











PEREFATCE;

Ix the introductory words prefixed to the new edition of “ This
Son of Vulcan,” we have called attention to a remarkable case
reported in the papers a year after the first appearance of “ My
Little Girl.” As if to show that fiction can never be stranger or
more improbable than truth, the details of Laura Collingwood's
pretended marriage with Philip Durnford, were, every one, re-
produced in the similar deception of an actual young lady.

Such a fact might, of course, be adduced in justification of
almost any wild and absurd incident in fiction. In our own case
we want no such justification, because the wickedness was one
which such a man as Philip, in his then stage, would be very
ready to commit ; but we mention the incident solely to show an
otherwise friendly critic that his knowledge of human nature
and of the crimes which may be considered fairly probable, was
not greater than our own.

Those who, like one of the authors, have sojourned in Palmiste
Island, have no need to be told what that eolony is, and where it
1s. Those who have not may be assured that it is no fancy sketch
which is here given—memory, not imagination, has produced
the scenes of the I'ontainebleau Estate ; the people, the climate,
the background, are all real ; the characters alone are fictitious.
Mr. Durnford is copied from one of the hospitable planters
once known to the writer ; there never was a Philip Durnford
or an Arthur. But the type of Philip is not by any means un-
common, In Palmiste Island, as in every other place where
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PREFACE,

white men have settled among negroes, the mulatto abounds,
His mixture of blood, coupled with the prejudices of the place,
makes him a most disagreeable person. For, in the authors
opinion, there can be no greater misfortune in the way of birth
(except, perhaps, to be a Prussian not of the military caste), than
to be born a coloured creole, and to be condemned to live your
life in the place of your birth, where the white people refuse, if
they can help it, to enter your house or to sit at meat with
you.

“ They hate their fathers,” once observed a French native of
Palmiste, * because they are white; and they despise thair
mothers because they are black.”

It was the peculiar misfortune of Philip Durnford to belong
to this unhappy race ; the greater part of this novel shows the
development of the baser qualities, and the suppression of the
nobler, which result from the ever-present knowledge of a fancied
degradation in a sensitive mind. No eagof in old France was
ever more keenly sensitive to the misfortune of his birth than the
educated mulatto in such a place as Palmiste Island, It is
shameful that such distinctions should be observed, but it is the
fact.

Hartley Venn, to conclude, is well and happy ; he is still en-
gaged upon the preparation of the great work, in which his wife
and sister firmly believe ; the other members of the chorus are
advancing and prospering.

W.

d,

5




MY LITITLEGIRIS

BOOK I—IN THE ISLAND.

CHAPTER L

I the Great Stormy Ocean—that part of it which is bounded
by the Bay of Bengal on the west, and the coast of Mexico on
the east (or thercabouts)—lies the island which the French,
when they had it, called Ile des Palmistes, but which the Eng-
lish, on taking it at the beginning of this century, patriotically
named after their great and good Regent, Prince George. The
geography books call it Prince George's Island still, but no one
out of England knows it by any other name than the Ile des
Palmistes ; and all English people, with the exception of the
Colonial Office, know it by the name of Palmiste Island. Tt
lies, in its rounded and graceful curves, like a maiden af rest—
within a silver ring of surf, breaking over the coral reef, in
latitude 18° 8.—a latitude which I take to be the most delight-
ful in the world, especially in a country where you can geb
highlands to live in, and a constant sea breeze to fan you. In
Palmiste Island the sea breeze blows all the year round—some-
times giving way to a warm west wind, which comes from the
neighbouring continent, and sometimes lashing itself to fury,
no one knows why, and performing prodigies as a hurricane.
Tt is bad at these fimes to be at sea, because all the ships go
down. Butb it is perhaps worse to be on shore; for there the
roads are mere rushing rivers, down which the wayfarer is
hurried by the flood to meet an untimely fate, the gardens are
stormy lakes, trees are blown about like leaves, roofs of houses
are lifted like sheets of paper ; and men, if they are so unlucky
as nob to get shelter, are sometimes taken up towards heaven, like




MY LITTLE GIRL.

Elijah-—only, unlike the prophet, they generally come down
again with the-breakage of a good many legs, arms, ribs, and
whatever bones happen to be most easily fractured. If the
hurricane lasts long enough, the people, shut in their houses,
are starved for want of provisions; and while it blows there is
no means of cooking what they have. It has its advantages;
for, after it is over, all the planters who were shaky before take
the earliest opportunity of going through the form of bankruptey,
and excite universal commiseration for their hard fate, as they
enlarge on the thousands of pounds’ worth of canes or coffee that
the hurricane has destroyed. Once clear of debt, they go on
again with light hearts and renewed hope.” By some curious
inversion of the laws of political and social economy, very few
either debtors or creditors, unless they are English, seem the
worse for their calamities. I have some idea, though not in
this place, of putting forth a treatise on this important subject
from a novel and tropical point of view. My readers will
perhaps hear this in mind, and buy me, when I do appear, on
the Northern and Temperate Zone System.

After the hurricane, the papers—there are six daily organs of
opinion in the island : two on straw paper, two on a peculiar
fabric something stiffer than tissue, and something coarser than
homespun, and two on real paper—live for a fortnight at least on
the correspondence which pours in. An “ OQccasional Corres-
pondent” writes to detail the effects in his town, an important
centre of at least three hundred people; a “Special” narrates
the effects in the adjoining hamlet, half a mile removed 5 Gur
Own ” writes from the other end of the island, fully thirty miles
away : they all sign their names, and run up to town the next
day to receive the congratulations of their friends. They arrive
with folded arms and brows knit. This illustrates the majesty of
literature, since even these small dallyings with the muse produce
such mighty throes of the mental system. And in a month all
is repaired : the fields move again with the yellow-green canes,
the dark coffee bushes blacken the hill-sides, the roofs are all put
on brand-new, the bankrupts have got fresh estates, or retain
their old ones through the clemency of their ereditors, and all is
as it was. And in the Ile des Palmistes nothing changes but
the men.

These are a heterogeneous race. They lie like a parti-coloured
pyramid, the single stone at the top representing his Excellency
the Governor. The lowest stratum js composed of Coolies. Theso
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excellent beasts of burden supply the place of the old slaves. I
do not think they are exactly kidnapped ; but I believe it is de-
monstrable that very few of them have distinct ideas of their
future when they embark on board the emigrant ship off Caleutta
or Madras. On the other hand, their condition is certainly
improved by the step. They get better wages and a larger access
to drink ; they do not work very hard ; they are well fed ; and if
they are beaten with sticks, they may, if they like, have up their
employer for assault. To be beaten with sticks carries, however,
no sense of personal degradation with it, and generally hurts
little, much less than the docking of wages, which is the only
alternative. Consequently, despite laws and fines, old Father
Stick, the first lawgiver, still retains a certain amount of authority.,
Then, again, their children can go to school, if there happens to
be a school near ; and when they are taught to write, come in
handy at forging leaves of absence, passes, and such-like small
helps to making life pleasant. At least once in six months, too, a
missionary comes their way, and beguiles the time for half an hour
after sundown by telling them they are going to that place where
they will find all their good resolutions. This raises an animated
discussion for the evening, and helps to fill up the missionary’s
trimestrial letter. He writes this the next morning after a comfort-
able dinner, at the planter's house, with half a dozen cigars, and
two or three goes of brandy and soda. The English eollector of
those stray shillings which go to make up the million a year
spent in this noble work may read the half-hour described as
follows :—*“ Tuesday. IRose half an hour before dawn. Thought
of Zech. li. 32. Rode, on my journeying, through the gigantic
forest to the estate of Fontainebleau. Having obtained permis-
sion to preach the Word, spent a long time in deeply interesting
conversation with the lahourers in the village. All were eager to
Iearn. Alamoodee, an aged Tamul man of sixty-five, was par-
ticularly anxious to hear the good tidings. And I was greatly
pleased with the intelligent look of Mounia and Cassis, two
young Indian women of about sixteen. I lentthen a few tracts,
and they laughed, putting their fingers in their mouths in the
artless Indian manner. They cannot read, but others can read
to them. Inthe evening, news came that the husband of Mounia
was beating her for some alleged misconduct. How sweet it is
to sow the seed ! Alamoodee, poor fellow, was brought in next
morning on a charge of drunkenness ; but dismissed with a fine
and caution. I have reason to believe it was a cons cy. The
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hard toils of the humble missionary have often no reward but
hope.”

The next stratum on our pyramid is coal-black. This is com-
posed of all the negroes now left alive. Thirty-six years ago
they were emancipated—a hundred thousand, of all ages. There
are now about ten thousand. TFor, receiving their freedom with
a joy which argued well for the future, as their admirers said,
they proceeded to make a solemn covenant and agreement—not
on paper, for they had none, and could not write ; nor by special
Parliament, for they never met ; nor by mutual exhortation, for
they never talked about it—but by that more certain method,
the silent consent of the mation, the inarticulate vox populi.
They agreed, one with the other, that they would never do any
more work at all. And they never have done any. They have
kept this resolution with the unbending obstinacy of the medical
student who promised his aunt that he would lay aside his
studies on the Sabbath. It hasbeen a pleasant time with them;
but somehow they have not prospered. They are dying out.
They live in little patches of garden, where they plant potatoes
and lettuces, bananas, beans, and such things as grow by them-
selves and cost little trouble. What they cannot eat themselves
they sell for rice and rum. When they desire to make a feast,
the nearest planter’s poultry-yard supplies the materials. They
smoke their pipes in great peace, while the vertical sun strikes
upon their roofless hats and penetrates pleasantly through the
woolly protection of nature ; they talle but little, and then of
suothing subjects, such as the cheapness of rum, the excellence
of their bananas, and their own amazing sagacity ; and they
laugh on small provocation, seeing great jokes and effects of
humour when graver men look on with a smile. Sometimes
they call themselves—all out of the gaiety of their hearts—
carpenters, and, if you trust them, will build you a house whose
windows are of unequal height and differing dimensions. They
laugh when you point out this incongruity of things ; and if you
foolishly get into a rage, they only laugh the more—but at a
distance. When they marry, they buy a large mosquito curtain
as a proof of respectability. And their highest ambition is to have
a piano.

Their wives and daughters love to go to church in white kid
gloves and a parasol.  Their hushands follow, walking behind
in bare feet, battered straw hats, and blue stuff coats. Or,
if they are richer, they have a black coat and blue stuil trousers.
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The ladies are mightily devout, and go through the external part
of religion with great fervency. The men kneel down, and
continue kneeling, with what is called the sweet, sad intelligence
of the African race, till they catch the eye of a friend ; then you
may see two frames convulsed with a mighty struggle. Finally,
quite overcome, they go out into the churchyard, and laugh on a
tombstone till the service is over—taking turns to laugh at each
other, like an Aristophanic chorus.

By degrees they get old : their wool becomes grey ; the fine
calf which once adorned that part of the leg with us called shin,
shrinks and shrivels ; the heel projects another two inches or so
behind, the frame gets bent—but the man is the same, He does
not know that he is old ; he does not know how long he has
lived, or how long men usually live. Presently, to his utter
amazement, he positively dies, and thinks himself cut off pre-
maturely, although he has numbered eighty summers. Cer-
tainly he has had no winters, because there is no winter there.

The best of them go fishing, and are very handy with their
boats. Some few have been pushed on in the world ; but their
patrons generally drop them, on account of defects which make
them a little lower than those angels we English onee took the
race to be. The half-educated fellows are very had specimens
indeed. A hog in black clothes, a monkey with a book before
him, would he fair types of their morals and philosophy. As a
rule, they drink themselves to death ; and as there are, fortu-
nately, but few of them, they hardly count.

Let us get a step higher. The next stratum is the oddest of
all : it is the Chinese layer. I have the greatest liking for this
folk. There is a profundity,  coupled with cynicism, in their
look that few English philosophers possess. They seldom laugh,
they despise all people but themselves, they make money dili-
gently, live laboriously, fare badly, drink little, are elever
artisans, can be relied upon in matters of work ; and, with all
these virtues, are so clogged and hurdened with viee that they
cannot rise. To smoke opium, to gamble all day, and to do one
or two other things that Western civilisation denounces, form
their ideal heaven. They are convivial, too. Their gravity is
the result of education, not of nature; it is grafted—not indige-
nous. Witness the air of suppressed fun, inseparable from the
nature of the action, with which two of them carry a pig between
them on a pole, or attend a pork-devouring religious ceremony,
or let off crackers at the funeral of a friend, or sell you a box of
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sardines. And, more remarkable still, they areall alike. T do
not know how they get over the possible complications that might
be caused by this circumstance. I suppose care is taken so far
as the rights of property and the domestic relations are concerned.
At least, T never heard but once of any case in which the national
likeness was taken advantage of. This was when Ah-Kang—T
Inew him well : a good fellow, but deficient in the finer shades
of moral principle—going into the shop of Kong-Fow, found his
poor friend lying dead behind his own counter. He thereupon
conceived the brilliant notion of burying him in the garden, and
taking his place.  This plan he carried into effect, and for three
months drove a good trade—his friend’s name and titles, painted
by an imperfectly educated Crecle, being all the time on the door-
post as follows :—

MR KONGFOW ESQU
IRE LICENSED DEE
LER IN TOBAC
CO RETAILER
OF SPIRRUTS
N.B.—DAY AND MARTIN’S BEST BLACKING.

Then he was found out. I forget how.

Another step. We are among the mulattoes. T suppose this
is the most intelligent class in the community, because they aro
always saying so. TFor the same reason, they are the most truth-
ful, the least addicted to the ordinary frailties and backslidings
of human nature, the most religious, the most trustworthy, the
most enterprising, the most polished, and the bravest.

That no one else says so is a clear proof of the malignity of
other people. Scandal hints that they hate their fathers for
being white, and despise their mothers for being black : their
enemies maintain that they have the vices of both races,and the
virtues of mneither; and, though they have barristers, physicians,
and lawyers of their own, assert that their science is worthless,
their eloquence froth, and their law chicanery. When all is told,
I dare say, if they could forget their black blood, they would not
be a bad set. The thing that rankles in their hosoms, the injns-
tice that sets their blood aglow, is that white people, who shake
hands with them on the Exchange, and meet them on terms of
equality in the courts of law, will neither enter their houses nor
sit at meat with them, nor introduce them to their wives. The
law, which formerly forbade them to wear boots, has givenrthem

—
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all the rights of civil equality ; but no law can remove the pre-
Jjudices of caste. Are they worse off than we in Europe? Are
there not houses where we, who grace the district of W,C., enter
only on a kind of sufferance? Does not the Fauhourg St. Ger-
main still exist, eighty years after the Revolution? Would the
Duke of St. Smithfield, whose grandfather began life as a journey-
man baker, and ended as an earl, sully his blue blood by letting
his fair daughter marry me—me, the author? And are we,
therefore, dear inhabitants of Bloomsbury, to eat out our hearts
in malice ?

Our pyramid narrows. Next we come to the planters and the
merchants—the English and the French. With the merchants
we have nothing to do. Let me try to show you a planter’s
house. But first, for I am tired of my pyramid, let me clear it
off, and have done with it. ‘The next stratum is the governing
body—the officers sent out by England. Palmiste Island is a
Crown Colony. Therefore, the officers are generally men of good
family, if of small means. Their posts do not enable them, as a
rule, to save much. But they save a little ; and when the time
comes for retiring, they have something more than their pension
to fall back upon. They ars not usually a remarkably brilliant
set of men; but they are generally well bred, and possessed of
tact. The Government cart goes on smoothly enough, There
are few real grievances, and there would be no imaginary ones
were it not for the daily papers. The judges are just ; the Crown
law officers have sufficient ability ; the bishop is pious and
bland ; the Colonial Secretary is cautious : things get put by for
a more favourable opportunity, and then right themselves. And
the top story, the apex, the crown of the building, his Excel-
lency the Governor-General of Prince George’s Island and its
dependencies, gives dinners to the élite, balls to society in gene-
ral, receives whom the Colunial Secretary sends to him, and
composes long despatches recommending reforms which will
make the colony a Paradise. He is obliged to write them, to
show his zeal ; though it must be a fearful bore. And, when
they come home, some young clerk in the Colonial Office, who
knows as much of Palmiste as of Timbuctoo, annotates the
laboured thoughts of the experienced statesman, and snubs him.
This done, according to rule, the despatches are put in a book,
and carefully bound up, to be preserved for ever. There are now
so many of these hapless children of thought, smothered as soon
8s born, and kept as calf-bound mummies in Downing Street,
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that a few years since they were compelled to move them all to
the cellars. Their weight was pressing out and crushing down
the walls, and it was feared that their presence, longer continued,
might possibly result in the demolition of the whole fabric.
Shades of departed Governors, pensionless wanderers by Brighton
sands, consider with gratitude the Nemesis that waits on the
contempt of your labours !

CHAPTER II.

THE estate I am going to take you to is called Fontainebleau. All
the estates in the Ile des Palmistes have these pretty French
names. One is called Mon Songe, another Mon Réve. There is
a Trianon, a St. Cloud, a Soréze, an Amboise, a Chenonceux ;
there are Beau Plan, Belle Vue, Riche en Faux, Belle Riviére,
Savanne ; there are Lucie, Eugénie, Adrienne, and Louise. All
the poetry in the heart of the owner is lavished on the name of
his estate. “All the same,” as a wandering jockey once observed to
me, “as the owners of the orsesin the Derby "—a remark which
seems to throw a new and very pretty light upon horse-racing.
Fontainebleau lay on the confines of the great forest that
filled the centre of the island. On one side rose hills—not the
round, indolent hills of England ; but sharp, eager, ambitious
little mountains, searped with precipices fifty and a hundred
feet high, jagged with peaks and cut with passes, for all the
world like a row of Alps. These pretentious elevations tower
upwards at least five hundred feet, and are covered with wood,
except in small spaces cleared for coffee. They look down upon
the broad fields of Fontainebleau. Planted with canes, the acres
stretch down the sloping land towards the sea, kindly Mother
Earth rounding, as it were, into a breast of fertility. As thesun
takes his swift, long course midway in the heavens, the yellow-
green crops wear a thousand different shades of light—now as
the wind turns up the dark hidden side of the leaf; now as it
flutters out the bright upper part; now when the cane is in
flower, when it blows about the feathery heauty like the trappings
of a helmet ; or now, when the clouds fly here and there in dark
shadows along the glorious colours; and always the sea breeze
raises the gentle waves of the field, like the sweet unrest of a sea
which never knows a storm.
An English cornfield, when the sun shines upen it, is a sigh
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to admire ; but an estate planted with canes, in all their richness
of colour and beauty of form, is one to fill the eye with those
tears which rise at the contemplation of nature at its best—tears
from no divine despair, but perhaps from a sense of the unfitness
of man for the earth. In the cities it is not felt; but in the
lonely corners of the world, in those tiny spots of the ocean
where God’s finger seems to have lingered longest, delicately
shaping sweet river-courses, shady glens, ravines, cascades, and
quaint mountain tops, where nature is most productive and man
most out of sight, the heart is saddened, the eyes dimmed.

Fontainebleau was a very quiet place, and a lonely. To north
and east lay the great silent forest. To south only it opened out ;
and standing in the road one could see ten miles of land—ten
miles, rather, of waving canes—before the ocean seemed to rise
up like a wall, and bar the prospect. Looking over the sailless
sea—for no ships ever came that way—the misanthrope might
derive a sense of freedom from feeling that, far and wide, no
land interposed between the headland beneath him and the
barren peaks of the Antarctic shores, far to the south. But the
broad fields looked hot, thirsty, and parched., It was better to
turn northwards, and climbing over the wall which kept out the
deer, and was a nightly gymnasium for the monkeys, dive into
the glades and recesses of the forest.

I suppose it would have been difficult to lose oneself in it.
One might, perhaps, wander about in it for a few days; but
sooner or later the end of it must have been reached. It is not
very large—ten miles one way, by perhaps thirty another. There
are few paths in it ; but a man has only to keep going by the
sun to arrive somewhere near his destination. And then there
are no perils in it. Nothing more harmful lurks in its recesses
than the monkey, a gigantic beast—species, say, ourang-outang—
of at least a foot and a half high, There are also deer, the little
bristly jungle pig, and perhaps a wild cat or two—that is, a tame
cat gone wild ; not a panther or a leopard, or anything of that
nature, understand. There was a tiger. He got away from a
menagerie, and betook himself to the woods. Of his end there
are two legends. For some maintain that he died of indigestion,
having eaten an old negro who disagreed with him ; others, with
more plausibility, affirm that his nature has been changed-—ani-
mum cum cxlo, mutavit—that he has been distinctly visible in
the grey of the morning, filing his teeth in boulders, and that he
lives retired in the mountains—a vegetarian, shunning the sight
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of man. And this they allege as a proof of the mildness and
placability induced by the climate of Palmiste Island. There
Was once, also, a crocodile. He, too, escaped, being yet quite
young, and unfortunately mistook a water-pipe for a cavern op
retreat made specially for his behoof, There, many weeks after-
wards, he was discovered, choked—a, gruesome body ; and Fng-
lishmen must needs take consecutive sodas and b.’s as a correc.
tive and preservative against any small matter of butrefaction
that may have entered their bodies through incautiously drinking
the water unmixed—a thing quite improbable, on the face of it,

and entirely contrary to their known habits. ~ Lastly, there was

onee found—as the ballads say, I do not lie—%alf @ snake, the

tail half.  How it got there, where the other half was, whether

he had a sister or a brother, a father or a mother, or a dearer and
nearer one still, in the jungle, was never ascertained. And in
all the annals of Palmiste, no other snalke, crocodile, or tiger was
ever found in the whole island.

As a set-off against this immunity from danger, the forest is
almost silent and inexpressibly dreary. Save hero and there
the faint chatter of a monkey, or the oceasional cry of a cog-de-
hois, the silence is profound and oppressive, Few birds are
" there in Palmiste—very few in the forest. They have two

natural enemies : monkeys and hurricanes, The former take
down their nests and destroy their eggs—all out of pure mischief;
and the latter blow their nosts and eggs and all into the sea,

But besides the mournfulness of its silence, the mere aspect of
the forest saddens if you stay in it too long. TFor a bright,
cheery, olorious wood, where you may picnie, wander, or build
castles of future greatness, I prefer the New Forest ; for a poeti-
cal, dreamy place, where you may make poetry and chansons de
geste, that of Fontainebleau—in France, T mean ; for a sweet-
smelling, sentimenta] wood, a place whers one can walk with
one’s love, and fall into tender talk of eternity and heaven, and
all sweet hopes and confiding trusts, T prefer a pine forest on
the lower slopes of a Tyrolese Alp. But fora place where death
and decay stare you in the face—where, if you stay your steps,
you fall presently to musing on a mis-spent life, go to the fovest
in the centre of Palmisto, There, when you mark the giant
creeper crushing the life out of some great monarch of the wood,
curling round him like the prieve, with its countless arms, think
of evil habits, and remind yourself how man never shakes them
d with them, Then remember

off, and Low the soul is choke
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your own, and abandon hope. Or when you see the dense mass
of trees—so thick that they press against one another, so close
together that they never dream of such a thing as leaves till they
are thirty or forty feet high—think of men in great ecities, how
thick they are, and how they fight for life, and give up all pro-
spect of aught but toil, and labour, and oblivion, till the end
comes. Presently you will come—it lies in your path—upon a
large pillow-like mass of green soft moss ; put your foot upon it
—it sinks through to the hip. This was once a great tree. It
lies where it has fallen ; its wood is rotten and wasted ; no one
ever noticed its beauty, and it served no purpose in life or in
death. Then draw your moral, sitting in the shade.

I extract most of this description from a discourse T once pro-
nounced in my friend Venn’s rooms. He maintains that such a
forest as I have described would affect him with a lively joy ;
and points out how all that I have named would butserve to
raise his spirits and fill him with gratitude and hope. Nature
can be read in two ways. In all her moods there are joy and
hope, and in all there are mockery and despair. I tell of the
forest as it affected me,

There are two or three little watercourses running out of the
forest through the estate, which the simple islanders call rivers.
These bubbling streams speedily cut out little ravines for them-
selves, and go brawling about among the bhoulders at the bottom
as if most important business, not to be deferred a moment,
hurried them down. Here and there they disappear, and you
may hear them grumbling below. When they emerge, it is to
make a great leap, as if for joy, into a basin where the water
runs round and round in a mighty hurry to get away. These
ravines are dark and narrow : the steep, sloping banks crowded
with trees and brambles. Rich and rare ferns lurk under the
shadows, orchids almost priceless are found in the branches ; and
you never by any chance meet any one if you care to wander
down the ravine, except perhaps a hevy of Indian damsels with
their hair down, performing their ablutions, like Bathsheba of
old, in the open.

By one of these rivers stands the residence of Fontainebleau,
It is a large, deeply verandahed wooden house, with wooden
tiles for roof, all on one floor. All the rooms open into each
other, and on the verandah, They are furnished with a curious
mixture of things costly and things rude. There is a rough,
common table side by side with chairs that might do duty in
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Belgravia. A pianoforte which has never heen tuned, and never
been opened for no one knows how many years, is in one corner,
littered with powder-flasks and shooting gear ; a tall bookease,
filled with volumes whose bindings have once been splendid,
but which are now dropping off the hooks from damp; a few
pictures, a great pile of newspapers, and a general air of comfort
and negligence, mark a drawing-room where there has been no
lady for many years. The dining-room is behind : it has a great
table and a side-board, both of which were once, it may be pre-
sumed, new, but which are now mere monuments of neglected
mahogany. It has no other furniture, because the chairs of the
house have generally succumbed to time the destroyer ; and now
at dinner-time they take them oub of the drawing-room, and
bring them back after dinner, Not that they are ever wanted,
for easy-chairs stand on the verandah, and cigars are best smoked
in the cool night air,

At the back of the house, outside, stands the kitchen of the
Indian cook—a place whence come savoury things ; but within
which no one was ever known to penetrate, except one man.
He came out with pale face and trembling limbs. They gave
him brandy. Presently he recovered. But he never afterwards
was known to touch pudding in Palmiste. I believe, too, that he
died young. And the bed rooms, each furnished with gay little
iron bedsteads and mosquito curtains, are, like the sitting-rooms,
made to open on the verandah. There are not many of these
inhabited now ; for the gay days of Fontainebleau are over, and
the grey-haired man who lives there now has little companion-
ship save that of his son and his nephew. The society of the
town twenty-five miles away has nothing to do with him. He
is out of it mow, and forgotten 5 save once or twice a year, when
at some great hunting party in the forest he appears, pale and
melancholy ; and old men whisper that poor George Durnford
is the ghost of himself Time was, they tell you, when George
was the soul of the island. The ex-cavalry officer, who got into
such a devil of a mess with his colonel, and had to sell out ; who
came to Palmiste twenty years ago, and bought Fontainebleau
who married Adrienne—Ia belle Adrienne—niece and ward of
Henri de Rosnay ; who led the life of the place, and was fore-
most in everything social and genial—can it be the same person?

More of him hereafter. Let me finish with the house.

About the verandah, or in the dining-room, or ahout the
kitchen, are the boys—Indians—iwho belong to the service of
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the house. There are some half-dozen of them, dressed in a
sort of tight cotton jacket, with little caps, looking, as they are,
full of intelligence and life. These, with the bright, fearless
look in the eyes, and the slender grace of the limbs, vanish when
the boy passes the threshold of manhood ; and he becomes heavy,
sluggish, and sensual, At present, however, the boys are from
eight to twelve years old, and make the best servants in the
world. Mendacious they are, it is true, and as destructive as
monkeys; but if one is going to be thrashed for breaking a glass,
it is just as well to say that another did it. Yor get no more,
if you are found out. Logically, and with respect to immediate
results, they are quite right. It has not yet entered into the
heads of the residents of Palmiste that they might Christianise
their servants. Certainly, the specimens turned out by the
missionaries are not encouraging. The converted Hindoo is,
in most cases, precisely the kind of man that no one will employ.
And though things may be hetter in those districts of Southern
India which have been largely Christianised, I think that the
less said about missionary labour among the Indians the better,

At the side of the house stretches its great garden, filled with
all sorts of Inglish vegetables, and all kinds of tropical fruits,
Here are rows of pines which Covent Garden cannot hope to equal,
There are too many for eating, and they are rotting on the stalk,
Ilere is an orchard of letchi trees, the fruit that Warren
Hastings tried to acclimatise in England, but failed. I would
he had succeeded. Here are mangoes, with vanilla trained
upon the trees. Here are custard apples, oranges, citrons, and
guavas. Here, foo, ave strawberries, peaches, mulberries, and
grapes. You may look, however, in vain for apples, pears, and
such things. These grow not in Palmiste ; and Englishmen,
eating fruits more delicious far than these, grumble that they
cannot get a pear, and would almost go back to England to
get a plum.

In front of the house lies its lawn—a broad, rolling piece of
ground, set with flower beds, mostly neglected, and planted
round with rose trees. Side by side with English flowers are
others which remind you of greenhouses, Kew Gardens, and the
Crystal Palace. They are not, however, so sweet as our own 5
and yonder bed of mignonette fills the air with a perfame far
more delicate than any of the heavy laden tropical plants, Here
Is a sensitive plant. Touch it : all the leaflets near your finger
close, and shrink together in a kind of fear. Here is a gorgeous
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dracaena.  You remember one like it in the Palm House. Here
is a honeysuckle climbing up the wall of the house; and here,
in heavy masses over the verandah, are creepers which if left
unchecked would climb over and embrace the whole house, and
tear all down together,

My picture of still life must finish. Throw into the back-
ground a row of slender palms ; put in, if you can, that glimpse
to the right of a miniature gorge, some fifty feet deep ; mark its.
tree ferns, tall and symmetrical, with their circled glory of
leaves ; throw in for light, the soft, white rays of a sun that
wants yet half an hour of setting ; let your air be warm and
mild ; leb a breeze, cool and erisp, from the south-east, blow
through the branches ; while, from the camp of the Indians, not
far away, imagine—for you cannot paint it—a confused murmur
of tongues, cries of children, an occasional quarrel among the
women, the monofonous beat of the tumtum, and the drone of
the Indian storyteller. Then try to fancy that you have lived
in all this so long that Furope with its noisy politics, and Eng-
land with its fierce battle for life, and London with its fevered
pleasures and hitter sorrows, seem all dreams of a former exist-
ence : that the soft lassitude of the climate has eaten into
your very marrow, and that you no longer care to think, or to
work, or to do anything violent or in a hurry ; that your chief
pleasure is to sit at early dawn on the verandah, with a cigar,
and see the day rise over the hills; or, at evening, watching the
southern cross, and letting your thoughts roam here and there
unchecked : your chief hope—save at moments when a sickness
for home comes on you, and a_yearning for the life and vigour
of England—always to go on like this : to have no sickness, to feel
no sorrows, to be tormented by no sympathy, to make no alter-
ation or improvement, to dream life away, to eat the lotos day
by day, in a land where it is, indeed, always afternoon.

CITIAPTER IIL

Coue back with me ten years before my tale begins,. We are
still at Fontainebleaw. It is a dark, dreary night in January—
cold, thovgh it is the middle of the lot season. A fierce
gale, to which the wind blowing about the trees is a sort of
fringe or outside robe, is raging somewhere at sea. The rain
falls ab intervals in a continuous sheet of water ; doors and
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windows are closed ; and George Durnford is sitting alone in his
dining-room, with an untasted bottle of claret before him, and a
bitter sorrow at his heart. That morning he had followed to
the grave the wife who but two days ago was alive and well.
From a window close by comes the prattle of two children, in
bed, but not yet asleep. To them the dismal ceremony of the
morning was a pageant which conveyed no meaning. ~ One of
them has lost his mother ; and he sits now on his little white
bed, a great-eyed, fair-haired, solemn boy of two, with an uneasy
sense of something wrong, and a growing wonder that the familiay
hands do not come to smooth his sheets, and the familiar lips
to kiss his good night. The other—a year or two older, with
blacker hair and darker complexion—in the opposite bed, is
singing and laughing, regardless of the nurse’s injunction to
make no noise and go to sleep. He is cousin Phil. And the
little two-year-old is Arthur Durnford.

The baby voices do not rouse the lonely mourner in the
room outside them. He sits musing on his brief three years
of love and happiness ; on the dreary scene of the stormy morn-
ing’s funeral ; of death and of sorrows that come to mar the
brightest promise. IHe thinks of the day when he brought
home his young bride, flushed with joy and hope ; and of her
cold waxen features when he took the last look at the fair
face that had nestled at his heart. The hope and vigour of life
seem suddenly taken out of him, and he shudders as he remem-
bers the long years to come— perhaps thirty or forty—alone in
misery. For all sorrow seems to be endless when it begins ;
and, when the pain dies away into a sad regret, its very
poignancy is remembered as a kind of evil dream.

The storm outside increases. Roused by the crash of thunder,
he raises his head ; and then, for the first time, he sees that he
is not alone,

How long she has been sitting there, when she came in, and
how, he knows not. She is a young mulatto woman, not darker
than many a black-haired woman of Provence, apparently about
twenty years of age. Her jet black hair is rolled up in a wavy
mass. She holds her hat in her hand. Her dress is web and
draggled, but her hands are not rough. In her face, as she gazes
steadfastly on Durnford, there is a look of mingled triumph
and pity.

He starts with surprise.

“ Marie l—why do you come here? I thought you were ix
England.”
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She does not answer for a while, and then begins in a gort of
low, measured way—speaking English fluently, but with some-
thing of a foreign accent.

“Why do I come to-night, George Durnford? I think I came
to triumph over your sorrow, because I heard about it in the
town when I landed yesterday. But I heard things as I came
along which forbid me to triumph any longer. Why should I
triumph? You, who loved me once, would love me again if I
chose. You, who deserted me for that good, dead girl—you see
George, I can be just—would, if I chose, take me again to be
your plaything.”

“ Never,” said Durnford. ¢ Woman, can you not understand
that a man can cease to do evil ¥’

“ But,” she went on, as if he had not spoken, “Ido not
choose. Iwill be no man’s plaything. You taught me some-
thing, George. You taught me that a woman, to be what a
woman should be, must learn many things. We, the daughters
of a despised race, are good enough to be the mistress of an hour,
but not good enough to be the companions of a life. We have
our year of fondness, and think, poor fools, it will last for ever.
We have but one thing to give you—our love. You take i,
and trample on if. 'We have nothing but ourselves. That is
yours ; and when you are tired of the toy, you throw it away in
the dirt. As I am only one of the many—ouly a mulatto girl —
I ought not to complain. It has been my fate, and I accept if.
Besides, you are a gentleman, Not every girl gets an English-
man for a lover. You were kind to me; you put ideas into my
head ; you taught me things ; you made me feel, without mean-
ing it, how great a gulf there is between your race and mine ;
and you showed me how to pass the gulf, You did more—not
as a salve for your own conscience, becanse I suppose your con-
seience never pricked you about it ; nor as a bribe for me to go
away and never trouble you again—you gave me money on thab
day—the day before you married—when you bade me farewell,
I used the money well, George. Even you will confess I used
it well. I have been to your great city—your big, cold, dreary
London, I put myself to school there. I have learned all that
a woman should learn, and more. Shall T play to you? Shall
I sing to you? Shall I prove to you that even your cast-off
mistress can be, if she pleases, as perfect a lady as No,
George, I will make no comparison, Adrienne, my mistress—
my poor darlirg—whom I played with and loved, I shall never
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be like you!
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Durnford made an impatient gesture.

“I must say what I have to say. I want to say agood deal.
Besides, it pleases me to talk. I have talked to no one since I
left England, and you must listen. Don't think, to begin with,
that I love you any more. The poor gnorant creature that
trusted you, and thought herself honoured by having your arm
about her, is gone. George, she is dead. All that is left of her
and her life is a memory and an experience. I remember, and
I know. She could have done neither, She would have gone
away, back to her own cousins—the swine who live in the huts
by the seaside, and scramble once a week for the wretched fish
that will keep them till another week. She would have married
some black clown, as ignorant as herself, and far more brutal ;
and would have brought her children up like their father.
George, where is my hoy ¥’

Durnford pointed to the bed-room door,

She snatched a light, and came back directly with little Phil,
still asleep, in her arms—Lkissing and crying over him like a
mad woman.

“Oh! Phil, Phil—my darling, my darling ! Could I leave
you all alone? Speak to your mother, my son—my son ! Will
you never know her? Will younever be proud of her, and cling
to her, and be good to her ¥’

The child opened his eyes, looked up sleepily, and then
heavily turned his face from her, and was asleep again in a
moment.

She took him back, and placed him again in his cot, and took
the light, and locked long and steadfastly at the other. She
returned, and sat down again, sighing deeply.

“ Your child is mine, Marie,” said Durnford. “ What I swors
to you then, I swear to you now, he will be brought up like the
other, educated with him, and shall share with him.”

“ Will he never know the story of his birth?” asked the girl.

It is my hope that he never will. He will be called—he is
already my nephew. I told all to my wife. She had forgiven.”

“When you die, will he, or will the other, have this estate?”

Durnford hesitated. At last, he looked steadily at her and
said—

“My lawful son will be my heir. What wealth I have shall
be his. Your son will have a competence ; but I will not—1I
cannot, Marie, defraud my heir of what is his.”

Marie sat silent for a time.
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Then she began to walk about the room.

T am not myself to-night, George. I was angry asI walked
here through the forest. I am only repentant now. The old
love for my poor Adrienne drowns the resentment that filled my
heart an hour ago. I came to upbraid you—I cannot. Her
spirit is in this house. I felt her breath as I leaned over the
face of her boy. I saw her face as I came in at the door. I
feel her here now, George. If I think more of her, I shall sce
her. I dosee her! Sheis here—before me. Adrienne ”—she
bent forward with streaming eyes and supplicating hands—
¢ forgive me. Forgive the poor passionate girl that never did you
any harm, but whose heart has been filled with bitterness’against
you. You did not wrong me, my poor dear; and as for him
who did—here, in your presence, I forgive him. George, for
three long years, far away from here, among strangers I have had
but one prayer every might. T have prayed that misery might
fall on you and yours. Adrienne, Adrienne-—speak to me, if
you can. (ive me some sign that my prayer was not answered.
Let me go away at least forgiven.”

As she spoke, the hurricane swept with all its fury against
the house. The wind howled like an accusing spirit. George
rose from his chair, pale and trembling.

¢ Woman,” he cried, “ you are answered.”

But as suddenly the wind dropped, and with one last effort
blew back the shutter of the window. Durnford hurried to re-
place it; and with the driving rain that came in, like tears of
wild repentance, a poor dying dove was blown through the win-
dow, straight to Marie’s bosom.

“T am answered,” she said, folding the creature in her hands.

Neither spoke. Presently Marie fell on her knees, with the
dove in her hand, and prayed aloud. Great tears rolled down
Durnford’s face. When she had finished, he lifted up his voice
and wept, saying—

“God have mercy upon me, a sinner.”

# 2 *
Tt was midnight. Marie rose from her knees, another Magdalene,

“ T must go,” she said; “ butb first, George, aid me to carry
out my plan of life, I am going back to London. I have got |
a great voice—a splendid voice, George—a voice that will bring
me, they say more money than I can spend. T shall save it for
the boy. To make it useful, I must study and work. Let me
Lave some more money. I don’t think it degrades me to ask it of
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you, does it? My real degradation no one knows, over there. You
must give me money, George.”

He told her how he would help her in England, and give her
what he had. They were both very quiet and subdued.

“I have seen you,” she said, “and I have not cursed you.
But, ah ! my heart misgives me. I came through the lonely
forest to-night, and heard sounds that mean misfortune.”

¢ Marie, it is superstition.”

“Perhaps. I cannob help it. It isin my blocd. And a voice
whispered in my ear, as I came along, that I should have no joy
with my boy; and that you would have no more pleasure in
life ; that my forbune was to come, but my misery and punish-
ment with it. George, was it no bad omen that my child turned
away his face from me? Is it good to come toa house of sudden
death and mourning? Shall I begin the world afresh with a
brighter spirit for this night of tears and repentance ¥’

“You are shaken. Stay to-night. Take the child to sleep
with you. In the morning you can go, if you will.”

“ No—now, now,” she said. “I cannot stay here. Take
care of him, George—take care of him. Some day, perhaps—"

“You cannot go through the forest to night.”

“I must—I cannot stay here. Farewell, George. I think I
shall never see you again. Pray God to forgive us both. I
will pray every day. They say God hears if you go on praying.
And write to me sometimes to tell me of the boy.”

They stood one moment, face to face. George took her hand ;
and then their faces met. There was no passion now, in that
last embrace. The memory of the wife came between them like
a spirit.  They kissed each other, like children, in token of for-
giveness, and in selfabasement; and then, lifting the latch,
Marie went out into the darkness, and disappeared,

George Durnford, lighting a cigar mechanically, went outside
to the verandah. The Indian guardian, whose duty it was to
make the rounds, and keep off nocturnal thieves, was coiled up
in a corner, fast asleep. The storm had died away, A pure sky,
bright with the southern constellations and with a clear half-
moon, was overhead, George’s eye fell on the cross of the south
—that heavenly sign that once filled the sailors with hope. He
felt the warm, soft air of the summer night.  Sitting down, he
presently fell asleep, 'When he awoke, the day was breaking ;
the mill was lighted up ; the day’s work was begun ; and he
poundered in his mind whether he had not dreamt it all,

2—9%
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Little Philip, coming to him at six o’elock, began to ask who
had taken him out of bed. And, lying on the floor, George
Durnford found a handkerchief with the name of Marie on it.
Then he knew that he had not dreamed this thing. And he kept
it.in his heart.

CHAPTER IV.

