a post in the coast-
guard service enabled him to settle down
at home and begin life afresh with his little
daughter in a pleasant Devonshire water-
ing-place. There too he ended it barely
five years later, before the delights of
fatherhood and home had even had time to
lose their first freshness, and just as a new
and unexpected delight had entered into
his existence.

Mrs. Pentreath, then a wealthy widow,
came to spend & summer at the little
Devonshire watering-place. The old lovers
met ; the acquaintance between them was
revived, and all the short-lived pride and
resentment on the man’s part faded away
at the first sight of the still handsome
woman who years ago had taught him what
passion meant, only to scatter it to waste
by her caprice and inconstancy.

Mrs. Pentreath too was touched and
softened. It is something to & woman of
fifty to find that in one man’s eyes she is
still as beautiful as at twenty-five. She
was all alone too. Her son had just been
gazetted to an Indian regiment.

What might have come of the meeting
had Captain Mavors lived, there is no know-
ing ; but death interposed, and within three
weeks of the meeting with his old love the
sailor closed his eyes on the world and her,
his dying hand groping to the last for the
touch of her fingers, and his dying heart
cheered by her promise to be a Euardian
and protectress to the orphan child he was
leaving behind him.

“Tt breaks my heart to think of her,” he

had said at the last. * There’ll be no one to
take care of her when I'm gone, and she's
too youngda.nd pretty totake care of herself.”

And Mrs. Pentreath answered with
genuine warmth and tenderness :

¢ She is not too young to take care of me.,
Be easy about her, John. Your child shall
never want a friend while I am alive, and
when she loses you she shall come to me
and make my home hers.”

It was a generous offer and the lady kept
it generously. True, on reflection—reflec-
tion aided by a wise recognition of the girl's
dawning beauty and the remembrance of &
too susceptible soldier son—she decided to
call Hetty from the first her * little com-
panion,” and to give her regular duties in
that capacity, thus preventing her or others
from considering her position in the
ambiguous light of adopted daughterhood.
But this matter settled, she allowed her
natural benevolence full play, and treated
the girl with so much kindness and affec-
tion that Hetty, having no remembrancs of
her .own mother, was quite ready to
transfer to her protectress the devotion due
to one. Her pretty little fingers were
never weary of mending or making, or her
ﬁ-re:ty little feet of running errands in

Pentreath’s service. She nursed her
when sick, read to her and amused her
when well, and made the house bright at
all times by the mere fact of her sunshiny
presence.

Mrs, Pentreath often said she did not
know what she should do without the
child, and in truth Hetty had no wish that
she should try. Her life at Guelder Lodfe
was perfectly happy. She was kindly
treated, and well cared for ; shared in all
the comforts and luxuries of her guardian's
lifo; had masters to teach her French,
German, and Italian, and by-and-by another
one in addition.

This master was Mrs, Pentreath’s
nephew, and his name was George
Hamilton.
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“You're quite right in saying that I
like Miss Ray. 1 like her better than I
do anyone I know.”

“And better than you have ever liked
anyone you have ever known? I'm sure
I'm right in saying that, and I'm not in
the least bit offended, for I haven’t a
spark of sentiment about me ; no, not a
spark of jealous sentiment,” she added
self-aépprovmgly.

“ Certainly you’re as free from any folly
of the sort as any woman whom it has
been my luck to know,” he

“] am; and therefore you ought to
attend to my words of wisdom, and think
that they’re dictated by a pure spirit of
reason, when I say you don’t make the
most of your opportunities with Jenifer.”

“You really are my friend in that
quarter, Mrs. Ray 1”

“T really am,” she said, turning her face
fully towards him, in order that he might
clearly read its eloquent expression.

“Is it liking for me, or hatred of any-
oneelse$” he asked.

“Well, it’s not ‘batred’ of anyone
else, but in a measure it's dread of some-
one else, I'm not going to tell you
anything about the someone exceptin
this, that he’s a man for whom I woul
throw over fifty Captain Edgecumbs.”.

Her pliant figure leant forward as she
spoke, and her bright fair face shone upon
him, and he remembered the day so well
when such a gesture and such a look from
her would have sent the blood coursing
through his veina. But this day he only
looked at her admiringly, and felt very
grateful to her for the interest she
expressed in his interest in Jenifer Ray.

“Won’t you give me.a hint as to who
is my rival § ” he asked. .

“Indeed I won't; besides, I'm only
suspicious, not sure, that he is your rival ;
at any rate, he's not a declared one, and
in onfer to further your cause, and keep
the field clear for you, I've pretended to
take a dislike to him, and won’t have him
asked to Moor Royal.”

“You're a valuable ally, Mrs, Ray;
in return for your kindness I'll venture
to give you a hint that you may act upon
and save the Ray family a good deal of
trouble. That young brother-in-law of
yours is making a fool of himself with the
gamekeeper’s daughter. He wasin Exeter
with her yesterday, driving her about and
shopping omlflly with her. She’ll be Mrs.

Jack Ray before his people suspect what

he is abous, if you don’t interfere.”

¢ It's not my duty to interfere with his
low tastes and matrimonial schemes,” she
said ; “ he has a mother and sister to look
after him, and if they’re so blind as noj
to see the danger he’s in, I'm not going to
turn informer and tell them of it.”

“You won't like it if he marries the
girl. Remember you’re one of the family,
and anything that overclouds it will over-
cloud you. Such a sister-in-law settled at
your gates won't be desirable,”

“If I find it unpleasant, I'll make
Hubert sell Moor Royal ; I'm not wedded
to the place or to the people about it.
Jack’s marrying in such a way, and dis

ing us all, won't be half a bad excuse
or wanting to get away,” she said, speak-
ing with her custo! careless frankness,
and as, just then, her husband rode up to
rejoin them, the subject of Jack’s probable
misalliance dropped. ‘

Meanwhile Minnie Thurtle had gone
home, and after briefly relsting to her
mother what had passed up at 510 home-
farmhouse, she began carefally packing
up a rather extensive new wardrobe.

“ My dresses will be as handsome as
any Mrs. Ray has” she observed with
much satisfaction to her mother, “and I
shall look quite as well in them as she
does in hers, There’s no nonsense about
her ; she and I shall get on well enough,
and I don’t care about the old woman and
Jenifer. There’s nothing to get from them,

-a8 I shall tell Jack if they cut us and he

makes a eilly of himself -about it.”

“I shall never feel happy aboat it till I
see you,pome ont of the church with the
ring ‘on your finger,” Mra Thurtle said
anxiously, She . was natarally proud of
her handsome daughter, and highly grati-
fied at theﬁ)ros ect of seeing her *“ made &
lady of.” But.she had her maternal qualms
about the marriage, as well as old Mrs. Rsy.

* Perhaps the ring'll never be put on
my finger in church,” Minnie said a little
confusedly. .

“You don't mean to say that he and
you'd demean yourselves by being married
at & registry-offics 1” Mrs, Thurtle cried in
horror ;. “we’ve always been church. people,

and I shouldn’s. be abls to look folks in ||

the face if my daughter went and got
mnrriod,uifherh:n%mdwuuhmedof
her, at.a registry-office. I should scarce
look upon you as a wife, Minnie—don't
you name such a thing again,” .
Not bein, 1 with a comforting
answer to these doubts and fears of her
mother’s, Minnie took refuge in silence,
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and a _toss of the head. She was not a
heartless danghter by any means, and it hurt
and depressed her now to feel that her
conduct would cause her mother sorrow
when all the truth came to be known.

“And the truth shall be known as soon
as ever Jack comes back from hunting
to-day,” she told herself resolutely. *I'm
not going to have it said of me that I'm
over-bold in going to & bachelor's house
Flsiell be sorry enoutgh she let her saucy
tongue run on as it did to-day when the
truth is known.”

Her packing occupidd her till late in the
day, and etill Jack did not come to the
keeper’s lodge to spend the evening as had

- been his wont of late. Minnie grew anxious,
but not alarmed. She felt ‘sure that old
Mrx Ray had managed to gain speech with
her son, and that a climax was coming,

In truth this was the case. Jack had
fallen in with his brother and sister-in-law
as they jogged home, and Effie with
unususl snavity and cordiality had in-
vited him back to Moor Royal to dinner.
He hesitated for a moment or two, and
then said : '

“1 shall be delighted, Effie, if you’ll
have me in this gear.”

“We always dress for dinner, and men
who dine with me think it worth their
while to do 80; but you can please your-
self,” she said coldly, and Jack felt humbled
and reproved, but not at all offended.

“By Jove! I like a woman who knows
what’s due wthher’h anhdnlf w::llm;h;ve lil;,”h the
young fellow thought half- ingly, half-
regretfully, for it came umpon him like a
blow that Minnie Thurtle would never be
able to recall a man to a sense of what was
due to her in such a way as this.

« All right, Effie, I'll stop at my own
house, ans dress, and follow you very

soon,” he eaid aloud good-temperedly, and

then he rode home, to hear from Elsie, his
domestic, a distorted account of what had
happened in the morning.

““QOh, Mr. Jack, is it you?” Elsie cried
with a little shriek of affected alarm as her
master came stamping into the passage,
shouting for hot water. *Lor’, I'm all of
a tremble like, Missus—your ma, least-
ways, came in this morning, and here
was Miss Minnie Thurtle a-ragin’ and
going on at me as if I was a conwicted thief,
and your ma hearing her, and I not able
to say & word for fright.” :

“Go to the deuce, and get-me some hot
water!” Jack shouted, flying beyond ear-
shot of the obnoxious oommunication.

“The whole business will explode to-night
if mother’s been down here and has seen
Minnie,” he said to himself thoughtfully as
he dressed. * Well, I'm almost glad of it.
Sooner or later it must be known, and I
sha'n’t feel like a sneak any longer when
it is.”

Still, though he said this, he felt very
much inclined to send an excuse, and
stay away from Moor Royal, when he
pictured the sorrow that would shade his
mother’s eyes when she looked at him and
knew the trath.

“T have been a fool,” he said pas-
sionately ; * but I will be the only sufferer
by my folly. Poor Minnie shall never feel
it, even if she does cost me the love of my
mother and sister.”

Jenifer was standing in the hall when
he went in, and he ‘kmew by the way in
which she came forward and linked her
arm within' his, and drew him into the
library, that the cHmax was rapidly
nppma.ching. '

“ Dinner’s always a little late on hunting
days ;- Effie won't be down yet, so we’ll go
in here and have a word or two before
dinner. Jack, whatever comes, you’ll
always be my brother, and I shall always
love you ; you feel that, don’t-yout”

He bowed his head assentingly, and
something like a sob convulsed his breast ;
but he sald nothing, and Jenifer went on :

“Mother went to your house to-day, Jack,
and now she knows what I have been afraid
of for a long time. Dear Jack, can you make
us happy still—with honour $”

* No, I can’t, Jenny darling,” he blurted
out, leaning his head down on his sister’s
shoulder. “Oh, Jenny, don’t break me
down completely, till I'vé been man enough
to tell you all the truth. It's too late, dear,
for anything to be said or done. I married
Minnie in Exeter yesterday, and, I suppose,
mother and you'll cut me $” o

For answer she laid her hand on his, and
led him to his mother’s room. *

“I kmew you would come, my boy; I
kmew, I knew,” the widow said, trying her
hardest and bravest to speak calmly and
brightly ; “ and I know you will listen to
your mother, and. give up this terrible folly
that will poison the happiness of us all if
you carry it——"

“ Wait, mother dear,” Jenifer's voice
interrupted ; ¢ Jack has come to tell you
everything, and you will hear it patiently,
won't you $”

She looked from her son to her daughter
in bewilderment.

P
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 He has come to confess his folly, and to
listen to his £other, and take his mother’s
advice, backed by her tears and prayers,”
she cried, casting her arms about E.lm, and
then, with almost a groan, Jack said :

“ Mother, forgive me | I married Minnie
yesterday.”

He was so excited and agitated as he
spoke that he was scarcely conscious that
his mother recoiled from him, and cried
out in the bitterness of her grief and anger
that she ‘would rather have seen him in
his coffin than have heard this.”

But Jenifer saw and heard it all, and
knew how little it was meant in reality,
and was gratefully glad that Jack’s mind
was too preoccupied to take in the full
forceDof itjaek she whispered soothing]

“Dear ,” she whi soothingly,
“go to the drawing-room now. Leave
mother, like a good boy, and you shall
see her again presently. Go to Hubert and
Effie ; have no concealment from them.”

As she spoke, the last dinner-bell rang,
and Jack went out to meet Hubert and his
wife with his heavy secret unknown.

There was mno opportunity of telling
them, for dinner was served, and they were
under the vigilant eyes of the servants.
Presently Jenifer came in and took her place
opposite to Jack with an apology for her
mother’s absence from the dinner-table.

“ What's the matter with your mother,
Hubert $” Mrs. Ray asked pettishly, ¢ If
people are ill in my house, I wish they'd
say 80, and not send down mysterious
messages that leave me in the dark as to
the real reason why they absent thémselves
from my dinner-table.”

“ My mother'’s at liberty to do as she
pleases in her own home,” ﬁnbert said in
reluctant reproof. )

¢ Scarcely, I think, when her ¢home’
happens to be in another person’s house,”
Mrs. Ray said coolly.

Then she made. things easier for every-
body by sending away dish after dish un-
tasted, until Hubert felt almost annoyed
with his mother for indulging “in a
caprice ” which robbed Effie of her
appetite.

Jack had been nerving himself for the
manly performance of a task that was
odious to him during the whole of dinner,
and as soon as they were left alone he
began cracking filberts industriously, and
prepared himself for action.

“ Effie,” he began rather hoarsely and
with his fair boy's face looking strangely
white and pain-lined, “you are vexed

with mother for not dining with us
to-night, but you should rather be vexsd
with me.” -

She turned her face quickly towards
him, and the bright smile that flashed out
from her big blue eyes and amall gleaming
teeth encouraged him.

“I have told my mother to-night some-
thing that has distressed her dreadfully—
something that per! she will never
forgive me for,” he said with a gulp. “I
owe it to Hubert and you to tell you also;
but I think you'll stand by us and not cast
us off I married Minnie Thurtle in
Exeter yesterday, and—as you treat me, so
must you treat my wife.”

“ ] distinctly decline to associate with a
gamekeepersdaughteron termsof equality,”
Effie said, rising up with all her ordinary
guoefnl self-posseesion.  “ As for you,

ack, I'll treat you still as a bachelor
brother if you like to come here some-
times, but I think your wife and I can
have so little in common, that it would be
absurd for me to attempt to notice her.”

Then she made them a pretty sweeping
bow and retired to one of her own fast-
nesses to write a highly-coloured and
smusing account of the scene to her sister
Flora.’

“So Jack's dispesed of,” she thought
eomplwendy as she sealed her letter.
“ Young idiot ! he actually thought that I
was going to take up his ious wife
because I fooled him to the top of his bent
about her. I wish Edgecamb would take
the plunge, then I should be rid of the lot
of them. I do wonder that old Mrs. Ray
is mean-spirited enough to ntniyl on here
when she must see that I want her to go.”

“Won't you go and say s word to
mother, Effie? She's feeling this about
Jack awfully,” her husband said, coming
in to her presently.

She shrugged {er pretty, slender shoul-
ders and told him “ No; family bothers
were things she did not mean to take to
herself.”

BENVENUTO CELLINL
IN TWO PARTS. PART L

THE life of this wonderfal, but wayward,

enius, is amusing and interesting in the

gighest. degree ; indeed, his autobiography,

with its curious mixture of fact and fiction,

is, a8 Walpole observed, * more amusing
than any novel.”

The time in which he lived was 8

curiously brilliant period of Italy’s history,
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and the worship which rank then paid to
ﬁﬁu ined him the intimacy of two

pes, Clement the Seventh, and Paul the
Third ; the Dukes Alessandro and Cosmo de’
Medici, Francis the First, and Charles the
Fifth—besides cardinals innumerable—and
all the great Italian sculptors and painters
:ﬁ his day, including Michel Angelo and

“He touched nothing which he did not
adorn,” might well be said of him, and
nothing was done by him that was not
only an art gem in conception, but in
workmanship as well. Luckily for us, his
works have always been so highly prized,
that they have well cared for and
tended, and, consequently, most of them
have survived until our day. English gold
has been able to procare for this coun
examples of his work that, once obtained,
are literally priceless, and, being both in
royal and good private collections, they are
not likely again to leave these shores.

Asthere is no other I ened biography
of him than that which he wrote himself,
or rather which he dictated to the young
son of Michel di Goro della Pieve a
Groppino, whilst he went on with his work,
we are constrained to follow it, believing
it to be true in all its main facts, although
there can be no doubt he was led astray,
occasionally, by his fervid imagination, his
egregious vanity, and his love of the
marvellous.

His vanity, however, was his weakest
mnt, and his truthfulness in many cases

to yield to it. Knowing to the full his

bilities and powers, he endeavoured to
believe that he could excel in everything,
until his imagination became diseased, and
he had recourse to what, in plain English,
we should call downright lying.

He was the son of Giovaunni Cellini and
Maria Lisabetta Granacci, who were both
natives of Florence, where he was born in
the year 1500 ; but he said his ancestors
had possessions in the valley of
Ambras, where they lived until one of
the family named Cristofano quarrelled
with some of their neighbours. The two
disputants were oompelled to separate ; one
was sent to Sienna, and Cristofano, who
was Benvenuto’s ther, was
banished to Florence, where he settled.

Benvenuto owed his name to his father’s
dread of having another daughter, and
when he heard a boy was.born, he looked
up to heaven and said, ** Lord, I thank thee
from the bottom of my heart for this
present, which is very dear and welcome.”