MRr. Arexanper MacINTYRE used to describe himself, as a dingy
card on Mr. Durnford’s table testified, as Professor of the Classics
and Mathematics, Instructor in Foreign Languages, Fencing,
Fortification, Hindustani, and the Fine Arts. He was a most
accomplished man. 'With the exception of the last-named de-
partment of learning—which, I fancy, he inserted rather with
a view to the effect and roundness of the sentence than with any
intention of instrueting in the Fine Arts—he really knew and
could teach the things he professed. He was not a Porson in
Greek, but he made boys fairly good in Greek scholarship. He
would not have become senior wrangler, but he knew a good lot
of school mathematics. He could really fence ; he could talk
Italian, or French, or German, with equal fluency ; and he could
and did swear horribly in Hindustani. Finally, on occasion, he
talleed about Fortification as glibly as Captain Shandy.

This great luminary of science was engaged for some years as
private tutor to the two boys at Fontainebleau. He used to ride
over on a little pony from his house, some miles off, and ride
back again in the evening. Sometimes, when he stayed to
dinner, Mr. Durnford would leave him on the verandah, smoking
and sitting in friendly proximity to the brandy bottle. Then
it was the delight of the two boys—for Mr. Durnford had got
into a habit, of late years, of going to his own room about
nine o’clock—to observe their reverend instructor drink tumbler
after tumbler of brandy and water, getting more thirsty after
each, and more rapid in his despatch of the next. At the oppor-
tune moment—that is to say, when he was not too far gone—
they would emerge upon the scene, and engage him in talk. He
would then make a laudable effort to give the conversation a
philosophical and improving turn. Getting into difficulties, he
would try to help himself out by another pull at the brandy ;
and when, as always happened, he got into fresh complications,
be would fall back in his chair, and make use of a regular and
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invariable formula. He would say, quite clearly and distinetly,
“ T am a Master of Arts of the University of Aberdeen—I’m the
MacIntyre I” Then he would bhecome speechless ; and the boys,
with a huge delight, would carry him neck and heels to bed. In
the morning, he would rise at six, and emerge with unclouded
brow. Perhaps, in the course of the day, he would find occasion
for a few remarks on temperance, with an excursus on his own
moderation in spiritnous liquors.

He was a small, spare man, in glasses, with sandy hair, a pale
face, and a red nose. He lived by himself, in a little house of
three rooms, two miles down the road. He had no pupils except
the two Durnfords, and at odd moments an uneasy consciousness
would seize him that when these went he would starve. Nor had
he any friends to help him. The voice of ramour, which aggra-
vates a man’s vices and subtracts from his virtues, said that he
went drunk to bed every night. As to his antecedents, there
were many reports. Some said that he had been in the army,
but was cashiered for embezzlement while he was adjutant;
others that he had been a courier, a billiard-marker, all sorts of
things. Rumour lied, of course. He had been none of those
things. He had, after a laborious and meritorious career at
Aberdeen, “ gone in ” for Scotch mission work in Constantinople.
Here he preached the Gospel to the Jews, till he preached his
belief away. This becoming known to his employers, he was -
turned out with ignominy. Then he wandered about the Levant,
living no one knew how. After a few years, he turned up again
in England, and became a lecturer to some society. Difficulties
about the money ensued, and Mr. Maclntyre once more left his
native shores. This time he came to Palmiste, with a letter to
Mr. Durnford, and set up as a public teacher of everything in
the principal town. Troubles of all sorts fell upon him, and he
removed fo the other end of the island—partly to escape them,
and partly to coach Mr. Durnford’s boys. He had a way of in-
troducing remarks—which at first sight appeared to be of the
profoundest wisdom, and took in the unwary—with a magisterial
.and Aberdonian “ obsairve.” He was sententious and deferent.
He had no morals, no principles, no self-will, no self-control.
All his better qualities were wrecked on the quicksand of drink;
and of the hard-working, hopeful days of Aberdeen, nothing was
left but the knowledge he had acquired, and a habit of industry
which never deserted him. He was not, it must be confessed, the
best tutor possible for boys. But education in Palmiste is difficult.




22 MY LIETEE GIRE.

Mr. Durnford liked to keep his boys at home. There was
less harm to be learned there, at all events, than in the hot, un-
healthy town where the college stood. And even Mr. MacIntyre
could teach them mere hook learning. So they stayed at home,
and grew in years and stature.

In appearance they were as different as in manmers. For
Philip, the elder, was strong, sturdy, and overbearing. Arthur
was slight, delicate, and yielding. If Philip wanted anything,
he always had it. Philip, too, wanted everything. The best
pony was his, the best dogs, the best gun. e was the cleverer
—the favourite with Mr. MacIntyre : sharp of tongue, and cool
of temperament. But Le was not popular. Arthur was. By
his soft, feminine ways; by the gentle sympathy which he
showed for all alike ; by the kindly grace of his manner, which
he inherited from his mother, he won affection where his cousin
only gained fear, The children ran after him when he walked
through the village ; the women came to him to adjust their
differences ; the Indians, when they had a petition to offer, or
a point to gain, which was nearly every day, waited till they
could get hold of the chota sahib—the little master. Philip,
though he pretended to despise this popularity, was secretly
annoyed at it. It rankled in his heart that he, for his part, com-
manded no man’s affection. By degrees, too, as he grew up, he
began to ask questions about himself. These his uncle pub
aside, quietly but firmly. And gradually a sort of feeling of
inferiority took possession of him. There was something—
what, he never guessed—that was not to be told him: some-
thing that had better not he spoken of, something that made him
different from his cousin. It was the germ of what was to grow
into a great tree—a tree whose fruit was poison, and whose very
shade was noxious. But at this time it only stimulated him. It
made him more eager to surpass his cousin ; threw him with
fresh vigour into his studies ; and urged him to Practise more
and more the arts which he thought would lead to suceess in life.

These—for the boy’s knowledge of life was very small—he
imagined to be chiefly skill at shooting and riding. He did both
splendidly.  Arthur did hoth indifferently.

Mr. Durnford seemed to take but little notice of their pro-
gress. Still, from a word heve and there, they knew that he
watched them. Nor could Philip complain, when his uncle gave
him the best horse and the costliest gun that could be got in the
island, that he was overlooked. There were fow times when the
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grave man conversed much with them. Sometimes at breakfast
—that meal which means, in a planter’s house, an early dinner
at half-past eleven, when the work of the day, which has gone
on forfive or six hours, is more than half over, which is followed
by two or three hours of rest and lazy talk—he would relax, and
tell them long stories of English life and youthful adventure, at
which their faces were set aglow, and their hearts heating with
excitement. Or he would set forth the perils of a young man’s
course ; hiding little ; letting them know some of the tempta-
tions that lie in the way of life ; telling them something of the
battle that lay before them ; and—for George Durnford was now
a religious man—backing up his pictures with a homily on duty.
Surely, there is but one thing needful to teach boys—to do their
duty ; and one thing above all to train in them, the power of
will that will help them to do it. On Sunday mornings, they
would read the service of the Church, the three together—Phil
taking the first lesson, and Arthar the second. By this arrange-
ment, the younger boy seemed to get all the teaching of Christ,
and the elder all the passion and rebellious self-will of the
Israelites.

Once a week or so they generally rode, the two boys together,
but sometimes Mr. Durnford with them, to see Madeleine,

Madeleine, some three years younger than Arthur, was the one
thing that kept the boys alive to a sense of the social side of life.
She, like them, was motherless ; and, liked them, lived with her
father, M. de Villeroy, on a sugar estate, his property. She was
everybody’s pet and plaything—a bright little black-haired
beauty, whose laughter kept the houvse gay, and whose wilful
ways were law. M. de Villeroy was one of those grand French-
men—some day we shall see them all in their proper place again
—whose manners are the perfection of courtesy, and whose ideas
chiefly date from a time when Louis the Sixteenth was king ;
or, to speak more truly, from time when Francis the First
was king. Not that his own birth dated from either of those
reigns. He and his were colonists in Palmiste Island from very
early in the last century. The Marshal de Villeroy he spoke of
as his cousin. He had the right, if he wished, to call himself
marquis. He had a profound contempt for roturiers, and held
that gentleman was a name that belonged to him by Divine
right ; but he held, too, that the name involved duties—and
truth, honour, and bravery were the three points of his creed.
For Chuistianity, I fear that, like too many of his countrymen,
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he considered it as an admirable method of imparting notions of
order to the vulgar ; and though he would not openly scoff at it,
yet, when alone with his friend Durnford, he would let fall such
slight indications of a contemptuous toleration as almost justified
the priests in calling him a Voltairean. Voltaire—or M. Arouet,
as he preferred to call him—he always declared to be a man
who had done an infinite amount of mischief ; and he held all
men of genius in equal dislike, from a persuasion that their
mission in life was to prematurely popularise the ideas of the
nobility. - The Revolution, he would explain, was the work of
men of genius. The ideas which they propagated had long been
current among the more cultivated of the nobility. These, how-
ever, forbore to carry to their bitter end the logical consequences
of their convictions. Nothing in social and political economy
could be logical. All must be compromise. But what the Re-
volution took thirty years to achieve would, he maintained, have
been accomplished by the liberality of the divinely appointed
rulers of things in ten, without bloodshed,

“Obsairve,” said Mr. MacIntyre, “Mirabeau was a gentleman.”

To which M. de Villeroy replied that Mirabeau’s life was fatal
to any kind of purity of action; and that, despite any alleged
instances to the contrary, great things could only be done by
men of pure life,

We must not, however, waste time on M, de Villeroy. Te
disappears directly out of the story. But he was one of the fow
influences brought to bear upon the boys’ daily life. Mr, Durn-
ford, with his high standard of duty and Christian honour ; M.
de Villeroy, with /is standard of a gentleman’s ideal ; Mr. Mac-
Intyre, alternately presenting the example of a scholar—various,
if not profound—and the drunken, helpless helot ; the ignorant,
childish mass of Indians and blacks on the estate ; and pretty
little Madeleine, to keep them gentle, and give them that deli-
cacy of feeling which only contact with the other sex can impart.
Let us bear these things in mind, and remember in the story to
come how ever so little an accident may mar the growth of the
most promising tree.

The accident happened thus. Phil was now about fifteen—
a strong, handsome boy, whose dark wavy hair and slightly
olive skin were set off by a pair of bright black eyes and regular
features, closely resembling those of Mr. Durnford, Itwas some
little time, he could not himself say how it began, since the feel-
ing had sprung up, that I have alluded to, of his own inferiority.
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As yeb it was bub an uneasy thought, sometimes dying away
altogether, sometimes springing again full-grown into his brain,
But it was there. He awoke this particular morning with it,
and went out, in the early dawn, morose and sullen. Presently,
when Arthur joined him, and they walked about with their
arms round each other's necks in boyish fashion, the ghost
vanished, and Phil became himself again. They got their ponies
saddled, drank their coffee, and rode off to meet the tutor.

Presently they came upon him, plodding slowly uphill, on his
broken-kneed Pegu pony, with his huge straw hat on and his
cigar in his mouth.

“Obsairve,” observed the philosopker, as they turned to go
back with him, “man’s just the creature of habit.”

He pronounced it  hahbit,”

“ 8o he is,” said Phil, who immediately guessed that his in-
structor had been more than usually drunk the night before,
“Somebody else has made that remark before you Mr. Mac-
Intyre.”

“ Don't take the word out o’ the mouth o’ the prophst of the
—1I mean your tutor, young man,” said Mr. MacIntyre. “ Man,
as I said, is the creature of habit.”

They rode on in silence for a while, waiting further light from
the sage.

This presently came,

“Of all habits that flesh is heir to,” he went on, “let me
caution you against intemperance. Whiskey, in my country,
may be taken in moderation. Brandy, never. You will ob-
sairve that it furs the tongue, confuses the brain, and prevents
that orderly sequence of thought inseparable from metapheesical
study. Take the advice of one who has seen the world, young
men ; and when you go into it, be careful to stop at the fourth
or fifth tumbler. 'What is taken after that gives headache.”

“ Have you a headache this morning, sir ?”

“ Philip, your question pains me. It is true that I have head-
ache, the result of eating imperfectly cooked steak last night.
But your question, in connection with my warning and advice,
might seem—1I only say seem—to imply suspicion that I had
been drinking last night.”

““ Not at all, sir,” said Phil. “ Steak 4s indigestible. Let me
biing you a hottle of soda when we get in.”

: I“ Ye're a good lad,” answered MaclIntyre, “and I think I’ll
ake it,”
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He took it, and they presently fell to their studies till break-
fast. The day passed as usual till the afternoon, when the clatter
of hoofs told the approach of visitors. They were Madeleine and
her father. The boys ran to help her off her pony, and they all
three went off to the garden together.

Madeleine’s favourite was Arthur. But Philip, as usual,
wanted to appropriate her. Already the girl was conscious of
herself, She took the usual feminine delight in being petted
and caressed ; and accepted the homage of the boys with an
air that seems to come naturally to beautiful women. She
was born to be admired. Women who have that destiny accept
it without any murmuring, and with no surprise.

Philip to-day, however, was cross-grained. He did not want
her to talk to Arthur—he wanted to have her all to himself. Then
they began to quarrel. It was a children’s quarrel, that might
have been ended directly but for a luckless remark of Philip's.

“ Never mind, Madeleine,” he said. “ You can play with
Arthur if you like ; bubt when we grow up you'll marry me.”

“Indeed, I shall not,” she said. “I am going to marry
Arthur,” and went and held up her face to be kissed by that
blushing youth.

“ Arthur !” said Philip, with great contempt. “Why, I can
turn him over as easy as See.”

He caught his cousin by the shoulder, and turned him round,
throwing him off, so that he tripped and fell with his face to
the ground. Arthur, however, rose to the occasion ; and spring-
ing up struek him smartly in the face.

The battle lasted for a moment only, and Philip stood victor-
ious. Madeleine ran to the rescue of her prostrate lover.

“Go away,” she cried. “I believe what people say of you.
I will never speak to you again.”

“ And, pray, what do people say ¥’ asked Philip.

“ They say that you are cruel and selfish ; that you tease
Arthur and vex him ; and that you want to get everything for
yourself. Go away.”

Philip went away. It was the first time the boys had struck
each other. He was angry with himself, angry with Arthur,
angry with Madeleine. And in this mood he strolled along till
he found himself at the stables. Then he thought he would
have a ride. Going into his own pony’'s box, he found the
syce had not rubbed him down, or even touched him since
the morning, and was now sitting—a gaunt, tall Indian of six
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feet—eating rice in perfect unconcern. Phil's temper boiled
over. He flew at the man in a fary of rage—Lkicking, striking,
and cursing him. The poor groom was first appalled ; and stand-
ing up sidewaysto the wall, he lifted his leg and covered his
face with his arms, as some small protection against the blows.
At last they became insupportable, and in self-defence he took
the boy by the shoulders, and held him at arm’s length.

Hindustani is gifted, above all languages, with a capacity of
swearing. The power of insult is in no other language so great.
Our own noble vernacular, when Jjudiciously used—say, by the
mate of an American sailing ship, or an able seaman ifi our
merchant service—can do a good deal; but its resources are
miserable indeed compared with the strength and vivacity pos-
sessed by its sister branch of the Aryan family.

Phil had picked up this knowledge. He used it now, pouring
out great volleys of insult—words which le had often heard, but
never used before ; terms which conveyed reproaches he did not
even understand—on the head of the offending groom. He,
for his part, only looked scared ; until, stung beyond all endur-
ance, he pushed the boy back into the straw, seized the great
wooden bar of the loose box, and brandished it over him,
erying— :

* Bastard, I'll kill you I

Phil looked at him, bewildered. Then, suddenly, he seemed
to take in the whole force of the word, and instead of offering
any resistance, or making any retort, he seemed to be suddenly
crushed, and covered his face with his hands.

The groom put down the bar, and began to tremble. Then
he fartively—something after the manner of a burglar ¢cn the
stage—stole out of the stables. Between the stables and the
nearest canes there was an apen space, cleared for some purpose
or other, of a quarter of a mile. Across this he sped, half doubled
up, in long strides, and was lost in the canes,

Three weeks elapsed before he showed up again ; then he was
brought back a monument of emaciation. He had been
hiding in the forest, making predatory excursions at night to
the nearest canes, and on these he had lived. The watchman
apprehended him, and marched him in at daybreak, brandishing
his long stick with an air of great importance and grandeur;
the miserable prisoner, who was about two feet taller than his
captor, slouching along after him. And when he came to the
house, seeing Phil alone on the verandah, he fell, a mere mass
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of terror and despair, and grovelled before him. Phil kicked
him up, and ordered loftily that he should be sent back to the
stables.

But when he was left alone, he was, for the moment stunned.
Suddenly, it all burst upon kim. Without other evidence than
the mere insult of the Hindoo, he knew it was true, The posi-
tion he held in the house ; the superior consideration in which
Arthur was held ; the silence of his uncle about his own father
—all were proofs to him. e rose and came into the open air,
as miserable as boy could well be.

Suddenly, however, another thought struck him.

Tmagine that you have been brought up to believe—not by
being taught in so many words, but by power of association—
that there are two distinct races of mankind ; that God has
made one for mastery and the other for subjection ; that while
it is your duty, as the sovereign, to Tule wisely and mildly, you
cannot but feel a certain amount of contempt—rproportioned, of
course, to your wisdom and mildness—for the governed race.
Suppose you have goue on, being neither very wise nor very
mild, #ill your contempt has become overweening, and your pride
of race excessive. Then suppose, in the height of your arro-
gance, you hear suddenly that you are an impostor ; that you
belong to the race you despise ; that you are mothing more nor
less than one of the humblest of them. This was Phil’s thought.
Like the first, it was not a conjecture, but a certainty. Little
as he knew of the wickedness of the world, he knew well enough
that illegitimacy implied black blood: nothing else was possible
in Palmiste. He thought, too, of his black wavy hair, his pale
olive skin ; and he moaned in his agony.

There was one more test. He looked at his mnails. Beneath
them was the blue stain that the Afiican blood always leaves.
And he gave up all hope.

Then he sat down and sobbed. It all seemed so cruel; it
was so strange and so dreadful. The pride of life was gone.
Nothing was left but shame and degradation. He crouched
among the trees, and would have eried for death, had death oc-
curred to him as even a remote possibility. He sat motionless
while the weight of his grief bent down his young shoulders.

As he sat there, the sun got lower. Presently it disappeared
behind the hills. Long fingers of light came out, vibrating a
sorb of good might to the world ; and then it became dark. The
darkness weighed upon him. He got up, and wandered out,
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thinking how he should go into the house ; and found himself
near the stables. There he saw some one with a lamp. It
seemed as if the lamp was unsteady, shifting about like a light
ab a masthead.

After studying this phenomenon for a little time, he went to
discover ifs cause. I regret to say that he found his preceptor,
Mzr. MacIntyre, very drunk indeed, making shots at the stable
door, with the view of getting out his pony and riding home to
dinner.

He had been left alone all the afternoon, and finding a brandy
bottle in the immediate neighbourhood, had finished it, with
these disastrous results.

Phil helped him to open the stable door, and saddled his
pony for him.

“Ohsairve,” said Mr. MacIntyre, *the mind of man, as you
will find from a study of the Philosophy of the Condeetioned,
has a tendency to—to—"

Here he fell over the bar that the groom had left behind him.

“Mr. MacIntyre,” said Philip, “you’re drunk again.”

“Young man, no—no, young man. The curry at breakfast
was prawn eu—curry, It always makes me so.”

A thought struck the boy.

“Mr. Maclntyre,” he said, “did you know my father ?’

“Your father ¥ repeated the drunken scamp. ¢ Of course I
know your father. Mishter Durnford’s your father, and Marie's
your mother—pretty litle Marie.” Then he began maundering
on—* Pretty little Marie, pretty little girl—wouldn’t speak
to me.”

“ Marie—what Marie 1"

“ Marie—never had 'nother name, Went away—went away
to England— died.”

Philip turned away and left him, and presently he heard the
pony, who knew his way better than his master, go clattering
down the road.

He went in, washed and brushed himself, and appeared at
dinner, pale and quiet. Madeleine and Arthur had it all their
own way for once, for he never even contradicted them.
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CHAPTER V.

Tive passed on. Philip said nothing of his discovery, only he
became quieter, The boy of fifteen in a year changed into a
tall, resolute young man, who might have been taken for two
and twenty, The light moustache on his upper lip proclaimed
his manhcod. Boyhood grows more rapidly into adolescence
under the hot sun of Palmiste, and his firm step and upright
carriage announced one who, at any rate, seemed ready to make
a fight for it.

He mnever, but once, alluded to his conversation with Mr.
MacIntyre. But one day, after a long silence, Arthur being out
of the way, he reminded the tutor of what he had told him.
Poor Mr. MacIntyre was thunderstruck. He remembered abso-
lutely nothing of it.

«Tell me,” he gasped, his face becoming fearfully red—* tell
me exactly what I said, Phil. Ah! Loard, what an evil spirit
brandy is.”

Phil told him.

« T suppose it was true,” he added, carelessly.

Mr. MacIntyre rose and went out on the verandah, looking
round every corner to see if there were any listeners about.
Then he opened every door—there were seven in the room—and
looked in each chamber. No one was at hand, save in the
dining-room. Here there were two of the Indian boys amusing
themselves with a rude dramatic performance ; for one had put

on a pair of spectacles, and, with an empty bottle in his hand,
was staggering up and down, like one who was well drunken,
while the other looked on and applauded. Mr. MacIntyre him-
self wore glasses. He could not, of course, imagine that the
representation was a description of himself; but, as a friend of
discipline, he felt bound to inflict chastisement, and accordingly
horsewhipped the one he caught, who had been doing nothing,
and then he came back flushed with the exercise.
Sitting down again, and pouring out a glass of brandy and
water, he sighed out—
“Yes, Phil, it is true—more’s the pity, my poor baim! It’s
just awfu’, the wickedness of the world, We fight against if,
we philosophers, but we do awfu’ little. It's quite true. DBut,
TFhil, no one knows it. I know it, because I brought you kere,
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a wee bit thing of eighteen months, and told the folk you were
Mr. Durnford’s nephew. And Mrs. Durnford knew it, for her
husband told her. Eh, she was good. There must be a Heaven,
boy, for some people—if there's an after-life at all, which I vara
much doot. 'We, who have had our backelidings, would not be
comfortable in the same place with her and her like. They would
have their own apairtments. I sometimes think, Phil, I should
be happier down below, near the Bar.”

“ And no one suspects ¥’

“1I sometimes think M. de Villeroy suspects. He's just a devil,
that man. He finds out everything. Last week he came to me,
and told me that he’d found out how I had—"

“Well?" Tor the good man stopped.

“T think T'll take another glass, Phil. Yes, thank you. You
were saying—"

“ What became of my mother, then ¥’

“I don’t know, Phil. I can’t tell you. She went away.
Your father told me she went to England.,  Afterwards he said
that she was dead. She was lady’s maid, companion, humble
iriend, whatever you eall it, to Mrs, Durnford before her mar-
riage. And rvemember, Phil, that she was the handsomest
woman in the island. Hardly a touch of—"

¢ Stop ! shouted Philip, crimson—* stop, I won't hear it.”

The tutor stopped, and presently went away, seeing no further
opportunity for either philosophy or drink.

And, for good reasons of his own, he forbore to inform Mr,
Durnford of what had passed between himself and Phil,

But, one evening, Philip had a little conversation with his
uncle, as he still called him.

‘“If you can spare five minutes, sir,” he said one evening when
Mr. Durnford had smoked his cigar, and was showing the usual
signs of departure to his own quarters.

¢ Certainly, Philip—what is it ?"

He sat down to listen. Then Philip bezan, with consider-
able trepidation, but with a certain dignity of manner, to explain
himself,

“You Lknow, sir, that T am past sixteen? Mr. Durnford
nodded. “ And I think you will allow me to ask youif my father,
of whom you have told me nothing, gave me at his death any
means of enteringlife. I have scen, sir, for some time, that there
are points connected with our family history that you do not wish
known to me. T shall never ask for information, My father,
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as you have told me, was in the army. I ask for nothing more.
He was a gentleman, because you are a gentleman. That he did
nothing to disgrace himself in the eyes of the world, I am
sure.”

“TIn the eyes of the world? No,” said Mr. Durnford.

“That is all I wanted to have from your lips. Now, sir, am
I a beggar ?—that is, am I wholly dependent on you ¥’

Mr. Durnford did not answer for a few moments.

“I am glad, Phil, that this talk has been held between us. It
must have come, sooner or later.”

“Why should it not come, sir?”

“No reason at all—mone. Only, family business is always
disagreeable. TLet me tell you, once for all, that your father's
money was placed wholly and unreservedly in my hands
for your benefit. I have done for your benefit what I could
for you. You will be, at the age of twenty-one, the master of
four or five hundred pounds a-year. It is not much ; but with a
profession, it is plenty.”

“ It will do, sir,” said Philip. “I am glad it is so much.”

“ But what profession will you take? You are not a book-
worm, The law would do litle for you. The church ¢’

“ Impossible.”

“ Quite so, as I was about to remark. Then, what are we to
do with you #”

“I shall go info the army, sir. At least, I can carry a
sword.”

“ And use if, too, Phil, I think. We will talk about this
afterwards.” But they never did.

Early that year, while the hot rains of January were still
soaking into the steaming earth, and the sun was vertical at noon-
day, there was brought a rumour—vague at first, but too soon
confirmed—that cholera had appeared in the principal town. Up
to that day, cholera had been unknown. No scourge or pesti-
lence had ever fallen on the island that insurance companies
ranked rather higher than England, and on which they put a
tropical per centage out of mere fun, and with the cheerfulness of
men who are certain to make their money. Nobody ever died
young, except from drink. Nobody read the lessons about the
uncertainty of life as applying, even indirectly, to himself; and
the very parsons had forgotten that life was ever anything but
threescore years and ten, fully told. So that when men first
Lieard that the cholera was come, they laughed,
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There were various rumours as to its origin, One said that a
captain of a coolie ship had put ashore, being then in quarantine,
and having spent the evening with four friends, had gone back
at night to his ship. But the four friends died next day; and
there was 1o one to tell whether the captain had left the ship or
not, for all his sailors died.

Others said that it was produced by the shameful excesses of
the Chinamen in pork. This was disproved by the fact that no
Chinaman died of cholera at all. They went about in greab
glee, with mighty uplifting and pride of heart—rubbing their
hands when they came upon some POOT negro doubled up by
the enemy that seized him so suddenly and killed him so easily.

Others, again, attributed it to the British Government. That
malignant power—conscious for many years of the foe that
threatened the island—deliberately, and with malice prepense,
had left unguarded all the avenues by which it might enter. The
editor of the most respectable paper, daring to say thab the en-
forcement of the quarantine laws had been more rigid than usual
of late years, was set upon, one starry evening, by a dozen
public-spirited mulattoes, and horsewhipped. That is, they
began to horsewhip him ; but a soldier happening to come round
the corner, slung his belt and dispersed them, devious, rapidly
flying. Anaccount of the affair appeared in both of the straw-paper
organs next day, in which the brave assailants were held up to
public admiration as patriots of the deepest dye. They were
compared to Timoleon, to Brutus, to Harmodius, to Mirabeau, to
Soulouque, to Oliver Cromwell, to Wilberforce, and to Toussainb
L'Oaverture. They were to have been brought before the
magistrate for assault ; but he and all the officials of his courf
died of cholera, and the affair dropped. And as the pestilence
grew worse, men’s hearts failed them for fear. The town of St.
Denys had a population of some sixty thousand. These were
dying at the rate of three hundred a day. All day long, and all
night, the prisoners were kept ab work digging graves—not
single graves, but long common fosses, fifty feet long and eight
feet deep. There was no time to make coffins. As fast as the
bodies were brought, the upper part of the shell in which they
were laid was slipped out, and the sand covered them up. The
priests—is there any fearlessness like that of a Catholic priest?—
stood all day by the grave chanting the monotonous funeral
service, burials going on all the time, Now and then one of the
gravediggers would be struck down, and carried off, shrieking

3
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and crying, toa hospital, for if a black is once taleen to a hospital
he abandons hope ; and should he come out again, is received hy
his friends—not with the rejoicing that would await one risen
from the dead, but rather with such disappointment as greeted
Martin Chuzzlewit when he came back from Eden,

The shops were closed ; the wharves deserted ; the streets
empty, save for the frequent bearers of the dead. Most mournful
of all was the absence of mourners. You might see a little pro-
cession slowly moving down the strect—one big coffin and three
little omes. F ollowing them, not some young and stalwart
mourner—not one whose life was still hefore him—but a poor
old down-bent black, the grandfather of the little coffins, the
father of the big one, hobbling sideways after the dead. Or if
it was one who had lived long and in high esteem, his coffin
would be followed by two or thres out of the hundreds who
counted him friend, and who, in better times, would have
followed him to the grave, and pronounced a funeral oration
over him,

Sometimes the closed shops never opened again at all ; and
then, long after the cholera had gone, the police would go at
dead of night, or in the early morning, and execute their dread.
ful task.

Englishmen got together—they always do in time of danger,
I once was in a French ship with some half dozen English pas-
sengers. One was the most foul-mouthed blasphemous man I
ever met—abaft the fo'c’sle, that is, We had very bad weather
for a week. TFor one whole day we thought we should go down,
Involuntarily, we of Great Britain found ourselves grouped to-
gether by the davits, holding on.  Quoth the blasphemer—

“Since we are to go down, we English will stick together,
and let the damned Frenchmen drown by themselves. Is there
any fellow here that can say a short prayer ¢’

It was a dreadful punishment to him for his evil life, that he
couldn’t remember even the shortest in the whole Church
Service ; and I am quite sure, so staunch an Anglican was he, that
he would far rather have gone to the bottom with no prayer at
all, than with anything extemporaneous or irregular, Even the
petition for rain would have comforted him,

However, in St. Denys, the English merchants sat together in
each other’s offices. They drank a good deal of brandy in those
days, in little occasional nips, that touched up the liver if they
did not, keep off the cholera, No business was done of any kind,
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nor was there any pretence at it. No clerks came—these were
mostly mulattoes, and kept themselves at home, with the shutters
half-closed, sitting in a horrible circle in the dark, and with a
fearsome fluttering at their hearts. If they perceived an internal
rumbling, they took a dose of cholera mixture. If any one said
he felt unwell, the rest sidled from him ; and if one was actually
seized, they generally all ran away. The doctor in charge of the
hospital—he was not a Frenchman, nor was he English, and it
would be invidious to proclaim his race—ran away from his post.
e had a struggle of some days between fear and honour. At
last, as the sick were brought in more thickly, honour lost ground.
He fled : ¢ L'existence,” he said, *“ avant tout.” It was an honest
confession, and proved a sort of marbyr's creed ; for when he
came back, after the thing was all over, and the hospital swept
up again, clean and neat, he was astonished to find that the
Government—DBritish, of course—was taking a harsh view of
the matter, and that he was kicked out in disgrace. The straw-
paper organs made capital out of the event. The writer of one
crushing article erammed for it, like Mr. Pott’'s young man.
John Huss, the early saints of the Church, Savonarola, Cranmer,
Sir Thomas More, and Louis the Sixteenth furnished illustrations
for this admirable treatise.

Nostrams came into great use. Men, at other times supposed
to be of sound mind, went about peppering their noses with
camphor powder. Some swathed their bodies with flannel, and
some woreas little asthey possibly could. Somewould at intervals,
apply cold ice to the back bone—-others, warm water. Others,
again, would breakfast off bitter beer and boiled eggs, and dine
on brandy and water and soup. One man wrote to the paper
calling attention to the fact that few Englishmen died of cholera ;
and that, as he had recently discovered, the English colonists
always washed every morning, all over. This he recommended
to his own countrymen, as a thing not, indeed, suddenly to be
adopted, but to receive that serious attention and thought which
the gravity of the step demanded. For himselfhe confessed he
sometimes washed his feet ; but rarely.

One poor Briton nearly came to terrible grief. He was a
mariner ; and one evening, finding himself, some miles from St.
Denys, overcome with liquor, he fell down by the wayside and
slumbered. Native policemen, coming by with a cart, gathered
him up as one dead ; and a grave being already prepared, they
laid him in it, fortunately removing the shell. The English

3—2
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clergyman read the service, with sorrow for the poor fellow cut
off so suddenly, whose very name was unknown, and who lay
there perhaps to be looked for, many a weary day, by wife and
children. He had finished, and they began heaving in the earth,
As soon as it fell upon his face, the shock awakened him. Start-
ing up still unsteady, he began to bawl out, “ Ahoy there !—
ahoy I” The aborigines fled, howling in terror ; nor would they
ever accept any other version of the story than that it wasa
veritable post-mortem appearance, a spectre, that greeted them,
And the churchyard is haunted by it to this day.

As for the sailor, he was taken home by the clergyman, and
took the pledge ; which he kept till he got to the next port.
But he always swore he would never get drunk again in
Palmiste.

They were not all cowards. Brave deeds were done. Fore-
mosh of all, the brave deeds of the divine Sisters of Mercy. If I
die, poor and alone, forlorn and deserted, may one of these minis-
tering angels come to me with her sweef, unlovely face, and
passionless tenderness of heart! Then may she make me a
Catholic, or a Ritualist, or anything she like ;—all for dear
memory of the things I have known her sisters do. For to
them all duties are equally holy and equally divine. To them is
nothing loathsome, nothing revolting; no form of disease or
suffering too terrible to help ; no accumulations of misery and
poverty, no development of sickness, sufficient to keep them
away.

Is it fair, without mentioning a living man’s name, to mention
his deeds? Perhaps he will never see it in print. This is what
he did. In the height of the cholera, two coolie ships put into
port, both with cholera raging on board. They were promptly
sent off to quarantine off an islet—a mere rock, half a mile across
—twenty miles away.

Thence, after some time, news came somehow to Palmiste that
their apothecary was dead, and the captain, and all the English
sailors but a few. And all the coolies were dying with cholera.
Who would gothere? One young army surgeon stepped out, so
to speak, from the ranks. To go there was to go to certain death.
It was a forlorn hope. There would be no one to help him, no
one to talk to even ; no one to attend Aim if he was seized. He
went. For weeks he struggled with the pestilence, saving some
from the jaws of death, and burying others. The place, which
%{15 a mere charnel-house, he turned into a hospital—a Hotel

leu,
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The poor, terror-stricken Indians slowly regained hope, and
therefore, health ; and, when the evil time died away, he was
able to bring back half, at least, of his flock, rescued from death.

Tt is a heroism that is beyond the power of any Victoria Cross
%o reward ; and when it fires the blood, and sets the heart aglow
of him that reads it, the doer of the geste has his fittest crown of
glory, though he never hear of it.

In the country, away down at Fontainebleau, they were com-
pamatively safe. Few cases happened on the estate in the earlier
stage ; but, when it began to leave town, it broke out in the
country. Mr. Durnford took no precautions. In these matters
he thought it was like a battle-field. You could not, he said,
devise any armour against a cannon-ball.

« Obsairve,” said Mr. MacIntyre, taking a mip of brandy,
« some men are killed by a bayonet thrust.”

But one evening, when Phil and Arthur came home from a
stroll with their guns, they found MacIntyre in a state of wild
alarm on the verandah. Mr. Durnford had been seized. No
doctor had been sent for, because none was within twenty miles.
They had no medicine, except brandy. Mr. MacIntyre had been
giving him copious draughts, He had taken a bottle and a half
without the smallest effect ; and now Mr. MacIntyre, seeing the
boys go into the bedroom, retreated to the other side of the
house, and began to drink the rest of the bottle, glad to be re-
lieved of his charge.

There was very little hope. They sent off a dozen messengers
for as many doctors. But, with the utmost speed, no doctor
could arrive before the morning.

All night long they watched and tended him. Mr. MacIntyre
by this time, what with terror and brandy, was helpless. Thy
could do literally nothing. But, in the morning, came collapse,
and comparative ease. The dying man lay stretched upon his
back, breathing painfully, but conscious. Philip bent over him,
and whispered, with dry eyes and hard voice, while Arthur was
sobbing on his knees—

¢ Father, tell me of my mother "

Mr. Durnford turned his head and looked. e would have
Zpoiiﬁn ; but a trembling seized his limbs, and his eyes closed in

eath,

He was buried the next morning., All the people on the estate
went to the funeral. ~ But Mr. MacIntyre was absent. For, in
the night, a thought struck him. Tt was but a week since he had
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received, in hard cash, the half year’s salary due to him. Now
he saw his occupation gone. Without any chance of finding
employment in the island, he would be left stranded. He was
staggered at first. Then he reflected that no one knew of the
payment except his late employer. How if he could get the
receipt ¢ So, when the funeral procession started, Mr. MacIntyre
stayed behind, no one noticing his absence.

The house clear, he stole info the dead man’s room. THis desk
was open, just as he had left it. Here was a chance which it was
impossible to resist.

“It makes my heart bleed to wrong the lads,” said Mac-
Intyre, wiping his eyes; * but one must consider oneself.”

Then he looked out the receipt from the file, and put it into
his pocket. 'That done, he searched for the private account book,
which also fell into his coat-tail pocket. Then it occurred to him
that it would be an admirable thing to get a whole year's salary
instead of a half, and he began to hunt for the previous receipt.
This he could not find, though he searched everywhere. But he
found something which interested him, and he wrapped it in
brown paper, and took it also away with him. It was a big,
fat book, with clasps, and a small letter padlock, marked
“ Private.” He went down to his cottage, and cutting open the
clasps, he read it from end to end.

It was a sort of irregular journal, beginning sixteen years be-
fore. It opened with a confession of passion for Marie,

“If this girl were but a lady—if only, even, she were not
coloured—I would take her away and marry her. ‘Why
should I not marry her? What difference would it make to
me whether people approved of it or not ? . . .

“I saw Marie to-day. She met me in the garden behind
her mistress’s house. ~ How pretty the child looked, with a
rose in her black hair! She will meet me again this evening.”

And o on, all in the same strain.

In the leaves of the book were three short motes, kept for
some unknown reason, addressed to his wife ; but without date.

Mr. MacIntyre, in a fit of abstraction, took pen and ink,
and added a date—that of Philip’s birth. There was another
paperin the journal : the certificate of marriage of George Durn-
ford and Adrienne de Rosnay.  He took this out, and, shutting up
the journal, began to reflect,
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In the afternoon, when the sun grew low, he went to the little
Catholic church which lies hidden away among the trees, about
three miles from Fontainebleau.

Just then it was shut up. For Father O'Leary, the jolly Irish
priest, who held this easiest of benefices for so many years, had
only lately succumbed to age; and in the disturbed state of the
colony no priest had yet been sent down. The preshytere was
closed, the shutters up, and the church door locked.

The tutor went to the back of the house ; forced his way in
with no difficulty, by the simple process of removing a rotten
shutter from the hinges.

Hanging on the wall were the church keys. He took these,
and stepped across the green to the vestry door, which he opened,
and went in shutting it after him, whistling very softly to him-
gelf.

Then he opened the cupboard, and took down the two duplicate
registers of marriage. They were rarely used ; because in that
little place there were few people to get married, except the
Indiang, who always went before the registrar. Turning over
the leaves, which were sticking together with damp—Father
O’Leary was always the most carcless of men—he came to a place
where one double page had been passed over. The marriage im-
mediately before it was dated twenty years since; that after it
sixteen. He looked at the duplicate register. No such omission
of a page had occurred.

Whistling softly, he filled up the form between Marie—no
other name—and George Durnford, gentleman, for a date about
a year before Philip’s birth. Then he attested it himself—
“ Alexander MacIntyre "—in a fine bold hand ; forged the sig-
natures of the others ; and added, as a second witness, the mark
of one Adolphe. Then he rubbed his hands, and began to con-
sider further.

After this, he got the forms of marriage certificates, and filled
ene up in due form, again signing it with the name of the
deceased Father O’Leary. Then he replaced that one of the two
books in which he had written the forgery, put the forged certi-
ficate in his pocket, and the other register under his arm ; then
locked up the cupboard.

‘When he had finished his forgeries he looked into the church.
The setting sun was shining through the west window full upon
the altar, set about with its twopenny gewgaw ornaments, He
shook his head.
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¢ A blind superstition,” he murmured. “ We who live under
the light of a fuller Gospel have vara much to be thankful for.”

He went back to the preshytére, replaced the keys, and
walked home with his register in his hands.

He had no servant, and was accustomed, when he did not
dine at Fontainebleau, to send an Indian boy to the nearest shop
to buy some steak, which he curried himself. e went into the
kitchen—a little stone hut built at the back of the cottage—Iit
a fire of sticks, and proceeded to burn the register and M.
Darnford’s private journal.

The books would not burn at all, being damp and mouldy.

“ At this rate of progression,” he remarked, “I shall be a
twal'month getting through them. Tet us bury them.”

He dug a hole in the corner close to his house, buried his
books, piled the earth over them, and cooked his dinner with a
cheerful heart.

“ A good day’s work,” he murmured. ¢ Half a year's salary
gained, and the prospect of a pretty haul, if good luck serves.
Marie dead, O'Leary dead, one register gone, the certificates in
my possession. Master Phil, my boy, the time will perhaps
come when you will be glad to buy my papers of me.”

Mr. Durnford’s death showed that he had become a rich man.
All his property went by will to “my son,” while of Philip no
notice whatever was taken. Only thelawyer wrote him a letter
stating that by a special deed of gift, dated some years back, a
sum of money was made over to him, which had been accumu-
lating at compound interest, and had mnow amounted %o five
thousand pounds. This, at Palmiste interest, was five nundred
pounds a year. As his father had told him, it was his sole
provision.

Philip’s heart was stung with a sense of wrong. That no
mention was made of him—that, through all his life, he had not
received one word of acknowledgment or affection—that he had
been evidently regarded as a mere incumbrance and a debf,
rankled in his bosom. He said nothing, not even to Mr. Mac-
Intyre—who, now that he had no longer any further prospect of
employment, began to turn his thoughts to other pastures. But
he brooded over his wrongs; and now only one thought possessed
him—to escape from a place which was haunted by shame.

Arthur, too, wanted to go ; and their lawyer and adviser took
passages for the boys, and gave them proper letters to those who
were to take care of them in England till they were of age.
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Mr. MacIntyre, the day before they started, came to say fare-
well. He had an interview with each of his pupils separately.
To Arthur, by way of a parting gift, he propounded a set of
maxims for future guidance, including a rule of conduct for
morals, which he recommended on the ground of having always
adhered to it himself: and he left his late pupil with a heavier
purse, and consequently a lighter heart. Mr. MacIntyre in all
his troubles, had never yet wanted money. Asa Scotchman, he
never spent when he could avoid spending.

His conversation with Philip was of greater importance. With
much hesitation, and an amount of nervousness that one would
hardly have expected of him, he hinted that he was possessed
of certain information, but that the time was not yet arrived to
make use of it. And then, biting his nails, he gave the young
man to understand that, it he ever did use it, he should expect
to be paid.

“ But what is your knowledge ?” asked Philip; “and if you
have any, why, in the devil’s name, don’t you let it out at once?
And how much money do you want 2’

Mr. MacIntyre leaned forward, and whispered in his ear.

“Suppose my information proved your mother's marriage?
Suppose that a man—I'm not for saying that I should be the
man—brought all this to light ?”

“ Poor Arthur I said Philip.

“That’s not the point,” urged the other. “To be plain.
What would that information be worth ¢’

“1 don’t know.”

¢ Should we say five thousand pounds?’

““You mean that I am to give you five thousand pounds for
giving information which you ought to give for nothing? Mac-
Intyre, you're a scoundrel.”

“Eh ! mon,” replied the moralist.

_“Can you give me these proofs?” cried Philip, his voice
rising.

“No, I cannot—not yet. And perhaps I never shall be able
to do so. Whether I do or not depends upon yourself And
don't be violent, Mr, Philip Durnford. Remember,” he added
with a touch of pathetic dignity, * that you are addressing your
old tutor, and a Master of Arts of the Univairsity of Aberdeen,”
. “Go to the devil,” said Philip, ““and get out of this. Go,

Sily !N

I am grieved to say that Arthur, who was sitting outside, was
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startled by the fearful spectacle of his reverend tutor
with Philip’s hand in his collar
ing his movements,

It was all done in a moment,
the corner, and his
down the road.

Arthur looked up for explanation.

“Never mind, old boy,” said Philip,
He's a liar, too, T believe,

emerging
, and Philip’s right foot aceelerat.

Mr. MacIntyre vanished round
pony’s hoofs were speedily heard clattering

“The man’s a scoundrel.
Arthur, give me your hand. I have
been worried lately a good deal. But T won't wrong you, Re-
member that. Whatever happens—you shall not be wronged. ”
The next night they were steaming gallantly away. ~ The
Leadlands of Palmiste lay low on the horizon as the sun set, and
touched them with his magic painter’s brush.
Arthur tock off his cap, and waved it,
“ When shall we see the dear old place again, Phil1” he said,
with a sob in his throat,
“ Never, I hope,” said Philip. Tt will beto me o memory of
ickly sorrow and disappointment. Never. And now, old hoy,
hurrah for England and my commission ! T am going to forget
it all.”

He stood there, with the bright look of hope and fearlessness
that so soon goes out of the eyes of youth, and the sea breeze
lifting his long black hair, a possible—nay, a certain hero, It is
something in every man’s life for once to have been at peace with
God—for once to have thrilled with the warm impulse of true
nobility.

-

END OF THE FIRST BOOK,
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BOOK J1—AT HOME.

CHAPTER T,

Houe in England. It is ten years later on. We are in Gray’s
Inn, on a certain Saturday evening early in the year. The cham-
bers where we are met, like most of those in that ancient hostelry,
have the appearance of untidiness. Unlike most, they are clean
and carefully dusted. The furniture is well worn, bub comfort-
able—easy chairs with bits of the padding sticking out here and
there, and the leather gone in parts. The books are those of a
man who regards binding less from an artistic than from a useful
point of view, and is not careful to preserve their beauty. In
other words, the books are greatly battered. There is one table
littered with papers: among them may be scen some in a girl’s
handwriting,. One of the book cases is filled altogether with
books not often found in a bachelor’s room—children’s books,
books a little more grown up, and books of education. In the
window-seat is a work-basket. On the mantelshelf stands a glass
full of violets. There are antimacassars on the worn old chairs
and sofas ; and amid the general air of bachelordom, pipes, and
lazy ease, there is, one feels, a suspicion of some younger ele-
ment, the handiwork of a girl—the breath of youth and grace—-
in these rooms whose walls are so dingy, whose ceilings are so
black, whose furniture is so battered.

The tenant of this room is Mr. Hartley Venn ; who is now
standing on the hearth-rug in the act of receiving his visitors.
Of these, one is his old friend Lynn, of the Inner Temple—a
grave man who seldom speaks and never laughs. He is sitbing
by the fire with a pipe in his hand, not yet lighted, stroking his
heavy moustache. The other is our old friend, Arthnr Durnford
—a tall man now, of four or five and twenty, not long come up
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to town from Oxford : a man of slight proportions, and somewhak
stooping shoulders. He wears his fair hair rather longer than
most men, and a light fringe adorns his upper lip. A face
of more sweetness than power; a face which may command love
and respect, but scarcely fear; a face at which women glance
twice in the street, because there are in it such vast possibilities
of tenderness. He has mnot been a successful student—if you
measure success by the schools. A second class rewarded his
labours, it is true ; and Arthur retired content, if not greatly
pleased, at the result. Success he did nof greatly care for ; and
he was too rich and too lazy to descend into the arena and fight
with other men. Poverty has its rights as well as its duties ; and
among these is a prescriptive law—often enough violated—that
the rich should keep out of the battle. Remember this, if you
please, Messienrs the Archbisbops, Prime and other ministers,
Deans and dignitaries ; and next time you condescend to forward
your invaluable, if prosy, contributions to current literature, re-
flect that they are taken—and would be taken, if they were bad
enough to corrupt the taste of a whole generation—for the name
that they bear. Then, be humble ; or, better still, don’t send the
rubbish at all—I mean the words of wisdom—and let some poor
penny-a-liner get the guineas, But Arthur Durnford’s disposition
led him rather to seclude himself, and to forget that, with all but
a chosen few, life is a conflict. Ie was born for but one object,
dilettante literature—the investigation of the useless, the recovery
of lost worthlessness, the archeeological investigation of forgotten
lumber. But of this, his high mission, heis yet all unaware,
and is af present starting quite unconsciously in that road which
will eventually lead him to distinction. For the rest, a heart as
innocent and a life as blameless as any girl’s, and, like that of
most girls, a life as devoid of any active interest or any benefit to
other people. Some men are horn for this kind of passive life.
Their years float along in a kind of dream, or among occupations
which interest without exciting, and occupy without wearying.
Well for them if, as with Arthur, accident has given them the
means to gratify their inclinations.

Venn is the son of his father’s old tutor, and therefore, as he
explains, a kind of uncle to him. And to-night is the first time
that they havemet. Venn found out Arthur himself, from some
Oxford friend and “ information received.”

¢ Durnford,” he explains, introducing him him to Lynn, “is
my educational nephew. I am his tutorial uncle. That is, his
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father was a private pupil ab the rectory when I was six years
old. Your father afterwards went to Palmiste Island, I believe ;
yes, and made a fortune there—by—by—doing those things and
practising those arts by which fortunes are made, did he not?”

Arthur laughed, and said such was the case.

% Palmiste Island is of a more simple nature than London,
Lynn ; that is the reason why you and I, in spite of our merit,
have not got money. Now that youknow Mr. Arthur Durnford,
we will proceed to clect him, if you please, an honorary mem-
ber of the Chorus.”

The ceremony of election gone through, Arthur took an easy-
chair, and Venn proceeded to put bottles and glasses on the table.
Then he took up a position on the hearth-rug, and, with his coat
tails under his arm, turned to Lynn—

¢ The preliminary oration, Lynn ? "

« You make it,” said Lynn, who had by this time lighted his

ipe.
. pVenn bowed solemnly, and put on an air of great meditation,
stroking his moustache. Presently he began— .

« Tt 15 customary, ab the election of a new member into this
society, to instruct him in the nature of the duties and respon-
sibilities he is about to undertake. In the mysteries of the
Cabeiri—"

¢ Pags two thousand years,” growled Lynn.

Venn bowed gravely.

« Tn deference to the opinion of my learned brother I pass to
modern times. In the mysteries of Freemasonry, it is popularly
supposed that the candidate for admission is put to bodily pain
before receiving the terms of an oath so tremendous that the se-
crets of the craft have remained undisclosed from the time of
Solomon and Hiram, King of Tyre, to the present moment. The
fraternity of the Chorus heats no poker, and administers no oath ;’
and one penalty only awaits the offender—we expel him.”

“ Was any one ever expelled ¥’ asked Durnford.

% Qne, sir, was only last week expelled for levity. His name
was Jones. Jones, at least, will never more be privileged to sit in
the Chorus.”

Here a loud knock was heard at the door. Lynn opened it.
It was Jones.

The orator, no way disconcerted, shook hands with the new
arrival with a greater show of delight than his words absolutely
warranted, saying, as he pushed him into a chair—
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“Why do you come here, man, void of shame? Did you
not distinetly understand that you were never to appear again
on Chorus nights ¥

The new-comer, who was a smooth-faced, bright-eyed little man
in glasses, sat down, and immediately began to twinkle.

“I come as a simple spectator,” he said, I cannot keep
away.

¢ From sport to sport concealment’s guile
Preys on this heart of mine,

And when the worm provokes a smile,
1 drown the grief in wine,”

“Why,” said Venn, “he is positively doingitagain! Miser-
able man ! was it not for this we expelled you #*
Tt was,” said Jones with a groan. ¢Itis chromic. I am
traly wretched.”
«Silence, then; and you, young candidate, listen. The
Chorus was established ten years ago as a refuge for the unsuc-
cessful. It was intended to answer the purposes, in a small
degree, of a literary and artistic club—admitting, however, only
those professional unfortunates who can achieve no success. It
is a club of the unfortunate. When fortune comes to one of us,
| he shakes his wings and goes. 'We who remain wrap ourselves
! in the cloak of poverty and neglect, and meet mischance with
smiles. Of the original twelve who formed the first brotherhood,
there remain but Lynn and myself. We do not care now greatly
to enlarge the circle. Jones, here, was admitted five years ago.
He is but a chicken in disappointment, and has only just
begun to wait. I have already told you that he was expelled
and why.”
¢ Not,” said Jones solemnly—

¢ ¢ Not for a erime he did, nor ’caunse
He broke their own or nature’s laws 3
But for a simple trick he had
Of quoting what he learnt and read.

)58

Arthur began to feel as if he were standing on hishead. The
other two took no notice of the interruption.

« Society takes no heed of these unfortunates, They arelegion,
They occupy that middle ground which is above a small success,
and cannot achieve a great ons, Lynn, here, would scorn to he
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an 01d Bailey barrister, Yet he could do it admirably. He goes
in for Equity, sir, and gets no cases, nor ever will. Jones, I
am sorry that you muwst be excluded. J ones, among other
things, makes plays. No manager has yet put-one on the
stage.”

“The manager of the Lyceum is reading my last play now,”
said Jones.

“He always is,” said Venn. “I am, for my own-part, a
writer. I write a great deal. Some evening, when Jones is not
here, T will read you a portion of my works,”

“Pray,” said Jones, “ why not when I am here »

¢ Because,” said Venn, “ the last time I read you an essay you
fell fast asleep.”

“Idid,” said Jones ; go did everybody.”

T have, at times, offered my productions to editors, They
invariably refuse them. Under these circumstances, I retire into
myself, and put together the Opuscula which will one day he
eagerly bought by an admiring public. On that day Lynn will be
made Lord Chancellor, Jones will get a play acted which will run
for three hundred nights, and the Chorus will dissolve.

“You are to understand, then,”—after g pause, during which
Jones pulled out his handkerchief and wiped his eyes in grief at
the prospect of dissolution—* that we meet here weelkly between
the first of October and the first of April.  During the week and
in the summer vacation, we make observations which are after-
wards communicated to the Chorus. Thus we form a running
commentary on passing events which will contain when published
an admirable collection of maxims caleulated hoth to inform and
instruct. They are chiefly of a moral tendency. Excluded by
our misfortunes from taking an active part in the drama of life,
we stand by and remark. We are mostly resigned to our position.
Some, however, aspire, Dolphin, for instance—you remember
Dolphin, Lynn ¢’

He grunted.

“ Observe the dissatisfied air with which Lynn receives that
name. Dolphin aspired. He now edits the Daily Gazette, and
pays a fabulous income tax. Dolphin was nota great man. Of
all the excellent remarks that have been made in this room
Dolphin’s were the poorest.  Waterford, too, another instance,
He now leads a cireuit. Jones, what are you pursing up your
lips about? If you have anything to say, get id of it.”

“I was thinking of Tennyson’s lines,” said J ones, with greaf
softness of manner,
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« Prate not of chance-—the name of luck
1s blown the windy ways about ;
And yet L hold, without a doubt,

He prospers most who has most pluck.””

« Are those Tennyson's words?’ asked Durnford, taken off his
guard.

« You will find them in the two hundred and fortieth page
of ¢ In Memoriam, ” said Jones, readily. ¢ The stanza begins
with the well known lines—

¢ Balloon, that through the fleecy ring
Of bosomed cloud and mottled sky,
TFloatest athwart the wondering eye,
A winged eagle without wings.””

« And this creature,” said Venn, “ aspires to be a dramatist.
T.et me finish. The one unfailing rule, Wwhich is alone incapable
of being rescinded, is the rule of success. Any man who suc-
ceeds is turned out. Ipso facto, he ceases to be a member of the
association. Success s of all kinds, and we admib of no excuse
or palliation—the offender goes.”

« How if he write a book which does mot sell, but is yeb
praised ¥’

« He may, when his failure is quite established, remain with
us. More—we allow him to be damned any number of times.
Jones’s works, for instance : his novel—"

Here Jones visibly blushed.

« Tt was really very bad, and no one tool the least notice of it
_-not even the reviewers. Did any one buy a copy, Jones ¥’

«T believe,” he said, ©that there are still a few copies on the
pu'blishers’ shelves. These can behad now at a reduction. The
published price was thirty-one shillings and sixpence.”

¢« Your poems, Jones ¥’

« My poems,” said the bard, * were not meant to be sold: I

ive them to my country.”

¢« Tt is very liberal of you. T will presently detail my own
experiences of failure. Suffice it now to remark that I have never
succeeded in anything. You will find in me, sir, as my friends
have already found in me, a Very Tupper in posse. Iam the re-
presentative man of mediocrity—am I not, Lynn ¥’

The grave Lynn nodded.
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*You say so.”

“I will now give you—as Jones is not wholly acquainted with
my fortunes, as Lynn is a good listener, as you ought to know
something about me, and as it gives a sort of early Bulwer-Lytton
or even a Smollett-like air to the evening’s talk—a brief sketch
of the career of an unsuccessful man., Jones, will you kindly
undertake the bottle and jug department? Lynn, be so good as
to put the kettle on. Dunford, my dear boy, take tobacco, and
help yourself to drink. Claret is there, which I do not recom-
mend. That bottle of champagne is remarkable for its age. It
is coeval with the Chorus. Ten years have passed since it left
its native public. It is not to be opened, but stands there fop
respectability’s sake. Thers is port, if you like—it is not good.
Sherry is in the middle bottle. ~ You can open it, if you please ;
but I should not advise you to do so. The bottled bheer I can
strongly recommend, and the Irish whisky is undeniable. Jones
you rhyming wretch, what will yon take ? Lynn, T have your
pemission to talk to-night.”

“Stop " said Jones. Have you got anything to say heforo
he begins, Lynn? Have you, Durnford? This is your only
chance. For my own part, I can only say, with the poet
Wordsworth—

‘Not the whole warbling grove in concert heard,

So gladdens me as this loquacious bird.’ ”

“Proceed, Venn,” said Lynn—and quickly, for Jones is
bubbling with another quotation.”

“I will try not to be tedious. I began life rather well, for I
got into Efon as a colleger, and actually gained a considerable
quantity of prizes. I also learned to wear my hat at the back of
my head, to despise trade, to run bills, to make Tatin verses, to
regard seience and mathematies with a proper and reasonable
contempt, and to consider Efon as ths apex of eivilization—
ancient and modern. So far, I resembled other boys. Ocea-
sionally I was flogged. And I very early formed the germ of
that grand idea which I have since made the subject of ap
admirable essay.”

Jones wagoed his head solemnly ; whether from admiration,
envy, sympathy, approval, or some other emotion, was never

nown,

“It is that all the mischiefs of the world are due to the insuf.
ficient manner in which boys are flogged. Some, sir, I am
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" ashamed to say, are never flogged at all. Jones, you wetre never
flogged.

<] was mot,” said Jomes. If it is any extenuation of my
master’s crime, I may mention that he often caned me.”

«T knew it,” Venn returned, with an air of trinmph. There
are subtle influences about the older and more clagsical instru-
ment. It produces an offect which in after-life is only to be
detected by those who have made an early acquaintance with it.
Caning is merely & bratal mode of inflicting fear and pain, The
poetry of punishment is in the birch. The actual performance,
T admit—the mere physical process, cither active or passive—
alfords little food for reflection. Bub when 1 think of the effects
upon the sufferer, T am carried away, gentlemen, efferor. There
is the Anticipation, s0 full of tumultuous fears and hopes, with
its certainties as to the future fact, and ifs uncertainties as to
vigour and duration ; its bracing influence on the Volition, its
stimulating effect on the Fortitude, its cultivation of patient
endurance. All this, my friends, is truly poetical. Consider,
next, the After-glow. The After-glow is, indeed, @ magnificent
combination of sensations. Nothing that I can remember to
have experienced comes near it. Tt lingers like the twilight ;
and, like the summer twilight, it lasts all night. Tt warms like
the memory of a good action, or the blush of conscious virtue.
Tt is as soothing as_the ohsolution of a bishop. It removes as
many cares as a confession, and it wipes off sins likea pilgrimage.”

Te paused for a moment and looked round. There was 2
murmur of applause, Jones rabbing his leg with a painfol air of
sympathetic abstraction.

« Lot us go back to Eton. I was in the sixth, and stood well
to get into King’s. Unfortunately, the vacancy that should
have been mine came t00 late by half an hour. I had till twelve
on my last day, and a messenger bringir?y Dews of a vacancy
arrived, having loitered on the way, ab half-past twelve. The
man, gentlemen, died young. I say nothing about Nemesis—L
merely ask you to observe that he died young. So I went to
St. Alphege's. You, Lynn, were ab the same time at Trinity. At
St. Alphege’s, which is not a large college; We passed our time
in intellectual pursuits, which were not among those encouraged
by the Senate. This body, Durnford, which resembles a similar
institution ab Oxford, having, after long consideration, found oub
the most useless branch of science and the least useful method
of studying classical literature, has fixed upon these as the only
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means of arriving at any of the University distinetions. T eould
not do mathematics, as I have said ; and, as they would not let
me take classical honours without knowing how to graduate the
common steelyard, and such useful scraps of knowledge, I was
fain to go out in the Poll. Sir, if it had not been f01: the inven-
tion of that infernal steelyard—an instrument which T have
never seen, and never had the least necessity or desire to gradu-
ate—TI should this day have been a Fellow of St. Alphege’s.. .

“ Having failed here, I returned home, I found my family in
some little eonfusion, My brother L’ob-—you have met Bob,
Lynn %"

Lynn nodded.

“An excellent fellow, Lynn—most good-hearted man, though
he had his faults "—here Venn rubbed his nose meditatively.
“Bob had just taken a stand. He announced, resolutely and
without any chance of misunderstanding, that he wag never
going to do any more work. The line he took was this, He
said: ‘I am not elever enough to get money. T am clever
enough to look at other people getting money. Perhaps a life of
contemplation, for which I am evidently intended, will lead tq
greater results than a life of work. I simply, therefore, say to
the world in general, and my family in particular—Keep e,
Cive me a sufficiency to eat and drink,’”

“And how did the world receive this demand 97

“That very small portion of the external world which ever
heard it, declined to interfere, But out of my father—who,
though quite unable to see Bob's logical Position, could not Jet
him starve—he got a sufficiency to eat, and more than a suf-
ficiency to drink, However, Bob having taken this unexpected
line, T had to keep myself ; and did, after a fashion, till Bob and
my father died. Poor Bob ! You remember him, Lynn, coming
out of the Crown, with his elbows squared, quite drunk, and
arguing with the policeman ? Admirable traits of character were
in that man, His wifa allowed him 5 shilling a day, and his
whole study latterly was how to make the most of the money,
It went in six drinks ; and each drink involved & pipe and an
animated discussion in the tap-room, Bob, you see, miscaley-
lated his forces, He had not the physique to stand up against a
long course of leisure, and he succumbed. When he died, at

e early age of thirty-five, he sent for me, and made over to me,
with his usual kindness and thoughtfulness of heart, all he had
to give me—the care of his wife and boy,

4—2
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« At this time T was working for a living—mnever mind how,—
I got it, but only just got it. Tovery attempt that I made to do

anything betber for myself failed. I had no energy, they said,
or else no perseverance, or no luck, or no determination, and so
on. You know the kind of talk. The fruits of life turned,
when I touched them, to Dead Sea apples. Then 1 complicated

matters by falling in love.”
«id you?’ said Lynn.
«Yes, I was in love.
ventured to speak, and f

« What did she say ¥’
¢« Qhe said, ¢ No,’ in.a very decided and resolute manmer. I

did not much mind that, as 1 did the way in which she behaved

afterwards. I made then the discovery that there is nothing in
the world which more puffs oub and inflates a woman with pride
than the fact that she has had the heroism to refuse a man. For
at least three months after my rejection, there was the mightiest
feminine clucking ever heard aboub it. Her strength was over-
tasked, they said ; and all the family went to Madeira with her.
No one asked after my strength ; and I stayed in London, and
was regarded as a sort of involuntary murderer.”

«Did she die, then ¥" asked Lynn.

« Oh, no—not at all. She came back, very fat. Sheis in
Tondon now ; still unmarried, and likely to continue so. It may
cound uncharitable ; but, in the interests of husbands, I do hope
that such a model of Wwomanly heroie virtue ay never be

¢ T pever knew that before.”
Oh, yes; for some months before I

or some months after.”

married.”
¢ T also,” said Jones, have had my share of blighted affec-
tions.”

been in love?” asked Lynn.
« A most unfortunate attachment

Yet the dream was pleasant while

« Tave you, t00,

«T have,” sighed Jomes.
—an impossible attachment.
it lasted.”

Te held his head down,

broken voice—
«— Windsor—one of the Princesses. Not my

« Ag a boy—slope
fault originally—mine to nurse the passion.”

« Which was it '
« The prettiest, sir.”
¢ Bub how, when, where could

cess ¥’
«We mever interchanged words; but the eye spoke—ab

blushing modestly, and went on in a

gyou speak with the Prine




MY LITTLE GIRL. 53

seventy yards. Poor thing ! she’s married now, T hope she got
over it. I did, after a time.”

Venn bearing the interruption with an air of sufferance, re-
sumed his history.

“Getting over my love difficulties, I resolve to fall into love
no more, and went out of society. I have kept out ever since ;
and, on the whole, I prefer being out. Then I began to write
and the real story of my failure begins. You see, I was not
absolutely obliged to do anything when my father died, but I
fondly hoped to make literature a staff. It has never been to me
even a reed. I had, of course, faint glimmerings of success,
gleams of hope. Every time Tantalus stoops to the water, he
fancies that this time, at least, he will reach it ; and I think that
every now and then he gets a few drops—not enough to quench
his thirst, but enough to revive hope. My gleams of success were
like that poor conviet’s drops of water. They led to nothing more.
I fancy every editor in London knows me now. They say, ¢ Oh,
here’s Hartley Venn again; and T go into the rejected pigeon-holes,
So complete is my failure, that even my own people have ceased
to believe in me—so complete, that I have ceased to beliove in
myself.”

He paused ; and mixing a glass of whisky and water, drank
half of it off,

“You will remark—proceeding on the inductive method—
those who God destines to fail, He endows with excellent spirits.
dJones is a case in point—>

*“ Why should sorrow oer this forehead
Draw the veil of black despair ?
Let her, if she will, on your head ;

Mine, at least, she still will spare,”

This was Jones's interruption.

“I am, also, myself a case in point. TLyun is not, which is
one reason why I fear he will some day desert me. My own
equable temper is not, however wholly due to birth—partly to
circumstances.  You will understand me, Lynn, when I explain
that when quite a little boy I used to sleep in the same bed with
my brother Bob.”

* Not the least in the world,” observed Lynn,

“Dearme! The way was this. We had a wooden bed against
the wall. Bob gave me the inside, and insisted on my lying quite
straight on the edge, while he rolled up in the middle. By this
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arrangement, I got the wood to sleep on and the wall to keep my
back warm, with such small corners of blanket as T could wrest
from Bob as soon as he went to sleep, If immediate effects led
open repining, I incurred punishment at once. I learned a
lesson from Bob, for which T have never ceased to thank him, in
resignation—cheerful, if possible—to the inevitable. “Whenever,
as happened to me this morning, I get a MS. sent back, T say to
myself, ¢ For this were you prepared in early life by the Wood
and the Wall.”

Quoth Jones readily—

¢ You remember, of course, those lines in Bunyan, quoted, I
think, by Lord Willbewill? Observe the peculiarly Bunyan-
esque turn of the second line, with its subtlety of thought i—

¢ He that is down may fear no fall ;
The monk may wear his hood :

Give me, for moral warmth the Wall,
For moral bed the Wood.’

It was the answer to a riddle asked by the Prince at the banguet
given when Mansoul was taken, and Diabolus evicted. It fol-
lows the conundrum of the Red Cow,and is omitted in some
editions.”

“ Thank you very much,” said Venn, not smiling. “I have
only one or two more observations to make. The curious in
the matter of unsuccess may consult, if they think fit, my un-
published Opuscula. They will find there, clearly set forth, the
true symptoms of an unsuccessful man. Thus, he may be known
—not to be tedious—first, by his good spirits, as I have said;
secondly, by his universal sympathies ; thirdly, by his extraor-
dinary flow of ideas; fourthly, by a certain power of seeing
analogies ; and fifthly, by his constantly being in opposition. At
all times he is a heretic. The mere fact of a thing being con-
stituted by authority is sufficient to make him see, in more than
their true force, the argument on the opposite side.”

¢ You remember,” interrupted Jones, with a sweet smile, © the
lines o Y

¢ Stop, Jones,” cried Venn, ¢“T will not endure it. Lynn, I
have finished. @~ We will now, gentlemen talk of general
topics.”

They talked, as usual, till late in the night. It was past three
o’clock when Venn said—
¢ This reminds me of a passage in my essay on ‘The Art of
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Suecess.” T will read it you, The night is yet young. Where
are the Opuscula ?”

They looked at each other in dismay. Venn searched fop the
essay everywhere; not finding it, he remembered that he had
taken it to bed with him the night before, and went into the
nextiroom to get it. When he returned, with his precious paper
in his hand, the room was empty, and there was sounds of
rapidly retreating footsteps on the stairs ; for all had fled. He
shook his head in sorrow rather than in anger, and looking at Lis
watch, murmured—

“A general Exodus. They have left the Desert of the Exodus,
Past three o'clock | An hour's sleep before daybreak is worth
thres affer it. Shall T have my beauty sleep? No, The
cultivation of the intellect beforo all. Hartley Venn, my dear
boy, had you always borne that in mind you would not now he
the Wreck you are.”

He sat down and read, with an admiring air, the whole of his
long paper from beginning to end. Then he gave a sich of
contentment and weariness, and went to bed as the first gray of
the spring merning was lighting up the sky.

CHAPTER II.

Harrrey Veny—whose account of himself to Arthur was, on
the whole, correct—is, at this time, a man of eight and thirty
In the course of his life he has tried a good many things, and
failed in every one. Tle Ppossesses a little income of hetween
three and four hundred a year, comfortably housed in Consols,
where he allows his capital to lie undisturbed, being as free as
as any man in the world from the desire to get rich.  He is by
actual profession a barrister, having been called twelve years ago
at Lincoln's Inn.  But as he has never opened a law book in hig
life, or heen inside” a court of Justice, it may safely be asserted
that he would have great difficulties to encounter in the conduct
of any case with whicha too credulous solicitor might entrast him,
Friends, anxious to see him ¢ get on,” once persuaded him to buy
a partnership in an army coaching establishment, the previous
proprietor retiring with a large fortune.  All went well for a year
Or two, when, owing to some of their pupils never passing, and
both himself and his partner being hopelessly bad men of busi-
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ness, they found themselves, ab the beginning of one term, with
two pupils to teach. Naturally, the affairs of the institution got
wound up after this, Hartley being the loser of the fifteen hundred
or so which he had invested for his ghare. Then it was that he
retired to Gray's Inn, and took those chambers where we now find
him. He then became, as he was fond of calling himself, a literary
man—that is, he began that long ceries of Opuscula of which
mention has already been made. They were never published,
because editors invariably declined to accept them : mo doubt
they were quite right. He was full of reading and scholarship—
full of ideas; but he never acquired that way of putting things
which the British public desixes.

He disliked revision, too, which bored him ; and he had a habit
of reading his own things over and over again till he got to know
them all by heart, and their very faults appeared beauties. To
some men a censor is absolutely necessary. T have often thought
of setting myself up as a professed literary adviser, ready to read,
correct, suggest, and cub down, at so much per page—say ten
pounds. He had a sort of unecasy consciousness that life would
pass away with him without bringing any sorb of kudos to him ;
and though, from force of habit, he still kept note-books, and
covered acres of paper yearly, he had begun to look upon his
works as precious private property, written for his own recreation
and instruction—a treasure-house of wisdom for those years of old
age when his ideas would begin to failhim. There are hundreds
of men like him. Reader, thou who hast mever looked over a
proof sheet, are there not within thy desk collections of wverses,
sheets of essays, bundles of tales, which it is thy secret pleasure
to read and read, and thy secret hope to publish ¢ Deny it not.
‘We, too, have had this time ; and there is mo such delight in
reading the printed page—especially when the world has received
it coldly—as in gloating over the glorious possibilities of the
manuseript. What is the ‘miser’s joy, as he runs his fingers through
the gold, to the young writer’s as he sits, door locked, pen in
hand, as modest over the tender fancies of his brain as any youg
girl at her toilette over her charms ?

Venn is a smooth-faced man, with a bright, fresh cheek—in spite
of late hours—and a light moustache. His hairis perfectlystraight,
and he shows no signs of getting gray like Liynn,or bald like Jones.
His face is long, with a somewhat retreating chin—sign of weak-

ness—and a long drooping 10se, the melancholy and reflective
nose, He is nota tall man, and his shoulders stoop somewhat. He
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has still an air of youth, which I think will never leave him, even
when his hair is silvery white. And his expression isone of very
great sweetness ; for he is one who has sympathies for all. They
talk of him still at the butteries of his old college, where, in his
hot youth, he played many a harmless frolic in his cups, and
where he endeared himself to all the servants. Indeed, it was
no other than Hartley Venn who hearded the great Master
of Trinity himself on that memorable night when, returning
unsteadily from a wine, he accosted the Doctor leaving the lodge,
and there and then challenged him to a discussion on the nature
of Jupiter’s satellites. It was he, too—but why recall the old
stories? Are they not chronicled at the freshmen’s dinner table,
handed down to posterity like the Legends of King Arthur?
The waiters at his favourite places of resort regard him as a
personal friend. They whisper secretsas to the best things up ;
hide away papers for him ; tell him even of their family affairs ;
and sometimes consult him on matters of purely personal import-
ance. It was through Hartley, indeed, that I first conceived the
idea that waiters are human beings, with instinets, appetites, and
ambitions like the rest of us. It is really the case. And at the
British Museum, such was the esteem with which the attendant
—he knew all their names, and would ask after their wifes and
families—regarded him, that he used never to have to wait more
than an hour to get his books. And this, as every one who uses
the reading-room knows, is the height of civility and attention.

An indolent, harmless, good-hearted man, who could not run
in harness ; who could do no work that was not self-imposed,
and who did no work well except the self-imposed task at which
he had been labouring for twelve years—the education of his
little girl.

Everybody in the Inn—that is, everybody connected with the
administration of the place—knew Laura Collingwood. Every
body, too, felt that the production of so admirable a specimen of
the English maiden reflected the greatest credit on all parties
concerned—on the benchers, the barristers, the students, the
porters, and the laundresses ; but especially on Mr. Venn.

It was about twelve years before this time, when Venn first
took his chambers, and in the very week when Mrs. Peck, his
laundress, began her long career of usefulness with him, that he
found one morning, on returning from the Museum, a little child,
with long light hair and large blue eyes, sitting on the steps in
the door-way of his staircase, crying with terror at an evil-eyed,
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solemn old Tom cat, who was gazing at her in_a threatening man-
ner behind the railings. Unwashed, dirby, badly dressed, this
little rosy-cheeked damsel of six touched Venn's soft heart with
pity, and he proposed at first to purchase apples, a proposition
which he carried into effect ; and leaving her with a handful of
good things, proceeded upstairs with a view to commit to paper
some of those invaluable thoughts which were seething in his
brain. Presently to his astonishment, the child followed him up
like a little terrier, and, sitting down gravely upon the hearth
rug, began to talk to him with perfect confidence. Thereupon
he perceived that here was a new friend for him.

* What is your name, absurd little animal % he asked.

¢ Lollie Collingwood.”

“And who are your amiable parents, Miss Lollie Colling-
wood, and what may be their rank in life? Where’s your mother,
little one ?”

“ Mother’s dead.”

¢ Father, too ??

“Got no father. Grandmother told me to sit still on the steps,
Only the cat came. Here's grandmother.”

Grandmother was no other than Mus. Peck herself. TLater on,
she explained to Venn that her daughter, who had left her to go
into service, and was a “likely sort o’ gal” to lock at, had come
bacle to her the year before with the child.

“Said her name was Mrs, Collingwood. Said her husband
was dead. Oh! deara-dear-a-me! Said he was a gentleman.
And here was the baby—great girl already. And then she pined
away and died. And never a word about her husband’s relations;
and the child for me to keep and all. And bread’s rose awful.”

Hartley took thechild on his knees, and looked at it more
closely. As he looked thinking what a sad lot hers would be,
the little gir]l turned up her face to him, and laughed, putting up
her lips to be kissed with such a winning grace that Hartley’s eyes
l1an over.

“T1 help you with the child, Mrs. Peck,” he said ; “ don't be
afraid about it.  Will you be my little girl, Lollie ¢

“I’se your little gixl now,” said the child. And they gave
cach other the first of many thousand kisses.

“ Now, wait here with grandmother, while I go to get some
things for you.”

He set her down, and went to the establishment of a young

lady, with whom he had a nodding acquaintance, devoted to the
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dressmaking mystery. The lady, by great good luck, had a
complete set of clothes for sale—property of somebody else’s little
girl, deceased—and by invitation of Venn went round to his
chambers, where, first by the aid of warm water and soap, Dame
Nature’s handiwork was made fo look clean and white ; and then
with needle and thread and scissors, the child was arrayed in
what to her was unspeakable grandeur.

“That’s my little girl, Miss Nobbs,” said Iartley, looking ab
the result with beaming eyes.

“Well I'm sure, Mr. Venn! You might have the good taste
not to throw your child in my teeth, T do think,”

“ My good soul, T didn’t. Are your teeth broken, TLet me
look at them.”

Venn, you see, was younger then,

“Ha’ done now, Mr. Venn. You and your little girls, in-
deed 1”

“My dear Miss Nobbs, you and I, I am sure, have the greatest
possible respect for each other. Do not let me be lowered in
your eyes. The child is the grand-daughter of my laundress, the
aged but still industrious Mrs. Peck.”

“BSnuffy old woman she is! I can’t think how you can have
her about you. And that is her grand-daughter ¥’

“This is her grand-daughter—Miss Laura Collingwood. T
propose, Miss Nobbs, to devote a portion of my leisure moments
to the cultivation in this child of those mental accomplishments
and graces which have made you the admiration of the quarter.”

“Good gracious, Mr. Venn !—you'd talk a donkey’s hind leg
off. Don’t be ridieulous !”

“ And secondly, Miss Nobbs, I propose to ask your assistance
in providing her with a set of suitable clothes.”

“Now you talk sense. Let's see—shelll want six pr' of
so,cks, two pr’ of boots, three new pettikuts, four pr of—yes four
pr’ of. i

“Let us mot go into all the details,” said Venn. “I need
hardly say, Miss Nobbs, that in selecting you out of the many
talented and tasteful costumitres in our aristocratic and select
neighbourhood, I rely entirely on that professional skill
which——"

“Lord, lord ! said Miss Nobbs, “if all the gentlemen talked
like you, where should we all be, I wonder? You let the child
come to me to-morrow, and then I'll doall I can for her. Youlre
: i:;o?(i man, I do believe, Mr, Venn, though you ave so full of

alk,”
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“Take a glass of wine, Miss Nobbs, and drink the health of
Lollie.”

This was the beginning of it all. Next daythe child was brought
round, solemnly arrayed in her new splendour, to be looked
at. Hartley kept her with him all the afternoon, and gave her
the first glimpse of the alphabet. This he found so amusing,
that he repeated it every day until he had tamght the child, who
was wonderfully quick and intelligent, to read. Then he laid in
an immense stock of picturs books, and gave them to his little girl
as fast as she could read them ; and then he taught her to
write.

Three or four years passed on in this way. The afternoon
lessons had mever been interrnpted, save when Venn went away
for a fortnight or so in the autumn. They had gradually
lengthened ont, so as to take up nearly the whole day. Lollie
came now between eleven and twelve, and did not go home till
six, arrangements being made with a neighbouring purveyor to
send up lancheon to Mr. Venn every day at two, which was
Tollie’s dinner. She was then ten or eleven years old—a child
with long fair curls hanging down her back, knuckly elbows, and
long legs, such as most young ladies of her age may show. Only
her face is much the same as when Venn picked her up on the
doorstep, with a soft, confiding expression. She promises well
—little Lollie—to grow up into a beautiful woman.

CHAPTER IIL

Tar most perfect love and confidence existed between Hartley
and the child. They were a strangely assorted pair. He told
T ollie, almost as soon as she could understand anything, all his
projects—all his disappointments. She learned to know him
with that perfect knowledge which comes of always reading one
mind. She knew what he would think, what he would say,
what he liked. Her whole life was in him, and all her thouglts
horrowed from his. For him, the girl had become a necessary
part of his existence. Her education was his pleasure ; talking
to her the only society he had ; she the only person in the world
who seemed to care about what he did and how he did it.
When she was ten or eleven the child had a fever. Then
Haxtley kept her in his own chambers till she was well again,
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Her grandmother came, too—deeply resentful at being put out,
but afraid to murmur. When she hovered hetween life and
death, and prattled, when delirious, of green fields, it was Hartley
who sat up night after mnight, watching her with anxious eyes,
while the old woman slumbered in the easy-chair. And when
she got better—for it was bright spring weather—he took her
away up the river for a fortnight ; where they rowed, and walked
and talked, and the roses came back to little Lollie's cheeks.

There was no question of affection between them, because
there was no doubt. Do you think Adam was always bothering
to know whether Eve loved him? Rubbish! He knew she did.
As for Hartley, what had he to think about but the girl? What
had the girl to think about but Hartley ? Whom had she to love
except him? What grace of life, what sweetness, what joy, what
hope, but in him—her guardian, her teacher, her protector ?

The fortnight up the river was the first break Lollie had known
from her town life. Henceforth it was her dream, her ideal of
all that constitutes real and solid pleasure. She had before the
story beging, one more break in a month by the sea. Buf this
was not the same thing, because there was a third person with
them, This was how it came about.

It was autumn, and Hartley was meditating his usual brief
flight to the seaside. The girl was sitting in her usual place in
the window-seat, with her feet up, a book in her lap, and in her
hands some little work.

“Lollie,” said Hartley, * how should you like to go to the sea-
side with me "

She jumped off the seat with a cry of delight.

“T am not quite certain whether I can manage it ; but I am
going to try. I shall ask my sister to take you.”

Her face fell.

“ But that won't be going with you.”

“Ishall gotoo. Listen, Lollie. I want you, as you grow up,
togrowup a lady, I am teaching you the things that ladies are
supposed to learn at schools, But there are some things which
I cannot teach you. These you can only learn from a lady. I
refer, my child, not to those little dialectic peculiarities, if I may
call them so, of our neighhourhood—"

¢ (Qh, Mr. Venn, don’t say I talk like a little street girl.”

“ Not to those idioms,” he went on, as if obliged to gét rid of
one sentence before he could frame another—¢ invaluable as they
are to the philologist, but to the minor details of deportment.”
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She sat pouting.

“ I'm sure you always said I behaved very well.”

“So you do, Lollie, my child ; and you have always been the
best of little girls. That is the reason why you are going to be on
your best behaviour now. Put on your hat, and walk part of
the way with me to Woburn-place, where Sukey lives.”

Sukey was Miss Venn. Her real name was Lavinia ; bub her
brothers—Harfley and the unfortunate Bob already mentioned—
agreed early in life that so ridiculous a name should be suppressed,
and changed it, without her consent, to the homely name by
which she was ever after known. She, too, inherited a little
money, with a house, from her father, on which she lived in
considerable comfort, with the old family servant Anne, and a
subordinate maid. She was a fat, comfortable sort of persorn
now approaching perilously near to forty. She had given up
all ideas of matrimony, and chiefly occupied herself with her
different curates—hecause she never could quite make up her
mind between Low and High Church—and with little things to
eat. Hartley used to go and see her once in three months or so,
every now and then asking her to come and brealkfast with him.
On these occasions he would provide kidneys—* to keep up the
family tie,” he used to say.

Sukey received him with her usual cordiality, and rang the
bell for Anne to come up and shake hands with him.

T am going fo the seaside for three weeks, Sukey,” said he;
“and I want you to come with me.”

It was the very first time in his life that Hartley had expressed
any desire whatever for his sister's company, and she was for
the moment taken all aback. It took a considerable time to
get her to make up her mind that it would do her good, and it
was not till Anne herself interfered despotically that she gave
way.