And when pressed to give the child a name,
all he would answer was that he was ben-
venuto (welcome); so Benvenuto he was
christened.

Whether he forgot the incidents of his
childhood or not, or simply wanted to make
out that in his early days he was marked as
a prodigy, it is impossible to say, but he im-
mediately commences his marvellous stories.
First, he relates that he, when three years
old, caught hold of a scorpion, which
did not harm him, although its bite or
sting was deadly, and that he would not
let it go, so that his father had, by gentle
application of a pair of scissors, to decapitate
it and cut off its sting. Next, when he
was five years old, and looking at the fire,
he was astonished to receive a box on the
ear from his father, the cause of which the
fond parent explained thus: “My dear
child, I don’t give you that box for any
fault you have committed, but that you
may recollect that the little creature which
you see in the fire is a salamauder ; such
a one as never was beheld before to my
knowledge;” and then he embraced him and

ve him money.

A child thus early favoured by the special
sight of such a rarity as a salamander in
the fire, must necessarily be reserved, in his
after life, for some special fate. He probably
inherited his artistic taste from his father,
who, besides being an engineer and one of
the court musicians, carved in ivory. He
sadly wanted Benvenuto to give up his
whole time to musie, and set his heart upon
his son becoming a proficient on the flate ;
but the boy, although musical, preferred
drawing, and so it came to that he was
bound apprentice to a goldsmith of Pinzi
di Monte, called Mich olo, the father -
of the Cavaliere Baccio Bandinelli, who

haps, as a sculptor, in his age approached
ichel Angelo more nearly than any other,
and who, in after life, became Cellini’s pet
aversion. But the boy was restless, and,
leaving his master, engaged himself to
another goldsmith, one Antonio di Sandro.

When he was sixteen, his brother, who
then was but fourteen years of age, had a
duel, and, in the squabble which afterwards
ensued, Benvenuto m mixed up; the
consequence bein, the Council of
Eight banished both of them for six
months for a distance of ten miles from the
city. Our hero went to Sienna, and there
followed his trade with a goldsmith named
Francesco Oastoro. From thence he went
to Bologna, where he stayed a time, and
then returned to Florence.

) m
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. 'There he abode a short time, until his
brother returned in somewhat evil case,
and having hel himself to some of
Benvenuto’s clothes without having first

one through the formality of asking his
leave, Benvenuto got somewhat disgusted,
left the parental roof, and went to Lucca,
from thence to Pisa, but within a year he
| returned to Florence. '

We narrowly escaped having him here
in England—for Torregiano, who was
employed by Henry the Eighth to make
the magnificent tomb of his father, was then
in Florence, seeking workmen to come to
England. He saw some of Cellini's-draw-
ings and work, and warmly pressed him to

with him, but he mgsed, because
orregi boasted of having broken
Michel Angelo’s nose with a blow of his
fist. . As Buonarotti was Cellini’s divinity,
whom he devotedly worshipped, this was
more than he could bear—and it is
owing to this circumstance that land
was deprived of the advantages of his
talents, .

He stayed at Florence until his nine-
teenth year, when he quite suddenly’
decamped, with a companion named Tasso,'
without even mentioning the matter to
their parents, and went to Rome. Tasso
goon returned to Florence, but Cellini:
found work, and stayed there for two years,
when he, also, got home-sick, and returned
to his father. But, he says, the goldsmiths
at Florence were jealous of his good work,
and he got into quarrels and brawls—indeed
his temper was ever leading him into some
scrape, one of which was so serious, that
he had to fly Florence, and once more seek
Rome, where he found Cardinal Giulio de’.
Medici, an old friend of his father's, had
been elected Pope, under the title .of
Clement the Seventh (1523).

Here, the beauty of his workmanship
soon procured him patrons among the

aris nndthemngnstuoft.he() urch,
and he found that he could earn more

money at making jewellery than at gold-
smith's work pure and simple.
P He sgon came under gne h:ol;i:: £f the
ope, though not through hi icraft.
He was a‘:ied by a friend, who was one
of the Pope’s household musicians, to play
the flute at the Pope’s Ferragosto (which
Xu a Rom:nhlh;esp?:fal, held on tgehé;ct:;'
ugust), and hi ‘ormance 80 deli
hisgﬁsoliness, that he enquired his name.
Finding he was the son of his old Florentine
acquaintance, Giovanni Cellini, he imme-
diately appointed him one of his musicians,

‘some demur, he obtained payment.

and gave him a hundred gold crowns to
divide with his new associates. Of course,
he could not acoept this good fortune like
an ordinary mortal, so he had a vision of
his father coming to him and bidding him
take it under penalty of his curse ; and, as
if this tale required some sort of confirmsa-
tion, he asserts that at the very same time,
his father had a similar visién,

At this time he was making a silver vase
for the Bishop of Salamanca, of very
curious workmanship. It took a long
time to make, so long, indeed, that the
bishop's patience got ted, and, when
he got it at last, he vowed that he would be
as slow in paying for it a8 it had been lon
in manufacture. This angered Cellini, an
led to a scene which is interesting, as
illustrating the manners of the times
One day, in the bishop’s absence, a Spanish

tleman was handling the vase, and by
is clumsiness to injure it, so
btl;atithndtoberegmodto(}ellinito
repaired. Once i it into
his possession, he was dm not to
part with it. The bishop wanted. it, how-
ever, to show somebody, and sent a
servant who demanded it rudely. To
this the answer was that the bishop should
have it when he paid for.it, and the man,
after alternately supplicating and bullying,
weut away, swearing he would return
with a body of Spaniards, and cut him in
pieces,

Cellini got out his gun,” and prepared
for action; and hardly had he dome so,
when his house was attacked by a band of
infuriated Spaniards, nor was it till some
Roman gentlemen came to his assistance
that the assailanteretired. Cellinithreatened
to lay the whole affair before the Pope, but
ultimately armed himself, and, with his

servant earryu:s the disputed vase, he
sought the bishop's presence, and, after

When the Pope did hear of it, Cellini's
conduct met with his warm approval, and
commissions from cardinals and grandees
flowed in upon him, especially for those
medallions whieh it was then the. fashion to
wear in the ‘hat. This induced him to
study seal-engraving, at which he became

a t t, making many-.of the
onms’ & He also practised enamel-
ling, which was of great use to him in his
jewellery.

Then came a plague in Rome, and he
amused himself by ‘going into the country
shooting. Of course, his skill exceeded
everybody else’s, if his own statements are
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to be accepted as facts, killing pigeons, etc.,
invariably with a single bullet.

He next turned his attention to damas-
cening on steel and silver, and some of his
steel rings inlaid with gold fetched over
forty crowns, which was less than half of
what a brother artist, Caradosso, obtained
for his work.

This was all very well in the pipiﬁﬁ
times of peace, but war was at hand, and
the potentates of Ttaly got mixed up in the

uarrel between Francis the First and
arles the Fifth. = Cellini took up arms in
defence of Rome, and, according to his own
account, performed prodigies of valour.
On the night of May b&th, 1527,
Charles de 5Bourbon suddenly arrived
before Rome with an army of forty thousand
men, and next morning assaulted the city,
where he was killed, early in the day, bya
musket shot, whilst he was leading on hi
troops, scaling-ladder in hand. Of course,
our hero claimed to have shot him, nor
only so, but when Clement betook himselt
to the castle of St. Angelo for safety, Cellini
had command of a portion of the ordnance,
where, to the Pope’s'admiration, he killed

large numbers of the ‘enemy, and said he’

wounded the Prince of Orange,

One sample of his own version of his
deeds of prowess may be given :

“] saw a man who was employed in
getting the trenches repaired, and who
stood with a spear’ in his hand, dressed
in rose colour, and I began to deliberate
how I could lay him flat. I ‘took
my swivel, which' was almost equal to a
demi-calverin, tured it ronnd, and charging
it with a good quantity of fine and coarse

der mixed, aimed at him exactly,
m;glh he was at so great a distance, that
it could not be expected any effort of art
should make such pieces carry so far, I fired
off the and hit the man in red exactly
in the middle. "He had arrogantly placed
his sword before him in a sort of Spanish
bravado, but the ball of my piece hit against
his sword, and the man was seen severed
in two pieces. The Pope, who did not
dream of any such thing, was highly
delighted and rised at what he saw, as
well beeanse he thought it impossible that
such a piece could carry so far, as that he
could not conceive how the man could be
cnt.ri;;:.‘o two pieces.” 1 bof "
i w desperate, and, before the
eapituhgt:osrzn June 5th, 1527, Clement
employed Cellini to take all the jewels of
the regalia from their settings, and melt
down the gold, which weighed about a

hundred pounds. The jewels, for safety,
were sewn into the skirts of the dresses both
of the Pontiff and his master of the horse.
After the capitulation, Cellini returned
to Florence, where he found his father well ;

and, having administered to his necessities, |

he went to Mantua, where he visited Giilio
Romano, who recommended him to the
duke, from whom he speedily had com-
misgions, He did not long there,

however, but returned to'FH)rence, where |

he found all his family, with the exception

of a brother and sister, dead of the plague .

—that dreadfal e which from May
to November, 1527, killed forty thousand
persons in Florence.

Here he stayed some little time, and was '
visited by Michel Angelo ; but at last the !
Pope, hearing he was at Florence, begged

him to come to Roms, and offered him very
advantageous terms. But he coquetted
before he consented, and when he did 89,
he refrained for some time from visiting

‘the Pope. °

At last they met, and Clement gave him
& commission, which turned out one of his
masterpieces, to make him a morse, or clasp,
for his pontifical cape.

He afterwards designed and struck some
medals and coins, and was appointed stamp-
master to the mint, with a liberal salary.

And now follows an episode which shows
the general -lawlessness of those days.
Brawling, street-fighting, and assassination
were of everyday oocurrence, and swords
leaped lightly from their scabbards on
slender nce, when wetn by these im-
pulsive Italians. 5

His brother—who was in Rome, in the
service of Alessandro de’ Medici—of course
got %ua.rrelsome, a fight ocourred, and he
was shot in the leg. Benvenuto immediately
joined in the melée, and would have killed
the musqueteer who shot his brother, had
not the wman escaped. The s ns
pro cutting off the brother’s leg—but
their patient would not hear of .it, and
consequently died. Benvenuto sorrowed
deeply for him, and brooded over revenge,
until he found out the habitation of the
unfortunate musqueteer. Him he found
standing at his door, and, without more
ado, he smote and felled him with a blow
from a long ; and, when the
poor’ wretch could mnot help himself, he
stabbed him in the collar-bone and neck
with such force that he could not extract
the dagger. Having thus assassinated his
enemy, he left the dagger in the corpse,
and immediately sought Duke Alessandro,
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who at once accorded him his protection,
and told him to go on with the work he
had in hand for his holiness. And all the
notice ever taken of this outrage, was that
at their next interview, the Pope slightly
frowned on Cellini, and said significantly to
him : “Now that you have recovered your
health, Benvenuto, take care of yo »
He was now in high favour, kept five
ourneymen, and was entrusted by the
ope with all his jewels for resetting—but

these he narrowly escaped loung, owing
to a burglary a.tyln's house, which was
gart.idly efeated through t.hesmty of his

og, who afterwards met the thief in the
street, flew at him, and would not be beaten
off. There was nothing left for the thief

to do but to confess, and this he did, | seemed

making full restitution of the stolen pro-
perty; so that Cellini and his dog were
satisfied—there always is a halo of romance
about everything connected with this
wonderful man,

The Pope was highly delighted with
his morse, and made Cellini one of his
mace-bearers, who preceded the pontiff
carrying rods. He also gave him an
order to make a chalice, and the design
was worthy of the master. Instead of an
ordinary stem the cup was upheld by three
figures of Faith, Hope, and Charity, and
on the foot were three bosses, on which
were represented, in basso-relievo, three
stories relating to the fi Axd it was
over this chalice that he and his friend
and protector, the Pope, quarrelled.

No sooner was the 3 ign shown to
his holiness, and duly admired, than
Benvenuto must needs ask for more pre-
ferment; this time a place worth over
eight hundred crowns yearly. The Pope
refused, saying, if he enriched the artist,
he would no longer care to work ; but at
last consented to give him the next good
piece of preferment that fell vacant, pro-
vidled he made haste and finished the
chalice. The Pope went to Bologns, and
Cellini says he made great progress with
his work, but could not get on for want of
more gold, which he could not obtain from
the papal treasury. Besides which, he
says he suffered from bad eyes, so much so
that he thought he should lose his sight.

On his return, the Pope sent for him,
and was so displeased with him for the
little progress that he had made in his
wo;k, that he fell in a violent passion, and
said :

““ As there is truth in God, I assure
you, sinoce you value no living soul, that, if

a regard for decency did not prevent me,
I would order both you and your work to
be thrown this moment out of the window.”

Cellini still pleaded bis blindness, and
in a few days the Pope sent for him, and
lp%ke kindly to him, .

ut intrignes were going on against him.
Through the intluence of %a.rdmal Salviati
—who was no friend to Benvenuio—a
rival goldsmith, named Tobbia, was intro-
duced to Clement, and in a competition
between Collini and Tobbia, for the mount-
ing of a unicorn’s—or narwhal's—hom,
which was to be sent as a present to Francis
the First, Tobbia gained the day. Then he
irritated the Pope by asking for more
money for gold for the chalice, which never
nearer completion, and then he
wasdismissed from his sitaation in the mint.
At last the Pope loet all patiencs, and sent
for the chalice, finished or unfinished.
Cellini refused to yield it. His argument
was, that the Pope had advanced him five
hundred crowns, which he would return,
but that he had no right whatever to the
unfinished cup. Nor could anything stir
him from his resolution.

He was taken before the governor of
Rome; but neither threats nor cajolings

revailed, and the matter em:?ld in his
ving his own way, returning the money,
and keeping the unfinished chalice. It
must, however, have been some comfort to
him to find that the pontiff did not appre-
ciate his rival's work. -

Presumably, Cellini oonsidered this por-
tion of his life as tame, 8o he launches out in
a cock and bull story of his studying necro-
mancy in company with a Sicilian priest.
They employed a boy as a mediam, and
there wm Imu{ olo:l(lls ﬂgf inedoenl&.
burning, 08, etc., until the medium
d:ll::ﬁ they were surrounded by a million
fierce men, besides four armed gi.nts. This
even daunted our hero ; but at Jast, although
at one time dt'xl;: place was ful‘;lll of d:lvill, t}my

ually disappeared, until only s few
5’;1 left, who accompanied them on their
way home, playfully leaping and skipping,
sometimes running on the roofs of the
houses, and sometimes on the ground.
This seems to have been his worst encounter
with spirits, and he settled down once
more to his trade, until his bad temper sgain
got him into trouble. .

This time he quarrelled with 8
Signor Benedetto, who provoked him
beyond endurance by telling him that he
and his er Felice were both scoun-
drels. Cellini’s hot blood fired up at this,
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and, scooping up a handful of mud out of
the street, he threw it at Bunedetto. Un-
fortunately, there was a sharp flint with
the dirt, which stunned him, and so cut
his head that it bled profusely. Some
meddler told the Pope that Benvenuto had
just murdered his rival Tobbis, and the

ope, in a passion, ordered the governor
of Rome to seize Cellini, and hang him at
once,. Luckily for him he got instant
information, and lost no time in flying
from Rome as fast as a horse could op,
lum irate pontiff to find out almost
immediately afterwards that Tobbia was
alive and well

He fled to Naples, where the viceroy
would fain have kept him, but Cardinal de’
Medici having written to him to return to
Rome without delay, he did so, and imme-
diately set about a medal for the Pope,
commemorating theuniversal peace between
1530 and 1536. He continued to enjoy
Clement’s favour until his death in 1534,
at which time he had a quarrel with, and
killed, s man named Pompeo, so had to
seek the protection of some powerful friend,
whom he found in Cardinal Cornaro; and
the new Pope, Paul the Third—Cardinal
Alessandro Farnese—gave him not only a
safe condact, but at once employed him in
the mint. Bat, havin}g aroused the enmity
of Signor Pier Luigi Farnese, who hired a
disbanded soldier to assassinate him, he
thought it time to move, and went to

orence.

Duke Alessandro de’ Medici received
him very kindly, and would have had him
stay, but he went with two friends of his—
sculptors—to Venice, where they stopped
& short time, and then 1'¢at;urm’.~dp to
Florence, where he employed himself at
the mint and in making jewellery, until
s safe conduct arrived for him from the
Pope, with his commands that he should
immediately repair to Rome.

On his arrival, the magistrates, who were
not aware of his protection, sent some of
the city guards to arrest him for the
murder of Pompeo, but they retired upon
seeing the docament, and Cellini had his
E:"don properly registered. After this he

a violent illness, and nearly died;
and he attributes his recovery to drinking
plentifally of cold water whilst in a violent
fever. But even his convalescence must
be attended with some extraordinary
ocourrence, for he vomited a hairy worm,
sbout a quarter of a cubit long ; the hairs
were very long, and the worm was shock-
ingly ugly, having spots of different colours,

green, black, and red; in fact, quite an
artistic worm, worthy of having emanated
from such a genius,

He required his native air of Florence to
restore him to health, but found the duke
much prejudiced against him, owing to
malicious reports ; so, after a short stay, he
returned to Rome, and very soon after,
Alessandro was assassinated by Lorenzo de’
Medici, 6th January, 1537, and Cosmo
reigned in his stead.

t this time Charles the Fifth paid a
visit to Rome, and the Pope thought to
make him some . extraordinary present.
Cellini a gold crucifix in which

he could utilise the statuettes and orna- .

:lnen(tla dof his beloved oh;}ice,mbut P::dl
ecided to give a superbly illumina
missal, and (gellhm was to make the cover,
which was to be of gold, adorned with
jowels worth about six thousand crowns,
and he was aldo deputed to be the bearer
of the present to the emperor, who recipro-
cated the Pope’s gift by a diamond which
had cost him twelve thousand crowns,
which Cellini afterwards set as a ring for
Pope Paul. But he complained that he was
not paid commensurately for his labour,
either in the ring or the book-cover, so he
determined to go to France, aud finally
accomplished the journey, wonderful to
relate, without any marvellons adventures,
but only the ordinary incidents of travel.
He arrived in Paris, saw, and was
graciously received by Francis the First,
started with him on his journey to Lyons,
where it was arranged that Cellini should
stay, and then, unstable as water, because
he was taken ill, and his attendant, Ascanio,
had the ague, he was disgusted with France,
and deterinined to return to Rome, which
he reached in safety, and continued his
business , having eight assistants.
One of these, however, treacherously and
falsely told the secretary of his old enemy,
Pier Luigi, that Benvenuto was worth at
least eighty thousand ducats, the test
portion of which belonged to the Church,
and which he had stolen when in the Castle
of St. Angelo during the siege of Rome.
thﬁis vlgas a bait too gﬁr:at or the avarice
of the Pope, so one fine morning poor
Cellini fonnddhzzlflfl ol‘lllenstod{ oé ttlie
city guard, an ely in the Castle
of St. Angelo, he being E:d this time but
thirty-seven years of age. After a delay of
some days he was examined, and made a
defence, but to no purpose. Pier
uigi had asked his father for Cellini’s
money, and the Popé had granted his
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rayer; and even the remonstrances of
%ing Francis the First were useless—for
he was told that Benvenuto was a turbulent,
troublesome fellow, and his majesty was
advised not to interfere, because he was
kept in prison for commiting murder and
other crimes. The king even begged for
his release on the grounds that as he had
visited France with the Pope’s permission,
and with the intention of remaining, he was
virtually his subject ; but even this reason-
ing could not prevail, and Cellini must
remain in durance.

The constable of St Angelo was a
Florentine, and greatly tempered the
severity of Cellini’s incarceration by allowing
him to walk freely about the castle on parole.
Bat it seems that the constable was subject
to annual fits of monomania. One year he
fancied himself a pitcher of oil ; another
year, a frog, and would leap about as such ;
and this year he was a bat, dnd, believi
in his own .powers of volition, he fandi
that Cellini’s ingenuity might also enable
him to fly, and thus escape.

So his parole was taken from him, and
-he was shut up. This naturally made
Benvenuto anxious to escape, and, having
torn up his sheets, and made lengths of
rope therewith, he managed to steal a pair
of pincers. With theselatter, he drew the
nails which fastened the iron plates to the
door, making false. heads with wax and
iron rust.

., Matters being thus prepared, he made
his attempt one night, and succeeded in
fettinf outeide, but at the cost of a broken
eg. In his helpless condition some mastiffs
set upon him, and he had a desperate fight
with them. A water-earrier gave him a
. lift, and got him farther away, and then he
.crawled and dragged himself on hands and
knees, trying to reach the house of the
Duchess Ottavio, who had formerly been
the wife of the murdered Alessandro de’
| Medici. However, luckily, a servant of
" Cardinal Cornaro saw him in this plight,
and immediately told his master, who at
once had him fetched in and his injuries
seen to.

The cardinal next went to the Pope to
. intercede for his protégé, and at first
" Paul seemed inclined to pardon, for he
. himself had once broken out of St. Angelo,

where he had been imprisoned for forging
a papal brief. But Cellini’s evil genius, Pier
Luig;, was present; his counsels had too
much weight, and the unfortunate artist
; was taken, nominally as a guest of the.
| pontiff; to the papal palace, and after a

little time he was conveyed again to the
Castle of St. Angelo.

Here the crazy governor, in order to keep
him safely, confined him in a very dark
room under the garden, the floor of which
was oovered with water, and which was,
besides, tenanted by tarantulas and other
noxious insecta,

Deprived of all society, and with no books
save a Bible and the Chronicles of Villani,
Cellini’s reason seems to have partially
given way, and he records numerous visions
seen, which, it is needless to say, were of
the most astounding nature. Indeed the
Pope believed him mad, and sent word to
the governor of.St. Angelo to take no
further heed of him, but to mind the salva-
tion of his own soul—for though the

overnor had recovered hie reason, his
ealth was undermined.

With returning sense, he -treated his
prisoner better, giving him pens, ink, and
paper, besides modelling wax and imple-
ments, so that his lot was much i
rated ; nay, just before his death, he-
allowed Cellini almost the same liberty he
had enjoyed when first he was imprisoned
—a pri which was confirmed by his
successor, Antonio Ugolini.

Al::i; this time, (l}nm 'b' 8ays, an ““?ﬁ
was made to poison him by mixing poun
diamonds with his food, but this was
defeated by the avarice of the person
employed to make the powder, who kept
the real stone and pounded a counterfeit.
After this the governor sent him food from
his own table, and one of his servants
tasted it.

Brighter days were now in store for our
hero, for the Cardinal of Ferrara, coming to
Rome from the court of France, finding
the Pope oneday in a good humour, asked,
as a boon, in the name of the king his
master, the liberation of Cellini, which was
graciougly accorded, and he was at once
released before the news could come to the
ears of his enemy, Pier Luigi.

MRS. BEAUMONT'S LOVE STORY.

SHE had said it, and had meant it too—
at the time. And now he was gone, per-
haps for good. She stood, one slender
arm leant upon the mantelpiece, gazing
downward into the flames, thinking of the
effect of her words. How hateful she must
have seemed in his ayes—those honest eyes
of his—when she wilfully put aside his
earnest remonstrances, and would hear
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nothing. There was resentment satill in
her quivering lip and flushed cheek, but: her
heart sank as she thought of what awaited
her if he would not lmk.

“Very well,” he said, clearly and
calmly, pride being roused at last ; «“if you
will not listen, Florrie, there is nothing left
for me buttogo.” What business had hetobe
calm at such a momentt Men always took
these things more easily than women, their
conoeit enabling them to appear masters of
the situaation even when they t to look
worsted. She remembered he tuzned
as he reached the door, and added half-
tenderly : “ Will you$” And her pride
had not her to soften then, or
look.up. .

The worst was—was-it the worst? she
tried to think-—that she was going to a
ball that night where he wounld be. Suppose
he snlked and would not speak. ould
people notice it At all events she could
not speak firsthk Tom Carrington would
have to seek her out for himself, if he
wanted her. She would behave exactly
a8 if he was not there until he had made
amends. No more dances kept with an
initial made heérself—it was caruel to
think of it would keep two, just in
case. Then she resolved to banish him
utterly from her thoughts for the present,
and leave the unravelling of. the knot till
the evening. Meanwhile considerations of
dress claimed her. So.she hurried away
out of the pretty, sunlit drawing-room, and
was invisible till lunch-time.

In the afternoon there was positively
nothing more to be done. The sky had
clouded over, and the London streets and
squares looked miserable in the dripping
rain. It was lacky rain did not stop
people going to balls, Florrie Belton
thought. Time seemed to dreadfully.
Perhaps it was the long wet oon, for
she was not ordinarily eager or. excitable
about balls and festivities, getting enough
of them to take them as they came. But
somehow she could not help feeling that
this might be a crisis. ile her aunt
doszed comfortably until the advent of after-
noon-tea should call for semi-wakefulness,
she went over the scene of the morning in
her min&stlslllehgscided she had said
nothing e not meant ; nothing
that was not perfectly just and true—at
least it looked like being true, if nobody
took the trouble to explain it. And he
never did explain anything properly. He
always said * Very well,” in a provoking
sort of way, eyebrows and shonlders

going up together, as if he were the
most hardly-used man in creation. Even
when she was right and he was wrong,
there was ne good in going on with it after
that. There is positively no satisfaction in

being right, when everyone else gives you
dispassionately to understand that they
think you wro;

How dismal Londen looks in a shower |
If someone only would call. The very
d(:ﬁ:nontside wandered up and down in a
melancholy way, peering aimlessly into
doorways and down areas. Hush, that was
:hl:;ockt ?visiﬁor’s knbtick, calculated to

e people into amiably expectant atti-
tudes, E)elfowed by a. genteel ring—a curfew
for the sup.rrosuon of shabby novels, old
slippers, and other “ uncém Mgn’;t.hmgs.

It may be remarked iss Belton,
seniot, that she was never surprised. She
had only to open her eyes on occasions like
the present, and there she was, equal to
‘anything, from a telegram to a
Mr. Henry Beaumont, who smiled his easy
way into the room, was a visitor to whom
Miss Belton was ever ready to do infinite
honour. He was one of that numerous
body of well-dressed, well-fed, gentlemanly
do-nothings, whose lives are one consistent
effort to please themselves. At thirty-five,
and what is called a ladies’ man, he was
for._ ever to -be mset with dawdling in the
wake of some attractivewoman .or another.
Not becausé he was susceptible, but because,
being a man of taste, he liked to beseen and
heu'ﬁ of in ‘the society of what he called
“presentable women.” Presentable women,
for their part, were glad to see him ; for
was he not good-looking, of good figure,
very well off, and not the least bit in the
world bald $

Miss Belton, who was about the most
entertaining old maid in London when she
thought fit, roused herself to her utmost
conversational pressure whenever she saw

‘Beaumont. Florrie saw it, and
contrived to qualify her aunt's
attentions by remarks of a casual and
ractical nature. She diverted herself
y dissecting Mr. Beaumont's agreeable
commonplaces, and shaking him into some-
thing like reality. After fifteen years of
saying what we do not mean, it is some-
times refreshing to be called upon to say
what we do; and Beaumont liked it. He
felt it did him good. It was something to
have come across a girl who cared not one
jot for what he said, and who persistently
threw cold water upon her aunt’s civilities,
when those civilities seemed to bear any-
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thing like a referemce to herself, To-da
he waded patiently through the elder hdy{
flow of general conversation, and having
elicited the fact that they were going to
the B——'8 ball, calmly fished for an in-
vitation to dine and escort them, and got it.

So dinner was not the dreary probation
Florrie had reckoned upon its being.
Beaumont was agreeable and facetious;
and when he had gone off to his chambers
to dress, she was in a more hopeful mood.
After all, there were people in the world
who had no wish to snub her,

Why should she be smubbed by one
man, when there were plenty of others

richer, more agreeable, more amusing, and
perhaps handeomer, who were y to
take her word for law, and defer to her

on all occasions? And what were those
others to her? she asked herself with
reactionary inconsistence. Nothing, abso-
lately nothi Their attentions bored,
when they did not amuse her. She saw
them for l:vhnt they we;e : 1:::; t1;110 tried
to pique her vanity an i eir own ;
meg who amused themf:l:es with her as
with a pretty child ; men who never spoke
to her on any subject which counld be worth a
moment’s serious consideration ; men who
had never thought it worth their mascu-
line while to see whether & woman could
grapple with the graver questions of life,
or pronounce an opinion on anything out-
side the lazy, artificial world of fashion and
ite vi%noble pleasures,
hen they alighted under the broad
awning at the B——'s, people were arriv-
ing fast, The big staircase was blocked
with arrivals who could neither get up nor
down. It was one of those crushes where
the hostess parades her entire acquaint-
ance regardless of their comfort.  Girls
with their wraps still about them were
waiting in the draughty hall, tapping their
feet to the distant melodies of the Hun-
fgl;riam which occasionally floated down
m above. The two ladies followed
Beaumont into the tea-room, where they
sat down to wait for the subsidence of the
crowd. He was very deferential to-night
—almost tender, Florrie thought; and
looked very well. She could not but call
to mind one or two of her friends who would
have prized his attention. There was no
sign of the man she songht in the tes-room,
however ; only a few stragglers who had
failed in their attempts on the staircase,
and had sat down like sensible people to
wait patiently. As they passed in, Florrie
caught sight of her face in the glass, and

was startled to see a drawn, anxions look
upon it. Why should she be anxious about
anything with Beaumont’s flow of racy
witty in her ears¥ But she could not
attend. Luckily he did not seem to motice
her absence of mind, but went on with his
cool criticism of the heated struggling mass,
which was visible on the staircase outside.
It is much to believe in oneself in this
world. Henry Beaumont certainly knew
from lm% ience that he could be enter-
taining ; but he overvalued himself to-night.
Man of the world though he was, he did
not see it, but calmly and oonfidently
reckoned his chances of suocess with this

irl, who, he had lately acknowl to
g;:nul.f, was a presentable woman who was
likely to make a very presentable wife.

A sudden unaccountable clearance on the
stairs came as a relief to Florria. Once in
the dancing-room she looked round quickly
for the familiar face among the knot of her
acquaintances who . forward. She
began to think it was not there, till, near
the end of her first valse with Beaumont,

she caught sight of it h a doorway.
A oont?hted ace enonm‘:simrﬂy, it had
a shade upon it now which the -half light
of the landing did not reveal. A ghowy-
looking girl with dark eyes and fair hair
was looking up into his face Florrie
thought he Jooked rather bored, and tried
to catch his eye, as she and her partmer
whiried near them. Bat it was not to be
t. It wandered provokingly over
::ng conceivable object in her neighbour-
ho?)rd.y carefully inspected remote corners
and particular persons in the crowd of
dancers, but never came in her direction.
She longed for the power of the evil eye,
of which people were conscious even in
the backs of their heads. Whenever she
t near, some remark of that flippant-
ﬁoooking girl seemed to call for special
attention. Could he be avoiding hert She
did not think 80'; he was evidently looking
out for someone. She could his face
well enough to know that Next time
they came round, he was gone, and a portly
old gentleman in a.capacious white waist-
coat stood by the dark-eyed one’s side.
Fate, who is often very persistent In
denying us what we most especially want,
has " trick of throwing it into our laps st
the last moment, when we least expect it
At the end of the valse, no sooner was
Florrie comfortably settled in a sort of
greenhouse recess with Beaumont, than Tom
appeared in the opening, comvoying &
dowager. At first it was evident he did
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not recognise them, for they were in semi-
obscarity ; and Florrie prayed that he might
not look again. Bat ge did, taking them
both in with a glance that seemed to
shrivel her up with its quiet scorn. For a
moment she lost her presence of mind.
Then she bowed, a little too late, for the
benefit of his back, as he retired muttering
something about the seats being occupied.
Beaumont had looked up, seeing the un-
guarded play in his fair partner’s face, and
caught sight of the ill-assorted couple in
foll retreat. A smile played under his
we‘llTvlr‘axed moustache.

_“There goes Carrington,”said he, “borin,
himself with the old women as usnaf
Always his way when he can’t get what
he wante.”

It was said in a tone of quiet irony and
superiority that made Florrie’s hlood boil
Mentally she contrasted the two men.
The assured suavity and gentlemanly drawl
of the one before her; the quiet sense of
power that wealth and social status had
stamped upon his face and bearing—even
his Above all the worldly, trivial,
heartless, soulless talk, and the cruel
gibing tome which, as a professed knower
of men, he employed in connection with
many things yet sacred in Florrie’s eyes.

Then the other with his manly out-

spoken way. One could listen to what
he said. It was reliable, if occasionally

blunt. Not so experienced as Beaumont,
he wanted in tact and temper on occa-
sions, * Fads,” savouring of a schoolboy’s
glorified motions, still clung about him;
amongst them might be found an exacting
conception of what a woman should be.
Sincere and u ritiht, retiring and sensitive
in contact wi 086 not quite to his taste,
genial and completely at his ease only with
a few—of whom Florrie knew she was one
—such morally was Tom Carrington. By
fession he was a subaltern in one of Her
jesty’s foot regiments, and what is
called poor:
Bat Miss Belton was not without some
spirit. She would not have allowed her
t friend to see her look downcast
because a man misjudged her. 'When they
got down to the refreshment-room, which
was crowded with heated, thirsty couples,
she took some champagne. It did her good;
she felt she could and would enjoy herself
now, come what might. And what was to
prevent hert She had dances with all the
best men there. A knot of them were wait-
ing for her at the top of the stairs when the
dancing recommenced. Amongst them

was Carrin%:on, not waiting for her, cer-
tainly, for he had got possession of the
dark-éyed one's card, and was coolly
picking valses here and there upon it. It
was an opportunity. Touching his arm
lightly as si: passed, Florrie asked him
archly if he were not going to ask her to
dance. It was spoken with perfect natural-
ness and grace. She had great control of
feature ; no covert pique ; no—— well, to
a practised ear there might have been a
shade of over-intensity in her tone, a sad
appeal to his better nature, hidden far
down in ¢he depths of a necessarily con-
ventional utterance, But Carrington’s ear
was not practised. He was a baby in the
ways of the sex. He had thought her

| frivolous in the morning for picking a

quarrel with him about what he considered
nothing at all, and for refusinito listen to
any explanation; and now he regarded
this as a fresh piece of levity. She could
go and sit with Beaumont in the conserva-
tory, and then beckon him back like a child
who has been Klut in the corner. It was very

foolish and ridiculous, no doubt, but men,
otherwise of t common-sense, are invari-
ably very foolish and childish when jealousy

is once aroused. So there was an awkward
pause, which Carrington did not attempt to
break,and Florrie, seeing the little effect she
had made,swept away with her new partner
into the ball-room, despair in her heart and -
utter indifference on her face. Perhaps, if
she had not been so good an actress, she

ight have fared better; but what is a
delicately-minded girl to do when a man,
however much s%l: may care for him,
remains persistently deaf and blind

It was very hot. When is a dance
otherwise to those engaged in it? The
neglected ones shivered in the keen draught
that blew from the open windows, but
lingered on, having, indeed, little alter-
pative, and dependent for their very exit
on remote supping chaperons, or fortuitous
male escort, which offered not. Luckless
beings!| What do they here, who can
neither dance well, talk much, still less look
handsome and seem merry, which are
qualifications in some degree indispensable
to social success? Never was any place
where we g0 selfishly seek our own ends
and pleasure like the ball-room. Awkward-
ness and stupidity, elsewhere meeting with
ordinary politeness and consideration, here
find their true level. Beauty, wit, and
assurance are all in all. What, indeed,
have we to say to virtue if she squints, or
dances some forgotten deux-temps, or fears
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men like a nun! Pleasure, untrammelled
by social duties, here reigns supreme ; the
beauty dances all the night and dreams of
her successes ; the poor wallflower returns
home, her gloves uncreased, to wonder
why women are ever ugly. ’

The ball, which, in spite of her success,
had seemed almost interminable to Florrie,
was now drawing to its close. Her aunt,
having by this time exhausted even her large
capabilities for loud, slow, elderly gossip
in the lower regions, begged Beaumont to
find her niece. He was nothing loth, and
brought her down, looking flushed and
pretty, to the hall, where a fawd]ing crowd
of departures were laughing and talking
noisily with that absence of constraint that
sets in in the small hours. He arranged
her wraps with an air of proprietorship
which galled her, and did not escape her
aunt’s sharp vision. But she turned and
thanked him with her frank smile, and at
the same moment caught sight of Carring-
ton standing very solemn and very upright
at the door, his hat on his head and a
cigarette in his mouth.