“Very well,” said Hartley ; ““then that’'s settled. We'll go
the day after to-morrow. Oh, I forgot to say that I am taking
my little girl with me.”

His sister changed colour.

‘It is for your sake, my dear Sukey,” he said, persuasively—
“for your sake entirely. Far away from Anne, from your—
your pill-box and your little comforts, suppose you were taken
ill? So Lollie is to go with us to look after you, and be your
companion in hours of solitude.”
Sukey fairly burst out laughing.
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% My hours of solitude, indeed ? Hartley, you are the greatest
humbug I ever knew. Tam to gowith you because you want the
child taught to be alady. Oh, don’t tell me. A lady, indeed
— the daughter of a laundress ”
¢ Pardon me, dear Sukey. Her grandmamma occupies that

position. Her father was a gentleman. Qur grandfather, my

sister——"

“Was a bishop, Hartley. Don’t forget that, if you please.”
¢« We had two, dear. It may be uncommon ; but such is the
fact. In our family we had two grandfathers. One of them was,

if I may remind you, not wholly unconnected with the wholesale

glue and——"

“Don't be provoking! Well, Hartley, though I must say
your taking up with the child at all is the most ridiculous
thing, and what you are going to do with her I don’t know ;
et v

“Yet you'll go the day after to-morrow, my dear Sukey. Come
and breakfast to-morrow at ten. That will not be oo late for you,
At this season, sister, kidneys attain to a size and flavour unknown
as the year advances.”

And this was the way in which Lollie got her education.

Time passes on his way; and, as is his wont, takes from one
to give to another. Little Lollie grew from a rosy-faced child to
a woman—not so rosy, not so brimful of mirth and glee ; bLut
bright, happy, intelligent, and beantiful. Do you know the time
—it may be a year, it may be a month, it may be a day or an
hour, according to eircumstances—which separates the child from
the woman? Itisa curious time. Watch the young maiden of
seventeen. You will find her fitful, fanciful, inclined to long
reveries ; sometimes impatient and petulant, The old habits of
thought are passing away from her, and the new ones are as yet
strange and awkward. It is a time of transition. It lastsbut a
little while ; for soon the sweet spring breezes blow, the buds of
thought and fancy open into blossom, and your child is a maiden,
tempestiva viro—fit for love.

It is at this time that Venn’s little girl has arrived. Hartley
is conscious—dimly conscious, of a change in her. At times an
uneasy feeling crosses him that the old childish customs must be,
some time or other, modified. Then he puts the thought from
him, glad to get 11d of an unpleasant subject, and things go on
the same as hefore. Nob that Lollie thinks any change will ever
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come. To her, life means reading, playing, working, in the old
chambers ; and pleasure means going up the river in the summer,
or to the theatre in the winter, with her guardian.

Tt is & Sunday in early spring, one of those which come in April,
as warm as a July day, and malke the foolish blossoms open cub
wide in a credulous confidence—which no experience can shake
that the East wind is dead and has been comfortably buried.
« Clourage,” they say, like Charles Reade’s Burgundian soldier—
«gourage, camarades, le diable est mort.” Taking advantage of
the weather, Mr. Venn has brought his little girl to Richmond,
and they are floating on the river, baskingin the sun—Lollie
holding the strings, Venn oceasionally dipping his sculls in the
water to keep a little way on the boat.

«T've heen thinking, Tollie,” he begins, after half an hour’s
silence.

« Don’t let us think now. TLook at the flecks of sunlight on
the water,” she replies, and how the trees are green already.
Can you not write a poem on the river, Mr.Venn ¥’

« What we are to do with each other 77 he went on, withoub
noticing her interruption. «We can’t go on for ever like this,
child.”

« Don’t, Mr. Venn. Let us be happy while we can. Listen.
There are the church bells—the church bells I’ she went omn.

« Why have you never taken me to church, Mr. Venn? Why
do we not go, like other people ¥’

¢There are various reasons why they go, none of which seem
applicable to us, Tollie. They go because it is respectable : we
are not respectable. Poor we are, it is true, and scrupulously
clean ; but persons of no occupation, and certainly not respect-
able.  Then, a good many worthy people go because it is the
custom : it is not our custom. Because they want to wear their
best clothes ; we, my dear, have no best clothes at all. Because
they want a little variety and excitement : you and I take our

pleasure less sadly. And some go out of religion and devotion
—_which we do not feel, at present.”

She was silent. Somehow, perhaps, she felt that there was a
sort of separation between her and that respectable world of which
she could only know the outside.

« But when we do feel religious, we shall go, shall we not?’
she asked.

Venn nodded. Heo was full of thought on this new question

of the girl's fubure.
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“ Here is a water-lily for you, Lollie—sit steady—the first of
the season. ... . Let us number

: up your accomplishments
child.  You can play the piano—that is something. ~ You can,

sing a little—not much, if is true ; your voice heing, as Suke
would say, what Providence made it,” V. ery odd that they put all
the failures on to Providence ! Yoy can read, and talk and write
French. You know Latin ; though why I taught you Latin T
don’t know.,”

“If it was only to read Horace with you,” said the girl, half-
pouting, ” I really think you might have taught me something
else. With his wine, and his lyre, and his eternal egotism.”

“He should have been hers to-day, lying at your feet, Lollie,
crowned with myrtle, playing on his lyre, and singing, as he
floated down the sunny river, to the spring—

‘ Diffugere nives, redeunt jam gramina, campis,
Arboribusque coma,’ ?

“Which you translated, the other day, when we read it—

‘ The year, for her reasons, keeps changing her seasons 5
Now the leaves to the Terrace return, and the crocus to Kew.
Earth puts off her seal skin, and, clad in her real skin,

Smiles bright through her blostoms at Spring with its sunshine and
dew,”

Venn laughed,

“Yes, child ; that is, I believe, how Horace might have written
had he lived in these latter days.  You know how to touch the
tender place in my heart. If we have any pride, it is in certain
portions—unpublished—of the Opuscula, where an imitation
touches—we only say touches—the original.  But we were talk-
ing about Horace. I introdiced you to him, you know. Surely
you would like him—the fat little man, melancholy because he
Is getting older—to be with us now P

“Yes pretty well ; only I suppose he would have tired of us
very soon.  'We are not grand enough for him, you know, Ovid
would have heen better, He would have told us stories like
those we read together in the ¢ Metamorphoses,” about Cephalus
and Procris, for instance, But, no. T think I don’ cars much
for yourold poets. T tell you what we will do when the summer
comes, Mr. Venn : we will come here with Alfred de Musset, and
read ‘La Nuit de Déeembre,’ for contrast, while the sun is high
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over our heads, in the shade of a willow—shall we? I sometimes
think—" here she stopped.

“What do you think, Lollie?’

A child, you see, can tell you all; bub in the transition state
the thoughts grow confused. For then the mind is like a gallery
of pictures lit up with cross lights, so that none can be properly
seen. She half blushed.

% Go on with my accomplishments, Mr. Venn.”

«Well, we left off at the Latin. As for Greek—"

% No, I will not learn Greek. You may translate things to
me if you like.” :

¢« Af the new College for Ladies, I believe they make the
damsels learn Greek. That shows your prejudice to be un-
founded.” 3

¢ Never mind, I won't learn Greek.”

«YWell, then, I fear you have come to the length of your
knowledge. Stay, it is not every girl of eighteen who has read
Tallam, or who knows the literature of her country half so well
as you. Upon my word, Lollie, I begin to think that our sys-
tem of education is a success. You are a very learned little
person. A few ologies, and we should be perfect. Unfortunately
T don’t know any, not one—not even the clogy of describing
nasty things in ponds. How long is it since the education
began? Twelve years. You are eighteen, child. We musf
think about ”"—he stopped for a moment—*¢ about sending you
to the new college, to carry off the prizes,” he went on.

She shook her head, and he rowed on—DLolly thoughtfully
dipping her gloveless finger in the bright water, as the boab
floated along under the bank.

¢« (Could we not come always and live in the country, Mr.
Venn? Why do people choose to spend their lives in a great
town? See, now, we could have a cottage, my grandmother
and T, and you should have a house, like that one, only smaller,
with willows over the river, and a sloping lawn. We would
sit out in the air all day, and read and talk.”

¢ And never get tired—never want a change ¢’

“No, never. Why should we? I have such a lot of things,
gometimes, coming into my head—questions, thoughts. I
should like to put them all down as they come to me, and then
bring them to you.”

“Why don’t you put them down, my little girl?’ said
Hartley, looking in her face with his kindly eyes. ¢ Why not
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¢ome to me? And if I can’t answer them, we will try to find
somebody who can. Tell me some of them.”

“ I hardly remember. Only the contrast of the quiet and
beauty out here with London makes me sad somefimes, when I
ought to be happy. Do you think T am grateful, Mr. Venn 9’

“It is I who am not grateful, Lollie. Do you know all you
have done for me ?”

“No. Iam selfish. I am always thinking of what you have
done for me. What have I done?”

“I can hardly tell you all, Lollie. I will tell you something,
Tt is about twelve years now since T made out, quite clearly and
unmistakably, what fate had in store for me. The prophetic
voice said to me, ‘ Hartley Venn, you are no good. You are a
person without ecommon sense, without energy, without courage.
You must therefore make up your mind to obseurity. You will
not be able to marry—you must not fall in love. You had
better resign yourself to live in your chambers until you require
a nurse” I said, ‘ Very well, my venerable sisters of the fatal
spinning machine. I would have asked a few questions ; but
perhaps, as it is easier to ask than get an answer, I had better
hold my tongue. I accept the Position, ladies, with a general
protest against the inequality of things. I accept the position.
Perhaps,” T went on to say, with withering irony, ¢ I may not
be so proud of your handiwork as to wish for a continuance of
my kind. You may break up my mould, if you please, and as
soon as you please. It won't be wanted again.’ They hadn’t a
word to say in reply.”

“I don’t understand,” said Lollie—¢ that 18, I only half un-
derstand. You mean that you had not enough money for mar-
riage ¥’

“Exactly so ; and that I did not see my way to getting any.
The prospect was mnot alluring. But then, you see, that com.
pensating power in Nature, whom, I think, the Romans should
have made a goddess, one who would go about administering
compensatory gifts, gave me—you, child ; and T have been
happy ever since, watching you grow, and become wiser and
better ; trying to show me what a lady ought to be, and getting
Younger myself in catching the enthusiasm of your youth. My
little girl, 'you have been the sunshine of my life !”

The tears came into Lollie’s eyes.

“You are too good to me, Mr. Venn. I will try and remem-

: 5—2
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ber what you have said to-day. But don’t say it again. Never
say it again, please.”

“Why not, my child ¥’

“T don’t know. When you said that T was your sunshine—
ah ! what, then, is my sunshine? A cloud crossed the river,
and it seemed as if your sunshine was suddenly taken away. It
is foolish—foolish—foolish I’ she repeated, laughing; *hut
please don’t say it again.”

Venn was resting on his skulls, and looking in her eyes with
a vague sort of anxiety. Her cheek was flushed, and her lips
trembled. She held out her hand to him, and smiled.

“Forgive me. I am your little girl—your daughter—your
ward—and you are my—"

“ Not your father, child,” returned Venn, hastily. ‘Here is
Teddington, Lollie. Let us have no more confessions. Tell
me some of your thoughts while we go back, and keep a look-
out. Remember that day when you ran me into a tree ab
Clieveden Woods.”

% Oh, what fun it was!” she laughed; “and it took us half
an hour to get the hoat out again. Now, then, we shall be back
in a quarter of an hour., What shall I tell you—some of my
old thoughts? I used to think that if I was rich—very rich,
you know—what a different world I would make it. Every
poor man’s house should be clean, every poor man should be
taught not to drink, there should be no cruel want in the winter,
bread and coals should never ‘go up,” and the world should not
know what was meant by the word hunger. Those were doll’s
thoughts, you know. Then I used to think, when I got a little
older, how that one person—tolerably rich—might make a little
street his own, and by force of example, show people how they
ought to live. Then I got older still; and now I think what
one person could do, if he had the strength and the will, with-
out any money at all.”

“ How would he do it, and what would he do ?”

“ He might live among poor people, and find out the way to
help them without making them dependent. A man could do
it, it he was not always trying to make people go to church.
A clergyman might do it, if he was not like those I see about.
But nobody will do it; and the people are getting worse and
worse.”
¢ Don't think too much of the people, Lollie ”

“But I must think of them, Mr, Venn. Do I not belong to
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them? Do I not live among them? They are all good to me;
and it goes to my heart that I have been taught so many things,
and can do so little. 'Well, then, you see, I think about other
things—myself and my lessons, and you, and the dear old
chambers, with the chairs dropping to pieces. If I were rich, T
should cover the chairs, and get a new carpet, and buy you a
new dressing-gown, and have the walls painted over again, and
make them so fine that we should hardly know each other
again.”

“They do for us, Lollie.”

“Ah, yes—they are delightful old chambers. Do you know,
Mr. Venn,” she went on, with a sigh, “I should like to know
some young ladies. I don’t mean like Miss Venn, but quite
young girls, like myself. T see them walking in the squares
with each other and their governesses. I wonder what they
talkt about. Do you know #’

“I knew a young lady once,” answered Venn, meditatively.
“She used to ask everybody if they liked ¢In Memoriam,’ and
she used to talk about dress a good deal.”

“I suppose in those houses about Tavistock and Russell
Squares they have everything they want. Plenty of amusement,
with all nice people—ladies and gentlemen. They make all
their interest in study, don’t you think? With their opportu-
nities, you know, they ought to. They are always trying to do
good to each other. They mnever have bad tempers, or say
unkind words to each other, like poor people. They don’t talk
scandal like poor people; and they are not always thinking of
finery, like poor girls—not always craving for excitement, like
my class. It must be a delicious thing to be a young lady.
‘ Manners makyth ye man,’ as I read the other day. Isn’tita
fanny thing to say? But I should like to see how manners
makyth ye woman. I imagine the life of one of these young
ladies. ‘When I see one walking along, looking so quiet, and
thoughtful, and proud, I say, ¢ My dear, you are very happy ;
you have no frivolous or foolish tastes, because you are so well
educated. You have read all the best books, you know how to
dress tastefully, you do not spend more than half an hour a day
over your things, you are full of schemes for doing good, you
are not always thinking about sweethearts, but some time or
other your lover will come to you and take you away.” Iivery
woman must think of love a little, you know. We are happy
$o—isn’t that the reason, Mr. Venn? Then, I see them going
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to church. It must be a heautiful thing going to church—all
kneeling together, without a thought except of goodness and
religion. You can teach me, Mr. Venn, and eduacate me to all
sorts of things; but you can never make me like one of the
young ladies I see as I walk about.”

«T don’t want to, Lollie. I like you best as you are. Tet
me pull her in. Now then, child, take care how you step.”

They went back by train, and dined together at seven ; then
up to Venn's chambers, where Lollie, who was very quiet and
thoughtful, made tea. After tea, she played for him one ov two
of his favourite * Lieder ohne Worte,” while he smoked a pipe
by the fire side, and looked at his little girl.

She was a tall girl now—not little at all. Her light hair had
darkened into brown, her blue eyes were of a deeper colour,
She had a perfectly oval face; her mouth was small, and her
lips perhaps a little too thin, tremulous ; her nose straight and
clear cut, her chin slightly—very slightly—projecting—just
enough to show possible strength of will. Her wealth of hair
wanted no artificial pads to set it up and throw it off as it lay,
like an Apocalyptic crown of virtue, upon her head. She was
dressed in a blue alpaca, simple and tasteful. She had thrown
off the jacket and hat she had worn all day, and her little fingers
rambled up and down the keys of the old piano as if they knew,
without any telling, where the music lay. As she played—by
the upturned eye, by the trembling lip, by the fixed gaze—jyou
knew that her soul was in the music, far away.

Venn looked at her long and earnestly. What was he to do
with this treasure—this pearl of maidens, that he had picked
out from the very gutter and made a princess? Did you ever
mark, in some rough, squalid field, rank with coarse grass, foul
with potsherds and rubbish, some sweet wild flower, blossoming
all by itself—the one single pretty thing in the compound?
Nature is always providing such wild flowers. Over the ruinous
wall she trains the ivy, on the broken-down ramparts she plants
the wallflower ; she will not that anything should go on withoub
some touch of beauty to redeem the rest. On the seas are the
loveliest sunsets, in the Desert the Children of Israel had their
mirage. So you have seen, in some coarse, rough plaes in Lon-
don, in some reeking manufacturing town, among faces blotched,
faces smirched, faces besotted, faces sharp with the gold hunger,
faces heavy with the remembrance of crime, faces vulgarised by
common and stupid vices, faces low, bad, base, some one face in
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a erowd, so bright, so pure, so beautiful, so loffy, that it seemed
to redeem the ugliness of all the rest. And such was the face
of Lollie. - 5

Venn put down his pipe, and stood behind her as she played.
She looked up in his face without stopping.

“You are happy, child ¥’ he asked, taking her face in his
hands, and kissing her forchead in his paternal way.

« Ag if T am not always happy here !”

A cold chill passed through Venn's heart ; for he then, for the
first time, perceived that there was another side fo this picture,

CHAPTER IV.

Axoraze side to the picture! Yes. For twelve long years the
girl had been growing at his feet, coming to him daily, sitting
beside him as he unfolded the treasures of knowledge to her, and
taught her, within the bounds of innocence, all he knew himself.
She came in the morning—she left him about six; for eight
hours or so she was his constant companion. Then she went
away, out of his thoughts—according to his habit; and he went
to his club, to his restaurant, to his half-dozen friends, talked,
smoked, drank brandy-and-water, and came home again,

And what did she do?

She went home—what she called home—to Puddock’s-row.

There was once, in the old times, an unfortunate young person
whose fate it was to be half her life an animal—1I believe a cat,
if my memory, a treacherous one at best, does not play me false ;
the other halt she might spend in the ordinary delightful figure
of the girl of the period. So, too, Melusine, daughter of Pres-
sine of Avalon, and wife of the Knight Raimondin, who was
obliged to forbid her husband ever to look upon her on Satur-
days, when she put on, from waist downwards, the scales and
skin of a serpent.  Little Lollie, very early in life, realised that
her life was to be something like one of these ladies—of whom,
however, she had never heard. From ten to six, or thereabouts
—Sundays as well as week days—civilisation, licht, ease, clean-
liness, comfort, culture ; all the pleasures that ecan be had in
talking, learning, writing, and music ; a life of affection, thought-
fulness, and care; a time spent with a man so much older than
herself that even now, that she was grown up, she looked upon
him as almost her father, and loved him as much as any father

e — —m
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could be loved. From ten to six, a sweet innocence of trust,
the growth of twelve years' intercourse, of the outpouring of
confidence which she could give to no other person in the world.
From ten to six the modest pride that the girl had in being the
object of all this grace and tenderness in her Bohemian pro-
tector.

But from six to ten, Puddock’s-row.

To know Puddock’srow aright, you must visit it ab least
every night in the week, at each successive season. As the pro-
gress of my story might be hindered in the deseription of eight
and twenty nights, let us only give a few general details. Lol-
lie’s grandmamma occupied a first Hloor—four and sixpence the
two rooms—in the Row, and was considered a rich and fortunate
woman. She had only one set of rooms to attend, and Venn
only gave her six and sixpence a week for all her motherly care ;
and Lollie did not know that her own pension money, weekly
administered in addition to this, by Venn, was all they had to
live upon. The inhabitants of the Row looked upon the girl
with respectful admiration. Of her virtue there could be but
one opinion, and but one of her beauty. She was the pattern
of the court ; and moralising mothers, when they were sober
enough to point the moral and improve the tale, were apt to fix
her success as a theme, and narrate her story to envying daugh.
ters as that of one who had risen by her own merits,

They were a kindly, dissolute, improvident race—always sin-
ning, always repentant, always sick and sorry. There was the
old lady at the end of the court, who worked hard all the week
and got drunk every Saturday night, and was wont to come out
at twelve, with her hand to her head, crying aloud unto the four
winds, “ Oh, Lord, how bad I be!” There were the family of
five brothers at No. 2, who fought most nights in pairs, the
other three looking on. There were two or three laundresses of
the Inn, who were even worse, as regards personal habits and
appearance than poor old Mus. Peck, and envious of her superior
fortunc. There was a swarming population all day and all night ;
there was no peace, no quietness, no chance for anything but
endurance.

And in the midst of all this the poor girl had to spend her
evenings and her nights. Sometimes she would ery aloud for
shame and misery. Sometimes, when she was left alone, the
squalor of her surrounding circumstances would appear so dread-
ful, so intolerable, so miserable, that she would resolve to beg
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and implore Mr. Venn to take her out of them, Sometimes
she would shut out the world around her by building castles in
the air, and so forget things. Only, as time went on and things
did not change but for the worse, she found it becoming daily
more difficult to keep up the illusions of hope, and persuade
herself that all this would have an end.

The poor grandmother was a trial. I am afraid the wicked
old woman purloined half the money that Venn gave her for his
ward, and put it into a stocking, She was not a nice old woman
to look at. She had disagreeable habits. She was not reticent
ofspeech. She was interested mainly in the price of the commoner
kinds of provisions, such as the bloater of Leather-lane. And
when she was in a bad temper, which was often, she was a
Nagster. From habit, Lollie always let her go on till it was
bed-time. Then, at least, she was free, for the little room af
the back belonged to her. She could have comparative quiet
there, at any rate. The old woman preferred sleeping among
her pots and pans, as she had been brought up to do, in the
front room. Besides, she was afraid of her grand-daughter, and
yet proud and fond of her, She felt more comfortable when
the child was gone to bed, and she could nag all to herself—
audibly, it is true, and with the assistance of a little bottle con-
taining some of Mr. Venn’s brandy. On the whole, she was
well pleased that she had but little of the girl’s society. For
like will to like ; and many were the cheerful little gatherings,
not unenlivened with gin, which took place on that first floor,
what time Lollie was gone to the theatre with Mr. Venn, with
ancient contemporaries of this dear old woman,

Ithink I see her now. *Tout ce quil y a du plus affreux.” An
antique *front ” always twisted awry over a brow—marbled, in-
deed, but not with thought A countenance in which deep lines
were marked with a deeper black than covered the rest, Small,
cunning eyes : if you lead a small, cunning life, your eyes do
most inevitably become small and cunning of aspect. Fat lips,
such as might come from always eating roast pork—the greatest
luxury with which Mrs. Peck was acquainted. A honuet never
removed day or night, A dress—but, no, let us stop. Is there
nob a sorf of sacrilege in describing, only to mock at her, a poor
old creature who was what the conditions of life made her? Let
us bring honour and reverence to old age. For Mrs. Peck no
more shall be said. To her virtues very kind, Hartley Venn was
Yo all her faults very blind, She cribbed everything, She never
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cleaned anything. She smashed everything. She cheated. DBut
she was Lollie’s grandmother.

TLollie's education we have sufficiently described. It had, as
we have hinted, one capital defect. There was not one word of
religion about it. Venn—not because he was an infidel, which
he was not ; nor because he wished to make an experiment,
which was not the case ; but simply out of pure carelessness and
indifference, and because he never went to church himself—
taught his little girl no religion whatever. She knew, from
reading, something—the something being the most curious med-
ley possible, from a mixture of every kind of Latin, French, and
English authors. Venn respected maidenly innocence so far as
to keep harmful books, as he thought them—that is directly
harmful—out of her way ; but he gave the child firs a literary
taste, and then access to writers whose ideas of religion were
more “ mixed” than would have been good for the most mas-
culine intellect. The Bible she had mever even seen ; for the
only copy in Venn's possession had, many years before, tumbled
hehind the bookease, and was thus lost to view. And of ladies
che knew bub one, Miss Venn, who still asked her to tea once or
twice a year, treated her with exemplary politeness, and sent her
away with a frigid kiss. Miss Venn, you see, was suspicious,
She always fancied her brother was going to marry the girl ; and
therefore made it her business to try and make her understand
the great gulf which comparative rank establishes between people
—grandchildren of bishops, for instance, and grandchildren of
laundresses.

She had two lovers—past and rejected, bien entendu. One
was a gallant young lawyer’s clerk in the Inn, about her own age,
who accosted her one morning with a letter, which she handed,
unopened, to Venn. It contained honourable proposals. Venn
descended to the court where the aspirant was waiting for an
answer, and there and then administered a light chastisement
with a walking cane ; the policeman—he of the big beard and
the twinkling eyes, not the thin one—looking on with a grim
but deeided approval.

Then there was Sims the baker. A quite genteel young man
of a Sunday, if you see him got up in his best, blue tie, and flower
in his button hole, with a cane. He attaclced the fortress through
the grandmother, and persuaded her to accept the first offerings
of love, in the shape of certain fancy ones, which greatly pleased

the old lady. To her astonishment, the child threw the gifts
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out of window ; and Ilr. Venn went round the next day and
had a serious talk with the young man. He put on mourning
the next Sunday, and walked up and down the Gray’s Inn-road
all day in the disguise of a mute. But Lollie never saw him ;
g0 his silent sorrow was thrown away, and he returned to his
Sally Lunns.

And this is all her story up to the point when we left her in
Venn'’s chamber playing to him. 2

It was between nine and ten o'clock that she left Gray’s Inn
for home—not five minutes’ walk, and one. which she always
took alome, Here she had a little adventure. For as she was
striding fast along the pavement of Holborn, she became aware
of a “ gentleman ™ walking hbeside her, and gazing into her face.
It was one of those moral cobras, common enough in London
streets—venomous but cowardly, and certain to recoil harmless
before a little exhibition of daring. He coughed twice. Lollie
looked straight before her. Then he took off his hat, and spoke
something to her. Then, finding she took no notice of him, he
took her hand and tried to pass it under his arm.

“We are old friends, my dear,” he said, with an engaging
smile.

She shook him off with terror, erying out.

There werea few people passing at the time who were astonished
to see one gentleman take another gentleman by the coat collar,
and kick that gentleman into the gutter.

¢ Insulted a lady,” said the champion to the bystanders, and
going back to Lollie.

“¥ah!” cried the liftle mob, closing round him, for vie was
doun. And when Lothario emeraed from that eircle, his hat was
battered in, and probably a whole quarter’s salary of mischicf
done-to his wardrobe. The moral of this shows how prudent it
is not to be taken at a disadvantage. Also that it is best to get
up at once if you are kicked into the gutter, and to cross the
road ; and, thirdly, that as the mob is sure to join the winning
side, it is best to be the vietor in all street encounters. Some
historians give no moral at all to their incidents; for my part,
my morals are my strong point. When I do not give one, it is
only because the moral may he read in so many ways that even
three volumes cannot stretch so far.

“ Permit me to see you safely part of your way at least,” said
Lollie’s knight.

He was a gentleman, though apparently of a different kind to
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Mr. Venn, being very carefully and elaborately dressed. Iis
face she hardly noticed, except that he had a small and very
black moustache. But she was so frightened that she was not
thinking of faces.

“ [ live close by,” she said. ¢ Permit me to thank you, sir, for
your brave interference. I have never been insulted before,
You have done me a great service. Good night.”

She held out her hand'with a pretty grace. He took it lightly,
raised his hat, saying—

«T am very happy. Perhaps we may meet again under more
forbunate circumstances. Au revoir, mademoiselle ; sans dire
adieu.”

She smiled, and turned into Gray’s Inn-road. She looked
round once. No; her champion was a gentleman—he was not
following her. Why did he speak in French %—* Au revoir,
sans dire adieu,” She found herself saying the words over and
over again. Nonsense |—of course she would never see him
again ; and if she should, he was only a stranger to her.

She told Venn in the morning, who flew infto a great rage,
and promised always to take her home himself when she left his
rooms later than six, In the course of the day he calmed down,
and delivered an oration—T am sorry I have no space for it here
—on the nature and properties of the common or streot snob.

CHAPTER V.

Py1acoras once compared life to the letter Y. This letter, start-
nga trunk, presently diverges into two branches, which represen
respectively the two lines of life : the good and consequently
happy—that is the thin line to the right ; and the bad and con-
sequently miserable—the thick black one to the left. It is an
elementary comparison, and hardly shows the sage at his best.
For as to happiness and misery, they seem to me somehow de-
pendent on public opinion and the length of a man’s purse.
A man with a hundred thousand a year may really do anything
—not only without incurring ignominy, but even with a certain
amount of applause.  He will not, of course, practise murder as
one of the Fine Arts, nor will he cheat at whist, and he will have
little difficulty in resisting the ordinary temptation to commi
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burglary.  But for the poor man public opinion is a mighty
engine of repression. Virtue is his stern, and often bitter, portion.
Public opinion exacts from him a life strictly moral and rigidly
virtwous.  In all places except London, it forces him to go to
church: in a manner, it drives him Heavenwards with a thick
stick. The rich man, in whose favour any good point—even
the most rudimentary—is scored, may be as bad as he pleases ;
the poor man against whom we score all we can, is just as bad
as he dares to be.  This is one objection to the Pythagorean
comparison. Another is, that young men never set off deliber-
ately down the thick line. Ifis, I admit a more crowded line
than the other ; but then there ave constant passings and re-
passings to and fro, add I have seen many an honest fellow, once a
roysterer, trudging painfully, in after years, along the narrow
and prickly path, dragged on by wife and children—though cast-
ing, may be, longing looks at the gallant and careless men he has
left.

“I knew that fellow, Philip Durnford,” an old friend of his
told me, “when first he joined. He was shy at first, and seemed
to be feeling his way. We found out after awhile that he could
do things rather better than most men, and more of them, If
you cared about musie, Durnford had a piano, and could play
and sing, after a fashion. He could fence pretty well, too 5
played billiards, and made a little pot at pool : altogether, an
accomplished man. He was free-handed with his money ; never
seemed to care what he spent, or how he spent it. Queer thing
about him, that he was a smart officer, and knew his drill. 1
think he liked the routine of the regimental work. Somehow,
though, he wasn't popular. Something grated. He was not
quite like other men; and I don't suppose that, during the
whole six years he was in the regiment, he made a single good
friend in it. Perhaps he was always trying to be better than
anybody else, and he used to flourish his confounded reading in
your face ; so that some of the fellows were afraid to open thei1
lips.  'We didn’t seem to care—eh? about John Stuart Mill.
Then, he wouldn’t take a line. The fast man we can understand,
and the man who preaches on a tub and distributes tracts, and the
army prig we know, and the reading man ; but hang me if we
could make out a man who wanted to be everything all at once,and
the best man in every line. I can assure you we were all glad
when we heard that Durnford was sending in his papers.”

That was the state of the case. Phil Durnford started heroic-
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ally down the thin line. When we meet him again, he isin
the thick, the left-handed one, with the mob. This is very sad ;
becausewe shall have to see more than enough of him. You see, he
wanted patience. He would gladly have won the Victoria Cross,
but there was nothing in that way going just then. He would
have liked to elimb quickly up the tree of honour. But this is
a tree which can be only attempted under certain conditions.
Had he been a drummer in the French army, about the year
1790, he might have died Marshal of the French Empire. But
he fell not upon the piping times of war. So he went in for
being a dashing young officer : rode—only he did not ride so well
as some others; gambled—only not with the recklessness that
brought glory to others; and was a fast man, but without high
spirits. In personal appearance he was handsome, particularly
inuniform. His cheek showed—iwhat is common enough in men
of the mixed breed—no signs of that black blood which always
filled his heart with rage whenever he thought of it. His hair
was black and curling, his features clear and regular. Perhaps he
might have been an inch or two taller with advantage; while
his chin was weak, and his forehead too receding.

Always weak of will, his heroic element has now, though he
is only six and twenty, almost gone out of him. He looks for
little beyond physical enjoyment of life : he has no high aims,
no purposes, no hopes. Worse than all, he has no friends or
belongings. So his heart is covered with an incrustation, grow-
ing daily harder and deeper, of selfishness, cynicism, and un-
belief. When the devil wanted to tempt him to do something
worse than usual, it was his wont to show him his finger-nails,
where lay that fatal spot of blue which never leaves the man of
African descent, though his blood be crossed with ours for a
dozen generations. Then he waxed fierce and reckless, and was
ready for anything. If the consciousness of descent from a long
line, which has sometimes done well and never done disgrace-
fully, be an incentive to a noble life, surely the descent from a
lower and inferior race must be a hindrance.

He thought nobody knew it, and trembled lest the secreb
should be discovered. Everybody knew it. The colonel and
the major had been in Palmiste, and knew more. They knew
that George Durnford, late of the 10th Hussars, had only one
son by his marriage, and never had any brothers at all. Then
they put things together, and formed a conclusion and said
nothing about it, beiny gentlemen and good fellows,
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No brandishing of the sword in front of a wavering line of red ;
no leading of forlorn hopes—nothing but garrison life and camp
life : what should a young man do? Here my former informant
comes again to my assistance, :

“Durnford,” he said, "used to be always trying to outpace
some other fellow. Don’t you know that a hunchback always
makes himself out a devil of a lady-killer ; and a parvenu is
always the most exclusive ; and a fellow with a nose like a door-
knocker always thinks himself the handsomest dog in the regi-
ment & Well, you see, Durnford was a mulatto, an octoroon,
or a sixteenth-oroon, or something. He'd read in a book, I sup-
pose, that mulattoes were an inferior race ; so nothing would do
for him but showing himself an exception to the rule by proving
himself our superior—all the same as making himself out a hird
by trying to fly. He muddled away his money. But, bless you,
he couldn’t really chucl. Chucking is a grand gift of nature,
cultivated by a course of public school, army coach, and garTison
life. Durnford did not understand the art.  Now, young Blythe
of ours, when he heard of the step vacant, wrote to his governor
aboutit. “Well, the governor actually sent him the money, in-
stead of paying it into Cox’s. The young heggar screamed with
delight. €O, Lord !’ he said, ‘look what the governor's done !
And chucked it all in a fortnight, without purchasing the step at
all. Durnford could never come up to that, you know. He
didn’t drink much ; but there was one thing men liked in him.
If loo was on, Durnford never played sober against men screwed.
Always reputed the soul of honour in that respect. But he
wanted too much. He would have liked to be popular among
all classes, and he was popular among none.”

My friend, upon this, took to philosophising upon the nature
and basis of popularity.

I believe,” he said, with some plausibility, “ that a fellow is
popular if he is believed to be better than he seems. One man,
A, is a frightful villain, but he loves and respects B., another
tremendous scoundrel and ruffian, because he thinks him pos-
sessed of some noble and elevating qualities wanting in himself,
He once saw B. toss a halfpenny to a beggar, and say, ¢ Poor
devil’ Now that showed a fine vein of native generosity. You
don’t like a man you think to be worse than yourself, because he
must belong to such a devilish bad lot ; and” the formula of A,
the big raseal, is always that he ¢may not be a religious man, by
gad,” but there are some things which he would not do. . ,
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Well, you see, that poor beggar Durnford was helieved to he
worse than he really was. He did it himself. Used to scoff at
religion : which is bad form, in my opinion—religion being the
business of the chaplain ; and I'd just as soon scoff at the adjutant
or the sergeant-major. That did him harm ; and in spite of his
riding and fencing, and all the rest, he really had very little
strength in his body. Fellows said he padded.”

When we pick up Philip, which is on the evening when he
—for it was he—gallantly came to the rescue, he has not yet sold
out, but is enjoying the beginning of a long furlough from Malta.
His affairs are not yet desperate, though he has got through a con-
siderable portion of his fortune ; having less than half of it left,
and a good pile of debts, whenever it shall suit him to pay them.
I fear that the account his old brother officer gave of him was, on
the whole correct. Certainly, Philip Durnford, having had a
six years' run of ¢ pleasure” and dissipation, knew most things
that are to be learned in that time, and was almost beginning to
think that the years had been purchased by too great an expendi-
ture of youth, health, and capital.

When the girl left him, he stayed for a moment lodking after
her, as she tripped up the street with her light and buoyant step,
and turning on his heel with a sigh, strode off westward. Ho
went to Arthur's club. Not finding him there, he went to his
lodgings, and caught him reading in his usual purposeless, stu-
dious way.

“ What are you going to do, Arthur,” asked Philip, lighting a
cigar, and taking the hest easy-chair, ¢ with all your reading ¥’

‘“Spare me,” said Arthur. “I am oneof the men who are
always going to do everything. Frankly, it és useless. I want
gome one to pull me out of my own habits. But you, Phil, have
got energy for all the family.”

“T've used some of it to night,” said Phil, laughing, and telling
his story. “Such a pretty girl, Arthur. Oh! such a beautiful
girl—tall, sir, and as straight as an arrow. I should like to meet
her again. I don’t believe too much in the sex, but I do believe
in the possibility of my making a fool of myself over one, at
least ; and, by Jove! it would be this one.”

“ Take care, Phil.”

“ Were you never in love, Arthur? Come now, gentle hermit,
confess. 'Was there not some barmaid in Oxford? Was there
never a neat-handed Phillis—ne sit ancillze tibi amor pudori—ab
the college buttery ¥’
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‘I have not been in love, Phil,” said Arthur, lifting his fair,
serious face, ““since we left Palmiste; and then I was in love
with Madeleine.”

“ Poor little Madeleine ! So was I, I believe. And where is
she now ?”

¢ She was sent to Switzerland, after her father's death, to be
educated.”

“ The education ought to be finished by this time. Why don’t
you go, old fellow, and search about the playground of Europe ?
You might meet on the summit of the Matterhorn. ¢ Amanda’
he, and ¢ Amandus’ she, and all would be gas and fireworks.”

Then they began to talk about old times and boyish freaks, and
Philip’s better nature came back to him, for a time at least. He
saw little of Arthur. They had not much in common. When
they did meet, it was in great friendship and kindliness. But
they were almost strangers ; and it was only now—Philip being
home on furlough and Arthur just come up to London—that
they had come together at all since the old days in Palmiste,

I forgot to mention one curious thing in Philip’s life. On
the first day of the year, some unknown person always paid into
his account at Cox’s the sum of two hundred pounds, This
came with a recurrence so regular that Phil looked for it, and
counted on it. He put it down to a freak of Arthurs. Cer
tainly, Arthur had a good deal more of his own than he at all
knew what to do with. But it was not Arthur—who, living so
simply himself, did not understand that his cousin might some-
times be in want of money. Philip took the money, spent it,
and wished it had been more ; and he said nothing about it to
Arthur. The fountain of benevolence, you see, is a source which
may possibly be muddled and spoiled by the uncalled-for tears
of gratitude,

CHAPTER VI.

S0 abou this time, Hartley Venn began to be seriously troubled
about the future of his protégée. He realised, for the first time,
that she was now a woman; and yet he was loath to change
any of the little customs which had gone on so long. Forinstance,
that kiss at arrival and departure. A man of thirty-eight is
certainly old enough to be the papa of a girl of eighteen. On
the other hand, many men of thirty-eight are not too old to be
6
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the lovers of girls of eighteen. e could not put 2 stop to that
tender little caress. And yet, of late days, he caught himself
blushing, and his pulse quickened, when his lips touched her
forehead and her lips touched his cheek. Only quite lately
this feeling of constraint had sprung up. Not on her part : the
last thing the girl thought of was love on the part of her guar-
dian. There was no constraint with her—only that hesitation
and doubt which came from the birth of new ideas within her.
The germ of many a thought and aspiration is sown in childhood,

lyingm concealed in the brain till the time of adolescence makes

it appear and brighten into life.

Then Hartley, putting the question of love out of sight, reso-
lutely refusing to admit it at all into his mind, set himself to
work out, as he called it, a practical problem. As he was the
most unpractical of men, the result did not appear likely to
“come out.” ;

He appealed, in his distress, to his sister Sukey.

“«Youwve educated that child,” said his sister, “till she can
laugh at young Jadies. You've put your notions into her head,
#ill she is as full of queer thoughts as you are yourself. She
talks about mothing but philanthropy, and history, and what
not. She is like no other girl under the sun. And then you
come and ask me what you are to do with her. Do you want
to get rid of her ¥’

@ et 1id of her! Why, Sukey, you must he mad to think
of such a thing. No. I want to put her in some way—"

% (f earning a livelihood. Quite proper. And time she did
it. By rights she should be a kitchen-maid. Not that I am
unkind to her, dear Hartley,” she added, as her brother flashed
a warning look at her—*not at all. And she is, as I believe, a
very good girl—spoiled, of course. ‘What do you say, now, to
the bonnet-making ¥’

Hartley shook his head.

¢ She shall not work for her bread, Sukey. I have taken a
decisive step. I've made my will, Sukey. You don’t want any
more money. Bob’s boy is looked after by his mother’s people.
And, besides, you can leave him your money, you know.”

T always intended to,” said his sister. “You needn’t go on.
You have left all yours to Laura. "Well, of course, it’s a shame,
and all that. But you can do as you like with your own. What
do you want my advice about?’

«That is just the difficulty. I want, somehow, to do some:
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thing for her that will {ake her into a brighter atmosphere, out
of the dingy surroundings of her life,”

“She lives with her grandmother, does she not? At least, T
have always understood that this was the very Proper arrange-
ment.” :

“Yes ; where her grandmother lives I have never thought
about till the other day. Sukey, my dear, I am a selfish animal.
It was all to please myself that I made a toy of the child. To
please myself, T watched her intelligence grow under my hands ;
only to please myself, I put into her head ideas and knowledge.
In my own selfish gratification, I have made her ten times as
well taught as young ladyhood is apt to be. I have never
thought about what was to come of it—or of me. And now—
now—she is a woman—and I—"

Sukey laughed,

“My poor dear Hartley, and you %—you ave in love with her !
I knew it was coming, all along. Of course, it is a blow. After
all your brilliant prospects, and the grandson of a bishop, and a
Master of Arts, and a barrister-at-law, and a scholar, and all—
and—oh ! dear, dear! But I always expected it, and always
said it. If you will kindly ring the bell and call Anne, she will
tell you that I have prophesied it any time this last six years.”