Such was the depth of self-abasement to
which she had fallen, such was the humb-
ling of her pride, that she would have
given worlds to quit Beaumont’s arm and
go up to Carrington, even in the presence of
everybody, and ask his forgiveness for her
wilfulness of the morning. She would
have humbled herself to him as to no other
man, if only that sickening look of indif-
ference could have been pleaded from
his face. She knew he cared for her
still, and was he to go from her sight
without one word of explanation, all
because maidenly modesty and pride for-
bade any everture on her part 1

One long last look of love and reproach
passed between these two, and she was out
in the night air, among the carriages that
thronged the entrance. As they drove off,
she saw him come out and walk rapidly
down the street.

Carrington, thoxil he found it hard to
forgive what he ed her frivolousness,
had intended that quarrel to be made
up. Florrie had resolved it must. But
the oiportunity never came, The Beltons
left London to pay visits, and absence
inevitably widened the breach.

Florrie is Mrs. Beaumont now, and a
fashionable woman. She quitted girl’s
estate when she married Henry Beaumont.
‘Whether she has found him selfish, osten-
tatious, or cynical, we do not know. She
makes full use of his wealth as her part of

the contract. Her face, like those of 80
many beautiful women in London, has &
cold, indifferent look ; but people envy her.
She has a beautifal home, a little child
with long fair hair like her mother's, and
a husband who, whatever he may be, is
proud of his presentable wife.

Very few people know anything about
Mrs. Besumont'’s love-affair.

ALONG THE SILVER STREAK.
PART IL

As we approached the yacht people
were looking out at us from under the
awning on board the yacht, smong whom
I fancied I recognised the slender grace-
ful form of Hilda Chudleigh ; while, on
our side, Tom Courtney was making
energetic signals of welcome and recog-
nition. In a few moments Hilda and
I would meet. I should be received, no
doubt, as a mere acquaintance—an old
friend who had been lost sight of for years,
and whose reappearance would be the
subject of a little commonplace surprise.
Better to remain unknown than to be
received like this. And then the thought
occurred : “Why not temain unknown!
Five years in India had turned me from a
fair young Englishmanintoa copper-coloured
individual of any possible nationslity, from
a Chinese to a Spaniard. And then I had
changed my name as well as my complexion.
My uncle, when he left the service of Her
Majesty for the more profitable one of the
Rajah of M——, whose daughter and suc-
cessor he afterwards married, had assumed
the more easily pronounced mname of
Lamallam, a name afterwards inscribed in
pleasant characters on the golden records
of the Three per Cents, and by which name,
at the Begum’s desire, I had passed while in
India, gd why should not I still retain
it? Thigs point I rapidly explained to young
Courtney as we were rowed across the
harbour. ' -

« All right,” he rejoined, when I hac
finished my little sory.  As long as it
is the name you by, what does it
matter? I leave it to Hilda to find
you out. And now, my friend,” to the
boatman, as we touched the side of the
Sea Mew, *“ how much §”

The boatman suggested five francs for
this little passage—an extortionate race all
over the world are the boatmen who hang
about ports and ships—but eventusally was
well satisfied with one franc. And then, in
& few moments we atood on the deck of the

—



=

Charles Dickena.]

ALONG THE SILVER STREAK.

Jaly 21, 13831 135

yacht—a shaded lounge, very cool and
pleasant after the glare of the harbour,
with roatting screens, and Japanese chairs
and lounges, and books and newspapers
everywhere strewing the decks.

We were received by a brightfaced,
pleasant yo fellow, who turned out to
be Mr. Chancellor’s private secretary—the
ormamental secretary that is—the Hon.
Wallace Wyvern, a link with the great
world into which his chief was trying
to gain an entrance. Hence Mr. Wyvern
was entertaining Mr. Chancellor’s friends
on board his ydcht, while his two fellow-
sec;etu'ies v;denf; fathoms dee hlxn Blue Books
and margined foolscap at Whitehall.

“Delighted to see you, old chap,” cried
Mr. Wyvern, grasping Tommie warmly b
the hand ; “and your friend, too, is wel-
come. And now to present you to our
chizf:din&omatnpped? lightly bef

yvern ightly before us
along the deck, leading thegm to a small
group of young women, at the sight of
whom my heart had begun to beat the
rataplan. But, after all, the tall, graceful
figere I had seen was not Hilda—she was
not upon deck-—but proved to be Miss
Chancellor, a slight and pretty girl with
something of a northern accent, which,
with a little nervous awkwardness at times,
gave her an individuality not at all unplea-
T\nhM.%‘henththm was a l(!;fmtilx:d aunt of
the .’s, the chaperon party, a
cortain Mra. Bacon, stout and laughter-
loving, and an aristocraticlooking Miss
Wyvern, haughty but fal °

“Your cousin Hilda is below,” ex-
plained Miss Chancellor nervously to Tom
Courtney, who had attached himself to her
from the first, with an air of feeling him-

self perfectly hadppy in her society ; ‘ won’t
you like to'go down and see her.”
“No, thank you,” replied Tom ; “I'll

stop here if you'll let me, Hilda can come
up if she wants to see me. - And now tell
me what we are to do and where to got”

“Well,” replied Miss Chancellor in
hesitating tones, “I don’t quite kmow.
John”—her brother, no doubt—*has given
us carte blanche to go where we like, but
not more than twelve hours distant from
England, for he may want to consult Mr.
Wyvern at any moment ; and then, you
see, he is naturally anxious to join us as
often as possible.”

Here Mrs. Bacon interposed with her
habitaal happy laugh :

“Oh, that is quite natural. I remember
when Charles and I—that is Mr. Bacon,

you know—were oourting, and I was
ordered by the doctors to the Spas——"

“ Yes, you told us that story yesterday,
aunt,” interrupted Miss Chancellor hastily.

¢ Buat these gentlemen haven’t heard it,”
persisted Mrs. Bacon.

I made a friend of Mrs. Bacon from that
moment, by listening attentively and re-
speetfully to her story. It was not a very
old story after all, for Mrs. Bacon was still
r‘mng and buxom, and might even now

ve drawn admirers to the Spas.

But just then I heard a voice, whose
t.hn.lhng' ing acoents could never be mistaken.
It was Hilda, who, speaking from the com-
panion-ladder, was calling in sweet but
commanding tones:

«Mr. Wyvern, Mr. Wyvern, have the

letters come on board % ”
¢ Just this moment come !” cried Mr.
Wyvern, handing Hilda a t of des-

patches which she looked hastily over, and
then, with a disappointed face, retired
once more. .

«I don’t know what news she'd have,”
cried Mrs. Bacon; “there couldn't be a
more devoted lover than John. He sends
her a telegram every four hours. And
there’s sure to be one to rouse us all up in
the middle of the night! The last time,”
pursued Mra. Bacon with -evident pride
in the narration, “ a Government despatch-
goat steamed afterdus fifty miles witih

ohn’s message, and was pretty nearly
lost with all hands in the fog.”

And yet, in'spite of all this devotion, it
was evident from the aspect of Hilda's face
as she reappeared once more, that she was
scarcely made happy by it. But, at this
present moment, the chief object of her:
solicitude is her father; tall and rather
stooping, with his rosy, well-preserved west-
country face and aquiline and clearly-cut
features. The steps and the encumber-
ment of the decks puzzle him a little, and
he leans heavily on his daughter’s arm till
he has taken his seat on deck, when he
looks benevolently round as he takes his
glasses and begins to scrutinise the place
and its surroundings.

“ Rather different sight,” he began, after
taking a long look at the forts that shut
us. in, at the huge rock towering above us,
and the sparsely scattered craft about the
harbour. ¢ Rather different from Cher-
bourg in 1858, when I assisted, as the
French would say, at the meeting between
their Emperor and our Queen, at the in-
auguration of the mnew fortifications. I
brought my yacht over, and upon my word
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I thought we shotild have been blown out
of the water, with the saluting and firing
of big guns. Ah, the French are a fickle
people, Mrs. Bacon !”

And poor Mrs. Bacon, thus singled out
—she evidently rather dreaded the old
gentleman and preferred to keep out of
the radius of his observations—could only
say that she had always heard that the
French were a fickle people.

By this time the squire’s faded brown
eyes had passed over me without any sign
of reoolﬂ.it.ion, and then my face came
under Hilda's more trying scrutiny. And
next moment she called %‘om Courtney to
her side.

“Yes, Lamallam,” I heard Tom say.
“Frencht He may be originally, or
Dutch or Hebrew ; but a ish sort of
fellow anyhow. Shall I bring him to you $”

Miss &mdleigh made a hasty sign of
dissent, and at that moment Mr. Wyvern
burst in upon the group on deck with a
programme fully arranged.

“We've got to go up the mountain
to Fort du Roule, first of all. That's
what evel;{body does, and as it’s the only
thing to do at Cherbourg, we must make
the most of it. There are voitures for
those who don’t like to walk.”

Mrs. Bacon and the squire were the only
ones who did not care for walking, and
they were packed comfortablyin a voiture,
which drove off wildly, the coachman
making his whip explode like a cracker.
But we soon overtook it crawling along
at the rate of & mile or so an hour.

“ Napoleon couldn't manage it,” sang
out the chatty old squire from his voiture.
“ He couldn’t walk up, so he had this
road made to drive up to the top—cost I
don’t know hew many millions of francs.
Ah, he was a t man that. Ave Ceesar
lIll:pera.l;or 1" cried the squire, doffing his

t

The coachman looked round and grinned,
reco%nmn the Latin perhaps.

“Vive République |” he cried, and
ur%ed his horses to a momentary gallop.

ut the path is best for us pedestrians
—the winding path, faced here and there
with stone, where the goats browse by
the side on the banks fresh with ferns
and wild flowers. As we rise we unfold the
panorama of the town and port, with the
green valleys, whose little streams furnish
the harbour with a sort of excuse for
existence; the sea in its restless tran-
quility spreading far and wide in streaks
of purple and green, with a white sail

here and there, and white clouds resting
above in the pure blue sky.

“Buat, according to Shakespeare,” be-
gins Miss Wyvern, whose voice has hardly
before been heard ;  according to Shake-
speare, the murmuring should
cease to be heard at such a height as this;
while in reality we hear them much more
plainly than below. Now, how is thist”

Miss Chancellor was far too much out of
breath to attempt a reply, while Hilda
had thrown herself on the grassy bank,
her eyes fixed wistfully on the distant
sea-line. Tommie came bravely to the
mv?n clearly Shakespeare

“« Y, y was ’”
l'i';cﬁed; ‘“he ofte;:ewrote v;ry ﬁ

e thing ought to t right in the n
edition, witi‘hgha not.ep'nAmended by Miss
Wyvem., ”

But Miss Wyvern descended upon
Tommie with all the force of a Nasmyth
steam-hammer.

“Foolish youth,” she said eot;nﬁu—
sionately, *to pit your feeble intellect
against the genius of Shakes The
description you cavil at——"

“No, upon my word,” interposed
Tommie. “You were cavilling at it,

not L” :

“The description you cavilled at,
resumed Miss Wyvern, not sparing him in
the least, *“ was given to & blind man to
make him think he stood on a lofty height
while all the time he was on level
ground. The illusion may have been
complete ; but the blind man would
naturally listen eagerly for the whisper of
the sea below, in which he hoped to end
his sorrows. His guide, noticing this rapt
attention, explains the reason that no
sound reaches the listening ear, falsely,
as it happens—but what would you have !
the whole is a delusion.” .

“Well, upon my word,” cried Tommie,
“it’s real nasty of you to lay a pitfall like
that for a chap. Just like those cads you
meet sometimes, who want you to bet that
such a word isn't in the dictionary, while
all the time they've got the book in their
pocket with the word in it.”

The girl laughed ; she enjoyed so much
her victory over Tommie that she became
quite sociable from that moment, her icy
crust all thawed away.

We wandered through the fort, where
there was nothing particular to see but the
view from the ramparts, and then upon
the y sward, where the soldiers from
the gort were having a big wash in s little
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pool that exists curiously enough at the
very summit of the rock. By this time
the voiture and its occupants had arrived
at the top, and the old squire, fresh and
jaunty, to describe the various points
we saw below us, the great digue or break-
water with its strong forts at either end
and a stronger still in the middle—a digue
that was built, as to the foundations, in

part of the hard ite and gneiss rock in
which the naval docks and basins were
excavated, and y of hard primitive rock

dug from quarries in the side of the cliff
beneath uws. The boatmen below are
always wanting people to hire their boats
to visit the digue, but we can see it all
from the top of La Roule, with the naval
fort and basins, the barracks, hospitals,
and workshops, but not a sign of ao:Ei of
war except & few dismasted hulks. ;.)l‘he
fleet is :.:iuy on its summer cruise or
secking adventures in Madagascar, and
there 18 not even a solitary corvette in
the port to give a touch of life to the
soene,

As we descended the hill towards
the towm, Hilda fell behind the rest,
and somehow I found myself by her side.
She was changed indeed, but I should
bave known her anywhere. Was it

ible that she did mot recognise me %
er em rested indifferently upon me as
if I been part of the surrounding
scenery, and then as I made some triﬂi.!;i
remark about the descent, she brighten
up and tried to interest herself in the
conversation. But she was evidently
ﬁmoccupied, and her politeness cost
er an effort. Why did I not then
make myself known, and appeal to the
memory of our old love-p es? Some-
thing at the moment reatrain:s me. I must
have feared my fate too much, and then
the opportunity was lost; we had joined
the main body of the party. And Mr.
Wyvern had joined us now, and evidently
thought that as the representative of his
chief, he should almost monopolise Hilda's
society. And the poor girl seemed to
acknowledge the claim, and did her best
to be cheerful and bright in his presence.
Young Courtney hardly had a chance of
speaking to his cousin; perhaps he did
not want a chance, for he was, or seemed
tobe, entirely engrossed in Miss Chancellor’s
conversation.

The chief ]ileamre in yachting is gene-
rally acknowledged to be the comin,
ashore, and hence the whole party on boa.rﬁ
the Sea Mew, with the exception of Mr.

Wyvern and his sister, and the old squire
and Hilda, had agreed to dine at the table
d’héte of the chief hotel, and amuse them-
selves somewhere afterwards. The theatre
was closed, but there was a circus in a big
desolate place close by, where somethin,
like & fair was going on—stalls cramm
with parcels og gingerbread, all to be
attained by some combination of skill or
chance. In all of these Tommie distin-
guished himself, knocking over dolls, and
unfsilinﬁly hitting the bull's-eye in the
mimic shooting-galleries, and finally car-
ried off the grand prix of the Tombola, a
huge ball of silvered glass as big as the
head of giant Cormoran.

All this success excited great disappro-
bation among the stall-keepers. Monsieur
was an expert, they said, with one accord,
and it was not fair that he should engage
in entertainments that were intended for
honest bourgeois, their wives, and innocent
children. Tommie was inclined to go on and
break all the banks, sweeping away their
reserve of gingerbread and nuts, and petri-
fied sponge-cakes; but the townspeople took
the side of the stall-keepers, then some
sailors came along from an English ship in
the harbour, and were inclined to back up
their countryman.

A row seemed imminent, but I managed
to drag Tommie away out of the confu-
sion, and safely into the circus, where dn
animated performance was going on. The
regular circus routine having been gone
through in the presence of a large audience
of soldiers and sailors of the navy—the
latter sxquisitely neat in their blue and
white, fine-looking young fellows, each with
a rose in his breast—the arena was cleared
for the grand military spectacle of the
defeat of the Kroumirs. The young sol-
diers trooped off behind the scenes; they
had all been admitted gratuitously in order
to assist in the military spectacle.

At this interesting moment a carriage
arrived to carry the ladies back to the
yacht with a message from Mr. Wyvern
that all must be on board by eleven, as the
Sea Mew might have to sail with the tide.
But we were determined to sée the end
of the performance, and, indeed, put down
Mr. Wyvern’s announcement as a little
piece of extra officiousness.

By-and-by the band struck up the
grand march of the Kroumirs, and pre-
sently a party of the same dsshed upon
the srena, a party of two at least, brandish-
ing their spears and uttering fierce war-
cries, Hardly had they gone when a
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French officer appeared at the head of a
picquet, and posted a sentry over a heap of
old saddles that was supposed to represent
a fountain. Exit the picquet, and the
sentry begins his maroh up and down to
slow music, which quivers and quavers in,
notes of warning and grief as those rascally
Kroumirs creep up and drive a poniard
into the heart of the poor soldier. Then
the relief approaches and looks in vain for
the sentry, till they almost tumble over his
body. The dagger is discovered, and the
French officer, raising it to the eky, impre-
cates vengeance upon the heads of the
assassins,

Immediately, with a dexterous application
of mats and screens, the arena is conv:
into the palace of the Bey of Tunis. The
Bey appears to be a wicked old fellow
with a penchant for bayadéres, a troupe of

whom ap 3 n.nld dance ly before
him. All the eligible girls of Cherbourg,
we are told, have been pressed into the
service, but then the of Cherbourg

don’t appear to be designed by nature for
bayadéres, and the genéral effect is skinny
and bony. But the Bey himself is per-
fection, a most respectable old gentleman,
who claps his hands when he has had
enough of the bayadéres with quite
Parisian But his face is wrinkled
with care. He has a world of trouble
on his hands, for the French ambassador—
or perhaps he is only a consul—is thunder-
ing at the gate. Enters the French
ambassador in .evening-dress ; enters a
stout French general in émbroidered uni-
form and képi; enters, in violent excite-
ment, the French capitaine, waving the
Kroumirs dagger; enters the Italian
chargé-d’'affaires with a scarf of n,
white, and blue, who prompts the g;eto
resistance. But when an ultimatum is
presented by the stout and fierce French
genera.l, the Bey trembles, turns pale; he
alls back on his wily friend in the green
tricolor ; but he too has lost confidence.
He may wring his hands, protest, but all
is in vain. The Bey signs his submission,
and exeunt the French in a triumphant
tumultuous rush, while the bayadéres pose
themselves in attitudes of grief and sub-
mission. At this moment a plaeard
is exhibited which brings down the
house—** E‘mnee will have her frontiers

But still the Kroumirs have to be dealt
with, and the arena is presently occupied
with battles, marches, bivouacs, with a
comic element in the shape of a bibulous

erted | into a triumphal march, and the audience

and vivacious private, who is continually
on the point of bestowing a kick or a
buffet upon his commanding officer, but who
recovers his eense of discrpline in time to
convert the assault into a respectful salute.
A pathetic-element, too, is provided in the
death of a soldier and his horse, the former
sharing the last drop from his water-bottle
with his faithful charger. The massacre of
this gallant pair by a crowd of Kroumirs was
the last drop in the cup of their iniquities.
From that moment they were alaughtered
like flies, a gallant vivandiére of course
})erfom_xing prodigies of valour, amid fan-
ares of trumpets and inocessant detonation
of crackers, while the band burst forth

rose en masse,- while the sailors laughed
and cheered at the exploits of their
brethren in arms.

By the time we had turned out of the
circus it was nearly midnight, and yet the
town showed no sign of turning in for the
night—or what was left of it. Half the
population of the town was in the streets ;
children ran about and danced, while at
all the open a concourse of
people had gathered, who were formed
into a ring, and were dancing round
and round, chanting some monotonous
refrain, slowly at first, and then faster and
faster, till the dance became a mad whirl,
and the ring broke up by its own centri-
fugal force amid universal laughter and
applause.

It was the St. Jean d’té, the feast
of Midsummer Day, that the worthy
Cherbourgeois were celebrating in this
primitive fashion. . Without a thought
that he was participating in heathen

rites, whose origin goes back to
the early primitive life of mankind,

without a serious thought, indeed, in
his head, Tom Courtney plunged into
the thick of the fon, clasping on one side
the hand of a pretty dark-eyed little
ouvri¢re, while on the other he hooked on
to a dark-bearded savage-looking young
fellow, presumably the girl's sweetheart.
The litt.}:a ouvri¢re did not seem to dislike
the change of partners, and chatted gaily
with Tommie during the intervals of the
dance. But the young sweetheart was
not so well pleased. Tommie's French
was imperfect, and perhaps, in his bappy
ignorance of the language, he may have
said more than he intended. Any-
how, the black-bearded young fellow took
umbrage, words ensued, and then a slight
scuffle, and then, in less time than it




=f

=

Chuetes Dickses] AN ALIBI AND ITS PRICE Puy 3,181 139

takes to tell it, the sergents de ville were
on the scene, and all the parties to the fray
were marched off to the guard-house. The
black-bearded young fellow, who was

mood, was detained for the night, while
Tommie, who took the thing more quietly,
was permitted to leave on our promise to
sppear next morning at the tribunal of
correctional police, and we were favoured
with the escort of a sergent de ville, nomi-
nally for our protection, but in reality, I
fancy, to make sure of our not breaki

our parole; a sergent who moun

guard patiently on the steps of the hotel,
and seemed disposed to stay there all

night.
Already, we were told, half-a-dozen
nt m had come from the yacht,

one of the cabin-boys was awaiting
our arrival to say that tie Sea Mew was
on the point of sailing, and that the pilot
could wait no longer, There was no time
to write, even to lain the situation,
and we could only send a message excusi
ourselvea on the ground of ah unexpec
engagement on the following morning, and
hoping to rejoin the Sea Mew at her next
port of call.

And presently we heard her beating

h the water in the silence of the
night—a silence broken also by the dis-
tant cries of those who were still keeping
up the St. Jean—the reflection of her
lighta pirouetting in the swell she raised
in turning. sounded, the engines
went on full speed, and presently she
shot qnietly out of the harbour, and was
lost in the indefinite haze beyond.

As for Tom Courtney, he was so contrite
that it was impossible to reproach him,
and, indeed, except for an excess of youth-
fal spirits there was nothing to blame in
:ﬁs conduct. And this view was taken by

8 iding magistrate next morning,
who mﬁ:ﬁ Tommie with & fine of tvfo
franos and a half and costs, which
amounted to as much more. His enemy,
now calmed and contrite, was mulct in the
same amount, and a8 Tommie insisted on
defraying the whole costs of the entertain-
ment, the utmost harmony prevailed, and
prisoners, guardians of the peace, and
witnesses adjourned to the nearest café,
ywhere many bottles of wine were opened
and drank, to the health of everybody
concerned, and to the continuance of the
entente cordiale.

Bat, in the meantime, where was the
Sea Meow §

very excited, and in a highly dangerous |

.ought to read, and make her read them?

AN ALIBI AND ITS PRICE.
A STORY IN THIRTEEN CHAPTERS.
BY THEO. GIFT.

CHAPTER II

“ GEORGE,” said Mrs, Pentreath one day
when Hetty had been living with her for
nearly a year, “do you know that little
girl is frightfally ignorant 3 ”

The young vicar looked surprised.

“ What girlt Not Esther—or Hetty,
is it, you her—Mavors? She always
seems to me so wonderfully intelligent;
and her music——"

“I am not talking about her music. I
ive her masters for accomplishments, and
must say she takes in what they teach

her as readily as a cat does cream ; but it’s
her general education. She knows nothing
and has read mnothing; can play a
sonata by Beethoven, and never heard of
Beethoven in her life, and can’t read
aloud the simplest book to me without
asking a hundred questions about allusions
and circumstances which every girl of
sixteen ought to know by heart. Her
poor father seems to have neglected her
education shamefully ; and at my age I
am too old to be turned into a dictionary
of reference. Don’t you think you could
help her a little—show her what books she

It would be a real charity both to the child
and myself, and she is so intelligent that I
believe you would find it pleasant.”

“] dare say I should—at any rate I'll
do it willingly,” said Mr. Hamilton, and
he had not assumed his post of teacher for
many weeks before he did find it very
pleasant, 8o pleasant indeed that before long
&hose“dthree hours in thehweek whicllxl :13

evoted to oramming Esther’s young he
with German and English literature, poetry,
and philosophy, became the brightest of all
the hundred and sixty-eight tohim, and shed
a rosy light over all the intervening ones.

It was the old story—the story of man
and woman brought together as master
and pupil, the man coming to teach and
learning instead to love, the old story
which we have all heard from our cradles ;
and if Mr, Hamilton managed to kedp the
secret of it to himself it was simply and
solely for .the reasons indicated in the sto
of his “friend.” To him Hetty's you
and innocence were a shield stro than
any disapproval of parent or , and
he woultf have felt it a desecration of them
to let in the hot breath of love or passion
upon their virgin freshnesa.
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In this way the girl grew up happy and
breathing an atmosphere of love without
analysing it, asa flower breathes sunshine ;
learning to stand by sick beds at her
master's side; working in the parish;
teaching in the schools; and revenging
herself for her submission in these matters
by a certain sweet tyranny over the vicar
which was extremely pleasant and natural
to both tyrant and victim, though the
former at any rate would have felt highly
indignant had she seen it wielded by any
other woman.

And Mrs. Pentreath looked on, and
being a woman of the world, saw more of
Mr. ﬁsmilton’s secret than he at all guessed,
and said nothing. In truth, what she saw
did not displease her. George Hamilton
was an excellent fellow, a scholar, and a
gentleman; but he was her husband’s
nephew, and the Pentreaths, of course, did
not belong to the same exalted sphere as
the Bovillys. He might, perhaps, be
allowed to do what would be impossible
to Ernest, for instanee ; and though even
8o it would be & very good match for the
child, Hetty was a little thing, and
Mrs. Pentreath would not grudge it to her.
Besides, it would not take her far away,
which was a consideration.

“T really couldn’t do without her now,
till Ernest brings me home a real daughter.
Ah, if only that dear boy would settle
down well!” the mother said to herself,
sighing heavily as she re-read for the third
time a letter which she had just received
from India.

This was in June, and in the said letter
there was no mention of any prospect that
she would see her son shortly. Indeed,
she knew that his regiment had still to get
through nearly a year's service before it
returned home ; and therefore she might.
for a time dismiss thoughts of his settling
down, and give her mind instead to the
pretty idyll which she believed to be gliding
to its completion under her nose.

«T shouldn’t wonder if I were buying
the child’s troussean by Christmas. Poor
Jack! he ought to be obli to me,” the
lady said to ienelf benignly.

a8 | long before Christmas, before, in-
deed, the August sun had finished redden-
ing the sheaves of golden wheat, while the
great white petals of the olia were
opening day byday, and languid Londoners
lay gasping for breath under the shade of
the trees in Kew Q(ardens, a certain
P. and O. steamer drogzred quietly into
dook in Southampton harbour, and one

hour later a telegram was in Mrs. Pen-
treath’s hands, which upset in an instant
all her thoughts of Hetty and the vicar,
and replaced them by matter much mote
important.

or on board of that P, and O. steamer
was Captain Pentreath. India is an idle
place, and idleness is fruitful of flirtations,
and folly of all sorts. Whether the young
man’s indiscretions had gone beyond folly
this time was not known, and need not be
asked. All that Mrs. Pentreath learnt was
that he had contrived to get his name
so mixed up with that of his colonel's
wife, that, to prevent worse consequences,
he had been urgently recommended fo
apply for leave, and exchange into a home-
going regiment ; and as for once in his
life he had prudence enough to ocomply
with this counsel, such strong interest was
brought to bear on carrying it into effect,
that in less than three weeks he had looked
his last on Rumchandreepore and the too
fascinating bungalow where he had wasted
8o many perilous hours, and was steaming
%:le‘yn £ut of the Hooghly, en route for

It was a sad blow to Mrs, Pentreath,
and she felt it sorely; but to the young
man himself and a certain set among his
friends it seemed rather a feather in his
cap than otherwise. True, he had come
home under a cloud so far as his own
regiment and his chances of promotion
were concerned, but a cloud with such &
romantic lining as the unfortunate passion
of a married lady of rank for a young un-
married officer had no glamour of disgrace
about it; and when to this were added
the culprit’s exceeding looks and
chivalrous withdrawal from the field of
temptation, the whole affair wore quite an
heroic aspect in some eyes; and mad
even little Hetty Mavors gaze with timid
wonder and admiration at the too dsn-
gerous Adonis.

Of course she knew nothing of the real facts
of the story, norwas likely to do so ; neither
the vicar nor Mrs. Pentreath thinking sach
matters fit subject for a young girl's ears,
while Ernest himself had grace enough not
to allude to the subject at home.

The pretty idyll at the Lodge, however,
came to an end all the same. Captan
Pentreath was not the man to &h{i‘mnd
fiddle anywhere, least of all own
home ; and, considering that he had found
that residencé rather dull on previous
oocasions, he thought it a wise proceeding
of his mother to have secured such & pretty
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little girl as Hetty Mavors for his delecta-
tion at present. He approved of her greatly
indeed, and told his cousin George so with
s frankness which the latter found the
reverse of flattering. She was so fresh, he
said, so piquante, so full of fun, and yet so
ridiculously innocent. It was worth some-
thing to make her open those -big be-
witching brown eyes of hers with a look of
a pretty surprised baby ; and then, what a
icious laugh she had! He raved about
her, in fact ; all the more, perhapo, for the
coldness with which the vicar listened to
his raptures, and proved he was in earnest
in them by appropriating the girl to his
own service from the very day of his return
with the careless ease of a young Bashaw.
1t was quite a matter of course. There
was nothing special in it. Everyone
waited on him at Guelder Lodge ; every-
one ran after him; everything was put
aide for him. Hetty was one of the
household ; it seemed quite natural, there-
fore, that she should play his accompani-
menta, sm(f to him, mend his gloves, drive
him to and from the station in his mother’s
pony-carriage, and fetch and carry for him
erally ; and, in return, he was very
good to her, lounged beside her at the
E;n':o and in the garden, bronght her bon-
and novels, tanght her to ride, and
even contrived that she should be included
in sundry invitations to evening and garden
parties which were given by his mother’s
grand friends in honour of his return,
which seemed to Hetty a very paradise of
dissipation.

It was not much use for the vicar to
come to the Lodge now. Mrs, Pentreath,
who was always wanting him at other
times, wanted no one now she had got her
son ; and, as that young man was always in
Hetty’s neighbourhood, it was impossible
to see one without the other.

In the vicar's eyes the pair seemed in-
separable, and the girl as pleased with her
new friend as he with her ; and so it came
to pass that his visits to the Lodge grew
rare and more rare; and his words, when
there, 8o few and cold, that Hetty herself
noticed the change, and felt hurt and

mortified by it, wondering vtﬁuely if he
e as much

thought it * beneath him” to

notice of her before his cousin as he had
doie before.

coldness and formality s u

between them, and so, just?vhegnt;s li
most needed a true friend, she was left
instead to the guidance of her own igno-
rance and inexperience to steer her couree

between the shoals of Captain Pentreath’s
attentions and the rocks of his mother’s
anger. To-day she had been tossed roughly
from one to the other, and so cruelly
buffeted in the second ‘encounter, that her
tender feelings were all bruised and quiver-
ing from the shock. It was a new thin,
to her to be spoken harshly to at all, an
by Mrs. Pentreath, too, who was unu:ll{
8o kind and indulgent to her ; but thoug
this was-grievous enough, and though it
was still more grievous and dreadful that
the cause of such speaking should be a
man, and that man Mrs. Pentreath’s son—
even these causes of trouble would not
haveshamed and agitated her somuch as the
way in which Mr. ilton, her own friend
and master, had been brought into the
discussion.

True, he had not joined in his aunt’s
condemnation of her. Mrs, Pentreath had
accused him of doing so, but he had denied
the fact with indignation; and even in
the storm of feeling which sent the girl
flying to her room to sob her heart out
in peace and solitude, she never dreamt of
doubting his word ; but in giving it he had
shown, and shown quite openly, a readi-
ness to look on her as the property of
another person, and to make her over to
that person, which hurt her in a way she
hardly understood, and would have gone
further to crush her bright nature than
anything else if it had not been for one or
two items which came back to her now in
her solitude-—the look in his face, for in-
stance, when she burst into tears ; those
words, “I would cut off my right hand
rather than hurt you by a pin-prick ; ” and,
more than all, the story of—his ¢ friend.”

His * friend,” indeed | Had not eye, and
lip, and tone all told her that it was him-
self, that he was the lover, and she the
girl spoken of ¥ And if that were 8o, what
mattered any one’s unkindness, any one's
folly* What mattered any other ill the
world could send her ; and why—why had
she been such a little fool as to lose her
head and her temper, and drive him away
as she had done? Why had she run away
herself, instead of waiting to hear what
else he had to say ¢ Might not the story

have had a chapter added to it, if
she had been more sensible ?
The afternoon sunshine was falling in

long golden stripes through Hetty's window,

ing to transparent flame the few
flu g crimson leaves which still dangled
from the brown tangle of Virginia-oreeper
without, and touching with a fiery finger
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the mass of ivy which garlanded the
narrow casement -and the girl's brown
head bent down upon the sill. By-and-
by she lifted it, and looked about her.
She was tired of °thinking and fretting,
and, besides, her cheeks burned, and her
eyes were swollen. Fresh air and exercise
would take away these ountward signs of
hlc:r trouble at &:llx evg;fis, and give llxler back
the com: e needed, before she again
met Mmetrenh and her son at dinner.
There was plenty of time for a good long
walk before that, and the thought was no
sooner in her mind than she hastened to
carry it ihto execution, and omnly waiﬁnﬁ
to don hat and ulster, and tell the ol
butler that she was for a walk, she
left the house, and took her way as rapidly
as possible in the direction of the river,
the quietest route at this time of the year
that she could think of,

It was rather a muddy route to-day.
There had been a great deal of rain lately,
and the river was swollen so as even to
overflow the towing-path in parts, and
oblige her to take a wide circuit over soil
soft enough to encase her stout little boots
in & thick coating of mud, or to take ﬂyinﬁ
leaps from stone to stone before she coul
resume her onward way. But Hetty was
not the sort of girl to mind either a long
jump or & little mud ; and, for the rest, the
sky waa blue and bright, the air just sharp
enough to be exhilarating, and the sun
shone so gaily on shore and stream, on the’
yellow leaves of the willow and the copper-
coloured leaves of the beech, on gnarled
trunk and shallow, silvery pool, on the red
roofs of dingy old Isleworth on the opposite
bank of the river, and the brown sail
splashed with orange of a big clumsy
barge drifting slowly citywards, that by-
and-by the girl's spirit began to brighten
too, her step grew briaker, her head more
erect. Once or twice she stopped to drink
in a mouthful of the fresh cool breeze, or
pick a few bright-coloured leaves from
the withered hedgerow, or lift & sadly
bloated frog out of the roadway, and
deposit him on a stone for safety. When,
as she was rising from the last-named task,
her ear was caught by the rapid trample of
a horse’'s feet in her rear, and stepping
quickly on one side to avoid being run
over, she heard herself ted in tones
too familiar to her to be pleasant at the
present moment.