When a misfortune comes upon you, it is, at least, a consola-
tion to your friends to have foretold it, Bub Hartley was wall:-
ing up and down the room, not listening,

“In love with her? I in love with Lollie? I have loved
her ever since she looked up in my face, the very first day I saw
her, and put up her lips to be kissed. In love with her? T
have never thought of it. Upon my word, Sukey, I have never
thought of it till the last few days. It is nonsense—it is absurd.
Tam twenty years older than Lollie. She looks on me as her
father : told me so last Sunday. Love! Am I to think of love,
at my age? I thought it was all put away and done with,
Sukey, forget what you have said. Don’t raise up hefors. me
the vision of a life with such love as that, Let me go on having
the child’s childish affection and trust. Tt is all I am fit for, 1t
is more than T deserve.” :

Hartley was not a demonstrative man. Tt was rare, indeed,
that the outer crust of a good-natured cynicism was broken, and
the inner possibilities laid open.

¢ Ask her, Hartley, if she can love you,”

“No, no; and lose all that I have
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¢ Shall T ask her, then ¥’

“You, my dear sister?” he replied, laughing. “Te that can-
not woo for himself is not worth being wooed for. No. TLet
things be as they are. Only I should like to see a way—"

“# At any rate, there is no such great hury.”

«Tf she had any creative power, it might be worth while to
make her a novelist. But she hasn’t. She only imitates, like
most of her sex—imitative animals. Man, you see, originates.
‘Woman receives, assimilates, and imparts. In a higher state of
civilisation, women will be teachers in all the schools from ton
downwards. Flogging, I suppose, will then—"

¢ Hartley, do be consecutive.”

“T've tried her at writing, and she really makes very credit-
able English verses. Her Latin verses are a failure, principally
because she will not study the accuracies of language.”

“You don’t mean to say you have taught her Latin ?”

“Why not? OF course I have. 'We read together portions
of Horace, Ovid, Virgil, and other poets. Lollie is a very fair
Tatin scholar, I assure you. Well, I suggested that she should
write a novel ; and after a great deal of trouble, we concocted a
plot. That was last year. 'We went up the river, and elaborated -
it all one summer’s afternoon. It was a capital plot. Three
{ murders, which all turned out to be no murders, a bigamy, and
| the discovery of a will in a bandbox, formed the main incidents,
i Unfortunately we couldn’t string it together. The result was

not satisfactory ; and we took it out one day, tied a great stone
to it, and buried it solemnly above Teddington Lock. It lies
there still, in a waterproof oilskin ; so that when the river is
dredged for treasure in a thousand years’ time it may be found,
and published as a rare and precious relic of antiquity. There
we are, you see. We can't be literary or musical ; our gifts and
graces are so wholly receplive, that we cannot even become a
strong-minded woman. What are we to do?’

“I'm sure I don’t know. I only half understand what it all

| means.”

‘It means, Sukey, plainly, that the time is staring me in the
face when I must do something for the child which will bring
her into the world, and—and—away from my old chambers,
where the atmosphere, very good for children, may prove dele-
terious for a young woman.”

“ If she could be honourably married,” said Sukey.

1 suppose,” murmured Ler brother, “ that would he the best
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thing.” Then he shook himself together, and brightened up.
“ My dear sister, I never come here—it is wonderful to me why
I come so seldom—without getting the solution of some of those
problems which, as I am not a mathematical man, do sometimes
s0 sorely worry me. Married, of course! She shall be married
next week.”

* But to whom, Hartley ¢ Do not laugh at everything,”

“Eh?" His face fell. “To he sure. I never thought of that.
There is Jones—but he has no money ; and, besides, I should
certainly not let her marry Jones. And Lynn—but he is poorer
than Jones, and I should not let Zim have my little girl. Then
there is—-—=Sukey, you have floored one problem only to raise
another and a worse one, To whom shall I marry her ¥

He put on bis hat, shook his head mournfully, and went
away. Next day he propounded some of his difficulties to
Lollie.

“ And so, after a long talk with my sister, the most sensible
woman that at present adorns the earth, she gave me, Lollie, the
answer to the question I have been troubling myself with for
so long.  She says, my child, that there is only one way: you
must he comfortably and honourably married. Her very words.”

“I, Mr. Venn? The girl looked up and laughed in his face,
with those merry blue eyes of hers. * What have I done that
I must be married ¥’

“Don't raise difficulties, Lollie,” he said, in a feeble way.
“ After all the trouble we had in getting Sukey to give us the
right answer, too.” -

She laughed again.

“I suppose I am not to be married unless I like?”

“Why, no—I suppose not. No. Oh, certainly not. But
you will like, won't you ¥’

“ And who am I to marry ¢’

“Why, you see, Lollie—" He grew confidential. “The
fact is, I don’t know. Jones won't do.”

“Oh, dear, no, He is too—too—undignified.”

“ Mr. Lynn %"

“ Certainly not. Is there any one else?’

“Not at present, my child. But we shall see. Tet us look
around us. TLondon is a great place. If London won’t do,
there is all England ; besides the rest of Great Britain, Berwick-
upon-Tweed, and the colonies.”

“What does it all mean, Mr. Venn?” she asked, sitting at
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his feet on the footstool. ¢ Last Sunday you were talking in
the same strain. You are not going away, or anything, are
you ¥’

He shook his head.

¢“ I have not offended you, have I?’

He patted her cheek, and shook his head again.

“And you love me as much as always, don’t you ¥’

“ More, Lollie, more,” he said, in a queer, constrained voice.
But she understood nothing.

¢ Then, what is it? Do you think I am not, grateful to you?”’

“Don’t, child—don’t talk of gratitude.”

“Do you think I do not love you enough? Oh, Mr. Venn,
you know I do.”

Perhaps it would have been well if he had spoken, then, the
words which rose to his lips—

¢ It is that I think you can never love me as I love you—no
longer as your guardian, but your lover; no longer as a child,
but with the hungry passion of a man who has never knowna
woman’s love, and yearns for your love.”

But he was silent, only patting her cheek in a grave and si-
lent way.

“Would you really like me to be married, Mr. Venn #’

He left her, and began walking about ; for the spectre which
he had deliberately refused to see stood before him now, face to
face—the spectre of another feeling, newer, sweeter, altogether
lovely. But he faced it still.

“Can there be a hetter thing for a girl than to be married,
Lollis? T wish what is best for you.”

“ Would it be best for me to give up coming here every day %’

 No, child, no,” he replied, passionately.

“Then why want me to "’

“It would break my heart not to see you here every day,” he
went on, not daring to look her in the face. ¢ But—but—
there are other things. Lollie, I want you to be happy during
those long hours when you are not with me.”

She turned red, and the tears came into her eyes.

“T have been, as usual, a selfish beast,” he said. “I have
only, since Sunday, realised in a small degree what a difference
there is, of my making, between you and the people in whose
midst you live. Lollie, you are a lady. Believe me, there is no
gitl in all England better educated than yourself. I think, too,
there is no girl so beautiful.”
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She looked at him with surprise. He had never before even
hinted at the possibility of her being heautiful.

“Am I pretty? Oh, Mr. Venn, I am so glad.”

““ Mind,” he went on, careful to guard against possible error,
“I only think so.. I've got no experience in these things, you
knew,”

“Ah!” she replied. ““And very likely you are mistaken. T
suppose all girls like to be heautiful, do they not? And you
are not in such a very great hurry to see me away, married, or
anything else, are you?’

He smiled in his queer way. Hartley Venn’s smile was pe-
culiar to himself—at least, I never met anybody else with it.
There was always a sort of sadness in the curve of his sensitive
lips. He smiled with his eyes first, too, like the damsel in
Chaucer.

¢ Hir eyen greye and glad also,
That laugheden ay in hire semblaunt,
First or the mouth by covenant.”

“*Not in a hurry at all, Lollie—only I thought we would
talk things over some day. Nowglet us do something. It is
six o'clock. 'We will dine together, and go to the theatre. Shall
we?  Enough of sentiment, and of confidences enough. We
will rejoice.  'What does Horace say %—

‘ Hic dies vere mihi festus—’”

“That is delightful,” said Lollie, clapping her hands. “ When
you begin to quote, I know you are happy again. Lot us have
1o more talk of marrying, Mr. Venn. One thing, you know,”
she said, placing her hand on his arm—*T could never marry
anybody but a gentleman ; and, as no gentleman will ever love
me, why I shall never marry anybody at all ; and we shall go
on being happy together, you and I—

‘Il 'y a que moi qui ai ses idées 1i.
Gai la riette—gai, lira, lire.””

And so, singing and dancing, she put on her hat and gloves,
and taking Hartley’s arm, went out to the restaurant, which
knew them well. = As she passed through the portals of the
dingy old inn, with her springing step and the laughing light of
her happy face, the old porter rubbed his eyes, the policeman
assumed an attitude of respectful attention, and the ecads who
loafed about for odd jobs became conscious of something in the
world superior to beer and a dry skittle-ground. “Whenever I
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meet a maiden happy in her beauty, methinks, in my mind’s
eye, I see again Aphrodité springing up anew from the ocean.
Happy Aphrodité! She reigns by no virtue of her own. She
is not wise, or strong, or prescient ; she does not hold the thread
of destiny; she is unconnected with the electric department ;
she has no control over the weather; she is mot consulted in
the distribution of wealth or honours; and yet she is Queen
among goddesses, Empress over gods—Regina Ceeli.

CHAPTER VIL

Tue days passed on, and Lollie thought no more of her echam-
pion. But Philip thought of her ; and, when he took his walks
abroad, more often than not bent his steps down Oxford Street
and Holborn, praying silently that he might chance upon her
again. He might have walked up and down Holborn for ever
on the chance of seeing her again, and yet missed her altogether.
But one day, thinking of something else, he was walking round
a square in Bloomsbury, when, raising his eyes from the ground
—1 believe he was thinking of his bets—he saw the maiden of
his exploit tripping along a few yards before him. There was
no mistaking her. She came along, with a light, elastic step,
full of youth and health, with her frank, sweet face, her deep
blue eyes, and her tall, lithe figure: only by day she looked ten
times as well as by night.

She, too, saw him, and blushed.

Philip took off his hat. She hesitated a moment, and held
out her hand.

«T ought to thank you properly,” she said. “I was very
much frightened.”

Philip took her hand and turned. The girl went on, and he
with her. You see, it was one of the radical defects of her
education that she positively did not know the dreadful “wrong-
ness” of letting a man, not properly introduced, speak to her,
and walk with her.

7 ghall tell Mr. Venn I met you,” she said. He will be
glad. Come and see him yourself, for him to thank you.”

“ May I ask—excuse me, but I do not know Mr. Venn.”

“He is my guardian. I am going to him now. He lives in
Gray’s Inn.”
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It seemed strange to the girl that all the world did not know
Mr, Venn.

Philip did not know what to say. As he walked along by
her side, he turned furtive glances at her, drinking in the lines
of beauty of her face and form.

“Do you live near here ¢”

“No—I am here by accident. I am living in St. Jamés's
Street, in lodgings. I am on leave from my regiment.”

#I don’t think,” said Lollie, * that I should much like to be
an officer.” She always took the male point of view, from
habit. “ I should like best to be a writer, a dramatist, or per-
haps a barrister.  But I should like to wear the uniform. Once
I saw a splendid review at Windsor, when ‘the Viceroy of Egypt
was here. Are you in the cavalry ?”

“No. Iam in the line.”

“Why do you not go into the cavalry ? It must be delight-
ful to charge, with all the horses thundering over the ground.
Do you like your profession ¢’

“Yes, I suppose so—as well as anything.”

“You know,” said the girl, “it is absurd for a man to take
up with a thing, and then take no interest in it. I should like
something I could throw my whole heart into.”

“I could only throw my whole heart away upon one thing,”
Philip replied softly, and with a half-blush ; for he was afraid
he was making a foolish observation.

““What is that? If I were you, I should take it up at once.”

“I could only throw my whole heart away—upon a woman.”

Taura received the remark as one of profound philosophical
importance,

“That is a very curious thing. Not a right thing at all. I
should think it would be g0 much better to put your heart into
work.”

“Tell me,” said Philip, in a half- whisper, “do you not think
love a worthy object of a man’s life ?”

“I really do not think anything about it,” said the girl.
“And now I must leave you, because I am going down here,
and so to the Inn.  'Won't you come in and be thanked by Mr.
Venn "

* No, it is enough to be thanked by you. May I—am I im-
Pertinent in asking you—will you tell me your name #”

“I am called Laura Collingwood,” she answered, freely and
frankly. “ What is yours ¥’
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¢ Philip Durnford.”

« Philip Durnford—TI like the name. Mr. Venn has a friend of
your name, but T have not met him yet. Good-hye, Mr. Durnford.”

“ One moment. Shall we never meet again ¥’

TIe looked so sentimental that Laura burst out laughing,

“You look as if you were going to cry. I think we shall very
likely never meet again.”

Phil grew desperate. His hot Southern blood rose at once.

T must speak—laugh at me if you like. I have been hang-
ing about Oxford Street in hopes of meeting you, and for no other
reason. I think you are the sweetest-looking girl I ever saw,
and—and—TI am a fool to say it, when I have only spoken twice
—1I love you.”

She looked at him without a blush on her face—quite coldly,
quite openly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world
for a man to tell her this at the second meeting.

¢ Do you mean you want to marry me ¥’

The question, so abruptly and holdly stated, took Philip by
surprise.

“ Of course I do,” he cried hastily-—* of course I do.”

“Qh,” she replied slowly, “ I don’t know. You see, I've no
experience in marriage matters. I must ask Mr. Venn what he

! thinks about it. He told me the other day he should like to see
me married. I shall see what he says about it, first, 'We must
never do serious things in a hurry, you know.”

Surely, the quaintest answer that ever man had to a proposal,
Philip felt as if he were in a dream.

¢« Won't you come and see him yourself?” she asked.

He hesitated.

7 have been too hasty,” he said. “ Pardon me. I am rude
and uncouth. Miss Collingwood, I ask your forgiveness.”

« T wonder what for?” thought Lollie. But she said nothing.

“ Tet us wait,” he said. * Marriage is a very serious thinz',
as you say. I am worse than a fool. DBelieve only that I love
you, as I said. And meet me again. Let me learn to love you
more, and try and teach you to love me.” %

T will ask Mr. Venn.”

“No,” said Philip, with a sharp pang of conscience, “do not
ask him. Wait. Meet me once more first, and let me speak to
you again. Then you shall tell him. Will you promise me so
much? Meet me to-morrow.”

“ I promise,” said Laura, “But

L
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“Thanks—a thousand thanks. You will meet me to-morrow,
and you will keep the seeret.”

He took off his hat, lightly touched her fingers, and walked
away.

Lollie went in to Mr. Venn. It was four in the afternoon,
and the sage was hard at work on his last essay.

“I thought you would never come, child. What did Sukey
say ¥

% Miss Venn is better, and much obliged for the papers ; and,
oh, Mr. Venn, I've had an adventure, and I've gob a secret; [”

“What is the adventure, Lollie?”

“That is the secret. I will tell it you as soon as I can, Tell
me, Mr. Venn, is it wrong to have a secret ?”

“That is a wide question, involving a profound study of all
casuistry and debated points from Thales to Mill, T would rather
refer you to their works generally,”

“ Well, then, may I have a secret ?”

“ Fifty, my dear, if you will. You look a great deal better to-
day, Lollie ; and if this east wind would be good enough to go
away—rwhere would it go to, and what becomes of all the other
winds when they are off duty %’

“Turus keeps them in a bag, you know.”

“So he does, 5o hie does. Well, in spite of the east wind, let
us go and look at the shops, Lollie.”

They did ; and at ten, after a little music and talk, the girl
went home as usual, but feeling strangely excited.

Let us follow her newly-found lover, and tell how his evening
was spent,

Just now this part of the day was usually devoted to the
billiard-room of the very respectable club to which he had heen
elected on his arrival in England. He was an indifferently good
player—nowhere in good company, but could hold his own in
bad. He had no scientific knowledge of the angles of the table ;
he handled his cue clumsily ; and was not within thirty-five
points in a hundred of the best players at his elub. DBesides, he
was not really fond of the game : it was the money element that
made him play af all; and he never cared to play without having
from half-a-crown to a sovereign on his game. Philip was that
yery common animal, & born gambler. Now, pool always presented
the attraction of chance ; so Mr, Phil played much more at this than
he did at billiards. He generally got put out of the game among
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the first, Still, there is always a large element of luck about it ;
and though you are knocked out, there is a chance of a bet or
two on the lives left in. It was a mild enough affair—three-
shilling pool and shilling lives, just enough to keep the spark of
gambling alive. At the pool-table, as a matter of course, Philip
picked up a few friends—Captains Shairp and Smythe, late of
the —th, in which regiment they had lost all their money, and
perhaps a little of their honour; living now, it is whispered,
largely on their wits. Gentlemen such as these play well at most
games, whether of chance or skill. They have a habit of making
friends with new members of the club ; though it is observed that
these friendships seldom last long. And yet, Smythe and Shairp
were two of the most agreeable, polite, open-hearted fellows it is
possible to conceive. No men corrected the marker’s mistakes so
softly : no men called to the waiters for a drink in so jolly and
affable a tone. Yet nobody cared for their society. Perhaps the
captains were to blame for this. Who knows? On the other
hand, people might be wrong in whispering away their fair fame.
The fact is indisputable—they had the misfortune to be disliked.

Philip Durnford knew nothing of all this when he joined his
club ; and so, in two days’ time he nodded to the captains as
they chalked their cues for business, chatted in a week, and was
a friend in a fortnight. Perhaps, if Smythe and Shairp bad
known the exact amount of Mr. Philip’s balance at his agents’,
they might not have been so free and open-handed in the matter
of cigars.

It was on the evening of this, his second meeting with Laura,
that Philip dined at his club, and went quietly into the billiard-
room after dinner, intending to play till nine, and then go to the
French play, where he had a stall—centre of the second row.
The evening proved a sort of turning-point in his career ; for,
unluckily, he never went to the French play at all. His two
friends had also two friends with them—very young fellows,
with the air of wealth about them. In a word, pigeons being
plucked. Two or three other men were playing in the pool with
them ; among these was young Mylles, cornet in the Hussas,
the most amiable and the silliest young gander in the club; a
little looked down upon, because his father had been connected
with the soap-boiling interest. Said Shairp, when Phil proposed
to put down his cue and go—

“If you would stay, we could make up two rubhers, Pray
don’t go—that is, if you can stay.”
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It poured in torrents. Phil looked out into the wet streot,
hesitated, and was lost.

The card-room was cosy enough—bright and warm ; though
the rain pelted hard against the windows, and came spitting
down the chimney into the fire. Over the fireplace hung the
usual rules against heavy hets and games of chance—a fact
which did not restrain the astute Shairp. He said, after a
rubber—

“ By Jove! whist is a very fine game, and a very noble game,
and all that ; but at the risk of being thought an ass, I must
say it is not exciting enough to please me.”

Captain Smythe concurred.

So did Phil. He hated whist with all his heart. He was a
bad player.

¢TI really think, now, if you will excuse me, I shall go to the
play. It is past tenalready, and I want to see Mdlle, Dufont.”

“ But you can’t go out in this rain, you know. It's absurd to
have a cab fo cross the street in. Wait a bit.”

Phil waited. Another rubber was played through. Smythe
walked to the window, threw up his arms over his head, and
yawned loudly.

“ Smythe’s tired,” said Shairp.

“So am I,” said Phil

“We might have a little something else for a change, eh %"

“ Ah,” said Smythe, “ we might. Confound it, though, we
can’t play here, and ”—pulling out his watch—¢ I've got a most
particular appointment at eleven.”

“T haven't had a hand at loo for—let me see—six months, T
know, if it's a day,” said Shairp,

His friend had ten objections—overruled in ten seconds.

One of the party never played at lon, and left them. The
younger pigeon, who had just got into newly-furnished chambers,
said—

“Tt paws so with wain, or we might go to my diggings. What
abaw it is! One’s boots would be sopped thrwough before one
could get into a hansom.”

So they played at the club.

¢ Just ten minutes, you know,” said Shairp and Smythe.

The ten minutes grew into an hour and a half. The stakes
were doubled twice, and the game was “ guinea unlimited,” when
the pigeons were so thirsty that they risked ringing she bell.

“ Brandy and soda, waiter.”
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The drinks arrived, and with them a hint that they were
breaking the rules of the elub. By

Phil was the heaviest loser, and with his money he lost what
is of much more value at games of chance—his temper. He
answered the polite message of the servant with an ocath. Tiwo
minutes afterwards the steward came. Civilly he pointed to the
rules hanging over the fireplace, and asked the gentlemen to
desist.

Shairp and Smythe said he was quite right, and mentally cal-
culated what they had won by handling the money in their
pockets.

But Philip acted differently. He said—

% Tt’s an infernal silly rule, that’s all I've gob to say.”

“ Tt ig the rule, sir,” said the nettled servant.

« Then d—n the rule, and you too.” And he took the card-
board from the nail it hung on, and tore it into a dozen pieces.
Some fell in the fender, some in the fire.

«I say, Durnford,” said Shairp, “I think that’s rather
strong.”

Phil laughed. The man said he must reporb the act to the
secretary, and left the room.

They played till there was a single. Then everybody but

f Philip and one of the two pigeons had had enough. They were
either winners on the night, or had not lost. So the pigeon,
backed by Phil, insisted that they conld not leave off yeb ; and
the party of seven adjowrned in two four-wheelers to the pigeon’s
chambers.

Here, when the fire was lighted, and they had tried the quality
of their host’s liquors, the game went on, A fresh place, new
cards.

¢ My luck will change, youw'll see,” said Phil.

But it did not, and as all his ready money was gone, he pub
in IO U’s, written on scraps of paper, and signed P. D., with
an apology.

“ A man can’t carry the bank of England about with him,”
he said.

“T suppose he is good,” whispered Shairp.

= ¢ Right as the mail,” replied Smythe.

' So they went on, and the two friends took Phil's paper as

' readily as their young pigeon’s notes.

The game waxed warm ; the stakes got high; their host
emptied two gold-topped scent-hottles filled with sovereigns out
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of his dressing-case on to the claret cloth of his card-table, and
they were gone in three rounds. The bottles held fifty apiece
too.

“ My usual luck,” growled Philip. “ Looed again.”

“T never saw anything like it,” said Smythe., * It must turn,
though, and we need not hurry.”

# Oh no—play for ever if you like he-ah,” said their host.
I1e was getting rather tipsy.

But Shairp and Smythe, who had earned their money, got
fidzety, and began to feel very sleepy.

Shairp nodded in (his chair. Smythe looked at his watch
every few minutes, although there were three French clocks in
the rooms, chiming the quarters, and his own watch had stopped
at half-past three.

Phil’s luck had not turned, and he was very much excited.
His head ached, his eyes ached, the brandy he had drunk had
made his legs feel queer, and his temper was what a gentleman’s
is when luck has been against him all night.

There were frequent squabbles as to the amount of the pool,
the division of it into tricks, as to who was loced and who was
not ; but oftenest about who had not put his money in.

Little silly, honest Mylles was now the soberest of the party—
always excepting the two confederates—and he was only kept
out of his bed in his father’s house in Eaton Square by the feel-
ing that he ought not to be the first to run away, as he had not
lost much.

Phil was inaccurate, and Mylles corrected him more than once.
The others supported Mylles's view, and this riled Phil. At last,
when Phil exclaimed—

“ Somebody has not put in again,” he looked pointedly across
the table.

“T put in,” said Shairp, wide awake. I know mine ; it was
two half sovs and a shilling.”

“T saw you,” said Smythe, quite careless whether the assertion
possessed the merib of truth or not.

t1

11

—— parcit
Cegnatis maculis similis fera.”

“T know I put in,” said Shairp and everybody.

“Then it's put on to me again,” said Phil snappishly.

“You did not put in, I know,” said Mylles quietly, ¢ Tsaw
who put in,”
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¢ That be d—dA 1 said Philip, his features swelling and his

lips twitehing.

The cornet turned a little pale.

«If you mean those words, I must leave the room.”

« Clonsider them repeated,” said Philip, in a fury.

¢« T must go,” said Mylles, rising.

% (o, then, and be d—d to you !”

To two persons present it did not matter. Their end was
served—for the night. The three gentlemen who heard it were
shocked, and ran after Mylles; but he could not be prevailed on
to come back.

When they returned without him, Phil was laughing immode-
rately, with laughter half real, half affected.

« Tl tell you what I'm laughing at,” he gaid. “I was
thinking what a scene Thackeray would have made out of all
this.”

@ Thackeray, at least, would never have behaved so to any-
body,” said the soberest of the men.

Phil laughed, feeling a good deal ashamed, and the party
separated. Phil, with a note of the amount of the I O U's—a
good deal heavier than he at all expected—and a promise to send
cheques the next morning, went home to bed,

Tt was broad daylight, and therefore tolerably late.

As he felt for the latch-key, he found the ticket for the stall
in his pocket.

« Wish I'd gone there,” he sighed.

Morning brought repentance. Tle sent his cheques ; he sent
in his resignation to the club ; he sought out Mylles and apolo-
gised ; and then—most fatal act—he met Smythe, and accepted
a proposal of thab gallant officer’s to pub his name down ab the
Burleigh Club.

CHAPTER VIIL

Ir you want to see Marguerite waiting for Faust, as likely a spot
as any to find her is the left-hand walk, below the bridge, in
St James's Park—that part of the walk which is opposite to the
ffice, and has an nmbrageous protection of leaves and
branches. I am told that the British Museum is another likely
place. Certainly, it has never yet been satisfactorily explained
why so many pretty gitls go there. South Kensington is greatly

Foreign O
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frequented by young ladies who delight in those innocent dally-
ings with a serious passion which we call a flirtation. According
to some authorities, the Crystal Palace is the most likely place of
all. But my own experience leads me to select St. James’s Park,
There, between the hours of ten and one, or between three and
five—Dbecanse Marguerite dines with her family at one—you
may always see some pretty rosy-checked damsel strolling appa-
rently with no purpose except that of gentle exercise, up and
down the shady walks. Sometimes she stops at the water's edge,
and contemplates the ducks which adorn the lake, or impatiently
pushes the gravel into the water with the point of her parasol.
Sometimes she mekes great play with her book. But always
she is there first ; for very fear, poor child, that she may miss
him. And he always comes late.

On this particular morning—a fresh, bright morning in May
—the east winds having gone away earlier than usual, and the
leaves really beginning to feel tolerably safe in coming out, a
young girl of eighteen is loitering up and down, with an anxious
and rather careworn look. Big Ben chimes the quarters, and
people come and go. But she remains, twisting her glove, and
biting her lips with vexation. The appointed time was half-
past ten. She was there abt a quarter before ten. It is now
eleven.

 And he said he would be there punctually,” she murmurs,

Presently she leaves off tapping the ground impatiently. Her
cheek fluskes; her eyes begin to soften. She hesitates ; she
turns into the shadiest part of the walk, while a manly heel
comes crunching the gravel behind her. There is no one in the
walk but a policeman. He, good, easy man, as one used to the
ways of young people, and as experienced as the moon herself,
turns away, and slowly leaves them alone.

¢ Laura,” whispers the new-comer, taking both her hands,

She makes no pretence of being angry.

“Philip ! and you promised to be here at half-past ten.”

“I could not help it, child. Regimental duties detained me.”

“But your regiment is at Malta.”

“That is it. Correspondence—letters which had to be an-
swered.”

Lovelace himself never told a greater fib.

And presently they sit down and talk.

““See what I have brought for you, Laura,” says the lover,
lugging out a pair of earrings, in the child’s eyes worthy to ho
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worn by a duchess.  “ Will you wear them, and will you think

of me every time you pub them on P
Taura takes the earrings, and looks up at him in a grave and

serious way. She has none of the little coquettish ways of girls
who want to play and sport with their lovers, like an angler with
a fish, That was because she had never associated with girls of
her own age atb all. Straightforward, and perfectly truthful, she

answered him now with another question.
« Will you tell me again what you told me when we meb last
—the second time we ever meb P
«T told you that I loved you, and I asked you to marry me,
Tell me in return that you love me a very little. If you give
me back a tenth part of my love for you, Laura, Ishould be rich
indeed in love.”
«T don’t know,” she answered, looking him full in the face.
«T like you. You are a gentleman, and— and handsome, and
you are pleasant. Then you fall in love with me, which, T am
sure, must be a silly thing to do. That's against you, you know.

But how am I to know that I love you v
Do you wanb to see me [
i Veg,” she answered frankly ; “else I ghould not be here now.”

« Do you love anybody else "
“ Oh no.”

¢ Do you think of me?
« Why, of course ; I've been thinking of nothing else. It isall
so strange. I've been dreaming of you, even,” she added, laughing.
« And you have said nothing to Mr,—vwhat is his name, your
guardian ¥’
«Mrp. Venn? No—nothing. I only told him I had a secret,
and wanted to keep it for the present.”
¢ (Good child.”
« Then I told him yesterday that I was coming here—all part of
my secret—at half-past ten.”
“ You told him you were coming here?” said Philip, starting
up. “Then he is quite sure to come too.”
¢« My, Venn is a gentleman, Mr. Durnford,” said Laura, with
areat dignity.  He trusts people altogether, or not ab all.”
« By Jove !” murmured Phil, ¢ he must be a remarkable man.”
« Mr. Venn told me to keep my secret as long as ever I pleased.
So that is all right. And now I must tell you two or three
things about myself, and we will talk about love and all that

afterwards, if you like.”

bl
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“No ; let us talk about love now. Never mind the two or
three things.”

“ But we must, you know. N ow, listen. 'Who do you think
I am? Tell me honestly, because I want to know. Quite
Lonestly, mind. Don’t think you will offend me.”

“ Well—honestly, I do not know and eannot guess. You
dress like all young ladies, but you are somehow different,”

“Ah,” replied Laura, ¢ I never shall be like them.”

“ But, child, you are a great deal better. You don’t pretend
to blush, and put on’all sorts of little affectations ; and yoy
haven’t learned all their tricks.”

“What affectations—what tricks ?”

“ And I like you all the better for it, Now, tell me who you
are, and all about yourself,”

“My mother was a poor girtl. My father was a gentleman—
I am glad to know that. He died before I was born, My
grandmother is a poor old woman, who gets her living by being
@ laundress in Gray’s Inn. And if it had not been for My,
Venn, I should have been—I don’t know—anything. He took
me when T was five years old, and has heen educating me ever
since. I never spoke to any lady in my life, except Miss Venn,
his sister, T never go anywhere, except with Mr, Venn ; and T
never spoke to any gentleman, except Mr. Venn’s most intimate
friends, until I met you. I have no relations, no friends, no
connections. I belong to the very lowest stratum of London
life. Now, Mr. Durnford, you have all my story. What do
you think of it ¢”

His face wore a puzzled expression,

“Tell me more. Have you no brothers 7

“No, none.”

“That's a good thing, I mean, of course, if is always best to
be without brothers and cousins. Don’t you think so

“Idon’t know, Tt must be nice to have one brother all to
yourself, you know. There's a large family of brothers, grown-
up brothers, living next door to my grandmother’s, They get
tipsy every Saturday evening, and fight. I should not like
brothers like them. To be sure, they are stonemasons.”

“ And now tell me more about your guardian, Mr. Venn, T
suppose he is a fidgety old gentleman—likes to have You about
him to nurse him, and all that 1

Lollie burst out laughing,

“Mr, Venn is not an old gentleman at all. Older than you,

—32
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of course, ever so much, He must be thirty-seven, ab

least.”

«Qh " Philip’s face lengthened. And does Mr. Venn
never—never make love to you on his own account ¥’

She laughed the louder.

« Oh, what nonsense I she cried—¢ Mr. Venn making love to
me.  He has told me twice that he wants me to marry a gentle-
man. That was why I agreed to meet you again.”

« S there was no love for me at all,” said Philip.

« T wish you wouldn’t talk like that,” replied the girl. “T've
told you already. What more can Isay? You asked me if 1
loved anybody else. Of course I do not. Then you asked me
if T liked you. Of course I do. And if T have been thinking
about you. Of course I have. Now, sir, what more do you
want
¢ Laura, if you loved me, you would long to see me again ;
your pulse would beat, and your face would Hush, when you met
me. But you are cold and passionless. You know ”—his own
face flushing—¢ that I think of no one but you. You know that
__that thereis nothing in the world I would not give to win you.
And yet you play with me as if I werea statue of marble.”

She looked at him in a kind of surprise.

«T don’t understand you at all. What am I to say? You
tell me you love me. That makes me very proud, because it is
a great thing to be loved by a gentleman. Iam grateful. ‘What
more do you want? My pulse doesn’t beat any faster when I
see you coming along the walk—not a bit. If it did I would
tell you. Tell me what it is you want me to do, and I will do
it. But of course you would not like me to tell you anything
but the truth.”

She looked at him with her full, earnest eyes. Iis fell before
them. They were so reproachful in their innocence and purity.

«] want nothing, Laura,” he said, in a husky voice—* no-
thing. Only I love you, child, and you must be mine.” :

« Qh 1" she replied, clapping her hands. Then I will tell Mr.
Venn at once, He will be glad. And you shall come up with
me to see him.”

«T am afraid that will -hardly do,” said her lover, feebly.
« No. Listen, Laura dear. Mr. Venn knows you have a secref,
and };;m given you permission to keep it, hasn’s he ?”

(1 —CS.”

“Then we will keep i,

f@!l

We will keep it till the day we are
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married, and then we will go together to his chambers, you and
I, and you shall say—

““Mr. Venn, I have done what you wanted me to do. I have
married a man who loves me—wvho is a gentleman ; and I have
done it, first, because you will be pleased, and, secondly, because
I love him too.””

She pondered a little.

“I wonder if that is right. Don’t you think T ought to tell
him at once ?”

“ Oh no—certainly not yet. Not till we are actually married.
Think how gratified Mr. Venn will be.”

She was not yet satisfied.

“I will think over 1t,” she said. *Mr, Venn always says
that going to bed is the best thing for bringing your opinion
right.  Whenever he is troubled with anything, he goes to bed
early, and in the morning he is always ag happy as ever. I am
quite sure he would be very glad to be told all about it at once.
Some day, how proud and happy we shall all be to have known
him.”

“Very likely ; and meanwhile, Laura, nothing will be said to
him.”

“ No—I will go on keeping the secret. But, Philip, it will
be so delightful when we can all three go together up the river,
Do you know the Bells of Ouseley T 'We often go there in the
summer, row down the river, you know, have dinner, and row
back again in the evening for the last train. There is nothing
in the world so delightful.”

“ But if we are married, you may not be able to be so much
with Mr. Venn.”

Her face fell.

“Tell me,” she gaid, « Marriage does not mean that T am to
be separated from My, Venn, does it? Because if it does, T
would never marry any one. No, not if he loved me—ag much
as you say you do.”

“Marriage, my little innocent pet,” said Philip, laughing,
 means sometimes that wo People are so fond of each other that
they never want anybody. else’s society at all. But with you
and me, it will mean that we shall be so proud of each other, so
Pleased with each other’s society, that we shall be glad to get
Mz, Venn, whom you are so fond of, to share it with us, He
shall be with us all day if you like, as many hours in the day as
you spend with him now. * But al] the rest of the day you will
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gpend with me, and my life. will be given up to make you

happy.”

She looked at him again with wondering eyes, goftened in
expression,

“That sounds very pleasant and sweet. T think you must be
a good man. Are you as good as Mr. Venn ¥

T dow’t know how good Mr; Venn is.”

“T could tell you lots of things about Mr. Venn's goodness.
There was poor Mary. Thab is four years ago now, and I was a
very little girl. I don’t know what she did ; but her father
turned her away from his doors, and she was starving. I told
Mr. Venn, and he helped her to get a place in a theatre, where
she works now. Poor Mary! I met her the other day; and
when she asked after Mr. Venn, she burst out erying. Then
once, when old Mrs. Weeks's son Joe fell off the ladder—it was
a terrible thing for them, you Jknow, because he broke his leg,
and was laid up for weeks, and nothing for his mother while he
was in the hospital—Mr. Venn heard of it, and kept the old
woman till Joe came out of the hospital again. I saw him, one
Sunday, carrying a leg of mutton himself, wrapped up in the
Observer, to Mrs, Weeks's lodging. And I think Joe would cub
off his head to do good to Mr. Venn.”

Big Ben struck twelve.

«There’s twelve o'clock. And he will be waiting for me.
Giood-bye, Philip. I must make haste back.”

“I{eep our secret, Laura.”

% Yes ; he said T might. Good-bye.”

¢ Meet me here next Monday., To-day is Friday. I will be
here at ten. Will you ¢’

She took his hand in her frank and honest way, and tripped
away. Presently, she came running back.

i Please, Mr., Durnford,” she said, “give me some moncy for
a cab. 1 cannot bear that he should wait for me.”

«He” Always Mr. Venn first in her thoughts.

She took a florin from the silver Philip held out to her, and
ran out of the park.

He lit a cigar, and strolling round the ornamental water, began
to think.

What did he mean to do about the girl?

At this point he hardly knew himself, except that he was
madly in love with her. It was but the third time they had
raet. He loved her. The passion in his heart was born a full
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flower, almost at first sight. He seemed now no longer master
of himself, 50 great and overwhelming was his desire to get this
girl for himself. But how? He knew very well that there was
liftle enough leftof the original five thousand. How could he marry
on a subaltern’s pay? How could he take this young lady, with
her very remarkable education and history, her quaint and un-
conventional ideas, and her ignorance of the world, into his regi-
ment? And lastly, how about Mr. Venn? There was another
thing. ‘When she accepted him—which she did, as we know,
after a fashion quite unknown to fiction and little Practised in
real life—when she listened to his tale of love, it was all in
reference to Mr. Venn. The very frankness with which the
innocent girl had received his suit was galling to a man’s pride,
especially if it happen to be a man with a strong sense of per-

sonal superiority. Had he been a hunchback, had his legs been . -

bowed and his back double, had he been an idiot and a erétin, she
could not well have been colder or less encouraging. She did
not love him, that was clear ; but was he sure that all this inno-
cence was real? Could a London girl be so brought up as to
Lave no sense of the realities of life? Would it be possible that
a gitl would accept a man, promise to marry him, on the very
first offer, solely because her guardian wanted her to marry a gen-
tleman ?

Some men's passions are like a furnace, not only because they
are so hot and burning, but also because they are only fanned by
cold air. Had Laura met her lover's fond vows by any cor-
responding affection, he would have tired of her in a week. But
she did not, as we have seen. Met him with a cold look of
astonishment. “ Love you? Oh dear, no, I cannot even tell
what you mean by love. Yes, I love Mt Venn.”  Amaryllis,
pursued by Corydon, laughs in his face, and tells him that she
will marry him because she loves Alexis, and Alexis wants her
to marry somebody. And yet poor Corydon loves her still,

Corydon, meditating these things, and trying—to do him
Justice—to repel and silence certain wicked voices of suspicion
and evil prompting which were buzzing in his ears, slowl
walked round the ornamental water, and emerged into Pall Mall,
On either shoulder was seated a little devil, one of the kind
chiefly employed for West-end work— young, but highly pro-
mising and well-informed,

“You love her,” said one, “She is young and innocent,
unsuspecting and credulous,”
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« Qhe does not love you,” said the other ; “she only wants to
please the man she really loves.”

And so on,amusing themselves as such little imps are wont, while
he sauntered along the “ sweet shady side,” a prey to all kinds
of imaginings and doubts. Perhaps, after all, the imaginings
came from the depths of his own brain, and not from any little
imps at all; and certainly, the existence of these animals does
present enormous difficulties to the speculative philosopher, and
since the times of the Rev. Mr. Barham they have mot been
prominently before the public. If they have any functions to
perform in this generation, 1 should think they are used chiefly
to influence men like our poor Philip, whose strength of will has
been corrupted by evil habit, by vanity, by false shame—to draw
a veil over what is good, to represent the bad as fatal, inevitable,
and not really so bad as has been made out,

Now, as he turned the corner of Waterloo Place, a thing befell
him which must really have been the special work of the Chief
of the Metropolitan Secret Iniquity Force. I may seem harsh in
my judgment, but the event will perhaps justify me.

There came beating across the street, from the corner of Cock-
spur Street to the far corner of Waterloo Place, with intent to go
down Pall Mall, a team of animated sandwiches, With that
Leen sense of the fitness of things which always distinguishes
the profession, they had selected this as the fittest place to ad-
vertise a spectacle at the Victoria Theatre. The ways of this
curious and little-studied folk afford, sometimes, food for profound
reflection. I have seen the hearer of a sandwich, on one side of
which was inscribed the legend, ¢ Silence, tremble I” and on the
other words more sacred than may here be lightly written, heavily
drunk outside a public, while a friend engaged in making known
the Coal Hole and the Poses Plastiques was expostulating with
him on his immorality. The perfunctory preacher had not
taken his own text to heart. The principle is exactly the same
as that by which the Cambridge undergraduate from far Cathay,
who confesses that there is but one God and Mohammed is his
prophet, passes that barrier to distinction called the Little Go,
wherein he has to master Paley’s © Evidences of Christianity,”
and goes back to his native land and to Islam.

This particular procession consisted of thirteen men. On the
proud shield which each bore in front and behind was blazoned
a seene of almost impossible splendour and magnificence, whilea
single letter on each enabled the whole to be read by the curi-
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ous, as the pageant streamed past, as “Titania’s Haunt.”
“ Streaming past” is poetical, but scarcely correct. It rather
shuffled past. Most of the knights, or esquires—scutiferi—were
men well stricken in years, their faces lined with thought, or it
may have been experience. After some five or six had passed
along, one experienced a feeling as of red noses, Their dress was
shabby and dirty ; their looks were hopeless and blank ; some of
them seemed to have once been gentlemen ; and the spectator,
looking at the men who carried rather than the thing they bore,
was touched with a sense of pity and fear.