“I thought so,” cried the rider ak he
checked his horse at the girl's side, and
looked down with a gay smile into her

blushing face. “I thought I couldn’t he
mistaken in a oertain little figure, even when
seen from a distamce, which would have
made most other fi indistinguishable,
80—— But Miss Mavors—Hetty | whatis
the matter $”

For Hetty was not only blushing, but
there was s look of anmoyance and distress
in her face, which in conjunction with the
traces of tears still visible about her eyes,
ﬁhﬁ well provoke comment, more espe

ially as there was nothing in any way
distressing or alarming about the other face
bent over hg:.l It was & bright and Imnd;
some one, belonging to a man o
under thirty, fair, rather pdg,()::g adorned
with a long brown moustache, which,
together with his trim soldierly figure,
made him sufficiently taking in appearance
to win a pleasant glance from any girl not
very bard to pleass. Hetty, however, was
vexed with herself at her own em
ment, and answered a little pettishly :

“ Nothing is the matter, Oaptain Pen-
treath. I was only startled by ﬁndm§
your horse so close behind me, and—end
never expected to see you here.”

“Not Well, I did expect to see you,"
said the young officer gaily, as he dis-
mounted and, wing .the reins over his
arm, walked at her side. ‘I came home
half an hour ago, found the house ‘empty,
swept, and ished,’ heard that
was out driving and mins walking— river-
ways' old Hickvon said—and so rode off
river-ways myself in search of the latter.
You see, therefore, mademoiselle, that if
you were meditating running away, an
1dea which .your present guilty air
to me, you may as well abandon the
attempt, and resign yourself to being
taken home again in honourable captivity.

Captain Pentreath spoke in a jesting
tone, looking laughingly in the girl's eyes,
as if expecting to see them laugh back in
answer. It was not an unnatural thought.
So late as yesterday, indeed, they might,
and probably would, have done so, Hetty’s
eyes having a trick of laughing out at small
notice, while she had got too used to
Captain Pentreath making her the chief
object of his attentions when at home to
be either startled or flattered by them
Since this morning, however, evu'ythhu‘ls
had become different to her. She
tasted of the tree of knowledge, and bitter
as the flavour of it might be to her, she
could no longer feel or act as she had done
in the happy days of her ignorance. ‘Those
two thoughts, 80 impossible in our guileless
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childhood, so common in after life,  What
does it mean, and what will other people
think it means$” had been forced upon
her mind ; and being too naive and inex-
perienced to conceal what was passing in
it, she betrayed one of them by the ques-
tion with which she answered Captain
Pentreath’s speech.

« % But why did you come after me 3 Did
you tell Hickson you would # I hope not—

at least, I mean I—".
Captain Pentreath laughed n.?in.
#] did not,” he said. ‘I asked him in

what direction the mater had gone. He said
he thought it was to see Lady Carisfort. ¢ Ah,
then,’ said I, ¢if I ride in the same direc-
tion, I shall most likely fall in with her,’
and I departed. Do not look so gluml
at me, h}:: Mavors, for I told no fibs, If
I had ridden along that road it is very
probable that I shonld have met my lady
mother. The only obstacle was that I
didn't. I came after you instead.”

“Then I wish you hadn’t,” said Hetty
with more promptness than grammar, and
with a look which said she meant it.

Captain Pentreath opened his eyes.

“That is rude,” he said, “so I don’t
believe you. I think, on the contrary, that
you are very properly grateful to your
guardian’s son, ergo, her representative,
ergo, your ian also, for taking the
trouble to threw the much needed shield of
his protection over a very impradent young
woman. You know you ought not to be
wandering so far from home, Hetty.”

“Indeed, Captain Pentreath, I do not,
I am not a fine young lady with footmen to
walk after me, and I have been used to
going out alone ever since I was ten years
old. I like it,” said Hetty curtly, but with
& lip which gnivered nevertheless.

a8 not his plea of guardianship the
very one on which she had acted in the
past, and thought so natural ¥ Yet to-day
she goyld not help fancying that he put it
forward rather in jest than earnest, anc
with &’ mocking look in his blue eyes,
which made her wonder if there had not
beansome ground for Mrs. Pentreath’s anger

after all ; and. whether the matter-of-.

comme simplicity with which- she' had
accepted the goung officer’s flatteries and
attentions, and had entered into the spirit of
easy familiarity which be had established
botwng them from tbegbﬁning, had not
't:t!!_lnhu.lg. in jb.to-day pouilonsly like flir-
ion.

Captaifr Pentreath shook his head at her

with affected solemnity. ‘ =

“Then I am sorry to hear it,” he said,
¢ for it is an improper liking and ought to
be checked. You are not ten years old
now, observe, and you are at least ten
years prettier than you must have been at
that tender age, therefore—— But, Hetty,
you are looking quite grave! What's the
matter 3§ Have I offended you?”

"“Only by talking nonsense, Captain
Pentreath, and by calling me by my
christian-name, I heard your mother tell
you once that it was not usual, and—and
you know you have no right to do 8o.”

“T have as good a ri it as my parson-
cousin, at any rate; anng noticed the day
after my arrival that he called you by your
christian-name, for I thought what a dear
little one it was, and how well it suited the
owner.”

Hetty’s face became very pink, but
whether at the first part of his sentence
or the second, Pentreath could not deter-
mine. She only answered the former.

“ Mr. Hamilton has known me since I
was quite a little girl, and taught me
nearly everything I know. That is quite
a different case.” ,

“By Jove! so it seems, and I envy him
accordingly. I wish I could teach you any-
thing, or that you would teach me if that
would do as well. Will . you? Il be a
very docile pupil.” '

“I doubt it, Captain Pentreath—at any
rate I'd rather not try.”

“And I wish you would. Do try me,
Hetty. You couldn’t give me any greater

leasure than telling me to do something
for youw. Don’t you know it % * and Captain
Pentreath drew a little nearer to the girl’s
side, bending his handsome head till the
fair moustache almost brushed the dark
curls about her temples. ,

Someone coming along at the other side
of the leafless quick-set hedge which
bordered the towing-path saw the couple
at the moment, and stopped short, as if

d | startled ; but Hetty had turned her pretty

glowing face with sudden animation to her
companion, and unconscipus of a witness,
said quite eagerly : '

“Do you really mean that? If you did
it would make me very happy.”

““I mean everything I say to you. Tz
me, that is all,” said Captain Pentrea
fervently. . ;

Hetty looked tup, a saucy smile in her
eyes meeting the admiring one bent on her.

“Then will~you pleass get om your |
horse again and-ride-en in-the direction in |
which you were going. Itold you I came
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out by myself because I wanted to be
alone, and I would rather go back so. I
would indeed.” :

It was not the reply Captain Pentreath
had expected, and he looked visibly
annoyed as he exclaimed :

“Why, Hetty, what's up? Have I done
anything to vex you 1” then remembering
the smile in her eyes : *“ Ah, but I see you
don’t mean it. You are only teasing me,

you provoking little witch, as if you didn't |

know that no man in his senses would
in one direction when you are going In
another.”

“But I know nothing of the sort, and I
want one man to do it. Captain Pentreath,
I am not joking, indeed. I do mean it.”

“Then, Hetty, I must have offended you.
What have I done $”

* Nothing at all. You have not offended
me.”

“Then why want to drive me from
you just because we chance to be taking
our exercise along the same road, as we
have done a score of times before ¢ ”

Hetty's face was crimson. Had they
been out ther so often? She had not
thought of 1t at the time, but now she had
a vague remembrance of something cold
and displeased in Mre. Pentreath’s manner
when she came in rather late one day from
a walk accompanied by Captain Pentreath.
She answered briskly enough, however :

“Do you ecall it chance when, as you
told me just now, you came this way on

urpose to find me$”

““And to bring you home ! It is getting
late, Hetty, for you to be out.”

“I know it, and I am going home now ;
but please let me go alone. Please don’t
come with me. Indeed I have a reason for
asking you.”

That the girl was in earnest now the
most sceptical person could not have
doubted. Her pretty face was quite pale
again, and her eyes wore a beseeching ex-
pression which no generous man could have
resisted.

C:ghin Pentreath, however, was not
famed for generoeity where women were
concerned. He kept at her side as she
turned, and only asked :

“ What is the reason, Hetty$ Don’t be
gilly and mysterious. Tell me.”

“I cannot, Captain Pentreath. Please
do as I ask you.”

“ What, when you won’t do anything I

ask! That isn't fair. But I see what it
is quite well, Hetty—my mother has been
talking some confounded rubbish to yow.”
“ You ought not to speak of your mother
in that way, Captain Pentreath.”
“ Well, but isn’t it true$ Hasn't she1”
“I will not tell you. I don't want to
8 of your motheratall. Do you forget
that I am her companion, and owe all 1
have to her kindness and generosity 1"
““No, by Heavens ! nor that she owes all
the pleasantness her house has to your
company. Egad, she wouldn't keep me lon”g
here without it. Don’t you know that1

Hetty made no answer.
“ Because gonmy as well do so. Itis
the truth, and so if she is going to bully

you and make you disagreeable to me——"

“I don’t want to be di ble to you,
Captain Pentreath. I only—only—— But
Hetty’s lip was quivering. She began to
realise how helpless she was, and her eyes
filled with teara. Even Captain Pentreath
was touched by the sight of her distress.

“You only want to drive me from you,”
he said pathetically. “Well, Hetty, you
know your power, and however it pains me
to obey you I will not pain you by the con-
trary. You must make it up to me some
other time, and I can Slromise you one

thing—if the mater is at the bottom of this,
sl;e sha’n’t congratulate herself on the result
of it.”

And then he did mount his horse and
ride away, while Hetty pursued her home-
ward route with quickened steps. She had
nearly reached the Lodge gates when she
saw another gentleman, a familiar figare in
a low felt hat and Roman collar, coming up
the dusky road under the horse-chestnut
trees as if to meet her. It was George
Hamilton, and involuntarily her steps
quickened, and she put out one little hand
as if to greet him sooner. To her great |
surprise, however, he did not stop or
but looking at her full with a kind of hard,
unsmiling severity, lifted his hat, and,
turning abruptly away, crossed the road to
the opposite side.
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JENIFER.
BY ANNIE THOMAS (MRS. PENDER-CUDLIP).
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CHAPTER X. A PAINFUL PART.

“MOTHER, you're not as happy here
now as you would bo in a little house of
your own, are you ?” Jenifer said, coming
in and casting her arms round her mother’s
neck that night as soon as she could
escape after dinner.

“ Happy ! That I can never be anywhere
again, Jenny ; my day is done.”

“No, no, you sha'n’t say such things—
| such futile, untrue things. Mother darling,
you're our own mother still, and you
have your work to do for us though we
have disappointed you,” Jenifer cried out,

weeping as bitterly as if she and not Jack
had married beneath her, and degraded
the family.

“Jenifer,” Mrs. Ray said solemnly,
“what does this mean—that you’re going
to marry, and offer me a home with you
and your husband? Jenny, I won't have
you throw yourself away for my sake! I
want but little here below, and shall not
want that little long. You shall not
sacrifice yourself to Mr. Boldero, good,
excellent man as he is, for my sake.”

“ Mother {” Jenifer cried out, ‘‘are we
all going mad because of this trouble about
Jackt Mr. Boldero! I should as soon
have thought of you as of him. Why,
mother, he’s not ‘a good, excellent man’

]} only in my eyes, he’s ever so much more
1| and more like what a man ought to be

than—than any other man I know. He
would as soon think of the harness-house
cat for a wife as he would think of me;
don’t speak of him in that way to me. I
can't bear it.”

Old Mrs. Ray thought very desﬂerately
for several minutes. In her pocket she
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had a letter from this Mr. Boldero, asking
her consent to his wooing her daughter.
The letter had reached her just an hour or
two ago, just an hour before Jack had
come to her with his bitter confession.
And she had put it aside as unimportant—
a8 comparatively unimportant, at least, {
because her heart and mind were full of
the imminent peril of her son Jack.

fBut now she was compelled to think
of it. :

“Jenny, my child,” she began very
gently, “forgive my forgetfulness of you.
omething that concerns you nearly and
dearly has come to my knowledge to-day, ¥
but with the thought of this disgrace
which Jack has brought upon us hanging
over me, I could think of nothing, say
nothing ; but now I will tell you,” and
with this she fumbled in her pocket, and
brought Mr. Boldero’s letter out of it.

Jenny read it, and understood it at
once. There it was, an offer, a plain and
distinct offer of marriage from the most j|
honourable and fastidious gentleman whom
it had ever been her lot to meet.

And this offer of marriage was made to
her, Jenifer Ray, a girl who was just dis-§

raced by the folly of her brother—a

%olly of which Mr. Boldero knew nothing, §
of which he would take no cognisance ;
but which would bitterly aggrieve and
disgust him when he came to know it.

“ He shall never smart through me ; he’s
as the stars above me,” the girl said to
herself in the one brief minute in which
she held the letter in her hand, trying to
read it, and failing by reason of the tears}
of pity for herself that were half blinding
her. And this not because of any strong §
sentiment of love for Mr. Boldero, for, in |
these days of which I am writing, Jenifer {
Ray had hold of her own heart still. And §

though she thought of Mr. Boldero as of a |
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man whom any woman might love, she did
not know that she loved him herself.

On the contrary she rather inclined to
think that there was something about
Captain Edgecamb’sdemeanour towards her
which merited considerable consideration
from her. He liked her ; of that she was
sure. He attracted her by the manner
in which he showed his liking. And it
may bs presumed that she did not regard
him as a star above her, for she did not
feel that if she finally married him he
would be in any way disgraced by Jack's
misalliance.

So after holding his letter in her hand for
a minute after she had read it, she handed
it back to her mother with these words :

“It's one of the things that might have
been, if everything had been different,
mother ; as it is—— Well, I wish with
all my heart that Mr. Boldero had never
thought of me in that way.”

. “If you could bring yourself to think of
him ; he is older than you are, I admit,
but ——”

* Mother, don’t, don’t speak of him in
that way ; it's not that he is ‘older’ than
I am that I—I want you to give him back
his latter and say ‘ No’ for me to his offer.
I could have adored him,” the girl
continued impulsively, * but he has been
prudent about his course concerning my
brothers, and I'm afraid of him.”

“If you were his wife you'd have no
cause to fear anything that your brothers
may do, or have done,” old Mrs. Ray went
on, as eagerly as if she had not been
perfectly indifferent to the prospect of
Jenifer's marrying Mr. Boldero a few
minutes before. In fact it was balm in
Gilead to her to feel that if her dearly-
loved, cherished, tenderly cared-for daughter
willed, she, Jenifer, at least would be out
of reach of all the evil consequences, the
bitternesses, the sordid considerations, and
many mortifications which might accrue
from Jack’s miserable marriage.

“I won't marry any man in order to
eseape my share of a family trouble, mother
dear,” Jenifer said stoutly.

And on this her mother pleaded Mr.
Boldero’s case over again, not bringing any
fresh arguments to bear on the subject;
. but urging the girl to accept the offer as a
happy and safe release from all the home
dangers and difficulties.

And at last her arguments prevailed to
a cortain extent. At last Jenifer began to
remind herself that not only would she
herself be lifted out of the domestic mire

which was stifling them now, but that her
mother also would be once more honour-
ably placed, and treated with the defer-
ence_and consideration that were her due.
It was galling to the girl to a horrible
degree to see her mother set aside as she
had been during these latter days at
Moor Royal. And Jenifer’s prophetics oul
told her that this would grow. Effie was
not likely to grow less selfish, or extrava-
gant, or contemptuously indifferent to
everything that did not conduce to her own
pleasure or aggrandisement.  Hubert was
not likely to become less yielding to his
wife’s lightest whim. Altogether the out-
look for the widow and her daughter, if
they remained at Moor Royal, was a
deplorable one, a desperately ignomi-
nious and distressing one. It did move
Jenifer strongly this reflection that if she
accepted Mr. Boldero’s offer, the outlook
for her mother in his house would be as
bright as this one at Moor Royal was
dari. Moreover she did like and admire
the man who could release her mother and
herself from the bondage of life in Effie’s
house. She did like him better than any
other man she knew, excepting, perhaps,
Captain Edgecumb, and him she liked in
quite a different way—as a fascinating,
amusing, distinctly agreeable and accom-
plished society man. At this junctureshe
had no romantic or impassioned feeling
about either of them. But she knew that
Mr. Boldero would become very dear and
very essential to her if che saw much more
of him, and she believed that, if she became
Mrs. Boldero, she would be one of the
happiest women, one of the most loved
and loving wives in the world.

All these considerations weighed the
balance heavily in favour of her accepting
him. But in the other scale she put the
shame and disgrace of Jack's marriage.
Had she any right to act for her own
happiness, and by so acting to link a
man whose name was held in such high
account by all men with this shame and
disgrace? At any rate she would not
accept the offer which Mr. Boldero had
made in ignorance of Jack’s culminating
folly, till she had given him an opportunity
of retracting it. He must have gone
straight home from the *“ meet,” and written
to her mother with the memory of the un-
availing prayer she had made to him for
her brother fresh in his mind. When he
knew how fully all her worst fears for
Jack were realised, would he still want her
to be his wife t
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“T ought to have shown it to you when
I got it first, Jenny, but Jack's wicked
folly had put everything else out of my
head. Now, whatever your answer is
going to be, it ought to go to him to-night,
and I am afraif there is not another
post,” old Mrs. Ray said dejectedly, for
she dreaded anything like delay now
that Jenifer seemed half disposed to act
wisely.

“Your letter can’t go till to-morrow
now,” Jenifer gasped with a sense of relief.
“I shall have time to think and to pray,
and to-morrow, whatever I have been
taught to know is best, you shall write to
Mr. Boldero. But at the same time you
must tell him all there is to tell about
Jack.”

“Yes, indeed, we'll do nothing under-
band, hard as it will be for me to tell his
father’s friend that my son has married
the daughtar of one of his father’s
servants.” ) .

“We must help Jack never to think of
her now in that way,” Jenifer said reso-
lutely in answer to the piteous bitterness
which made itself manifest both in her
mother’s words and tones. * She’s his wife
now. While we only feared she might
become his wife it was different, but
now——"

“May I come in $” Jack’s voice, broken
by sobs, asked at the door.

“Oh, not, to-night—not to-night !” poor
old Mrs. Ray whispered. ¢ Jenny, tell
him, It would kill me to see him to-night
—my own boy ! And to think of his going
away from me to such a wife ! ”

So Jenifer went out, and with her arms
round poor, unhappy, miserably awakened
Jack’s neck, broke his mother’s decision to
him as gently as she could.

“Be strong, and bear your punishment
like a man, Jack,” she murmured. “In
time we shall all be happy again, please God.
Meantime don’t get to think hardly of our
mother even if she does seem a little hard
to you now; it has come upon her so
suddenly.”

“You never gave her a hint then i
Jenny, you are a brick! Oh, that I'd
listened to—— I mean you won't desert me
altogether, will you? Hubert and his wife
will treat me like a pariah now, though
Mrs. Effie was always leading me on to
think more and more of Minnie’s good
looks. There, I'll say no more. I'm a
coward and a car to try and cast the
blame, or the responsibility rather, of my
choice on anyone else. Good - night,

Jenny dear ; this house will never see me
again, I suppose.”

It was a sad going away from the old
home for the poor misguided boy, whose
own wilful infatuation had marred his
prospects in life. His mother lifted up
her voice and wept, as she listened to his
receding footsteps along the corridor. But
she would not recall him to say one pity-
ing tender word. The thought of the
disgrace and sorrow he had brought upon
them all was too new to her for her to
take him back to her heart, though her
heart was bleeding for him.

“ Well, Jenny, this is a pretty business
of Master Jack’s! ’Pon my word, I think
I shall sell the place, aud get away beyond
the reach of the rumour of it,” Hubert
said impatiently when Jenifer went back
to the drawing-room to say good-night.

“ Running away from the rumour won’t
do any good to either you or Jack,”
Jenifer said curtly, for Hubert’s absorb-
ing selfishness jarred harshly on her this
night. .

“It’s just like the charitable Jenifer to
uphold evil-doers,” Mrs. Ray said with her
faintest smiling sneer. “Now I can't
pretend to want to do good to Jack or to
wish to see anyone else do good to him ;
he has behavetf like a fool, and I hope
he’ll have the fool’s reward. But I do like
to see good done to myself, and the best
good Hubert can do me is to take me away
out of reach of ever hearing anything of
his extremely obnoxious brother and sister-
inlaw. To do that he must sell Moor
Royal, and so I hope Moor Royal will
come to the hammer without delay.”

“ Hubert, you won't 1” Jenifer cried.

‘“When a fellow’s worried as I have
been to-night he hardly knows what he'll
do,” Mr. Ray replied.

¢ Moor Royal has been ours for so many
generations,” Jenifer said sorrowfully.

“] don’t feel inclined to have my health
and spirits sacrificed for any sickly family
feeling,” Effie cried buoyantly. “I mean
my life to be as bright as society and
money can make it, and neither will do
much to brighten it down here now that
Jack has degraded us as he has. So Moor
Royal will go as soon as a purchaser can be
found for it, and in the meantime, Hugh,
I shall go and stay with Flora.”

Then they went on discussing their
plans of pleasure, and speaking of possible
purchasers of the property, as uncon-
cernedly as if Jenifer had not been
present.

~
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“I'll marry Mr. Boldero, and put mother
on a throne again, and love him better
than a man was ever loved before for
enabling me to do it,” the daughter
thought with a swelling heart as she
went back to her mother’s room.

The following day, long before Mr.
Boldero received an answer from his letter
to old Mrs. Ray, he had a visit from Hubert
Ra,

y.

Briefly, and not at all bitterly, the elder
brother told the tale of the younger one’s
delinquencies to the family lawyer. Then
he added :

“This crowning act of idiotcy on Jack’s
part has naturally upset my wife terribly.”

‘“ How about your mother and sister ”
Mr. Boldero interposed quickly.

“Oh, my mother is a good deal cut up,
of course, partly because Jack was always
her pet, and partly because it may affect
Jenifer’s prospects of marriage. Now I
don’t distress myself about that for a
moment, because I happen to know that
Edgecumb will marry -her to-morrow if
she’ll have him, and Effie and I both think
she is ready to do so.”

Mr. Boldero rang for coals, and when the
little interruption caused by their being put
on the fire was over, it was he who took
up the ball of conversation.

““Jack has had plenty of advice against
this crowning act of madness. I know
his sister stood like an angel of mercy in
his path, and warned him against follow-
ing. And Mrs. Ray and you can’t have
been ignorant of his being in jeopardy.
You have surely tried to save your
brother $”

“To tell the truth,” Hubert said in
some embarrassment, “my wife always
urged me to let Jack alone. She had an
idea he was so pig-headed that opposition
would only urge him on. Poor girl! she
would have done anything to stop it—any-
thing. In fact she’s so distressed about
it, that nothing will induce her to live at
Moor Royal any longer. She couldn’t
have any of her own people down to stay
with her after this ; she’s awfully sensitive,
in fact, and I may as well tell you at once,
that I've come to speak to you about
selling Moor Royal.”

¢ There’s one clause in your father’s will
which you seem to have forgotten, and
that is, that for three years after coming
into possession of the property you are
bound to reside at Moor Royal. You can
neither let or sell it.”

“I wish to Heaven the three years were

up then,” Hubert exclaimed angrily.
“ Why in the world did my father treat
me as if I had been a capricions boy,
instead of a man well able to look after
my own interests § It may ruin my domestic
happiness now if I am not able to take my
wife away from Moor Royal.”

“ Not if she’s a sensible woman, Hubert,
and I should think that she is that,” Mr.
Boldero said outspokenly, but there was
not that amount of blind confidence in
Effie’s discretion which her husband liked
to see displayed.

‘‘Sensible ! I should rather say she was
sensible, but she’s also very determined ;
she’s made up her mind to get away from
Moor Royal at once, and if I can’t sell or
let till the three years are up, it means an
expensive round of visits, that’s all, and
at the end of the three years the sale of
the property. ‘Therell be nothing to
hinder me then.”

“Your father always had a dread of
your parting with the old place.”

“Meantime, as I can’t sell it, I'll cut
down timber,” Hubert said recklessly.
“It’s all very well, Boldero, but a man
ought not to be hampered and fettered by
another man’s whim. The sale of Moor
Royal would be the making of me, and by
Jove ! it shall be sold the day the three
years are up.”

“You forget that your father's latest
wishes are still unknown to -you,” Mr
Boldero reminded his client.

“Ah, the sealed letter which you hold!
They can be of no importance, they can
only concern trifles compared to the Moor
Royal property, and that's indisputably
mine.”

“ And yours may it always remain is the
sincere wish of my heart,” Mr. Boldero
said heartily, as his guest got up to go.

“Can’t echo the sentiment, my dear
gir,” Mr. Ray laughed; *if you had a wife,
and she hated her home, you'd be very
glad to get her away from it; but I'm
thwarted by a mere caprice in doing this,
and as I said just now, my domestic
happiness may suffer from it.”

is gnest departed, and Mr. Boldero sat
alone thinking mournfully that all the
sorrowful prognostications about his two
sons which had darkened the squire's last
days, were being fast fulfilled.

“ He always had the notion that Hubert
would wreck his bark against the rock of
extravagance, and that Jack would fall
into low company and dissipated ways
through his over-weaning fondness for
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sport ; yet his love for Moor Royal was so
much stronger than his love for anything
else on , that he has protected it as
jealoasly as if it had been a cherished
child. And through no act or deed of hers,
and without my aid, Jenifer will be a rich
woman, and able to endow this man
Edgecumb, whom she loves, with as good a
property as there is in the neighbourhood.”

hen he went on to accuse himself of
having indulged in self-confident vanity in
having supposed for an hour that fair
young Jenifer Ray might have preferred
him, the sober middle-aged lawyer, to the
handsome young soldier, who (according
to her brother Hubert) was her heart’s
real choice.

He felt manfully and generously that as

i were going now, and with his
knowledge of how these things would act
and re-act upon the futures of Jenifer and
her brothers, he could resign all thoughts
of her far more readily than he could have
done had she been likely to remain de-
pendent Jenifer Ray at Moor Royal,
dependent on the capricious bounty of her
sister-in-law. Had this latter been the
only fate before her, he would have used
his utmost eloquence, and brought his
-most urgent claims to bear upon her, con-
vinced as he was that he had the power in
him to make her a happy and contented
woman. Buat now—now it would be well
for him to resign her to what she would
think the brighter fate, if she loved

ecumb.

he three years would soon pass away,
and the contents of the sealed letter would
be made known to Hubert Ray and whom-
soever else it concerned.

And then? Why then possibly Jenifer
would be another man’s heppy wife, and it
would never be known what fortune, hope,
and love the family-lawyer had let slide
through his grasp in renouncing her as he
meant to renounce her now, even if she
thought herself able and willing to com-
plete the sacrifice he had proposed to her
mother the previous day. :

No one else should know of his offer
with the exception of her mother, to whom
he had made it, of that he was resolved.
Not that he was one of those poor creatures
who are ashamed to have it known that
they have wanted women for their wives
who have not become such, but becanse
he would not have it known that whatever
fortune might fall to Jenifer in the future
he might have had a share in. To pro-
claim, or in any way to consent to the

advertisement of his own magndnimity was
not a custom of his. So now, though all
the love of his heart was given to Jenifer
Ray, and he had never desired anything so
ardently in hislife, as he did now desire to
marry her, he determined that he would
refuse her acceptance should she accept him,
and that no one should ever know that he
might have had her and hers,

Id Mrs. Ray's letter reached him in
due time. Jenifer was grateful and
honoured—this last word was old Mrs,
Ray’s interpolation, and had not been
dictated by Jenifer—but before she could
answer him she must see him and tell him
something that had happened which might
alter his views materially. Would he,
therefore, come to Moor Royal that after-
noon at four oclock. He rode up to
Moor Royal, knowing that before he left
it he would have flang away his heart’s
best hopes and happiness.

His knowledge of the contents of that
sealed letter was costing him dear.indeed.

BENVENUTO CELLINI.
IN TWO PARTS. PART IL

NATURALLY, after Cellini’s release from
prison, his first works were for his patron
the cardinal, until the time came for the
latter to return to France, and then they all
set out together. After the usual quar-
relling, which was unavoidable wherever
Cellini was concerned, they reached
Florence, and then Ferrara, where the
artist abode for some time, doing work for
the duke of that place, until the French
king began to grumble at his non-appear-
ance, and he pursued his journey, leaving,
of course, behind him, the memory of divers
quarrels,

At length he did reach Fontainebleau,
and had an audience with the king, who
gave him & most gracious reception ; but
when it came to a question of setting to
work, and the settlement of a salary,
Cellini would not accept the terms of his
benefactor, the cardinal, but broke up his
establishment, and started on a pilgrimage
to Jerusalem.

Messengers were despatched after him,
overtook him, and brought him back,
owing to their using threats of imprison-
ment, of which he had had quite enough to
last him his life, and which was the most
potent argument that coyld possibly be
employed in his case. The question of
emolument was soon settled ; he was to
have the same salary as Francis had

.
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assigned to Leonardo da Vinci (seven
hundred crowns annually); to be paid,
besides, for all work done for the king,
and to receive a present of five hundred
crowns to defray the expense of his
journey.

His first commission from the king was
a magnificent one, but from its vast scale
it could scarcely be carried out by an artist
who was then forty years of age. It was
no less than to make twelve candlesticks in
silver, the height of Francis himself, of six
gods and six goddesses, and the artist was
assigned the Tour de Nesle as a residence.

Cellini at once set to work on his models,
and arranged about the payment of his
two assistants, but he could not get pos-
session of his residence. It had been
assigned previously to the provost of Paris,
Jean d’Estourville, who, however, made no
use of it, and would not allow Cellini to
occupy it, in spite of repeated orders. So
Benvenuto complained to the king, who
abruptly asked him, “ Who he was, and
what was his name?” Surprised at this
reception, he did not at first reply, but
afterwards stammered out that his name
was Cellini ; on which the king told him
that if he was the same Cellini who had
been described to him, he had better act
like himself, he had the king’s free per-
mission. On this hint he set to work, and
very soon was in residence at his new
abode.

He then made full-sized models of
Jupiter, Vulean, and Mars, and got three
hundred peunds of silver wherewith to
commence his work. Meantime he finished
a silver-gilt cup and basin—which he had
begun for the Cardinal of Ferrara im-
mediately on his release from prison—
and they were of such beautiful workman-
ship, that, as soon as he had given them to
his patron, the latter presented them to
Francis, who in return gave the cardinal
an abbey worth seven thousand crowns a
year. The king, besides, wanted to make
the artist a handsome present, but the
cardinal prevented him, saying he would
settle a pension of at least three hundred
crowns yearly on him, out of the proceeds
of his abbey ; but this he never did.

Cellini was now in great favour ; he really
worked hard, and his Jupiter and other
gods progressed rapidly. The king took
a personal interest in them, visiting the
artist’s atelier, and gave him an order to
make a gold salt-cellar, as companion to
his cup and basin. He had a model ready
—one he had made in Rome at the request

of the Cardinal of Ferrara—and with this
the king was so highly delighted, that he
ordered his treasurer to give Benvenuto
one thousand old gold crowns, good weight,
to be used in its manufacture. He duly
received them, but he says that the
treasurer, on one pretence or other,
delayed payment till night, and then in-
stigated four bravos to rob him. It is
needless to say that such odds were nothing
to Cellini, and that he reached home in
safety with his precious burden.

The king, indeed, seemed unable to
show sufficiently his regard for the artist.
He gave him letters of naturalisation, and
made him Lord of the Tour de Nesle.
He visited him in company with Madame
d’Estampes, and it was at her instigation
that Cellini received orders to do some-
thing wherewith to ornament and beautify
Fontainebleau. For this he designed some
magnificent gates, but he made an enemy of
the favourite through not consulting her
in the matter. He endeavoured to mollify
her by presenting her with a beautiful cup,
but she would not see him, so he went off
in a tiff, and gave the cup to the Cardinal
of Lorraine—which, of course, further em-
bittered his fair enemy. To make matters
worse, he turned out, neck and crop, a
man who had taken up his residence, with-
out permission, in a portion of the Tour
de Nesle, and who happened to be a
protégé of madame’s. This, of course, was
never forgiven, and it was war to the
knife on the lady’s part.

She set up a rival artist in opposition,
Primaticcio ; was always dirming in the
king's ears, day and night, his superiority
over Cellini, and succeeded, at last, in per-
suading Francis to let Primaticcio execute
Cellini’s designs for the gates at Fontaine-
blean. Cellini heard of this, and at once
called on his rival; and having tried,
without effect, moral suasion, to induce
him to relinquish his proposed task,
threatened to kill him, as he would a mad
dog, when and wherever he met him.
This course of reasoning succeeded where
gentle means failed, and Primaticcio begged
rather to be considered in the light of &
brother.

Meanwhile he was hard at work on the
king’s salt-cellar, and when his majesty re-
turned to Paris, he presented it. As itwas of
remarkable workmanship, a detailed account
of it will be interesting. It was of pure gold,
and represented the earth and the ses, the
latter being a figure of Neptune, holding
a trident in one hand, and in the other 8
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ship, which was to hold the salt, Under
this wereYfour sea-horses with their tails
interlaced, besides a variety of fishes and
other marine animals, whilst the water,
with it undulating waves, was enamelled
green. The earth was a beautiful nude
female figure, holding a cornucopia in her
right hand, whilst in her left she carried
an Ionic temple, which served as a pepper-
box. Under her were terrestrial animals
and rocks partly enamelled, and partly
natural gold. This was fixed on a base of
black ebony, on which were four figures in
mezzo-relievo of day and night, and of
morning and evening. It is needless to
say that Francis was delighted with it, and
Primaticcio slunk off to Rome, under the
pretext of studying the Laocoon, and other
ancient works of art there.