Poor Helots of our great London. You are paraded, I suspect,
by the philanthropists-—perhaps it is the great secret unsuspected
work of the Society for the Suppression of Viee—who make you
carry a shield to hide their intentions and spare you unnecessary
shame. They spend their money upon you—not too much, it
is true—that we may have before our eyes a constant example
of the effects of drink. March ! DBands of Hope, with colours
flying and music playing ; sing * Sursum, corda,” and strengthen
resolution by speeches and hymns. But on your way home, look
at this poor ereature of sixty, who was once delicately nurtured
and carefully brought up—a scholar and a gentleman—and
tremble lest you give way. For the sandwich men mean drink,
drink, drink. Better to have these woebegone faces before us as
we walk down the street than the Lacedzemonian Helot stag-
gering foolishly in front.

Phil stood and watched them dodging the cabs. One by one
they got across that difficult and dangerous corner where there
ought to be an island every three yards to protectus. Presently,
the bearer of the letter I arrived on the kirb and fell into line,
Plilip dropped his cigar and started. The man was looking
straight before him. His face was perfectly white and pale, and
without hair. His locks were of a silvery white, although he
could hardly have been much more than fitty. His nose—a fat,
prominent organ—wag deeply tinged with red ; his mouth was
tremulous ; crow’sfeet lay under his eyes, which were small,
bright, and cunning, set beneath light-brown or reddish eyebrows,
The aspect of the man, with his white hair, smooth face, red
nose, and bushy eyebrows, was so remarkable, that many people
turned to look at him as they passed.

Philip walked with the procession, keeping hehind him,

A tall hat, well battered by the storms of life, a thick pea-jacket,
and a thin pair of Tweed trousers, seemed to make all his dress,
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Presently, Philip touched him on the shoulder.

The man turned upon him with a glare of terror which to a
policeman would have spoken volumes.

Philip looked at him still, bub said nothing. He shuffled
along with the rest, trembling in every limb. Then Philip
touched him on the shoulder again, and said, in a low voice—

¢ Obsairve, Mr. Alexander MacIntyre.”

The ex-tutor looked at him in a stupid way.

«T know you, man,” said Philip. “ Come out of this, and
talk,”

They were at the corner of Jermyn Strect. To the surprise of
hLis fellows, letter I suddenly left the line, and dived down
Jermyn Street. They waited a little. He was joined by a
gentleman ; and after a few moments, Le slipped his head
through the boards, and leaving them on the pavement, hurried
away.

This was what passed. ;

“You will remember me presently,” said Philip. “1 am
Philip Durnford. There iz my card. Get food, clothes, not too
much drink, and come to my lodgings at eight o’clock this even-
ing. Here is a sovereign for you.”

Mr. MacIntyre spoke not a word, but took the coin and
watched his patron go striding away. Then he bit the sovereign
to see if it was good—a dreadful proof of his late misfortunes.
Then he laughed in a queer way, and looked back at his boards.
After that, of course, he went round the corner. Gentlemen
down in the world always do. There was a public-house round
the corner. He felt in his pocket, where jingled threepence, his
little all, and dived into the hostelry. A moment after, he came
out, his eyes bright, his mouth firm, his head erect, and walked
briskly away.

CHAPTER IX.

Ix the evening, about nine o’clock, Mr. MacIntyre presented
himself at Philip’s lodgings. He was greatly changed for the
better. With much prudence he had spent the whole of the
sovereign in effecting an alteration in his outward appearance,
calculating that his old pupil would be at Jeast good for two or
three more golden tokens of esteem. Ie was now, looked ab
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from behind, a gentleman of reduced means ; everything, from
his black coat to his boots, having a secondhand and ¢ reach me
down ” look, and nothing attaining to what might be called a
perfect fit. The coat was obtained by exchange or barter, the
old pea-jacket having heen accepted in lieu of payment ; while
the other articles were the result of long haggling and beating
down. He looked, however, complacently on his new garb, as
indicating a partial return to respectability.

Philip greeted him with a friendly shake of the hand.

“ Why, man, do you mean to say that a sovereign has done
all that #”

“ AlL” said his tutor. Tl just tell you how I did it. First,
the trousers. Saxpence the man allowed for the old ones, which
I left with him. They’re just dropping to pieces with fatigue,
Lh, they’ve had a hard time of it for many years. Then I got a
secondhand flannel shirt. He wouldn’t give me anything for
the old one. Then I got the coat for my pea-jacket—rwhich,
though a most comfortable garment, was hardly, you'll obsairve,
the coat for a Master of Arts of an old and respectable Univair-
sity.”

“Well—well. Did you get anything to eat ¥’

“ Dinner. Tenpence. I'm no saying that I'm not hungry.

Philip rang the bell, and ordered some supper, which his
guest devoured ravenously.

¢ Short commons of late, T am afraid ¥’

“Vera short, vera short! Il trouble you for fwo—three
more slices of that beef. Ah, Phil, what an animalis the conmmon
ox! You feel it when you come to be a stranger to him, And
bottled stout. When—eh, man ?”

He took a pull which finished the bottle, and proceeded to
eat ; talking, at intervals, quite in his old style.

“ Obsairve. The development of the grateful feeling, commonly
supposed fo be wanting—thank ye, Phil, one more slice, with
some of the fat and a bit of the brown—uwanting to the savage
races, must be mainly due to the practice of a higher order of
eating. My supper has lately been the Penny bloater, with a
baked potato. No, I really cannot eat any more. The spirit is
willing—for I am gtill hungry, Phil—but the capacity of the
stomach is limited. I fear I have already injudiciously crowded
the space. Is that brandy, Phil, on the sideboard 7’

Philip rose and brought the bottle, with a tumhler and cold
water, and placed it before him,
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¢ Tt has been my dream for four

long months. T have managed, sometimes, & glass of gin. Bub
brandy !—oh, blessed consoler of human suffering ! Brandy "
He was clutching the bottle and standing over it with greedy
eyes. © Brandy |—water of life I—no, water that drooms the
sense of life—that brings us forgetfulness of everything, and re-
stores the fire of youth—stays the gnawings of hunger. Brandy !
And they say we mustn't drink ! Ch, Phil, my favourite pupil,
for those who have memories, brandy is your only medicine.”

He filled a tumbler half full of spirit, added a little water,
and drank it off at a draught. Then he looked round, sighed,
sat down, and, to Philip’s astonishment, burst into violent sob-
bing. This phenomenon was quite unprecedented in the history,
so far as Philip knew, of his Jate tutor.

¢ Nay,” he said, kindly, “we shall manage to mend matters
somehow. Cheer up, man. Have another glass.”

Mer. MacIntyre gave a profound sniff, and looked up through

his tears.

¢ Give me
my nose. 1 pawned my last—it was a silk one—
ha'penny.”

Philip brought him one from his bed-room, and he began to
mop up.

Then he took another glass of brandy and water.

¢ Tears—it is indeed a relief to have an old friend to talls to
—tears are produced from many causes. There ave tears of grati-
tude, of joy, of sorrow, even of repentance, if you think you are
going to be found out. Mine are none of these. They rise from
that revulsion o feeling projuiced by a sudden and strong con-
trast. Obsairve. The man unexpectedly or violently removed
from a state of hopeless destitution to the prospect of affluence
must either cry or laugh—and not even a philosopher can always
choose which. I have got decent clothes, an old friend ; and my
brains—a little damaged by a hard life, perhaps—are still greatly
superior to the average.”

« And you have been really destitute ¥’

« For four months I have been a walking advertisement.
Part of the time I was getting eighteenpence a day as one of the
‘Associated Boardmen. Eh, Philip Durnford, think of your old
tutor becoming an Associated Boardman ! Then I got dru—I
mean I took too much one day, and they turned me out in the
cold. I starved a day or two, and then got employment at one-

¢ Brandy,” he murmured.

a pocket-handkerchief first, Phil. I want to blow
for tenpence
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and-threepence, which I have had, off ard on, ever since. It is
not a difficuls employment. There is little responsibility. No
sense of dignity or self-respect is required. On the Sunday,
there is no work to be done ; consequently, for four months I
have cursed the Sawbath—the Lord forgive me! Don’t ask me
too much, Philip : it has been a sad time—a, terrible time. I am
half-starved. I have had to associate with men of no edncation
and disagreeable habits. A had time—a bad time.” He passed
his hand across his forehead, and paused a moment. “ A time
of bad dreams. I shall never forget it, never, It will haunt me
to my grave—poison my nights, and take the pleasure out of my
days. Don't ask me ahout it. Let me forget it,”

“Tell me only what you like,” said Philip.

“The passions, I have discovered, the follies, and the ambitions
of man depend a’together on the stomach. The hungry man,
who has been hungry for three months, can only hope for a good
meal.  That is the boundary of his thoughts. e envies none
but the fat. He has no eyes for beauty. Helen would pass un-
noticed by a sandwich man, only for plumpness. He has no
perception of the beauties of nature, save in the streakiness of
beef ; none for those of art, save in the cookshops. He has no
hatred in his heart, nor any love. And of course he has no con-
science.  Obsairve, my pupil, that religion is a matter for those
who are assured of this world’s goods. It vanishes at the first
appearance of want. Hence a clause in the Lord’s Prayer.”

“ You—I mean your companions between the boards—are
honest, I suppose ?’

“Ah, well—that’s as it may be. It is one of the advantages
of the profession that you must be honest, because you can’t run
if you do steal anything. No line of life presents fewer oppor-
tunities for turning a dishonest penny. Otherwise—you see—
stomach is king at all times ; and if not satisfied, my young
friend, stomach becomes God.”

“Tell me, if you can, how you came to fall into these
straits.”

“Infandum juhbes renovare dolorem. Eh !—the Latin tags and
commonplaces, how they stick. Tt is a kind of consolation to
quote them. When you saw me last was on that unfortunate
oceasion when you treated your old tutor with unwarrantable
harshness. T have long lamented the misconception which led
you to that line of conduct. Verbal reproach alone would have
been ill-fitting to your lips ; but actual personal violence ! Abh,
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Phil! But all is forgiven and forgotten. You went away. I
applied to M. de Villeroy for a testimonial. I still preserve the
document he was good enough to send me. It is here.”

He produced a paper from a bundle which he carried in an old
battered pocket-book.

“There are papers here, Phil, that will interest yousome day,
when you have learned to trust me. Now listen. This is what
your poor father’s old friend said of your old tutor.”

He shook his head in sorrow, and read—

T have been asked to speak of Mr. MacIntyre’s fitness for the
post of an instructor of youth. I can assert with truth that I
have on several occasions seen him sober ; that Mr. Durnford, his
late employer, never detected him in any dishonesty ; that his
morality, in this neighbourhood, has been believed in by no one;
and that, in his temperate intervals, he is sometimes industrious.”

“ There, Philip. Think of that.”

¢ You do not show that testimonial much, I suppose?’ said
Philip.

«No,” replied the philosopher. I keep it as a proof of the
judeecial blindness which sometimes afflicts men of good sense.
M. de Villeroy is dead, and so it matters little now. Do you
know where Miss Madeleine is ¥’

“ No. In Palmiste, I suppose.”

“ There ye're wrong. She’s in London, I saw her yesterday
with an old lady in Regent Street, and followed her home. She's
bonny, vera bonny, with her black hair and big eyes. Oh, she’s
bonny. But uplifted with pride, I misdoubt. Why don’t you
marry her, Philip? She's got plenty of money. Arthur will
marry her if you don’t. Give me Arthur's address.”

« You want to borrow money of him, I suppose

“No, I want justto ask him to give me money, You're not
over-rich, I'm afraid, Philip, yourself, my laddie.”

Philip laughed.

« My father gave me five thousand pounds. All that is left of
it is in our old agent’s hands in Palmiste. I get ten per cent.
for it. As I only got a hundred and fifty last February, a good
lot of it must be gone. And I've had another little dig into the
pile since then.”

“ Ay, ay I—that's bad ; that’s vera bad. Butb perhaps a timo
will come for you as well as the rest of the world.”
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“ Arthur can help you, and I daresay will. But you must
not tell him too much.”

“1I do not intend to tell him anything,” said the man of ex-
perience, loftily. ¢ Except lies.” :

“Tell me something, however,” said Philip, “ Tell me how
you got into such a hole.”

“I went to Australia from Palmiste. Spent all my money
in Melbourne, trying to get something to do, and at last I got
put into the school of a little township up country, where my
chief work was to cane the brats. Such an awfu’ set of devils !
That lasted a year. Then there came a terrible day.”

He stopped and sighed.

“I shall never forget that day. It wasa Saturday, T remem-
ber. The boys were more mutinois than usual, and I caned them
all—there were thirty-five, And when one was caned, the others
all shouted and laughed. At twelve, I read the prayers pre-
scribed by the authorities, with my usual warmth and unction.
Then I dismissed the boys. Nobody moved. There was a dead
silence, and T confess I felt alarmed, Presently, the five biggest
boys got up, and approached my desk with determined fages. I
had a presentiment of what would happen, and I turned to flee,
It was too late.”

“What did they do to you?”

“They tied me up, sir. They tied me up to my own desk,
and then they laid on. They gave their reverend dominie the
most awful flogging that ever schoolboy had. None too small,
sir, to have a cut in. None so forgiving as to shirk his turn,
Not one, Philip, relented at the last moment, and spared some of
his biceps. Pairfect silence reigned ; and when it was over, they
placed me buck in my chair, with my cane in my hand ; and
then the school dispersed. What I felt, Philip, more than the
ignominy, was the intense pain. A red-hot iron might projuice a
similar but not a greater agony, if applied repeatedly on every
square inch over a certain area of the body. A thirty-handed
Briareus, if he turned schoolmaster, could alone rival the magni-
tude of that prodeejious cowhiding.

“Next day I left the town. It was during church time ; but
the hoys were waiting for me, and as I stole out with my bundle
in my hand, they ran me down the street on a rail, singing
‘Drucken Sawnie! That was a very bad time I had then,

“I tried Sydney after that, and got on pretty well in husiness
—till T failed ; and then the judge wanted to refuse my certifi-
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cate, because, he said, the books were fradulently kept. That
wasn’t true, for they were not kept at all. So I came away, and
got to the Cape. A poor place, Phil—very poor, and dull’; but
the drink is good, and the food is cheap. T learned to speak
Duteh, and was very near marrying the daughter of a Dutch
farmer, well to do, only for an unlucky accident. Just before
the wedding, my cruel fate caused me to be arrested on a ridicu-
lous charge of embezzlement. Of course, I was acquitted ; but
the judge—who ought to be prosecuted for defamation of
character—ruined me by stating that T only got off by the skin
of my teeth, because the jury understood English imperfectly,
I came back to England, and went down to see my relations,
My cousin, only four times remaved—the baillie of Auchnatoddy
—ordered me out of his house, and wadna give me bite nor sup.
Then I came up to town, and here I am, ever since. Ye won't
do me an ill turn by telling Arthur my story, will you, Philip ¢”

“Not I; particularly as you have only told me half of it.”

“May he—may be. The other half I keep to myself.”

It was as well he did, for among the second half were one or
two experiences of prison life, which might not have added to
his old pupil's respect for him: These obher adventures he
omitted, partly perhaps out of modesty, and partly out of a fear
that their importance might be exaggerated.

The astonishing thing was, the way in which he emerged from
all his troubles. They seemed to be without any effect upon
his energies or spirits. Utterly careless about loss of character,
perfectly devoid of moral principle, he came up, after each
disaster, seemingly refreshed by the fall, Mother Earth revived
him ; and he started anew, generally with a few pounds in his
pocket, and always some new scheme in his head, to prey upon the
credulity of good and simple men. That he had not yet suc-
ceeded, argued, he considered, want of rather luck than absence of
merit.

His projects were not of very extraordinary cleverness. Bub
he was unscrupulous enough to succesd. Cleverness and freedom
from seraples do somehow seem the two main requisites to produce
the success of wealth. The cleverest rogue becomes the richest
man, often the most revered. He has been known, for instance,
to geb into the House of Lords. Mr, Gladstons will always, if
he spends £20,000 on the cause, make him a baronet, But
quite lately a new feeling had come over Mr. MaclIntyre. He
was beginning to doubt himself, For four months he bad lived
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on about three half-crowns a week, and as the days went on, and
he saw no chance of escape, he grew more and more despondent.
It was a new sensation, this of privation. He suffered for the
first time in his life. And also, for the first time, he saw no way
to better things—no single spot of blue in all the horizon. Rhen-
matic twinges pinched him in the shoulders, He was fifty-three
years of age. He had not a penny saved, nor a friend to give
him one. In the evening he crept back to his miserable lodging,
brooding over his fate; and in the morning he crept out again to
his miserable work, brooding still,

But nowa change, unexpected and sudden. Hine ille lachrymze.
Hence those tears of the tutor, wrung from a heart whose power
of philosophy was undermined by a long-continued emptiness of
stomach. That night he slept on Philip’s sofa; and the next
day, after taking a few necessaries—such as a shirt, a waistcoat,
collar, and so on—from his benefactor’s wardrobe, making philo-
sophical reflections all the while, he devoured a breakfast of
enormous dimensions, and proceeded to call upon Arthur,

“Ye'll remember, Mr. Philip Durnford,” he said, putting on
his hat—* by the way, lend me two or three pounds, which I
shall repay from what I get from Arthur: I must have a better
hat—ye'll remember to forget the little confidential narrative I
imparted to you last night. It is not always possible to pre-
serve the prudence of a philosopher, and to know what things
should be said and what concealed—quee dicenda, que celanda
sint. I told you more than I should. But I trust to your pro-
mise.”

He found Arthur at work in his usual purposeless way. That
is, he was surrounded by a great pile of books, and had a pen in
his hand.  Arthur was not happy unless he was foliowing up
some theory or investigating some “point,” and had a Sybaritish
way of study which led to no results, and seemed to promise
nothing : a kind of work which very often lands the student
among the antiquarians and archaeologists. But there was a tone
about Arthur which impressed Mr. MacIntyre with a sense of
constraint and awkwardness. Philip he somehow felt to belong
to his own stratum of humanity. With Philip he was at ease,
and could talk familiarly. Avthur belonged to that higher and
colder level where self-respect was essential, and any confidences
of the criminal Christian would be out of place. Philip, for in-
stance, had insisted upon his fortifying his stomach against the
tawness of the morning air with a glass of brandy before going

8
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out. Arthur, on the other hand, offered him nothing ; but,
giving him a chair, stood leaning against the mantelshelf, and
contemplating his visitor from his height of six feet.

“I hope you are doing well, Mr. MacIntyre,” he began.

“I am not doing well,” replied the Scotchman ; “ I'm doing
very badly.”

“I do not ask your history since T saw you last.”

“Mr. Arthur Durnford, you are my old pupil—I may add,
my favourite pupil—and you are privileged to say what you
please. My life is open to any question you may like to ask,
The failure of a school in Australia, through my—my firmness in
maintaining discipline ; that of a prosperous place of business in
Sydney, through an unexpected rise in the Bank rate ; and the
breakdown of my plans in Cape Town, brought me home in g
condition of extreme penury. From this I was rescued by the
generosity of Lieutenant Philip Durnford, who has most liberally
assisted me out of his very slender means—his very slender
means. Ask me any questions you like, Mr. Durnford ; but
do not, if you please, insinuate that I have anything to con-
ceal.”

He smote his chest, and assumed an air of Spartan virtue,

“ Well, well. Only, the fact is, Mr. MacIntyre, I remember
that the last time I saw you, you were receiving punishment from
Philip’s hands for some disgraceful proposals.”

“Pardon me—DMr. Philip was under a mistake. This, I be-
lieve, he will now acknowledge. I have forgiven him.”

“I hope he was mistaken. Anyhow, my opinion of you,
formed as a boy, could not possibly be favourable.”

“ At the time you speak of, T was suffering from deepsomania,
I am now recovered, thanks to having taken the pledge for a
term of years. Now expired.”

“ What are you doing now ?”

¢ Nothing.”

“ What have you been doing ?”

“ Starving.”

“ What do you want to do?”

“I want you to find me some money. I cannot promise to
bay it back, because I am too poor to promise anything, But
if you will advance me fifty pounds, I think T can do something
with it.”

Arthur took his cheque-book, and sat down, thoughtfully.

“I will do this for you. I will lend you fifty pounds, which,
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as you are a thrifty man, ought to last you six months, You
will spend that time in looking about you, and trying to get
work. At the end of six months, if you want it, T will lend you
another fifty. But that is all I will do for you. And I shall
specially ask Philip not fo give you money.”

Mr. MacIntyre was not profuse in his thanks. He took the
cheque, examined it carefully, folded it, and put it in his

_ pocket.

“I knew you'd help me,” he said. “I told Philip so this
morning. Can I forward you in your studies now ? The pheelo-
sophical system of Hamilton, for instance.”

“Yes ; never mind my studies, if you please. Is there any-
thing else T can do for you ¥

“I do not ca’ to mind that there is. T'll lock in again, when
there is. Have you seen Miss Madeleine, Mr. Durnford, since
she came to London ?”

“Madeleine? No. Isshe in London? What is her address ?
—how long has she been here 7’

“I dare say I could find out her address, Bub it might cost
money.”

He looked so cunning as he said this, that Arthur burst out
laughing,

“ You are a cool hand, Mr. MacIntyre. Iow much would it
cost =—five pounds ?”

“ Now, really, Mr. Arthur, to suppose that a man can run all
over London for five pounds! And that to find the address of
your oldest friend.”

“Well, twenty pounds ?—thirty pounds? Hang it, man, I
must know.”

“T should think,” said the philosopher, meditating, it might
be found for forty pounds, if the money was paid at onee.”

Arthur wrote another cheque, which MacIntyre put into his
pocket-hook as before.

“This does not prejudice the fifty pounds in,six months’ time 2’
he said. “Very well. I remember now that' I have her address
In my pocket. I followed her home and asked a servant, Here
it is—No. 31, Hatherley Street, Eaton Square,”

“ Did you speak to her ¥

“Is it likely % replied Mr. MacIntyre, thinking of his boards;

“ Confess that you have done a good stroke of business this
morning,” said Arthur, ¢ N inety pounds is not bad. You can't
always sell an address for forty pounds.”

8—2
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“Sell an address? My dear sir, you mistake me altogether,
Do mot, if you please, imagine that I am one of those who
sell such little information as I possess. Remember, if you
please, that you are addressing a Master of Arts of an an-
cient——"

“You are quite yourself again, Mr. MacIntyre,” said Arthur,
“ Good morning, now. Keep away from drink, and——"

*Bir, I have already reminded you that——"

‘“ Good morning, Mr, MacIntyre.”

He went away, cashed Dboth his cheques, and, taking lodgings,
proceeded to buy such small belongingsas the simplest eivilisation
demands—such as a hair-brush, linen, and a two-gallon cask of
whisky. Then he ordered the servant to keep a kettlo always
on the hob ; sat down, rubbed his hands, lit a pipe, and began to
meditate.

CHAPTER X.

It was quite true. Madeleine was in England.

Eight years since, Madeleine, before leaving her native island,
had ridden over to Fontainebleau to take farewell of a place
where she had spent so many happy days. The house was un-
inhabited and shut up, but the manager of the estates was care-
ful to keep it in vepair. It all looked as it used to. The canes,
clean and well kept, waving in the sunlight, in green and yellow
and gray ; the mill busier than ever, with its whirr of grinding
wheels ; the sweet, rich smell of the sugar ; the huge vats of
seething, foaming juice, and the whirling turbines. But the old
verandah was no longer atrewn with its cane mats and chairs ;
and when the doors were opened for her, the house felt chill and
damp. She lifted the piano-lid and touched the keys, shrinking
back with a cry of fright. It was like a voice from the dead—
so cracked, and thin, and strident was the sound. In the boys’
study were their old school-books lying about, just as they had
left them ; in a drawer which she opened, some papers scribbled
with boyish sketches. Oune of these represented a gentleman,
whose features were of an exaggerated Scotch type, endeavouring
to mouut his pony, The animal was turning upon him with an
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air of reproach, as onesaying, “ Sir, you are drunk again.” This
was inscribed at the back, * Philippus fecit.” Then there was
another and more finished effort, signed Arthur, of a girl’s head
in chalk. Perhaps the merit of this picture was slender ; but
Madeleine blushed when she looked at it, and took both pictures
away with her.

There was no other souvenir that she cared to have; and leaving
the house, she paid a visit to the garden. Oh, the garden !
Where once had been pineapples were pumpkins ; where had
been strawberries were pumpkins; where there had once
been flower-beds, vegetables, or shrubs, wers pumpkins.
Pumpkin was king. He lay there—green, black, or golden—
basking in the sun. He had devoured all, and spread himself
over all.

So Madeleine came away ; and under the maternal wing of the
Bishopess—whose right reversnd husband, as happens once in
two years to all colonial bishops, had business connected with
his diocese which brought him to England—was duly shipped to
Southampton, and presently forwarded to Switzerland.

Education. Her guardian was a Frenchman by descent, a
Swiss by choice. He had enlarged views, and brought up the
girl as a liberal Protestant. Ile had her taught the proper
amount of accomplishments. e made her talk English, though
with a slight foreign accent, as well as French ; and, what was
much more important, gave her ideas as to independence and un-
conventionality which sank deep, and moulded her whole
character. Insomuch that one day she announced her intention
of going away and setting up for herself.

“T am of age,” she said. *I want to see the world a little. I
want to make up my mind what to do with myself.”

0Old M. Lajardie chuckled.

““See what it is,” he observed, “to bring up a girl as she
ought to be brought up. My dear, if it had not been for me, you
would a$ this moment be wanting to go into a convent.”

She shook her head.

“Iknow the sex, child. You belong to the class which takes to
religion like a duck to water. This being denied you, you will take
to philanthropy, usefulness, all sorts of things. That is why I
taught you English, because England is the only country pos-
sible for a full exercise of these virtues. Then you are of a
temperament which would have induced blind submission in a
man, and makes a delightful obstinacy in a free woman,”
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“Upon my word, my dear guardian—”

“ And then, my child, there is another quality in you, which
would have made you the most Tapturous of sisters, which will
make you the best and most devoted of wives. You will marry,
Madeleine,”

“It is possible,” she said. < It may comse in my way, as it
does in most people’s lives. But T do not count upon marriage
as a part of my life.”

“You are rich, Madeleine. You have—well, more than your
fair share of beauty, ' Black hair and black eyes are common ;
but not such splendid hair ag yours, or eyes as bright. There
are girls as tall as you, but fow with so good a figure,”

“ Don’t, guardian,” said Madeleine, with a little moue and a
half-blush. ~ T would rather you told me of my faults,”

“I know the sex, I tell you,” repeated the old man, « When
I was young—ah, what a thing it is to be young '—T .made 5
profound study of the sex. It is quite true, Madeleine, though I
am only an old man that says it, that even Madame Recamier hey.
self, in her best days, had not a more finishaq style than yours,
You will succeed, my child. You will be able tq marry any one
—any one you please.”

“You do not imagine, I Suppose, that I am to fall in love
with the first rich young man who tells me that Le Joves me? As
if there was nothing in the world for woman to think of but
love.”

* Most women,” went on her critie, “like to be married to a
lord and master, I prophesy for you, Madeleine, that your
husband will be content to obey rather than to command, So,
child, you shall see the world.  Let me only just write to our
friend, Mrs. Longworthy, who will act as your chaperone, You
will find yourself richer than you think, berhaps. All your
money is in the English fands, and the interest has been used
to buy fresh stock. Go now, my ward—1I will think over what
is best to be done,”

The old man attended her to the door, and, shutting it after
her, went through a little pantomime of satisfaction. That done,
he took down a volume of Voltaire’s « Philosophical Dictionary,”
and wagged his head over the wisdom that he found therein,

“Indepcndent,” he murmured, « tich, selfreliant, able to
think, not superstitious, not infected with insular prejudices,
Philanthropic, beautifal, She will do. Ello ira loin, mon ami,”
he said, tapping his own forehead, ¢ You have done well,
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When revolutions come, and lines of thought are changed, it is
good to have such women at hand, to steady the men. France
rules the world, and the women rule France. Hein? it sounds
epigrammatic. Has it been said before ¥’

So to England Madeleine came. A chaperone was found for
her in the widow of an old friend of M. Lajardie—a certain Mrs.
Longworthy, who was willing—and, more than that, able—to
take her into society. They took one of those extremely com-
fortable little houses—the rent of which is so absurdly out of
proportion to their size—close to Eaton-square : a house with its
two little drawing-rooms and greenhouse ab the back—a little
narrow as regards dining-room accommodation, but broad enough,
as Mrs. Longworthy put it, for two lone women.

Madeleine’s chaperone was only remarkable for her extraordi-
nary coziness and love of comfort. A cushiony old lady—one
who sat by the fireside and purred ; and, when things went
badly with her, went to bed and stayed there till they came
round again. An old lady who went to church every Sunday,
and, like the late lamented Duke of Sussex, murmured after
each commandment, ¢ Never did that: never did that.” So
that the rules of prohibition did not affect her own conscience.
For all the rest, she entirely trusted and admired Madeleine, and
never even ventured on a remonstrance with her.

Madeleine was what her guardian described her. In her pre-
sence most men felt themselves above their own stratum. There
was a sort of gulf; and yet, with all the men’s experience, the
clear light of her eyes seemed to read so far beyond their actual
ken. If sheliked you, and talked to you, you came away from
her strengthened and hraced up. Beautiful, she certainly was,
in a way of her own: striking, the women called her—a word
which the sex generally employ when they feel envious of power
and physique beyond their cwn. Rolls of black hair; a pale
and colourless cheek ; a small and firm mouth; clear and sharply
defined nostrils; eyes that were habitually limpid and sofft,
which yet might flash to sudden outbreaks of storm; and a
figure beyond all expression gracieuse. A woman who could
talk ; one whom young warriors, having to take her in to din-
ner, speedilyfelt beyond them altogether; one who lifted a man
up, and made him breathe a purer air. This is, T take it, the
highest function of woman. ‘We cannot, as a rule, run comfort-
ably in single harness, but are bound hy the laws of our being
to have a mate of some kind. I is surely best for us to find one
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whose sense of duty is stronger than our own, and whose standard
is higher. 'We may have to do all the work ; but we want a fallow
in the harness to show us that the work is good, and that it be.
hoves us to do it well,

Madeleine was not, it is certain, one of the girls whom a cer-
tain class of small poets love to style “darling,” “pet Amoret,”
“sweet little lily.” Not for any man’s toy ; no animated do]l
to please for a while, and then drop out of life; nor yet that
dreadful creature, a * woman’s rights” woman. Perhaps she
was not elever enough.

Arthur Durnford called upon her the same day on which he got
the address. He was a little prepared to gush, remembering the
little sylph with whom he used to play twelve years ago. But
there was no opportunity for gushing. The stately damsel who
rose and greeted him with almost as much coldness as if they
had parted the day before, silenced, if she did not disconcert
him.

“I knew that we should meet again some time,” she said ;
“and T had already written to Palmiste for your address. Mrs,
Longworthy, this is my old friend, Arthur Durnford, of whom
I have so often told you.”

He saw a little, fat old lady, with a face like a winter apple,
crinkled and ruddy, sitting muffled up by the fireside,

“Come and shake hands with me, Arthur Darnford,” she
cried, in the pleasantest voice he had ever heard. “I knew
your father when he was a wild young fellow in the Hussars,
Let me look at you. Yes, you are like him. But he had black
hair, and yours is brown. And you stoop—I suppose because
youread books all day. Fie upon the young men of the present !
They all read. In my time there was not so much reading, I
can tell you, but a great deal more love-making and merriment,
Now, sit down and talk to Madeleine,”

She lay back on her cushions, and presently fell fast asleep,
while the two talked.

They falked of Palmiste and the old days. And then a sort
of constraint came upon them, because the new days of either
were unknown,

“Tell me about yourself, Arxthur,” said Madeleine. “ I am
going to call you Arthur, and you shall call me Madeleine, just
as we used to. Mrs. Longworthy—oh, she is asleep.”

“ No, my dear—only dozing. Wake me up by telling me
something pleasant,” :
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“T was going to tell Arthur that I am sure you would like
him to come here a great deal—I should.”

¢ That ought to be enough, Mr. Durnford. But I should, too.
We are a pair of women, and we sometimes sit and nag at each
other. Ion’t look at me so, Maddy—if we don’t actually do it,
we sometimes want to. Come a great deal, Mr. Durnford.
Come as nearly every day as you can manage. It is very good
for young men to have ladies’ society. We shall civilise you.”

“You are very kind,” Arthur began,

“But I must say one thing. Do not come early in the morn-
ing. I consider that the day ought to be a grand processional
triumph of temper. That is why T always take my breakfast in
bed. Handle me delicately in the morning, and a child may
lead me all day. Come, if you want to see me, in time for
luncheon, at two ; if you want to see Madeleine, at any time she
tells you.”

“ And how is Philip?’ asked Madeleine.

 Who is Philip ¥’ said Mrs. Longworthy.

“ My cousin, the son of my father’s brother.”

* Your father, my dear boy, never had any brothers.”

“ Pardon me, Mrs. Longworthy.”

She shook her head, and lay back again.

“And what is your profession, Arthur?’

“T have none.”

“What do you do with yourself ¢’

“I waste time in the best way I can, I read, write a little,
make plans, and the days slip by.” ;

“That seems very bad. Come and help me in my pro-
fession.”

“What is your profession "

“Come some morning at ten, and I will tell you. Send Philip
to call upon me.”

As Arthur went out of the room, he heard Mrs, Longworthy
saying—

I am not wrong. I am quite right. George Durnford was
an only son. And so was his father. The De Melhuyns, quite

new people, told me all about it.”

A sudden light flashed upon Arthur's mind. He Enew, in that
way in which knowledge of this sort sometimes comes, that
Thilip was his half-brother. He was certain of it. He reasoned
with himself ; set up all the ohjections ; proved to himself that
the preponderance of chances was against it ; marshalled all the
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opposite evidence ; and remained absolutely certain of the truth
of his conviction.

CHAPTER XTI,

Bur Arthur went round, the same evening, to Philip’s lodgings,

“How much did MacIntyre charge you for Madeleine’s ad-
dress #” asked the man of larger experience.

Axthur coloured— : :

“ Well, we did drive a bargain. Why did you not send it
to me?’

“ First, because I did not possess it ; secondly, because, if I
had, MacIntyre was so entirely frank with me as to what he in-
tended, that it would have gone to my heart to spoil his little
game. Tell me how Madeleine is looking.”

“ Here is the address. Go and see her yourself.”

¢“Is she milk and water? But of course—"

“ Go and see her yourself.”

“I don’t know that I shall, Arthur. We are different, you
and I.  You are an eligible parti—I am only a detrimental.”

“Bub, my dear fellow, there is no question of that sort of
thing. Madeleine is not like the ordinary girls you meet.”

“Oh,” said Philip, “is she not? I don’t go -into society
much myself, because I feel out of my element in that rank of
life in which my fortunes aliow me to cireulate, The domestic
business, with the conventional young woman, lacquered with
accomplishments whick get rubbed off when the babies come ;
the piano for the Jast new piece, and the soug for the dear crea-
ture who breathes hard and thinks she sings ; the mind without
an idea outside the narrow circle in which it has been trained—
I do pot think, Arthur, that my idea of happiness is quite
this.”

“Well, well ; but all women are not so. Madeleine is not.”

“ Give me,” he went on—* give me some girl brought up out
of ladies’ cireles and women's ways : brought up by a man : full
of ideas, thoughts, and quaint fancies ; pretty, in a way that the
Tyburnian misses are not prety ; able to talk, able to amuse
you, able to please you, when the littla stock of accomplishments
is all run through.”

He was thinking of Tollje,
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“A lady, and not brought up by ladies % said Arthur,

“I was in ‘society’ the other day: five and twenty young
ladies, whispering hitter things of each other, bursting with
envy and malice. I want a girl who does not look on all other
girls as rivals and enemies. I talked to one of them.”

“You did not expect the poor girl to pour out her soul at the
first interview.”

“She had very little to pour. That little was poured. I
came away early.”

“ That is not society. . Come with me to see Madeleine.”

The other, who was in his bitterest mood, sneered in reply.

“They are all alike, Lvery woman wants to be admired more
than any other women in the room. That is the first thing.
Without that there is no real happiness. Then they want to
be rich : not because they may live well, for they do not under-
stand eating and drinking : not for the sake of art, because they
only know the art chatter, If they felt art, do you think they
would dress as they do? No, sir ; they want money in order
to make their acquaintance envious, For themselves, what g
woman desires and likes most in the world is to be kept warm,
Give the squaw her blanket, or the lady her cushion, and she is
happy. Warmth, wealth, admiration : those are the thres things
she desires. What can we expect? Read the literature about
women, from Anacreon to the comic papers.  We have conspired
together against the sex, We have agreed to keep them foolish
and vain——to limit their aspirations to dress ; and deuced well
we have succeeded.”

Arthur Jaughed.

“Take the Newgate Calendar, Phil, to represent manhood,
if you like. Just as well exaggerate the faults of women and
make them represent womanhood. Women love admiration
because it is an instinet, Their influence is through their beauty.
Itisa nef spread by nature to entrap and catch them, in order that
they may be led heavenwards., ~ Wild beasts, like you, who
prefer the woods, full of pitfalls and snares, to the soft green
glades—”

“Rubbish,” said Philip.

“Not rubbish at all. Don't despise women—don’t ery them
down. (o in for marrying, and try the domestic happiness you
declaim against,”

“ All which means that you are épris with Madeleine yourself,
I suppose. It is, perhaps, the best thing you can do, Butlook
at the other side of the Picture. Suppose that what we call the




124 MY LITTLE GIRL.

highest kind of life—by which you mean, I take it, the calm
cultivation of all that is artistic, unbiassed by passion and undis-
turbed by regrets—is out of your reach, because you can't afford
it, don’t you thmk it prudent to say, ¢ Young man, you are not
intended to marry.- Do not be an accomplice in the production
of a generation of paupers. On the other hand, get as much as
you can out of life with the resources at your disposal.’ ”

¢ Every man may lead the higher life.”

¢ Perhaps, if he remains unmarried. What kind of higher
life is that in which one trembles at the butcher’s bill, and eats
out his heart thinking of the children’s future? And, besides,
your higher life—what is it? Bah! Wine, love, song! Get
what you can, and leave the gods the rest. It is their care, I
suppose—this ¢ rest,” whatever it is.”

But he did call on Madeleine. Went to see her the very next
day. Madeleine was alone, as it was one of Mrs. Longworthy's
sick days—aor, as she put it, one of those days when temper got
the better of her.

Madeleine was not so unconstrained with him as with Arthur,
Perhaps it was something in his look—perhaps the memory of old
childish quarrels. People very seldom take kindly in after-life
to those who have teased them as children. She was colder than
to Arthur—asked hut few questions of him, and turned the con-
versation on things general. Philip, in his unhappy way,
chafed at his receptlon because he knew how Arthur had been
weleomed—putting it down as due to that fatal taint of blood.

“ Do you like the army as a profession?” asked Madeleine.

“ There is not much to like or dislike in it,” he replied, care-
lessly. ‘It does to carry one along.”

“To carry one EllOll“——}Lb but not as the highest object of
one’s life, I suppose you mean ¥’

“T certainly did not mean that,” replied Philip. “I know
nothing about highest objects in life. My life consists in getting
as much enjoyment as my income will admit. V ery low aims,
indeed, are they not?”’

B Yen

“ At the same time, suppose I was to go in for the higher kind
—very odd thing, Arthur is alw ays talking about the 1110[191 life
—1 suppose I should do it because I enjoyed it best. "Do you
not think so %"

“Yes. Dut one ought not to be thinking about enjoyment.”
“Pardon me—I onh sald that one does think about enjoyment,”
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% There is duty, at least,” said Madeleine.

“ Yes—my duties are light and easily fulfilled. When I have
got through those, there is nothing left but to fill up the time,
as I said, with as much amusement, enjoyment, frivolity, what-
ever you like, as my money will cover. As we are old acquaint-
ances, Madeleine, it is just as well that T should not pretend to
anything but what Tam. Now, tell me, if T may be impertinent,
what you think I ought to do ¥’

“T don’t know,” she said, “ Life is so terrible a thing at best,
go full of responsibilities, of evils that must be faced, and
dreadful things that cannot be suppressed, that I don’t know
what to say. It scems to me as if the whole duty of the rich
man_?? .

“T am not a rich man.”

“The man of leisure—the man of culture, were to throw him-
self among the people, and try to raise them—"

““You would make us all philanthropists, then ?”

“I hardly know. If only—without societies and organisa-
tion—people would go among the poor and teach them : help,
without money, you know. But one can only do oneself what
one feels right.”

Here, at least, was a woman different from the type he had set
up the preceding night—-different, too, from Laura.

“You are talking to a mere man of the world,” said Philip,
rising. “We have no idea of duty, you know—only a few
elementary rules of right or wrong, which we call the laws of
honour. My friends, for instance, always pay up after each
event. On the other hand, it is dangerous to have to do with
them in the matter of horses —and they will take any advantage
that fairly offers in the way of a bet. We like gathering in club
smoking-rooms, drinking good wine, smoking good cigars. We
like to be well dressed, to do certain things well, such as riding,
billiard playing, and so forth——"

¢ But, Philip, does not this life tire you ¥’

“Iassure younotin the least. Greatly as T must fall in your
eyes by the contession, I declare that I do not care one straw for
my fellowman. You tell me the people are starving. I say
there are poor-rates, rich men, and our luxurious staff of parsons,
beadles, and relieving officers to help them. You say they are
badly taught. Where, then, are the schools ¢ I meet with the
poor man in the street, and read of him in the paper. e has,
1t appears to me, two phases in his character, He either fawns
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or bullies. He begs or tries to rob.
wages in the summer, which he gpends in drink, and has
nothing left for the winter. If I were a poor man, and knew that
I should he pitied by charitable people directly I was hard up, I
should do just the same thing. What is the poor man to me?
I owe him nothing. I do not employ him. I do not get rich
by his labour. Therefore, you see, I am quite indifferent to his
sufferings, quite awake to his vices, and quite careless about his
virtues,”

Madeleine looked at him with astonishment.