Cellini was now forty-three years of age,
and in the zenith of his fame and working
powers, He enjoyed the favour of Francis
to an extraordinary extent, and the king,
on his visits to the artist’s studio, was
astounded at the magnitude of his concep-
tions, and the excellence of his execution.
On one occasion he ordered seven thou-
sand gold crowns to be paid him,
but the Cardinal of Ferrara prevented its
payment, and satisfied the king with his
reason for so doing, that if Benvenuto was
made rich, he would probably buy an
estate in Italy, and would leave whenever
the whim seized him. Possibly the same
reasoning prevailed when, a short time
afterwards, Francis promised him the first
vacant abbey whose revenue should amount
to two thousand crowns a year—but Cellini
never received it. -

Madame d'Estampes’s hostility, however,
was not yet allayed, for, a8 she observed,
“I govern the whole kingdom, and yet
such an insignificant fellow sets my power
at defiance ;” so she persuaded the king to
graut to a perfumer, one of her creatures,
the tennis-court of the Tour de Nesle.
He took possession in spite of protest ; but
Cellini so harassed him by assaults every
day with stones, pikes, and muskets (firing
only blank cartridge), that no one dared
stir from the place. This method was too
elow, and one day our hero stormed the
place, drove out the interloper, and threw
his goods out of window. He then went
straight to the king, told his story, was
laughed at, forgiven, and had fresh letters
given him, securing him still more in his
Ppossession.

For this the king was amply repaid by
the strenuous exertions of the artist,

and the Jupiter, the first and only one
of’ that nobly-devised set of candelabra,
was finished ; and in spite of Madame
d’Estampes’sintrigues, was shown to Francis
at its best advantage. He was in raptures
with it, and talked largely of rewarding its
creator, but nothing came of it but one
thousand crowns, which were partly for
previous disbursements,

War broke out between Francis and the
Emperor Charles the Fifth, and the king
not only consulted Cellini as to the defences
of Paris, but gave him a commission to do
all he thought necessary to ensure the city’s
safety, but he resigned his task, when his
old foe, Madame d’Estampes, prevailed on
the king to send for Girolamo Bellarmati.
Her enmity still pursued Benvenuto, and
she so worked upon the king that one day
he swore he would never show the artist
any more favour. An officious friend
carried this speech to Cellini, and he in-
stantly formed a resolution to quit the
kingdom. Before he could do so, however,
he had many alternate hopes and fears,
Sometimes Francis would load him with
praises, at another he would scold and repri-
mand him severely, and it was, at last, only
through the instrumentality of his old
friend, the Cardinal of Ferrara, that he at
length succeeded in quitting Paris. His
departure, though nominally a pleasure-
trip, in order to visit his sister and her
daughters, was, in reality, a flight; for he
left his furniture and other goods behind
him, tothe value of fifteen thousand crowns.
He endeavoured to carry away with him
two magnificent silver vases, but he was
pursued and compelled to surrender them.

He seems to have had, for him, a quiet
and peaceable journey, the only excitement
he records being a terrific hailstorm, the
hailstones beginning of the size of ounce
bullets, and ending by being as big as
lemons; nay, afterwards they found some
which a man could hardly grasp in his two
hands.

However, his party suffered no harm
with the exception of some bruises; which
under the circumstances was not to be
wondered at; but, as they journeyed
onwards, they found the trees all broken
down, and all the cattle, with many
shepherds, killed. They reached Florence
without further mishap, and there Cellini
found his sister and her six daughters
all well.

Cosmo de’ Medici, the Duke of Tuscany,
received him with the greatest kindness ;
sympathised with him, and promised him
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almost unlimited wealth, if he would but
work for him, and it was settled that his
first task should be a statue, either in
marble or bronze, for the square before
the ancient palace of the Republic, the
Palazzo Vecchio. Cellini was forty-five
years old when he made the model of his
famous Perseus, which is now at Florence,
in the Loggia dei Lanzi. :

He settled upon a house, which Cosmo
at once purchased and presented to him,
but the irritable artist must, of course, at
the very outset, quarrel with the duke’s
servants, and, consequently, some delay
occurred before he could begin his model.
But everything was at last arranged, even
down to his salary, and he entered formally
into the Medicean service.

Still, even in his beloved native town
he was not happy, for Baccio Bandinelli,
the celebrated sculptor, was either jealous
of him, or he of Bandinelli, and they were
always at fend. He kept good friends with
his patron, made a colossal model of his
head, executed some jewellery for the
duchess, ‘and worked hard at his Perseus;
but he was always at daggers drawn with
some of the ducal suite, and just now it
was with the steward, who, he says,
suborned people to charge him with a
horrible crime.

There seems to have been no attempt at
a prosecution ; but Cellini felt it decidedly
advisable to quit Florence for some time.
So next morning he departed, without
telling anyone but his sister, and went
towards Venice. From Ferrara he wrote to
the duke, saying that though he had left
Florence without taking leave of him, he
would return without being sent for. At
Venice, he visited both Titian and Sanso-
vino, and also Lorenzo de’ Medici, who
earnestly advised him to return to France,
instead of going back to Florence. But
Cellini, having written the duke his version
of the cause which drove him from his
native place, and judging that the outcry

ainst him had somewhat subsided, re-
turned as suddenly as he had left, and
unceremoniously visited Cosmo, who,
although at first he seemed displeased,
soon entered into good-humoured con-
versation with him, asked about his visit
to Venice, and ended by bidding him mind
his work, and finish the statue of Perseus.

This statue, or, more properly speaking,
grou({), however, did not progress very
rapidly, for Cellini was not liked, and he
was thwarted wherever it was practicable,
while both the duke and duchess would

fain have kept him at work designing and
making jewellery for them ; in fact he
was obliged to bribe the duchess with little
presents of vases, etc., to try and gain her
influence to obtain more help on his great
work, and especially to counteract the
mal;:.hinutions of his arch-enemy, Bandi-
nelli.

It was of small avail, for the duke, dis-
pleased with the slow progress of the
work, had, some eighteen months since,
stopped supplying money, and Cellini had
to find his men's wages out of his own
pocket. 8o, by way of consolation, he
thought he would murder Bandinelli ; but
when he met him, other ideas prevailed,
and he spurned him, thinking what a much
more glorious vengeance it would be to
finish his work, and thus confound his
enemies, and Bandinelli afterwards offered
him a fine block of marble, wherewith to
make a statue,

This, however, did not make them
friends, for both being once in the duke's
Er;:lence, Cellini told the duke plainly that

dinelli was a compound of everythin
that was bad, and had always been so ; an
then he went on to criticise most unmerci-
fully his rival’s statuary, and to overwhelm
it with ridicule. At the same time, however,
he made him stick to his promise, and
insisted on the delivery of the block of
marble, out of which he carved a group of
Apollo and Hyacinthus, '

This delighted the duke, and he begged
him to leave the Perseus for a while, and
devote himself to sculpture ; and Benvenuto
did so, carving a Narcissus out of a block
of Greek marble.

The duke had some doubts as to Cellini’s
ability to cast a large statue in bronze, but
the artist assured him of his powers,
promising that it should be perfect in
every respect except one foot, which he
averred could not be cast well, and would
require to be replaced by a new one.

The casting was a series of accidents. His
shop took fire, and it was feared the roof
would fall in ; then from another side came
such a tempest of rain and wind, that it
cooled the furnace. Add to all this, that
Cellini was taken suddenly ill of a violent
intermittent fever, and every one will
perceive that things were almost as bad as
they could be. .

I1ll in bed, news came to him that his
work was spoilt, so he got up and went to
the workshop, where he found the metal
cooled, owing to deficient firing. This he
at once remedied, and, with the addition of
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some pewter, the metal soon began to
melt.

Hark ! a loud report, a blinding glare of
light, and when men had come to their
senses, they found that the cover of the
farnace had burst and flown off, so that the
bronze began to run. Quick! tap the
metal ; but it does not flow very quickly,
it must be made more fluid. A number
of pewter platters and dishes were pro-
cured, and into the furnace they went,
some two hundred of them. Then the
metal ran kindly, and the mould was
filled, and nothing more could be done
but wait with patience for its cooling.

The mental strain relieved, Benvenuto
returned thanks to Heaven for the successful
issue, then forgot all about his fever, and
found he had a great appetite; so he sat
down with his workmen and enjoyed his
meal, drank “success to the casting,” and
then to bed, to arise quite cured, and capable
of eating a capon for his dinner.

Two days afterwards came another
anxious time. Had the casting been suc-
cessful 3 Piece by piece it was uncovered.
Yes, all went well until the foot was reached,
which was to be imperfect. What a dis-
appointment ! the heel came out fair and
round, and all Cellini’s learned lecture to
the duke went for naught. Yet, still, on
uncovering it, came a little cry of joy, for
were not the toes wanting, as also part of
the foot 7 Who now could say he did not
thoroughly understand his business 7 And
g0 his patron and the duchess fully
admitted when they saw the work.

After this a little rest was permissible,
and a journey to Rome was the result.
Here he saw Michel Angelo, whom he in
vain induced to take service with Cosmo
de' Medici. But St. Peter's was to be
built, - and nothing could persuade its
creator to leave it. Malice had been busy
during Cellini's absence, and on his return
he found the duke very cold towards him ;
but although he managed to overcome
this, an incident was about to happen
which was to make the duchess, henceforth,
his implacable enemy.

She wanted the duke to buy a string of
pearls for her for six thousand crowns, and
begged Cellini to praise them to the duke.
He did so, and the prince was wavering as
to the purchase, when he asked the
Jeweller’s honest opinion of their value.
Cellini could not but answer this appeal in
a straightforward manner, and replied that
they were not worth above two thousand
crowns, at the same time pointing out to

the duke how much his consort desired
them, and how she had asked him to aid
her in obtaining them. So when the
duchess once more asked for them, she was
refused, and was told that Benvenuto’s
opinion was that the money would be
thrown away. The duchess was but a
woman, she gave him one look, shook her
head threateningly at him, left the room,
and never forgave him. She got her
pearls though. A courtier, more supple
and pliant than Cellini, begged the duke
to buy them for his wife. He chose a
happy moment, stood a few blows and
cuffs, and then the indulgent husband
yielded, and the pearls were his wife's
property.

The duchess could not now bear the
sight of Cellini, and the breach between
them was widened by his refusal to give
her, to adorn her room, the figures of
Jupiter, Mercury, Minerva, and Danae,
which he had made to go with his Perseus.
Her influence made itself felt, and even
the duke sensibly cooled towards our hero,
and at last he found access to the palace
very difficult.

But the crowning honour of his life was
at hand. His Perseus was to be shown to
the people and judged by their verdict.
Proud, indeed, must have been the artist
when he viewed the crowds which, from
before daybreak, poured forth to see and
admire his work. There was no adverse
criticism there—no petty or factious jea-
lousy. The people heartily and honestly
admired the creation of their fellow-citizen,
and felt a truly fraternal pride in owning
him as one of themselves. The duke him-
self, concealed at a window, listened to the
remarks of his people, and was so pleased,
that he sent his favourite, Sforza, to
congratulate Benvenuto, and tell him
that he meant to signally reward him.
His pride must have been gratified to
the very utmost. “Durinﬁ the whole day the
people showed me to each other as a sort of
prodigy ;” and two gentlemen, who were
envoys from the Viceroy of Sicily, made him
most liberal offers, on behalf of their
prince, if only he would go with them.
Verses, Latin odes, and Greek poems were
written by the hundred, and all, with any
literary pretensions, vied with each other in
producing some eulogium on Cellini.

At length, sated with praise, he longed
for a little rest, and obtained leave from
his princely patron to make a short pil-
grimage to Vallambrosa, Camaldoli, the
baths of Santa Maria, and back again. At
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the baths he met with an old man, a
physician, who was, besides, a student in
alchemy. This old man conceived a great
friendship for Cellini, and told him that
there were mines both of gold and silver
in the neighbourhood ; and furthermore,
gave him a piece of practical information,
to the effect that there was a pass, near
Camaldoli, so open, that an enemy could
not only easily invade the Florentine terri-
tory by its means, but also could surprise
the castle of Poppi without difficulty. Being
furnished by his old friend with a sketch-
map he immediately returned to Florence,
and lost no time in presenting himself
before the duke, and acquainting him with
the reason of his speedy return.

The duke was well pleased with this ser-
vice, and promised, of course, great things;
but the favour of princes is proverbially
fickle, and when, in the course of a day or
two, he sought an interview for the purpose
of being rewarded for his Perseus, he
was met by a message from the duke,
through his secretary, desiring him to name
his own price. This roused Cellini’s ire,
and he refused to put a price upon
his work, until, stung by repeated reitera-
tions of the demand, he said that ten
thousand crowns was less than it was
worth,

Cosmo was evidently a good hand at a
bargain, and was quite angry at being asked
sach a sum, saying that cities, or royal
palaces, conld be built for such a sum; to
which the artist retorted, with his usual
modesty, that any number of meh could
be found capable of building cities and
palaces, but not another, in all the world,
who could make such a statue of Perseus.
His rival, Bandinelli, was called in to
appraise it, and, whether he took its real
value, or had some doubts of the conse-
quences of the fire-eating Cellini’s wrath
in the event of his depreciating it, he
assessed it at sixteen thousand crowns,
This was more than the duke could stand ;
and, after much haggling, it was settled
that the artist should be rewarded with a
sum of three thousand five hundred gold
crowns, to be paid in monthly sums of one
hundred gold crowns. This soon fell to
fifty, then to twenty-five, and sometimes
was never paid at all, so that Benvenuto,
writing in 1566, says there were still five
hundred crowns due to him on that
account.

Still Cosmo was anxious to keep
Cellini at work. He could thoroughly
appreciate the artist’s efforts, but he

objected to pay the bill. Numerous plans
for work were raised, and models made;
but they fell through, either through the
artist refusing te adorn another's work, or
through the prince choosing the worst
mode The court, too, was full of
intrigues, as the story of a block of marble
will show. A fine block, intended for a
statue of Neptune, had arrived, and the
duchess contrived that Bandinelli should
have the promise of it. Of course Cellini
could not stand this, so he pleaded his
cause with the duke, with the result that
it was arranged that he and his rival
should send in models, and that the
victor in the competition should execute
the statue. Benvenuto says he produced
the best ; but, knowing the court well, he
waited on the duchess with a present of
some jewellery, and promised, if she would
only be neutral in the contest, to make for
her the finest work of his life, a life-sized
crucified Christ, of the whitest marble, on a
cross of pure black. Cellini says Bandinelli
died of sheer chagrin; and the duchess
declared that as he, if he had lived, should
have had the stone, at any rate by his death
his rival should not have it, so the marble
was given to Bartolommeo Ammanati, who
finished the statue in 1563.

The feud between Bandinelli and Cellini
rose to such a height as even to interfere
with their sepulchral arrangements. The
latter in disgust with the duchess had
promised his Christ to the church of Santa
Maria Novella, provided the monks would
give him the ground under it, on which to
erect his tomb. They said they had no
power to grant his request, 8o, in a pet, he
offered it on the same terms to the church
of the Santissima Anunziata, and it was
eagerly accepted. But Bandinelli had
nearly finished a “ Pietd,” our Lord sup-
ported by Nicodemus—a portrait of him-
self, and he went straight to the duchess and
begged the chapel for his own tomb. By
her influence, with some difficulty, he
obtained his wish, and there he erected an
altar-tomb, which is still in existence ; and
having, when it was finished, removed
thither his father’s remains, he was taken
suddenly ill, as aforesaid, and died within
eight days. : .

The next noteworthy incident in Cellini’s
chequered career was that he bought
farm near Vicchio, about seven miles from
Florence, for the term of his natural life (in
other words, an annuity), of one Piermana
Sbietta. He paid his property a visit, and
was received with every g:monstration of
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affection by Sbietta, his wife, and his
brother Filippo, a profligate priest. Several
ge“mns warned him of impending danger

m one or other of them, but their kind-
ness seems to have disarmed his suspicions,
and he stayed to supper, intending to sleep
at Trespiano that night. When he resumed
his journey, however, he was takenviolently
ill with burning pains in the region of his
stomach, and next morning felt as if on
fire. Then he concluded that he had been
poisoned, and, after passing in review the
things of which he had partaken at supper,
he felt convinced that corrosive sublimate
had been administered to him in some very
highly seasoned but palatable sauce, which
he had so much relished that he had been
helped to two spoonfuls. At Cellini’s age—
he was then sixty—this proved nearly
fatal, especially as the physicians of
that day were profoundly ignorant. He
hovered between life and death for six
months, and did not thoroughly recover and
attend. once more to his business for a
whole year.

His illness was productive of another
event in his life, for, whilst lying sick,
he made a vow, should he recover, to
marry a woman who had nursed him
with great care. He fulfilled his vow, and
by his wife, Madonna Piera, he had five
children.

When able again to work, he sought the
duke, who was at Leghorn, was kindly
received, told to return to Florence, and
occupation should be found for him. But
this does not seem to be the case, s0 he
completely finished the marble crucifix,
which he intended for his tomb, and showed
it to the duke and duchess, both of whom
were highly delighted with it. Cosmo han-
kered after it, and ultimately obtained it, in
1565, for fifteen hundred crowns, when he
had it removed and placed in the Palazzo
Pitti. 1In 1577 it was sent as a present to
Philip the Second of Spain, who had it
carried on men’s shoulders from Barce-
lona, and deposited in the Coro Alto
of the Escorial, where it may now be
seen, inscribed : ¢ Benventus Zelinus, Civis
Florent : facie bat 1562.”

Not being fully employed he got fidgety,
and a friend of his, Signor Baccio del Bene,
having arrived in Florence on a mission
from Catherine de’ Medici, they had a con-
versation, in which it was mentioned that
the queen dowager wanted to finish the
sepulchral monument of her deceased
husband, Henry the Second, and tha