“You are frank, indeed,” she said.  But Believe me, you
are quite wrong. I must teach you that the poor, whom you
despise, are not worse than ourselves—better than your friends
if I may say so, because they help each other, and have sympathy.
Why are you so frank ? Why have you told me so much about
yourself ¢”

“Because I am anxious that ¥
replied Philip,

“But I am sorry you told me what you are.  After all, you
have exaggerated. T shall wait for a woman’s love to soften you.”

A wondrously softened look did pass over Philip’s eyes. He
was thinking of the girl whom he was to meet the next day.

“Love,” he said, * the old story. If I am to be reformed, I
would rather meet my fate that way than any other.
bluntness, Madeleine. You see I do not belong to your world.”

“But do belong to my world, Tt is really a better one than
yours. Of course, we have our Iittle faults ; and we may be
slow for you, and sometimes—what is it, that quality for which
the French have no word, because they never understand it 7——
what is it that people are when they not only do their duty, but
overdo it ?”

“You mean your world is sometimes priggish.”

“That is the word—not a lady’s word, I know ; but Mrs,
Longworthy tells me when I make mistakes. And this word
does so beautifully fit its meaning.  Yes, priggish. Only

English and Germans are that, I cannot tell why. But come
info my world.”

Philip shook his head.,

“You are on one side of the stream, and T am on the other,
and the stream is widening. Arthur is on your side, too. We

can still talk, The time may come when the river will e so
wide that we cannot even do that.”

L am told that he gets Jarge

ou should know me as I am,”

Forgive my
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“I think I know what you mean,” she replied.  ““ Cross at
once, and stay with us—with those who—who love you, in
memory of old days.”

“You cannot cross a river,” he said smiling, “without a bridge
or a boat. Just at present I see none. The bridges are all
higher up, behind me ; and so are the hoats, And the two paths
are getting farther and farther apart. Good-bye, Madeleine.”

He left her with these words. Very oddly, they recall my
illustration from the works of Pythagoras a few chapters back.
That must be because “les esprits forts se rencontrent.”

“Tell me,” said Mrs. Longworthy, at dinner, “ what kind of
man is this Mr. Philip Durnford.”

“ He is not so tall as Arthur, has black hair, a black moustache,
and large, soft eyes—almond-shaped eyes.”

“Oh! Did you ever see eyes like his anywhere else ¥’

“Yes, they are like the eyes of the mulattoes in Palmiste,”

“ Humph " said Mrs. Longworthy.

“He dresses very well, and he talks very well. Only, my
dear Mrs. Longworthy, you know what T fold yom about the
garden at Fontaineblean, when I saw it last.”

Ve

“ Well, Philip Durnford’s mind is Iike that garden—all over-
grown with pumpkins,”

CHAPTER XIIL

“Ter us have,” said Venn, trimming the lamp on Chorus night,
“a cheerful evening. What fresh disappointment has any one
to communicate 7"

“A lawyer,” said Lynn, “who would have sent me some
cases has absconded with other people’s money, That is all that
has happened to me,”

“He may possibly come back,” said Jones, « My manager,
who had accepted my play, is a bankrupt, Perhaps Setebos,
who troubles everything, ruined him to prevent the play coming
out. I mourn for him,

¢ He was not fair to outward view ;
He was not nice to see :
His loveliness I never knew
Until he smiled on me.”
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¢ As an honorary member of the Chorus,” said Arthur, “ I can
hardly be expected to have any misfortunes-—consequently, I
have none.”
¢ This,” said Venn, with a beaming face, “is quite like old
times. I, too, have had my disappointment. I had spent the
last twelve months in revising and polishing the Opuscula.
They are now as complete as a Greek statue, I proposed them
to a publisher. He kept my letter for a month, and then sent
me a refusal. It is his loss pecuniarily, the world’s loss intel-
lectually.”
¢ Tt is very sad,” sympathized Jones. “ And yet, I dare say,
you would not exchange your literary fame for my dramatic
glory ¥
“Qne great compensation of affliction,” Venn observed, “is
. the law of self-esteem. No man, whatever his drawbacks, would
change with any other man. We admire ourselves for our very
afflictions. We lie on our bed of torture till even the red-hot
gridiron becomes a sort of spring mattress ; and then we pity
the poor devils grilling next to us. Following oub this idea, as
I intend to do, I shall write a life of that Jew whose teeth King
John pulled out day by day. I shall show that he rather
enjoyed it as he got on, and looked for it every morning till the
teeth were all gone. Then he talked about it for the rest of his
life. ”So, too, the old woman, who hugs her theumatism to her
heart.

“ Qurselves are too much with us ; late and soon,
Still at the mirror do we waste our powers ;
Little we see in Nature that is ours.

‘We give ourselves our praise—a sordid boon.”

Jones made the above remark, which fell unnoticed.

¢ Another compensation,” said Lynn, “ may be got from the
magnitude of misfortunes. To have had more funerals than
anybody else confers a distinction on any woman, To have had
more MSS. rejected than anybody else confers a distinetion upon
you, my dear Venn.”

“TLet us change the subject,” Venn replied, with a blush,
showing that he felt the delicacy of the compliment. I have
now to submit to the Chorus a scheme by which all our fortunes
may be made.”

He drew forth a bulky manuseript, tied with tape. They all
rose, and began to look for their hats, with one accord.
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Venn replaced the roll in the drawer with a sigh.

“You may sit down again,” he said. “ You will be sorry;
some time, not to have heard the prolegomena to the scheme.
But I will only read the prospectus. You are aware, perhaps,
that a million a year is collected for the Conversion of the
Blacks.”

¢ Tt i a fact over which, in penniless moments, I lave often
brooded,” said Jones.

“ Then,” said Venn, trinmphantly, “let us raise the same sum
for converting the Whites.”

“YWhat are we to convert them to ¥’

¢T shall give nothing for converting anybody,” Lynn growled.

“ Don’t talk like an atheist, Lynn ; because this is a philan-
thropic scheme, and, besides, one out of which money may be
made. We shall christianize the world. We shall teach the
people that their religion needs not consist in going to church
every Sunday, and sometimes reading a ‘chapter” We shall
begin with the House of Lords. There is a great field open
among the peers and their families. The House of Commons
—which comes next upon my list—will, after a few years’ labour
among them, be so changed that the constituents won't know
their own members again. No more putting into office because
a man makes himself disagreeable out of it ; no more bolstering
a measure because it is brought forward by a minister ; no more
legislating for class interests ; no more putting off for a better day.
And, above all, a stern sense of Christian duty which will limit
every speaker to ten minutes, like a Wesleyan preacher at a field
meeting, Next to the House of Commons, we shall take the
Inns of Court. Oh, my readers——"

“You are quite sure that you are not quoting from the pro-
legomena ¥’ said Jones.

“ Pardon me—I was about to delight you with perhaps as
fine a piece of declamation as you have ever heard. Now you
shall not have it. The Inns of Court will be taken by a series
of door-to-door visitations ; and the missionaries, who will not
be highly paid, will receive special allowances for repairs to that
part of their dress most likely to be injured. If ons converts a
barrister, he shall be promoted to the conversion of the bench.
If one converts a judge, he shall be still further promoted to the
conversion of certain ex-Lord Chancellors. In the army, after
a few months of our work, you will find so great a change that
the officer will actually work at his profession ; the same rules

9
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will be maintained for officers as for men—those about getting
drunk, and so forth. And in the navy, similar good effects will
be produced. The best results will be obtained in the trading
classes.  For then the grocer will no more sand his sugar and
mix his tea; the publican will sell honest drink ; and all shall
be contented with a modest profit.”

“0Of course,” said Lynn, “the missionaries will behave in
exactly the same way as if they were at Jubbulpore or Tim-
buctoo—go in and out, uninvited ; and, like district visitors, they
will make any impertinent observations they please ¥

“ Of course ; and the consequences will be part of the day’s
work.”

“I quite approve of the scheme,” said Jones. ¢ Only, I don’
see my own share in it.”

“You are to be secretary, Jones. It is your name that we
shall put forward.”

“Then I retire.”

“Do not, Jones, let a promising scheme be ruined at the very
outset by an obstinate selfishness. What matters if the tworld
does scoff ??

But Jones was obdurate,

“ Then, Jones, you shall have nothing, while Lynn and T will
divide all the profits. I go on to a second scheme. This will
not be so lucrative, but still safe, Tt is nothing less, gentlemen,
than the establishment of a Royal Literary College—a college,
devoted to the art and mystery of writing—not, understand, for
the old and worn-out purposes of conveying thought, but for the
modern purpose of conveying amusement.”

“It sounds well,” said Jones. “Of course, as it is the pro-
ject of the Chorus, it will fail.”

“¢ Fair pledges of a fruitful tree,
‘Why do ye fall so fast "

“ And now listen to the prospectus, which you will find to be

drawn up with great care.

‘ ¢ ROYAL LITERARY COLLEGE.’

““The promoters of this institution, bearing in mind the
enormous increase in the population, the consequent increase in
the number of readers, and the necessity of providing for their
daily, weekly, and monthly requirements, propose to establish a
college expressly for the training of po pular mediocrity, They
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have observed with pain that, in spite of the efforts of able
editors, a great deal of time is still spent in providing papers
containing thought. And though alarge number of these leaders
of popular amusement care nothing for the merits of a paper,
provided it be written by a well-known man, there are yet a
few who study to present their readers with what they require
least—food for reflection. Among other objects, it is proposed
to prevent this lamentable waste of time and energy; and, in
doing so, to anticipate the tastes of the age and the wants of
the reading public. Literature, in fact, is to be reduced to a
science. The increased demand for literary men by no means
represents an increased supply of genius, On the contrary, the
promoters are of serious opinion that genius was never at so low
an ebb as at present, and the art of writing upon nothing,
although it has not yet been systematically tanght, never at so high
a pitch. In order to convince themselves of this, the promoters,
by means of a sub-ccmmittee, have carefully studied the whole
popular literature of the last twelve months. They are happy
in being able to report that there has not been, so far as their
labours have permitted them to discover, a single new truth
introduced to the British public, not a single good thing said,
nothing old newly set, and not one good poem by a new man.
This they consider highly satisfactory and gratitying. And it is
in the hope of perpetuating, improving, and extending this
state of things, that they desire to found the Royal Literary
College.

“¢In the ordinary course of events, it cannot be hut that
an occasional genius will arise. Should such appear by any
accident among the students of the college, he will be promptly
and firmly expelled. Bat the college will gladly welcome any
one, of either sex, who, having a quick memory and a facile pen,
is quite justified in considering himself a genius ; and every
allowance will be made for the weaknesses of humanity, should
any student give himself, or herself, the airs of genius.

“ ¢ As students of both sexes will he admitted within the
college, the promoters, considering how great a stimulus poverty
1s to work, will encourage, by every means in their power, early
marriages. In case of husband and wife being both students,
arrangements will be made to enable them to starve together,
with their innocent progeny, outside the college wails. No
chaplain will be appointed, as the promoters desire to consider
fhe college quite undenominational. In deference, however, to

9—2

.
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popular ominion, a chapel will be built, in which service will bs
held on Sundays, in as many Christian denominations as time
permits, the hall will be set apart for the more advanced thinkers,
who will not, however, be allowed to smoke during the delivery
of orations.

“ ¢The great festivals of the College will be Commemoration
Day, Old Dramatist Day, Old Chronicle Day, Scandalous
Chronicle and Memoirs Day, Horace Walpole Day, Boswell
Day, and French Play Day. On these days will be celebrated
the names of those great men who, by their writings, have
furnished models for copying, or provided storehouses for pla-
giarists. Every student will be expected to produce a panegyric
in his own line. Those which, in the opinion of the examiners,
have most merit—from the Literary College point of view—will
be printed and kept for one month. The successful students
will read them out in the college hall ; but no one will be com-
pelled to listen.

¢ ¢There will be no holidays or vacations. Every student
will absent himself as often as he pleases. On Sundays con-
veyances will be provided for intending excursionists.

“ “The college library will not, on any account, receive the
works of the college students.

“¢In the examinations for scholarships and degrees, if any
composition, in the eyes of the examiners, should be found to
partake of the nature of philosophy, research or erndition ; or
should the reading of any composition demand the exercise of
thought ; or should any reflect on the glory and dignity of light
literature, the offender shall be publicly reprimanded, and, on a
repetition of the offence, shall be disgracefully expelled. No
objection will be made to the offering up of prayers for any
erring student.

“ ¢The college will be divided into several sections. These,
which are not yet quite settled, will be somewhat as follows :—

“¢I. Porrry.—Students will be recommended to take a
year's course at this, after the regular three years at any of the
other branches. Several gentlemen will be invited to lecture
from time to time. Mr. Browning on the Art of Obscurity and
Apparent Depth ; also on the Art of Going on for Ever. Mr.
Swinburne on the Attractiveness of the Forbidden, and on the
Melody of the English Language. Mr. Tupper on Catching a
Weasel Asleep, applied to the British public. Mr, Buchanan on
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the Art of Selflaudation. Mr. Rossefti on the Mpystery of
Medizeval Mummeries ; also on the Fleshly School and on the
At of Poetical Pretension. Mr. Tennyson on quite a new
subject : The Yawning of Arthur ; or, Guinevere Played Out.

“ ¢The students will be required to read the mortal and
perishable works of some of these poets. They will also be
examined in the poems of Southey, Cowper, the imitations of
Pope, and the magazine poetry of the day, particularly that
which decorates the monthlies.

“ ¢ II. The secondbranch will be the writing of essays. It is,
of course, superfluous to say that A.K.H.B. will be invited to
undertake the department of Commonplace and Glorified Twaddle.
He will be assisted, provided their services can be secured, by
the authors of the monthly magazine essays. A large number of
clergymen, including the Master of the Temple and several of
the bench of bishops, will he asked to instruct in reeling off
¢ goody’ talk by the foot or yard, as required, for religious papers.

“ ¢ Certain essay writers will be exeluded altogether—among
them will be Emerson and Oliver Wendell Holmes ; while but
a sparing use will be allowed of Sir Arthur Helps.

¢ The authors from whom eribbing will be recommended are
Steele, Addison, Goldsmith, and Johnson. Montaigne will also
be largely used.

“ ¢JII. Hisrorioan ArrioLes.—This department is exceed-
ingly difficult to arrange. It is hoped that Canon Kingsley may
be induced to give a lecture on the Historical Forgiveness of
Sins, based on that celebrated essay of his where he has shown
that Raleigh's sins were forgiven because a baby was born unto
him. He may also he asked to give over again his Cambridge
course. The gentleman who writes the weekly articles in the
Saturday abusing Mr. Froude will be invited to illustrate the
method of establishing a raw, and always pegging at it. He
will also be asked to give a lecture on Mr. Freeman, called
‘Moi et Moiméme.” But the arrangements for the historical
gpurse are not yet completed, and the promoters beg for further
ime.

“¢IV. We come next to the leading articles. On this head
it will only be observed here that the paper which has the
largest circulation, whatever that may be, will be chosen as the
model. The Saturday, the Speciator, the Eraminer, and a few
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other papers which occasionally address the intellect, will be
excluded from consideration.

“ ¢V, The department of novels will receive the most careful
attention, and the most profound study. All the students, with-
out any exception, will be required to pass through it; and no
student shall receive a degree, a diploma, or any certificate of
honour, until he has produced a three-volume novel, complete,
finished, and ready for the publisher. The professor of the
branch should be, if he will undertake the duties, Mr. Anthony
Trollope. There will be lecturers to point out the secrets of
manutacture in all the sub-divisions : the principal of these will
be the religious novel, in which the works of Miss Yonge and
Miss Wetherell will, of course, form the most useful guides to
the student. Lord Lytton will serve for the student of the
sentimental, the political, and the highly coloured unreal. There
will be several forms of the muscular novel, including the rollick-
ing, the Christian hero, the seutimental, the pint-pewter crushing,
and the remorseful. Ouida, Miss Broughton, Charles and
Henry Kingsley, and Mr, Lawrence, will be the chosen models
for this sub-division.

“ ¢ For the sensational, there can be but one model.

“ ¢ For the plain worl of the department, the mere story-tell-
ing, with puppets for characters, of course Mr. Wilkie Collins
will be the guide.

¢ ¢ If there should be any student who would rashly propose
to make a picture of real life, he will be set to study Charles
Reade ; but not in the college, from which Mr. Reade’s works
will be excluded.

* “ The promoters will have great pleasure in receiving tenders
and designs for a building. Names of candidates will be re-
ceived at once by the secretary, Mr. Hartley Venn, M.A.

“ There I” said Venn, ¢ what do you think of that?” He sat
down and wiped his forehead. “I have thought of you both.
You, Lynn, shall be the standing counsel, with a large retaining
fee. You, Jones, shall be professor of the dramatic art. You
will observe that, out of regard to your feelings, I abstained
from mentioning this department. I myself shall he the first
warden with a salary of £2,000 a year,
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'HAPTER XIIL

Mapreines world and the two worlds of the “hoys,” as she
called them, were all three wide enough apart. Woman-like,
she tried to bring them into her own groove, and began by
asking them to dinner. Arthur went with a sort of enthusiasm.
The queenly beauty and the imperiousness of the young lady—
so great a contrast to his own shrinking indecision—lired his
imagination,. In her he saw something of what he himself
might have been but for his fatal shyness. Philip went too, at
first unwillingly, but presently with a pleasure which astonished
him. His pastime seemed to be to rouse the spirit of antago-
nism in Madeleine ; and he delighted to rouse her to wrath by
opposing to her enthusiasm the cold barrier of cynical selfishness.

«If it were not,” she said one night—*if it were not that I
know you exaggerate your opinions, I should bate you.”

« Do not hate me,” Philip answered ; ‘‘ because hatred is an
active passion. I dislike a lot of people, but I never take the
trouble to hate anybody—mnot even a bore.”

“Then do not talk as if self was the only thing in the
world.”

“T must, Madeleine, if I talk at all. You would not have
silence at your table, would you? And Arthur never says
anything. Arthur has made a wonderful discovery, which is
going to cover him with glory. Has he told you?

“No. What is i, Arthur?’

Arthur blushed vividly.

1t is only a point of archeaeological interest,” he said, “Thera
has been a dispute in the Archeological Tnstitute for years about
the number of buttons that went to the shirt of mail, and I have
at last been enabled to settle the question.”

“ There,” said Philip, triumphantly, “ what did T tell you ?”

Madeleine sighed. It seemed to her so sad that one of the
boys should openly worship self, and the other should fritter
away his time in the pursuit of useless knowledge.

In the course of the evening she delivered an animated oration
on the subject, while Mrs. Longworthy slumbered by the fire,
The boys stood before her, each in his turn receiving punish-
ment : Philip enjoying it above all things, and Arthur, because
he saw that she was in earnest, with blushes and shame,

# It is all true, Madeleine, every word,” he said,
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8o it is,” said Philip. “ We are a disgraceful pair.”

“ You are the worse, Philip, by far,” went on the fair preacher ;
“when I look at you, and think what you might be doing——"

“ See, now, Madeleine,” Philip said ; “tell us exactly what
we can do, and we will have a try at it. The care of other
people may possibly have a charm in it which is unknown to us
at present? Who knows? I may yet be preaching on a tub,
while Arthur collects halfpence in his hat. I fancy I see him
now.” s

“ You turn everything serious into ridicule,” said Madeleiue.

“ Seriously,” Arthur said, “my life is wasted. I suppose
antiquarian research s useless to the world, I am afraid, how-
ever, I shall never quite giveit up. What can I do? Do you
want any money for your objects, Madeleine ?”

¢ No—no—no,” she replied, impatiently. ¢ How often am I
to tell you that the real work of charity is done without money ?
Now, listen, and I will tell you what a man of leisure should
do. It is the interest of everybody that the condition of the
poor should be raised ; by schools, by giving them instruction in
the arts of life, by giving them sufficient wages for good work,
by maintaining their self-respect.”

Philip began to groan softly.

“I will come to what I mean most.” She blushed a little,
and went on :—*“1I have got a friend, a middle-aged woman, who
gives all her life to the care of a certain house, where she resides
and finds work for women. We give them as much work as
they can do, at a fair price. We ask no questions—we form no
society. Some of them live in the house, others in the neigh-
bourhood. We do not let them work all day, and we give them
instruction in housework, in medicine, and all sorts of things
that may be useful to them when they marry, as most of
them do.”

T suppose,” said Philip, the irrepressible, *they are driven
to church three times every Sunday.”

“Not at all. 'We never interfere with their religion. Some
of them are pious; some, I suppose, are not. We have one
broad principle—that our work shall not be mixed up with re-
ligion in any way.”

 Good.”

“ And what do you do with their work ¥’
“1It goes to a shop which belongs to us, We can sell as

”
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cheaply as any other, in spite of our high wages ; because, you
see, there is no middle-man.”

“ Madeleine, you ave a Radical.”

“I know nothing about that. I am determined to do what
I can to have women properly paid. All that come to me shall
get work, even if we lose; though I think we shall not lose by
it, so long as I have any money left. N OW, you two can help
me.”

“I never learned to sew,” said Philip, looking at his fingers.

“The girls and women have got brothers and sons. We can.
not find work for them too, but we want to get up.a night school,
Will you come down and teach ??

They looked at each other with alarm.

“Of course we will,” said Arthur, «if you wish it,”

“ Then come to-morrow.”

They went.

It was in Westminster that Madeleine’s “ house * stood : pro-
perly speaking, three or four small houses knocked into one,
They went with her at seven o’clock, hoth feeling horribly ill at
ease.

She took them upstairs into a room made out of two by
taking down the wall between, where a dozen boys were as-
sembled, under the care of a young man whose pale cheeks and
thin figure concealed a vast amount of courage and enthusiasm,
With him—a young martyr to the cause which nearly kills jts
soldiers—we have here novhing to do.

“This is our school,” said Madeleine, ¢ Mr. Hughes, these
two gentlemen will try to do something for us—if you will put
them in the way.”

Mr. Hughes bowed—but looked suspiciously at his two new
assistants.

“Come, gentlemen,” he said, “there are your pupils—the
more advanced boys. Mine are down helow.”

He divided the boys into two sets, one at either end ; giving
Philip care of one and Arthur that of the other.

“You will be firm, gentlemen,” he whispered. “ Don’t let
any single step be taken to destroy discipline. We have to be
very careful here. Here are books for you.”

He gave Philip a geography, and Arthur a little book con-
taining hints or lectures on all sorts of elementary subjects,
chiefly connected with laws of health, rules of life, and of
simple chemical laws, Arthur sat down mechanically, and
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turned pale when he opened the book ; for of science he was
as ignorant as the Pope himself. In a few moments Philip
came over to him.

“What have you got, Arthur?’

« Here's science—what am I to do with it %

«T don’t know. I've got geography. What amI to do with
that 1”

“ Draw & map on a board, and tell them something about a
country. Anything will do.”

Philip went back and faced his class. They were a sturdy,
dirty-faced lot of young gamins, all whispering together, and
evidently intent on as much mischief as could be got out of the
new teacher. Behind him was a black-board and a piece of
chalk.

“ What country shall we take, boys?” he asked, with an air
of confidence, as if all were alike to him.

¢ Please, sir, yesterday we had Central Africa, and® M.
Hughes told us a lot about travellers there. Let's have some
more about Livingstone.”

Philip was not posted up in Livingstone. He shook his
head, and tried to think of a country he knew something about.
Suddenly a bright thought struck him.

“Did you ever hear of Palmiste Island, boys?

They never had.

« By Jove,” thonght Philip, “I shall get on splendidly now.”

As he was drawing his map of the island, he heard Arthur, in
a hesitating voice, beginning to deseribe the glory of the heavens;
and nearly choked, because he was certain that five minutes
would bring him to grief.

He began to talk as he drew his map, describing the dis-
covery of the island, the first settlers, and their bardships ; and
then, warming to his subject, he told all about sugar-making and
coffee-planting. From time to time, Arthur's voice fell upon his
ear ; but he was too busy drawing his map, and decorating the
corners of the board with fancy sketches, illustrating the ap-
pearance of the people, niggers' heads, Chinese carrying pigs—
for Phil sketched very fairly-—and he did not look up. Fre-
sently he turned round. All Arthur’s boys had deserted their
instructor and come over to him, while their unhappy lecturer,
in silence, sat helpless in his chair, book in hand. As for his
own boys, they were all on the broad grin, enjoying the lesson
highly.
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Philip stopped—

“I say,” he said, “this won't do, you know. Go back, you
boys, to your own end.”

“He ain't no good, that teacher,” said one of the hoys, with a
derisive grin.

Arthur shook his head mournfully. There was something
touching in his attitude, sitting all alone, with his book in his
hand. Perhaps Arthur had never felt so humiliated in his life
before. It was perfectly true: he was no good. In the brief
five minutes during which he lectured, ke made more mistakes
in astronomical science than generally falls to the lot of man to
make in a lifetime. Some of the boys, who had been to national
schools, fourd him out in a moment, and openly expressed their
contempt before seceding to the other end of the room.

“ He ain’t no good, that teacher,” said the boy. “ You go on
with your patter. We're alistenin’ to you. Draw us- some
more pictures. Make a white man latherin’ a nigger.”

“Obsairve,” as a friend of ours would say, the instinetive
superiority of race.

* Boys,” said another rising solemnly, ¢ this one ain’t no good
neither. He's a-gammonin’ of us. There ain’t no such a place.
I shan’t stay here to be gammoned on.”

He was about four feet nothing in his boots, this young
Hampden. Phil, cut to the heart by the ignominy of the thing,
canght him a box of the ears that laid him sprawling. The
urchin raised a howl, and falling back from his friends, pulled
the form over with him, so that the whole row of a dozen fell
together. The yells were terrific for a moment ; and then, seized
by a common impulse, the boys grasped their caps and fled
down the stairs like one boy.

“ Arthur !” said Philip.

“ Philip " said Arthur. :

“You never experienced anything like this before, T suppose ¥’

“ Never.”

Just then Madeleine herself appeared, followed by M.
Hughes. All the forms lay on the floor; for in the brief
moment of tumult every boy had seized the opportunity of con-
tributing something to the noise. And at either end of the
room stood one of her new allies. Arthur, with his arms help-
lessly dangling, holding the unlucky book of science, Philip try-
ing with his pocket-handkerchiet to rub out some of the pictures,

Madeleine looked from cne to the other,
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« Take this wretched book, somebody,” gaid Arthur, as if the
volume chained him to the spot. Do take the book.”

Mzr. Hughes took the book, and Arthur turned to Madeleine,

«Tt’s a failure, Madeleine,” he said, with asad sigh. “They
only langhed at me.”

¢ And what have you been doing, Philip ¢’

“T'ye been getting on capitally,” he said, trying to efface the
pig and the Chinaman. ¢ T've been giving a lesson on geo-
graphy.”

« Tilustrated,” said M. Hughes, quietly pointing to the
ig.

g Yes, illustrated. I've been telling the boys about Palmiste,
Madeleine ; and they actually refused to believe there is any
such place.”

« Ts much mischief done, Mr. Hughes P asked Madeleine.

The question was like a box on the ear to both. They
looked at each other, and Philip began to laugh.

« Honestly, Madeleine,” he said, * I am very sorry. We
have done our best. I thought we should have to hear alesson,
and was not prepared to give a lecture.”

« Never mind, sir,” said Mr. Hughes. «T dare say we shall
soon mend matters; and perhaps your pictures amused the
children.”

« You may bake me home, both of you,” said Madeleine.

She said no more, though she was greatly disappointed at the
failure of her scheme.

« Madeleine,” said Philip, in the carriage, «“T am inclined to
think that, on the whole, I can serve my fellow-creatures best by
not teaching them.”

“ Try me again, Madeleine,” Arthur whispered.

CHAPTER XIV.

Sprroive down in most respectable lodgings, in Keppel Street,
TRussell Square, with a clear six months before him of no
anxiety for the next day’s dinner, Mr. MacIntyre felt ab firsh
more elation than becomes a philosopher. 'We must excuse
him. ‘When a man has had seven years of shifts, hardly know-
ing one day what the next would be like, racking his brain for
contrivances to keep the wolf from the door, busy with never-

ending combinations for the iransference of cash from other
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people’s pockets to his own, a clear holiday of six months seems
almost like an eternity.

After a foew days of seclusion and whisky toddy, Mr.
MacIntyre awoke to the conclusion that something would have
to be done. Reason once more asserted her sway. His first
idea was to take pupils ; and accordingly he invested a small
sum in second-hand books, another in reports and examinations,
and another sum in advertisements, No pupils came at all.
Another thing he did was to go to a lawyer, and instruct him to
write a certain letter to a firm of lawyers in Palmiste. They
were directed to search the register of marriages at the church
of St. Joseph for that of George Durnford with Marie; to
make a formal and attested copy of it, and to send it to London
—the whole being strictly secret and confidential,

And then, this being fairly put into hand, as he found he had
a good deal of time upon his hands, he began to spend it chiefly
in the society of Philip, watching him closely, getting his
secrets out of him, communicating his opinions, trying to get a
real influence over him.

¢ Obsairve,” said the philosopher one night to Philip himself,
““there are some kinds of men who go uphill or downhill, ac-
cording as they are shoved, They have no deliberate choice in
the matter; because, if they had, they would prefer the better
path.  While they are hesitating, some one comes and gives
them a gentle shove downwards,”

“ What is the meaning of all this, MacIntyre ¥ asked Philip,
ignorant of the application,

“Ay, ay—the wise man talks in parables, and is understood
not. Ye've heard of Mr. Baxter, and his ¢Shove to heavy
Christians,” Phil? He was a sagacious man. There may as
well be shovers up as shovers down, I do what I can, but it’s
vera little—vera little indeed. In me, my pupil, you behold an
up-shover ; in yourself,—one who is shoved upwards,”

In his easy way, having very few friends and long leave,
Philip fell back a good deal on MacIntyre; First, the man
amused him ; then he togk pleasure in his company, because he
flattered him ; thirdly, he fell into the snares of a will stronger
than his own, and confided everything to him. MacIntyre, not
by any means a deep designing villain, had yet a game of his
own to play. He read the character of his ex-pupil, and began
to consider his own plan almost as good as carried ont,

“Ser,” he seemed to say, while he and Philip sat opposite
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each other in the evening, smoking and talking—* sce how
goodly are the fruits in the neighbourhood of the Dead Sea.
Let me give you a friendly shove in that direction. Obsairve,
how sickly is the perfume—how faint the odour of the Jericho
rose. Truly, the apples of the plain are better than the grapes
of Esheol. = I have been myself, all my life, in gearch of these
fruits ; unsuccessfully, I admit, through no fault of mine. For
T had no scruples, 1 fought for my own hand. I was a beggar
born ; and, because circumstances were too strong for me, I am
a beggar now, ab fifty-three. But mine is the true road, and
your philesopher knows no seruples.”

Phil’s secrets were simple. The young fellow was in debt, of
course, but not badly. More than half of his little fortune
was gone. He always had a heavy balance against him in his
speculative transactions. Worse than this, he was in love.

All these things considered together, Mr. MacIntyre was per-
haps justified in rubbing his hands at night. What did he do,
though, with those two or three bits of yellow paper which he
was always reading, holding to the light and examining, before
he put them up again in the dirty old pocket-book which he
carried inside his waistcoat?

T think,” he murmurs, “that in three months, or six ab
most, it may be done. It shall be done. The pear will be ripe.
Bah ! it must drop into my hands.”

He talked over the love matter. That was the most pressing
business.

« Ve cannot do it, Phil,” he said— it's beneath yourself.”

« Nonsense,” said Philip, colouring. “I can make 1o
mésalliance.”

« Pardon me, you can. And if you knew all- . oo
Obsairve, young man, he who—"

«T know, 1 know. Do not philosophize. I suppose you
cannot imagine such a thing as love, MacIntyre ¥’

« No, I think not. I've been married, though ; so I know
very well what is nof love.”

&1 believe you have been everything,” said Philip.

« Most things I certainly have. And most things I have
made notes of. As, for instance, that the British officer does
not, as a rule, marry the girl of inferior position whom —"

« MacIntyre, stop !” eried Philip. Do not try me too far.
I have been a gambler, if you like—a profligate—anything you
like to call me ; but I swear that I have never hLad that sin laid
to my conscience.”
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“Aweel, aweel,” said MacIntyre. “ Was I tempting you?
You apply a general proposition to a particular case. A most
illogical race the English always were,”

He changed the subject ; but kept on recurring to it, night
after night ; while Philip, meeting Laura but once a week or so,
was daily growing more and more passionately in love with the

irl,
& “ A marriage beneath your station, Philip,” he said one night,
enigmatically, “would be madness to you, just now.”

“ And why just now ?”

“ Becanse you will have to take your proper place ; give up
the soldiering and become a county gentleman—that is, as soon
as you like to hold out your hand and ask.”

“ What is the man talking about ?”

“ Never mind—we can wait, Mind, I say nothing about the
young leddy.”

“ She is too good for me.”

“Na doot—na doot. They always are. She’s all that you
imagine, of course, and more hehing it. But, after a month,
ye'd wish ye hadn’t done it, Eh, what a pity that there is
nothing short of marriage ! Hand-fasting would be something,”

It was the sccond time he had thrown out this hint. This
time Philip did not spring from his chair, He only locked at
him thoughtfully, and shook his head.

“I must have her, MacIntyre—I must have her. Only this
morping I saw her. See, here is a lock of her pretty hair.
How soft it is, the dear little lock that I cut off with her own
scissors ! And here is her face in my locket. TLook at it—you,
With your fifty years of cold philosophy—and warm your blood
for a moment. Think of what you would have been, if you had
met her when you were young, when you were five and twenty ?
Eh, Mephistopheles? Did you ever have any youth

“I'll tell you about my youth some other day,” returned the
preceptor—‘‘not now. Well, it's a bonny face, a bonny face ;
and a good face, t0o.”

“By heaven, sir,” Philip went on, “there’s no woman like
her—not one,

“ ¢ There is none like her, none,
Nor shall be till our summers have deceased.’

You know, you know—
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¢ ¢ Her sweet voice ringing up to the sunny sky,
Till T well could weep for myself, so wretched and mean,
And a lover so sordid and base.’

Tt isn't quite right: bub never mind. T feel the touch of her
fingers in mine this moment, man of the icy veins. I tell you
that I feel the warm blush on her cheek when I kissed her; I
hear the sweet tones of her voice—the loveliest and sweetest you
ever heard. And she trusts me,” he went om, with a sort of
sob—¢ she trusts me, and thinks I am good. Good! She is
not happy with the secret, poor child. She longs to tell this
Mr, Venn, who is a friend of Arthur's, all about it.”

« And has she told Mr. Venn?’ cried MacIntyre, greatly
excited.

« Why, no. I tell her nob o

«Don't let her, Phil, Keep it secret. Whatever you do,
don’t let Mr. Venn know.”

Phil was in a hot fit that night, and MacIntyre let him
down with his simple remonstrance.

Next day he was despondent, because things looked badly
for a horse he had backed. He began again, Philip answered,
surlily.

T am going to marry her, pillar of Presbyterian scrupulosity.
My mind is made up.”

“T knew a man once,” said MacInbyre, filling his tumbler
with brandy and water, ¢ much in your predicament. He was
in love with a girl beneath him.”

« Now you are going to invent some lies of your own,
Philip.

MacIntyre half rose.

«&ir, do not insult your own guest. If it was not for—for
this full glass of grog, I'd go ab once.”

“No, no—I beg your pardon. Qo on with your parable.”

«Tt is no parable. Truth, sir—plain, unvarnished truth, will
always be found better than parable. This, sir” tapping his
breast, “is a wholesale dépob of trath. I knew the man of
whom I am telling you well. A friend of his had been once an

ordained Presbyterian minister. He said to him: T will marry
you privately. The marriage is pairfectly good north of the
Tweed. What it is south, I do not know. It will be time to
raise the question after the ceremony is completed.” Well,
Philip, they were married. My friend performed the service in
his own house. The question has never been raised, and never

? said
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will be raised, because the marriage turned out happily—in con-
sequence of the demise of the leddy.”

“Is that true ?” Philip asked.

“Quite true. I was the man who married them.”

Mr. MacIntyre’s powers of fiction are already too well known
for me to waste any time in comment upon this speech. No
tear, I have reason to believe, blotted that falsehood from the
paper where it was taken down.

“I was the man,” said Alexander the Great without a blush.

“Were you ever in orders—you ¥’ asked Phil.

“I—why not? I was ordained, called, set aside, whatever
you call it. Tt is true that I was young and inexperienced.”

“Good Lord, what a man it is I”

I began by preaching in Edinburgh ; but T failed in my very
first appearance. They said I wanted unction. I don’t know
what I wanted. T had learned my discourse by heart the day
before. Unfortunately, I took too much on the Saturday night ;
and in the morning, what with the whisky and what with the
Pposition, and the sermon half forgotten, I fear T made but a poor
appearance in the pulpit, a sort o’ stickit minister, I never
preached there again,”

“ What did you do next?”

“They wanted a missionary for the Jews in Constantinople,
I went there. I stayed seven years. I converted three Jews,
who, as I afterwards found, had been converted by all my prede-
cessors in turn. They did not cost much ; and as their names
were always changed, they helped to make up the quarterly
report. However, I had to give that work up; and I believe
my three converts all relapsed. Th! the hundreds of pounds
those three rascals cost our country. I say nothing, Phil ; but
you will think over my parable, as you please to cal] it, Mind,
I believe the marriage was pairfectly legal. You may find out
afterwards, whatever you please. Remember, the Church of
Scotland is not yet disestablished, It is as respectable as your
own Church.”

“Truly,” said Philip, saluting him.

“1 say, sir,” repeated the reverend divine, it is as respectable
as yours. Otherwise, I should not be in it.”

* Quite so,” said Philip— quite so.”

“My friend, you see,” he went on, “argued thus by my
advice: ‘If I choose, I can at any time investigate the question
of legality, On the other hand, my wife will always belieye

10
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herself married. There will be no question of a very ugly
word, because the Church will have done her part.” A blessed
thing it is, Philip, that there is a Church to protect the world.”

He stopped for a moment, and ‘took a sip of half a pint or
so of brandy and water. Then his speech became saddenly
thick.

« A yeala-tooll-a ’lessed ’spensation of Providence. What
that friend of mine, in love and all with most beautiful creech’,
would have done withou' th’ Church, impossible to say.” Ile
steadied himself with an effort. * Phil, my dear boy, brandy
always makes me ill. Gi me a ma’ hat, ye blettherin’ deevil,
telling your stories, and keeping your old tutor out of bed. Gi
me ma hat, and l¢’ me go. Il tell ye the rest to-morrow.”

Philip, left alone, began to meditate. The evil suggestion of
his tempter lay at his heart like a seedling waiting to put forth
its leaves. There was, over and above the other difticulties of
the position, that of living if he were to marry. A very con-
siderable slice of the five thousand was gone, that was quite clear,
Ahbout the rest he was not quite clear, but there could not be
much.

¢« What matters?”’ he murmured. «T will sell out, and we
will do something—love like the birds, by Gad. DBut I musk
and will have the girl.”

He tock out the locket again, and looked at the face which
lay in it, with its bright, innocent smile. As he looked, his
face softened.

«Tt is a shame,” he said, “a shame. That scoundrel, Mac
Intyre. No, child, no. I will never wrong you.”

CHAPTER XV.

Pai, you see, was born for better things. Iis heart was open
to all noble impulses, as his eye and his ear were attuned to all
harmonies of colour and sound. He had a quick appreciation—
could take a broad view of things. He knew his own powers;
for men no more really deceive themselves on the score of intel-
lect than women on that of beauty. If a man has brains, he
knows it. I reserve the rights of those that are not clever and
know it, and pretend to be and are proud of their pretensions.
These are the men who go aboub the world with all the letters
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of the alphabet after their names, imposing more upon them-
selves than on the credulous publie. There is yet another
difference to be made. Some few men are proud of the evépysic,
and many men are proud of the élvepssc. The pride of poten-
tiality lingers long after the power of real work has altogether
gone, long after the regret that tinges the first twenty years of
an idle man’s life. You may see, at Oxford and Cambridge,
old men who walk erect and proud, still flushed with the
triumphs they achieved as boys, and proud still as men ; though
their strength has been measured against no other competitors,
and in no larger battle-field, and though the men they once
defeated have long since econquered in far greater struggles,
while they have grown rusty over the combination port.

Philip was now at the age when regret is strongest. At no
time do the possibilities of lifs appear so splendid as at twenty-
five, or is the conscience quicker to reproach us for wasted
opportunities. But, after all, what was he to do? Life is but
a vague thing to a young subaltern of distinet ambitions, not
clearly seeing what glorious path to take up. Often enough it
becomes a merely ignoble thing, meaning billiards, betting,
brandy and soda, et talia. In Phil’s case, the life he led was
telling on his face—broadening his features, giving them a
coarse expression. Our lives are slamped upon our faces. Does
there not come a time in every good man’s life when the hardest
and unloveliest of faces softens into beauty by reason of the
victory within? Do not buy a “nose machine,” unlovely reader.
Have patience, and aim at the highest things ; and one day your
face, too, shall be beautiful. As for Adonis, if he had lived the
life of men about town, his face would have been coarse as theirs
before the age of thirty.

The coloured blood had something to do with it. Tt helped
to make Philip at once sensitive, eager of distinction, and vain.
But not everything. Fain would I put it all down to colour.
Mighty comforting thing as it is to us white men to reflect on
our superiority, we must be careful about the theory. We may
be the aristocracy of Nature. To be sure, the creature who
walks about in the similitude of man, with the leg in the middle
of his foot; whose calf is in front, and shin behind ; whose lips
are thick ; whose hair is woolly; whose nose is flat ; whose
brain is small in front and big behind ; who has had every
chance, and has clearly shown that he can do nothing so well as
the white man—the full-blooded negro, I say, must be regarded

10—2
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as a distant cousin, a poor relation of humanity, and not a
«phrudder” at all. But as for the mulatto class, I don't know.
Take a good quadroon mother, and a good white father, and T
really cannot see why the resulting octoroon iz a whit inferior to
our noble selves—the aristocrats by colour.

But the influence of colour is always bad. Tt helped to make
Philip inferior to himself. Let it be remembered about our Phil,
the backslider, that, till he was twelve years old and more, he
had been accustomed to look on colour as the outward mark of
a degraded race.

Tt is all part of the same question. Take the heir of all the
Talbots—I mean nothing personal to the heir of this dis.
tinguished house. Rear him in pride of birth, in contempt for
lowhorn people, in ideas of the responsibilities and dignities of
rank—you will turn out a creature whom the whole world cannot
match for pride, selfrespect, self-reliance; and the virtues of
courage, pluck, and endurance, which depend on these.

But take the little Echo boy. Suppose he had been subjected
from infancy to the same teaching and treatment, would there
have been any difference ?

Mr. MacIntyre would have replied—*“I vera much dook
it.”

¢ The future of a boy, sir,” Venn said, one evening, “ may be
entirely prophesied from an observation of his early habits and
prejudices. I have gathered, for instance, a few particulars
from the boyhood of great men, which throw a wonderful light
upon their after-career. When I tell you, for example, that
Mr. John Stuart Mill, early in life, had to submit his nails to a
disfiguring course of bitter almonds to cure him of biting them,
you feel at once that you understand the whole of the philoso-
pher’s works.”

“T do not, for one,” said Jones.

“T have also heard,” he went on, “that Mr. Gladstone was
birched more than once for cutting Sunday chapel at Eton.
Remark that the years pass over his head, and presently he die-
establishes the Irish Church. And I believe it is a fact that
Mr. Disraeli, as a boy, was wont to sit on a rail and suck sweets,
The analogies between these small circumstances and the after-
lives of these men are subtle, perhaps; but, once pointed ouf,
ought to be clear even to Jones.”

_It- was on another oceasion that Venn showed how an apology
might be made for a eriminal on higher ground than that reached
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by the evidence. He delivered his ““ Oratio pro Peccatore” one
nicht in wig and gown. The following is a portion :

¢ (ircumstances, my lud, have been against my unhappy
client. Brought up under the contempt, or fancied contempt,
of society, he early manifested his superiority to the ordinary
trammels imposed on the thick-headed by becoming a prig. I
do not mean assistant masters of Rugby or Marlborough, who
are all prigs, but the common prig of the London streets. From
a prig of Iolborn, the transition was easy to being a prig on a
larger scale and in a more extended sphere. Step by step, my
lud and gentlemen of the jury, you may trace everything back,
not to the want of education, because my client was taught in a
National School, and possesses even now a knowledge of the
Kings of Israel ; but to the fact that, in the circles wherein he
should have moved, his parentage was despised—his father,
gentlemen of the jury, having been a harrister-at-law, and his
mother at one time a lady of the ballet.”

And with this as a preface, he would go on to defend his
client. :

You may leave out the preceding, if you like. But I would
rather you read if.
Meantime, it is the month of May—

¢ Ce fut en trés doux tenz de Mai
Que di cuer gai,
Vont cis oiseillon chantant,”

as the old French song has it. Laura has met Philip in all
about six or seven times—always with another promise of
secrecy, She is to marry Philip. That is agreed upon between
them. It will please Mr. Venn. Meantime, she is trying to
understand her lover. He is kind to her; but not with the
tenderness of her guardian, to whom she compares him. He is
not gentle with her ; but passionate, fitful, uncertain of temper
being, indeed, in constant conflict with himself. Then he was
suspicious and jealous. Worse than all, he was always asking
her if she loved him more, if she loved him at all, if she ever
could love him. TIf wearied and teased her—this talk of love.
‘“What did it mean?’ she asked herself over and over again,
but could find no answer.

“I dow’t know, Philip,” she said, “What is the use of
always asking "
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“ You must know if you love me, Laura.”

“How am I to know?’

“Do you love Mr. Venn?”

“Oh, yes I"—her face lit up at once; “but I don’t feel at all
like that-—oh, not in the least bit. If that is love, why, I
suppose I do not love you.”

Philip ground his teeth.

“ Always Mr. Venn,” he growled. ¢ Tell me, Laura, do you
like to be with me?” .

“ Yes, it is pleasant—so long as you are in a good temper—
to talk to you. I like you a great deal better than when I saw
you first. I don’t think you are such a good man as you ought
to be, because I have heard you swear, which is vulgar,”

“ You shall make me good, when we are married.”

“ And when will that be?’ she asked, suddenly. * Because,
you see, I will not go on having secrets from Mr. Venn ; and I
must tell him soon.”

“Then you will give me up,” said Philip gloomily.

“Very well,” she returned, calmly ; *that will be better than
deceiving Mr. Venn. To be sure, I am only deceiving him
with the idea of pleasing him. Of course he will be pleased.”
She sighed. “If only I felt guite sure! But he told me so
distinctly that I was to marry a gentleman. Oh, he will be
pleased. And I am sure he will like you.”

“ Only wait a little longer, my dear.”

¢ No, Philip—I will not wait any longer. We must be
married at once, or I will tell Mr. Venn all about it. I cannof
bear to have secrets from him.- I believe, after all, you are only
laughing at me because I am not a lady.”

The tears of vexation came into her eyes.

Philip’s face was very gloomy. It was in his moments ot
anger that the cloud fell upon his face which altered his expres-
sion, and changed him almost to a negro. It was then that his
nostrils seemed to broaden, his lips to project, his cheeks to
darken.

¢ Tell him, then,” he returned ; “and good-bye.”

He turned on his heel —it was under the trees in Kensington
Gardens. She sat down and looked at him. There was no
anger in her breast for the spretw injuria forms : none at the
loss of a love, none at the destruction of an idol. For she had
i no love. Philip Durnford had never touched her heart. To
please Mr. Venn—Ilet us say it again and again—to please Mr.
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Venn, who wanted to see her married to a gentleman, and be-
cause she was wholly, utterly ignorant of the world and innocent
of its ways, she listened to Philip’s pleading, and almost offered
herself to him in marriage. What did marriage mean? She
knew nothing. How was she to know? She spoke to no cne
but Hartley Venn. She never read novels or love poetry. Her
life was as secluded as that of any nun.

Her lover was three or four yards off, when his expression
changed as suddenly to his old one. He wavered, and half
turned.

¢« Philip,” eried Laura, “ come here,”

He turned and stood before her.

“J think I have made a great mistake. Perhaps Mr. Venn
would not be pleased. Let us say good-bye, and go away from
each other for ever. You will soon forget me ; and before I
listen to any one again, I will take Mr. Venn’s advice.”

She spoke in a business-like tone, as if the whole thing was a
mere matter of expediency ; and shook her head with an air of
the most owl-like wisdom, and looked more beantiful than ever.
It was one of the characteristics of this young lady that she had
as many different faces as there are thoughts in the brain, for
she changed with each. I think her best was when she was
playing in the evening—far away, in imagination, in some
Paradise of her own—alone with Mr, Venn.

Philip’s blood leaped up in his veins. All the love and
dezire he had ever entertained for her seemed multiplied tenfold.
He seized her hand and held it fast.

“My Lanra!” he cried, “my little bird, my pet! Do you
think I will let yon go? At least, not till I have had another
chance. It is all finished—all the waiting and hoping. I am
ready to marry you whenever you like. You shall name your
own day, and you shall tell Mr. Venn after we are married.
Only keep the secret till then.”

“How long am I to wait ?” asked the girl.

“ A week—ten days, not more. We must make our prepara-
tions. T must get you all sorts of things, darling. I love you
too well to let you go in a fit of passion. If I have been ill-
tempered at times, it is because I am sometimes troubled with
many things of which you know nothing. Make a little allow-
ance for me.  You, at least, shall never be troubled, Laura, my
pet. My happiness is in your hands. Give it back to me; and,
in return, all my life shall be spent in trying to please you,”
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“You frighten me,” she said. “ You are so passionate. Why
do you hold my hand so hard? Look here, Philip—I will do
this. To-day is Wednesday. I will meet you and marry you
next Wednesday, if you like. If you do not marry me then,
you shall not marry me atall. And now, good-bye till Wednes-
day morning.”

She tripped away, without her heart beating a single pulsation
faster ; while he was left trembling in every limb.

“ Wednesday !” He began to reflect how people were
married. * Wednesday. A week. And there is everything to
be got ready.”

He went to the City, to his agent’s, and drew five hundred
pounds.

“Ttis my duty, Mr. Durnford,” said the agent, *to remind
you that you have only a thousand pounds left. Although it is
invested at ten per cent., a hundred a year is mot a large
income.”

- “You are quite right,” said Philip. ¢ It is not, indeed—
too small to be considered, almost. But I must have the five
hundred.”

He lodged it at Cox's ; and then went to a milliner’s shop and
ordered a complete trousseau, to be ready packed in a few days.
They wanted to try things on; but he picked oub a young lady
in the shop of about Laura’s dimensions, and told them to try
the things on her.

After that he began to investigate the great marriage question,
being as yet little conversant with legal procedure of any kind.
He knew that you might go to church, or that you might go to
a registrar’s office; so he found out the office of a registrar, and
asked what he had to do.

It appeared to be very simple. You must reside for the space
of three weeks in a parish—that had already been done ; but,
which made it impossible, he must have the names posted up
in the office for a fortnight. And so he went and bought a
special licence.

He went home radiant with hope and happiness, and spent a
quiet evening alone, communing with the future.

The next day he went to see how the trousseau was getting
on, and bought a wedding ring. Then he ordered several new
suits of clothes to be made at once, and a large stock of linen,
with an undefined feeling that married life meant everything
new.
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That was Thursday’s work.

Then came Friday, and, with Friday, a visit from Mr. Mac-
Intyre.

‘?You will not spend many more evenings with me,” said
Phil ; “so sit down and make yourself comfortahle.”

 And wherefore not ?” asked his tutor.

“ Because I am going to be married next Wednesday.”

“Gude guide us I” The good man turned quite pale.  Next
Wednesday? Is all settled? It is Laura, of course—I mean
Miss Collingwood.”

“ Of course it is Laura.”

“ And how are you to be married ¢’

“ By special licence.”

Mr. MacIntyre looked as if he would ask another question,
but refrained ; and presently went his way.

On Tuesday evening, Mr. MacIntyre looked up quietly and
asked—

“What church are you going to be married in 7’

Phil turned pale.

“Idiot that I am ! I never thought about the chuich at all.”

CHAPTER XVI.

“UxpER ordinary circumstances, Lollie,” said Venn, on Tuesday
morning, when the child came round—¢ under ordinary circum-
stances, the middle-aged man awakes in the morning with the
weary feeling of a day’s work before him.” He always spoke
as if he was oppressed with the duties of labour. ¢ By some
unlucky accident, T feel this morning as if the innocent mirth of
childhood was back again. I fear nothing. I hope everything,
Two courses are therefore open to us.”

“What two courses?’ asked the girl—always watchful of
Venn's words, and never quite able to follow the conclusions to
which they led him.

“I ought, I suppose, to take advantage of this unusual flow
of spirits, and write something with the real glow of joy upon
it. My works are, perhaps, too uniformly meditative. I dare
say you have remarked it.”

“I think they are beautiful, all of them,” replied the flatterer.

““ Ah, Lollie, 1 ought to be a happy man. I have an audience.
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—limited at presemt, to be sure—which appreciates me,
Mohammed had his Cadijah. But there is another course open
to us. See the sun upon the leaves of the two trees in the
court. Listen to the sparrows chirping with renewed vigour.
They know that the hilarious worm will be tempted forth to
enjoy the sun. The purring of the basking cat is almost audible
if you open the window. The paper-boy whistles across the
square. The policemen move on with a lighter step. The post-
man bounds as he walks, The laundresses put off their shawls.
Lollie, what do these things mean P

“They mean going into the country, do they not? she
replied, catching his meaning.

¢ They do, child. They mean Epping Forest. We will take
the train to Loughton and walk to Lpping. They mean a little
dinner at the Ceclk, and a pint of Moselle. They mean strolling
through the wood to Theydon Bois, and coming home in the
evening with roses in our cheeks.”

Another time Lollie would have jumped for joy. Now she
ouly looked up and smiled.

& What is the matter, my little girl ¥’ asked Hartley, taking
her face in his hands. ¢ For a fortnight past you have not been
in your nsual spirits. To-day you are pale and worn. Are you
ill, Lollie ¥’

« No,” she cried, bursting into tears, “Iam not ill ; only—
only—you are so good to me.”

His own eyes filled as he stooped and kissed her forehead.

 You are nervous this morning, little one—jyou must go to
Epping, that is clear.”

«Tt is not only that: it is something else.”

“ What else, Lollie? You can tell me.”

¢ Tt is my secret, Mr, Venn.”

¢« Well then, Lollie, if that is all, I can wait for this precious
secret. So be happy again.”

@ Tt is a secret that concerns you. I think it will make you
happier—you said once that it would. Oh, I wish I might tell
you—I wish you would let me.”

¢ Little Impatience! And what sorb of a secret would that
be which I kunow already? Do you remember the man who
whispered his to the winds? Never tell a secret, child ; because
the birds of the air may carry it about.”

¢ T have been so unhappy about it,” the girl went on, through
her tears. I can't sleep for thinking of it. Oh, you will be
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pleased—T know you will. But I wish T could tell you. I will
—I don’t care who is offended. Mr. Venn, [ am going—"

¢ Stop, Lollie,” he replied, putting his finger to her lips—
“don’t tell me. See, I give you perfect control over your
secret till to-morrow. T refuse to listen—I am deaf. If you
try to tell me I shall begin to cing, and then the necarest cows
will fall ill, and the calves will lie down and expire.’

She sighed and was silent. Alas! if only she had spoken.
Fate was against her.

They went to Loughton, and took that walk through the
forest which only the East-end Cockneys love. In the long
glades which stretch right and left the hawthorn was in full
blossom ; the tender green of the new leaves, freshly coloured,
and all of different hues, the soft breath of the young summer,
the silence and repose, fell on the girl’s spirit and soothed her.
For the moment she forgot the secret, and almost felt happy.
And yet it lay at her heart. Her life—she knew so much—was
going to be changed ; how much she could not tell. The life of
two would be, she thorght, a life of three. It was what Mr
Venn had wished for her; and yet—and yet—there was the
shade of a danger upon her, a foreboding of calamity, which she
tried in vain to throw off Venn poured out his treasures of
fancy—those half thought-out ideas and half-seen analogies
which filled his brain and evaded him when he tried to put
them on paper. But they fell, for once, on unfruitful ground.
She caught some of them, or only half caught them ; and then
tall grew languid.

“My spirits of this morning seem to have failed me,” he
cried impatiently—

** Not seldom, clad in radiant hue,
Deceitfully goes forth the morn.’
A spiritual shower has fallen, and we have no umbrella, What
is it, child?” he asked impatiently, ¢« Why are we so silent
and sad to-day? Let us be happy.” Are we drenched with the
shower "

Lollie half laughed, and they walked on.

Presently they came upon a woman, toiling along with a bahy
in her arms, and two children toddling after them. As they
came up to her, the woman turned and struck one of them
sharply, for lagging.

“Don’t do that, my good creature,” said Venn, ¢ Perhaps
the little one is tired.”
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' she replied ; « but 've gob

«e's tired and hungry too, sir,’
he must.”

to get him to Epping, for all that, and walk
& Poor little man!” said Venn. * Say, are you very
The child was evidently worn out.

«We are going the same way,” he said.
for you.”

«You, sir?—and a gentleman and all I”

“Why not? Come, my boy.”

He lifted the little one in his arms.

«Tollie, I am not going to let you carry the other. He is
big enough to walk.”

“ Ah, yes, miss—d
strong enough—ain't you, Jackey ¥

Then they all walked away together—Venn talking to the
woman, and she telling her little story ; how her husband had
got work at Epping, and she was walking all the way from
town with her babies.

«T had a comfortable place, gir,” she said, “six years ago;
and little T thought then of the hardships I should have to
undergo. God knows we've been half starving sometimes.”

% And are you soiry you married ¢’ asked Lollie.

¢ Nay, miss, a woman is never sorry she married,” replied the
poor wife, ¢ My man is a real good sort, unless now and then
when it’s the drink tempts him. And then T've the children,
you see. Ah! well, sir—God gives us the good and the bad
together. Bub mever you think, miss, that a woman is sorry

she married.”
“ruly,” said Venn, “marriage is a continual sacrament.”

tired ¥’

«J will carry him

on't ’ee mow,” said the woman. ¢ He's

« Ave you married yourself, sir i

«T am not,” he replied gravely.
man ; and now I shall never marry, I fear

Lollie looked up in his face, over which lay that light eloud
of melancholy which alternated in Venn with the sweet smile of
his mobile lips. She walked on, pondering. ““ No woman ever
sorry for being married.” There was comfort !

«'You are happy when you are with your husband ¥’ she
asked, presently.

The woman turned sharply upon her.

«Qf course, I am happy with my Ben,” she said. ¢ Happi-
ness with us is not made of the same sorb of stuff as with you

rich folks.”
T am not a rich folk,” said the girl, smiling,

Qo far T am only halfa

”
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“Well, well—never mind my sharpness, miss. Youre one
of the kind folks, and that’s all I care about.”

She trudged on, talking to herself, as such women do, between
her lips. Venn was behind them now, talking to the boy in his
arms ; and so they reached Epping, At the outskirts of the
long town, where the cottages begin, the woman insisted on the
boy being put down, and began to thank them. Venn gave
her a little present of a few shillings, and left her trudging along
with the children,

“There goes our Moselle, Lollie,” he said with a sigh.
“Always some fresh disappointment. I had set my heart on
*hat Moselle for you,”

“Oh, Mr. Venn! Asif T should be so selfish.”

¢ All the same,” he grambled. It was a stroke of my usual
bad luck, meeting that woman.”

The hottle of Moselle made its appearance in spite of her;
but even the sparkle of the wine failed to raise Lollie’s spirits
to their usual level. The girl was profoundly dejected. Venn
tried the wildest talk, told her the wildest stories ; but in vain.
It grew close to the hour of the last train—the Great Eastern,
with its usual liberality, having fixed the last train at eight, so
as to prevent everybody from enjoying the evening in the
Forest. They walked together to the station—silent, dejected,
and unhappy.

“I wish—oh, I wish to-morrow was over ¥’ the girl sighed,
when they were alone in the railway carriage.

““Does that secret worry you, Lollie? Is that the wretched
cause of your depression? Forget it—put it out; of your mind,”

¢ Let me tell if you.”

“ Nonsense, child,” he laughed ; “as if T wanted to know,
Think of Midas, as I told you this morning. You shall not
tell me now.”

“Tell me once more,” she said, “what you would like me
most of all to do.”

He hesitated, Had he followed the promptings of his own
heart, he would have said :

“To marry me, Lollie; to go away with me from London ;
to live fogether, never to get tired, in some country place—the
world forgetting, by the world forgot.”

_1f he had but said so I—for it was not yet too late, and the
girl was Yearning to tell him all.

“I think, child,” he sald, slowly, after a pause, “there is
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but one thing T really want you to do. I should like, before all
else, to see you married lappily. Sukey settled that for us, you
know. 1 haven’t seen Sukey now for two months. Let us go

there to-morrow.”
« Not to-morraw,”
veally and truly mean what you say?

me married ¥’
Heavens, how blind the man is! THe does not see that the

girl's whole heart is his ; that after all those years her nature is
responsive to his own ; that she has but one thought, one affec-
tion, one passion—-though she knows it not—the love of Hartley
Venn.

« Mean it he says, Wi
mean it. Recollect what
seen how love may survive p
trinmphant over all. Think W
misery to beat it down.”

« T ove—yes, love.
mean marriage.”

«They go together, Lollie.”

« Does—" she checked the name that rose to her lips—*“do

eople, when they talk of marriage, always mean love ¥

¢ They are supposed to do so, Lollie. On the other hand,
when they talk of love, they do not always— Ah, here i3

Fenchurch Street.”

gaid Lollie. “Do you really mean—
You would like to see

th his tender smile. “Of course I
he woman said to-day. You have
overty, hunger, misery ; and rise
hat 1ove may be when there is no

They are always {alking about love. I

No more was said that night. The girl went up to his room
o she put on her hat.

and made him tea ; and ab half-past nin
« To.morrow, Mr, Venn—ah ! to-morrow—IL shall tell you my
secret.”
« Sleep soundly, little bird, and forget your secret.
time am I to know it¥’

«T don’t quite know. I sbould think, in the afternoon.”

Very well, then; I ghall stay in from ome till four, and if
you do not come then I shall sappose the secret is not ready.
Will that do? Good night, Lollie dear.”

He stooped to kiss her forehead ; but she took his face in her
hands, and kissed his lips almost passionately.

« Always believe,” she said, “ even if you are not ple
that I love you, and am so grateful to you that nothing can tell
it. Always believe I love you, and hoped to please you.”

And so slipped away, and was gone.

Did Hartley have no guspicion t

What

ased,

None—mnone—mnone. He
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was not, you see, a man “about town.” He did not think or
suspect evil. Least of all could he suspect evil in the case of
his little girl. And that she should take his words so literally
as to many a man in order to please him would have struck
him as beyond all belief,

And yet it was exactly what she was going to do,

CHAPTER XVII.

Ir is the motning of Lollie’s wedding day. As the girl dresses
in her little room, she is crying silently. TFor a great fear has
fallen upon her, the fear that what she is going to do will not
meet with that approval and praise which she at first anticipated.
It had been growing in her brain; and when, only yesterday,
she first gave it expression, it assumed a clear and definite form,
She dressed quickly, trying to soothe her own excitement, drank
a cup of tea, and slipped out at ten o'clock to meet her lover,
No thought, you will remark, of her grandmother? On the
whole, I hardly see how any could be expected. The girl did
not belong to the old woman. She owed nothing to her, she
had not a thought in common with her, she hardly ever spoke
to her; and save that they slept under one roof, they had
nothing to do with each other. Certainly, the idea that the
old woman might he made unhappy by conduct of hers never
occurred to her. It was a lovely morning in June, one of thoge
days when London puts on its brightest aspect, and looks—as it
always would, were Heaven pleased to improve our climate—
the Empress of ecities. Through the crowded streets, down
Oxford Street and Regent Street, without stopping to look at
the gratuitous exhibitions in the shop windows, Lollie tripped
along, with heightened colour and quick-beating pulse.

Going to be married—going to marry a gentleman | What
would be Mr, Venn’s surprise and delight when she went to
him in the evening?

For once, Philip was first at their trysting-place in the park,

Going to be married, Going to plight her troth—for better
for worse, too. A girl, who, in the absolute innocence of her
heart, gives herself to him for no love that she bears him, but
only to please, as she thinks, another men, Going to be a bride-
groom? He does mot look it, as he peces up and down the
gravel, driving down his heels, with a kele tace and a troubled
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ould look in better spirits; and
hing, his own betrothed, soon to
tremble beneath him, so that he

look. Surely a bridegroom sh
when he sees the girl approac
be his bride, why do his knees

must fain sit down on a bench ?
Then she holds out her hand, and he takes it undauntedly.

« Remember what I said, Philip,” she began directly. ‘¢ Unless ;
you marry me to-day, I shall not marry you at all; and I shall
tell Mr. Venn everything.”

« Tg that the only love-vow you

bridegroom.
do not talk like that. Always of love, and

¢ Oh, Philip,
love-vows! I tell you again, I do not understand it. What

should I say, if not the truth (4
Philip sighed. There was yet time to save himself. The

girl did not love him; but, then, he loved the girl. He had
that passionate longing for this sweet, fair-haired maiden—so
bright, so clever, so new—which, I think, can never come to a
man more than once in his life. God has made us so that not
more than one woman can be an angel to us. Her excepted—
we know the sex. We grovel to her; we stand upright before
the rest, conscious of the head and a half difference between the

man and the woman. Lollie was Philip’s angel. And—alas!
the pity of it—there are so many men who eannot hold their

one woman an angel for longer than the honeymoon ; and must
needs cry shame and folly to themselves for the sweet infatuation
which alone makes life tolerable o us.

« Come, Laura,” said Philip, «T have the licence in my
pocket—a special licence. See here.” He pulled out the docu-
ment. “ The Archbishop of Canterbury has given his consent,
you see ; 8o that is all right. I thought you would best like a
private marriage.”

% (Qh, yes,” cried Lollie—* much best.”

« And as woe shall have no wedding
and nothing but our own two selves, T have arranged with a
very excellent clergyman—a Scotch clergyman—to perform the
ceremony for us which will make you my wife. 'Will that do
for you ?”’

He had fallen, then, into the pit digged for him.

« Surely, Philip,” she said, ¢ it shall all be as you think best
for us ; and then I shall tell Mr. Venn.”
He had been out of the park into
Hansom cab to Keppel Street.

have to give me?’ asked the

breakfast, no carriage,

the Strand, and took a




-y

w— : Zdian: o Ve oo S
T et RN AT

MY LITTLE GIRL. 161

Mr. MacIntyre was himself standing at the window in the
ground-floor front, and came to open the door. Then he led
them in, and shut the door carefully. That done, he stared
hard at the bride.

“ Come into the other room a moment,” said Philip, in a
hoarse vojce. “I want to say a word.”

The other room was Mr. MacIntyre’s bed-room, opening from
the first by folding-doors. TLollie, left alone, looked out of the
window and waited. As she looked, a funeral procession came
from an opposite house, and the dismal cortege passed down the
street. Then, too, the sky was clouded over, and big drops of
rain were falling. Her heart sank within her. Truly, an omen
of the worst. She turned from the window and looked round
the room. A curious fragrance, unknown to her, was lingering
about the corners. Tt was due to toddy. A small fire was
burning in the grate, though the morning was warm ;. and a
keftle was singing on the hob. Two or three pipes lay on the
mantelshelf ; and a few books, chiefly of the Latin Grammar
class, bought when Mr, MacIntyre meditated taking pupils,
stood upon the shelves. The furniture was hard and uncom-
fortable. And her spirits fell lower and lower.

In the other room she heard voices. If she had heard what
was said, she might even then have escaped. But she only heard
the murmur.

Philip, when the door was shut, turned upon his companion,
with lips and checks perfectly white, and seizing Mr, MacIntyre
by the shoulders, shook the little man backwards and forwards
as if he had been a reed,

“Villain I” he groaned— black-hearted, calculating scoun-
drel.”

“When you’ve done shaking your best friend,” returned his
tutor, “and calling bad names, perhaps you will listen for g few
mmoments to the voice of reason.”

“ Go on, then.”

Philip sat down on the edge of the bed.

“I can’t do it, MacIntyre—I can’t do it,” he murmured, “It
is the blackest villainy.  Poor Laura! poor darling!  Oh, what
scoundrels we are ! And I, who once was an honourable man 17

“ Hoots, toots,” said the philosopher,

But Philip was Iying with his face in his hands, shaking with
emotion,

MacIntyre contemplated his old pupil for a few moments with

11
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Then—for he felt unequal to the ordeal
without support—he went to the cupboard, and very silently
poured out just half a glass of raw spirit, which he swallowed
hastily. Then he addressed himself to business, and tried, but
with small effect, to assume a sympathetic air.

¢ Ma puir laddie,” he said. * You surely never thought that
I, Alexander MacIntyre, the releegious guide of your infaney,
was going to counsel you to take a dishonourable step. Phil,
yell be as legally tied up as if the Archbishop did it. Believe
me, a regularly ordained minister of the Established Kirk o
Scotland. If a prince was going to be married, this would be
the right shop to come to. And you, with a licence, special and

most expensive, and all.”

Philip sat up again.

«Ts it true, MacIntyre? Tsit really true, what you say ¥’

«True, my Phil, every word true. Shall I swear to it? Now,
brush your hair and look bright, and let us go back to the lassie.
Hech! man—there’s a thunder-clap. Come along, or she will be
frightened.”

He pushed him back, and, sitting down at the table, laid open
a Bible, borrowed for the occasion from the unsuspecting land-
lady.
& git down, both of you,” he began, imperiously.

They sat down opposite him.

“ Have ye got a licence, Mr. Durnford 7" he asked. ¢ Good.
A special licence, granting you permission to be married in any
parish? Good. At any time? Good. In any place of worshipt
Vera good. And by any clergyman? Vera good indeed. Young
leddy, your name, if you please. You may write it bere.”

* He had prepared two slips of paper to imitate a marriage cer-
tificate. And Philip noticed now, for the first time, that he was
& dressed” for the character in complete black with a white neck-
cloth that would not have disgraced a banjo man, and which,
with his red nose, gave him quite the appearance of a superior
Mute. And, the signatures obtained, when he turned over the
leaves of the Bible a cheerful piety became diffused over his face,
quite new to his friends and very remarkable to witness. Lollie
looked at the clergyman who was marrying her with an instinctive
feeling of aversion. The ill-fitting black clothes, the voluminous
necktie, the red nose and pale cheeks, the shaking hand, all told
her, as plain as words could speak, that the man was one of the
great Stiggins tribe of whom Hartley Venn had told her. Never-

a puzzled expression.
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theless, she was in Philip's hands ; and, like the hirds on the
solitary’s island, she had not yet learned to distrust mankind,
because she only knew one man.

It does not befit this page to describe with greater detail the
mockery of marriage which Mr. MacIntyre solemnly went through.
Suffice it to say that, after reading a chapter of the Bible, he
prayed. And after his prayer, making the two stand up, he
joined their hands, pronounced them man and wife,and concluded
by an exhortation mainly made up of what he still recollected of
the shorter Catechism. What it wanted in unction it gained in
doctrine; and though there was little in the discourse caleulated
to assist the bride in her duties of married life, there was plenty
which might have been used as a rod and staff by the Calvinistic
Christian. Lollie stood frightened and bewildered. For all
through the ¢ service,” the thunder had been rolling and crashing,
and the lizhtning seemed to play over the very house where this
great wickedness was being committed. Iven Mr. Maclntyre
was moved by it. It was one of those great thunderstorms which
sometimes break over London, striking terror to all hearts, such
as those which fell upon us last year—I mean the year of grace
1872—a fierce, roaring, angry thunderstorm. And as the light-
ning flashed across his eyes, and the thunder pealed in his ears,
the minister fairly stopped in his discourse, and murmuring,
“Hech! sirs, this is awfu’!” waited for the anger of the elements
to subside, -

But he ended at last, and eongratulating the bride, offered
Philip one of the slips of paper, keeping the other for*himsslf.
Then he rubbed his hands and laughed—a joyless cackle. And
then he produced a black hottle and a small cake, and poured out
three glasses of wine. He drank off his own at a gulp, refilled
it, and sat down rubbing his hands again,

This was Lollie’s wedding breakfast.

Outside, the hail pattered against the windows, the thunder
rolled, and the warm spring air seemed chilled again to winter.

Philip said nothing. A look was in his face such as neither
MacIntyre nor Lollie had ever seen before—a sort of wild,
terrified look ; such a look as might be imagined in the face of
a man who, after long planning, has at last committed a great
and terrible crime ; such a look as one would have if he heard
the voice of God accusing him—the voice Philip heard in the
storm. Men are so. That unlucky Jew whom the thunderstorm
sternly rebuked for eating pork was not the first, nor will he be

11—2
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the last, to connect natural phenomena with his own misdoings,
In the storm outside, Philip, with the superstition of a Creole,
heard the anger of heaven. It only echoed the remorse in his
own heart. A second time he seized MacIntyre by the arm, and
led him to the bed-room.

« Once again,” he said, « I must speak to you. Tell me whether
it is true—is it true—are we married? Speak the truth, or I
will kill you !”

«You are married, Phil,” returned the other. “No question
can ever arise on the legality of the marriage—until—"

¢ Until when "

«Until you<ome into your property. And now, listen. There
is, perhaps—1 only say perhaps—a little irregularity. If you
want to remove that, remember to take your wife into Scotland,
whenever you please, and live with her as your wife, openly.
Then you need fear nothing. I say this to make you quite
certain : but I do not believe there can be any legal doubt.”

Philip looked at him with a surprised air. Then, with great
relief, he walked into the other room, where Lollie was standing
waiting and puzzled.

«Laura, my darling,” he cried, kissing her passionately. My
wife, my bride ! we are married at last. If ever I desert you,
may God desert me !”

She drew herself from his arms, not blushing, mot coy, not
ashamed ; but only cold.

“« We are really married ¢ she cried, clapping her hands. “I
wasn’t certain.  And now we will go straight to Mr. Venn, and
tell him.”

The two men looked at each other.

“My child,” said Philip, changing colour, “we must be married
like everybody else, must we not?’

« But we are, Philip, are we not ?’

¢ Yes, dear; but married people always go away for a journey
together. You and I are going to France for a month. When
we come back, we shall call at Mr. Venn's chambeérs.”

She stamped her foot.

«T ghall go to-day. You said Iwas to tell him to-day. I will
tel& }r;m. Philip, if you do mnot go with me, I will go by my-
self.’

4 Make her write,” whispered the man of experience.

“You certainly cannot go, Laura,” said her husband. That
is impossible. But I tell you what you shall do. ¥You shall
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write him a letter, telling him all. Mr. MacInbyre shall take it,
and tell him the particulars. "We have but a quarter of an hour
to spare, for our train starts at once. Now, dear’—taking pen
and paper—* sit down and write. It is best so—it is indeed.”

She burst into tears, She declared that she had been deceived.
She insisted on going at once to Gray’s Inn. If Philip had not
held her, she would have gone.

Mr. MacIntyre said nothing; only, when he eaught Philip’s
eye, he pointed to the pens and paper. Meantime, it was a
critical moment ; and his mnose, which he constantly rubbed,
seemed. bigger and redder than ever.

“ Laura, you must not go to Mr. Venn to-day. It is absurd,”
pleaded Philip. “ Sit down, now. Write; no one shall read
what you say. And it shall be sent at once. But you cannob
go to Gray’s Inn.”

Lollie sat down, and tried to write. But she burst into fresh
tears, and was fain to bury her face in her hands.

“Women are so,” whispered the Scotchman. * Obsairve. In
ten minutes she will be laughing again.”

In less than ten minutes she recovered, and tried to write.
Philip waited patiently, watching her.

She began three or four sheets of notepaper and tore them up.
At last she wrote, hurriedly—

“ Dearest Mr. Vexn—My secret may now be told. I have
done what you wished me so much to do. I have married a
gentleman. I have married Mr. Philip Durnford ; and I am
always, ever and ever, your own most grateful and most loving
little girl— ¢ LoLLe.”

She folded it up, addressed it, and gave it to her husband.

“ MacIntyre,” said Philip,  take the note round, will you,
this very day? Tell Mr. Venn that my wife and I are gone to
France—probably to Normandy—for a month ; that we shall
call upon him directly we return ; that my greatest wish is to gain
his friendship. Will that do for you, Laura
o “dPhilip," she said, taking his hand—¢“now you are really

ind.”

“That is my own Laura. But now we must make haste. I
have got your boxes at the station.”

“My boxes?’

“Yes. You did not think you were going to France with
nothing but what you have on, did you 7’
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T never thought about going to France at all.”

“The tickets are taken. There will be nothing to do but to

make ourselves happy. Now, MacIntyre, get me a cab, will
you ¥’
: It seemed strange that so reverend a gentleman should be
ordered ip. this peremptory way to feteh a cab; bat Lollie was
too much surprised with everything to feel perplexed at this.
The cab came.

“ Now, my darling! MacIntyre, good-bye. Jump in, Laura.”

“Don’t forget my letter, Mr. MacIntyre,” ecried the girl
% Mind you take it to-day.”

And so they drove off.

Mr, MacIntyre returned to his room,

« About this letter, now,” he said. ¢ Let me read it.”

By the help of the kettle he steamed the envelope, opened and
read the poor little epistle.

He put it down and meditated.

“Suppose I take it round,” he said. ¢ Why should I% Poor
bonny little lassie ! Loves him more than her husband-—that is
clear. If I take it, difficulties, dangers, all sorts of things may
bappen. If I do not take it, this Mr. Venn will never forgive
the girl. Well, which is it—my happiness or hers? A man
or a woman? Myself or another ?”

He meditated a long time. ('ruelly selfish and wicked as the
man was, he had been touched by the girl's beauty and inno-
cence, and would willingly have spared himself this additional
wickedness. But then there rose up before him the vision of a
court of justice. He saw himself tried by a jury for mock
marriage. He knew that the law had been broken. What he
did not know was, how far the offence was criminal, or if it was
criminal at all. Then a cold perspiration broke out upon him.

¢Tet us hide it,” he said—*“let us hide it. Perhaps we can
devise some means of preventing this man Venn from knowing
it—at all events, just yet.”

And so saying, he pushed the letter into the fireplace, and
watched it burning into ashes.

“And as for Master Phil,” he murmured—¢why, T'll give
him just two months to cure him of this fancy, and bring him to
the end of his money. Then, we shall see—we shall see. The
great card has to be played.”
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CHAPTER XVIIL

“T am ill at ease to-night,” said Hartley, on the Wednesday
evening, when Jones and Lynn found him at the Rainbow, ¢I
am low-spirited. Forebodings, like the screech-owl’s mew, oppress
me, Laura was to have told me some grand piece of news
to-day, and has not come. Then there was the thunder. I am
afraid of thunder. Engineers ought to turn their attention to it.
Bring me some bitter beer, George—unless the thunder has
turned it sour.

“T like this place,” he went on. “Itis quiet, The mutton
is good, the beer is good, and there is an ecclesiastical air about
it. The head waiter resembles an elderly verger without his
gown, The manager might pass for a canon; and as for the
carver, I have never known any one beneath the dignity of a
prebendary grow bald in that singular manner.

#Life, Jones,” he continued, in the course of his dinner, “may
be compared to a banquet. You have, perhaps, often anticipated
this comparison.”

“Not L” said Jones—*“not T, myself. But Longfellow has.

“ ¢ Life is but an endless banquet,
Where we still expectant sit ;
Be not thou a cold wet blanket,
Damping all thy neighbour’s wit,
*¢ ¢ Chops for one ; and for another,
Turkey stuffed with truffles gay.
Only bread for me. My brother,
Turn the carver’s eye this way.

“““Let us all be up and eating,
With a heart for any slice :
Beef grows cold, and life is fleeting ;
Pass the champagne and the ice,”

Venn repeated his first words, and resumed the topie.

“When it comes to my turn to be served, the noble host,
addressing me with a countenance full of benevolence and friend.
ship, says, ¢ Hartley, my dear boy, take another disappointment,’
It would be bad manners, you know, to refuse. Besides, I am
not quite certain how a refusal would be received. So I bow and
smile: ‘Thank you, my Lord. One more, if you please. A very
little one, with gravy.’”

“Gravy! Is gravy the alleviator—#’

“Gravy, Jones, is the compensator. 8o I get helped again,
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and sigh when the plate comes back to me. In the distribution
of oood things, no one is consulted ; but, by tacit agreement we
show our good breeding by pleteﬂdmﬁ' to have chosen. So, too,
T believe, when convicts at Portland converse, it is considered
manners to take no notice of each other’s chains. I might prefer,
perhaps, pudding and port, such as my neighbour gets. ButI
am resigned.”

He SIWhLd heavily, and went on eating his dinner with a
tremendous mppohte

“Tet us have,” he said, when they had finished, ““a Chorus
night. Arthur Durnford is coming. Not a regular Chorus, but
a Chorus of emergency. I hope it “will not thunder any mHoTe. ?

“T have heen making observations lately,” he began, “on a
class of women hitherto little studied. Speak up, Jones.”

“ Nay,” said the dramatist, “I was but thinking of the old
lines—I forget the author—about women—

¢ ¢« Virtue and vice the same bait have :
On either’s hook the same enticements are—
Woman lures both the base and brave,
And beauty draws us with a single hair.””

“There is method in his madness,” said Venn. “It is to be
regretted only that Virtus does not always choose the bait with
the same diserimination as Vice. This, however, is a wide sub-
jeet. I was about to call the attention of the Chorus to the
‘Woman who sniffs. About a week ago, having nothing to do,
I got into a Favourite omnibus for an hour or two of qmet
thouﬂht The rattle of the omnibus glasses, when the wind is
"wester]y, I find conducive to medltatlonJ and as the Favourite
line runs from Victoria to the extreme verge of civilization ab
Highgate, there is ample time. Several women got in, and I
noticed—perhaps it was partly due to the time of yeftr—several
sniffs as each sat down and spread her petticoats. Your regular
female ommibus passenger always takes up as much room as she
can, and begins by staring defiantly round. I was at the far
end, whither T had retired to avoid an accusation of assaulf; for
they kick your shins across the narrow passage, and then give
you in charge, these ladies. So delicate, my friends, is the virtue
of the class to which I allude, that even the suspicion of an
attack is resented with this celest-ia[ wrath. Presently, however,
I being the only male, there came in a young person, quiet,
modest, and retiring. She made her way to the far end, and sat
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down next to me. Instantly there was fired a volley—a hostile
salute—from seven noses: a simultaneous sniff of profound
meaning. Versed in this weapon of feminine warfare, and there-
fore understanding the nature of the attack, the mew-comer
blushed deeply, and dropped her veil. It was like the lowering
of a flag. I took the earliest opportunity of tendering her
respectfully the compliments of the season; and, in spite of
a second and even a fiercer attack, we held our own, and con-
versed all the way to Highgate. Coming back by the same
omnibus, I insensibly glided into a vision.”

¢ Good,” said Jones, “let us have the vision.”

“Methought I stood on an eminence and looked down, myself
unseen, upon an island where men and women wandered about,
of uncouth form and strange proportions. Some with venomous
tongues, which lolled out in perpetual motion, yet saying nothing ;
some with trumpetlike noses; some with curiously deformed
fingers ; some with large and goggle eyes; and some with heads
of enormous dimensions. This, my guide—I had an angel with
me, of course—told me, was one of the lesser islands of Pur-
gatory. It appears that Dante was quite wrong in his account
of that place, which consists really of a group of contiguous
islands, like the Bermudas. I dare say I shall see some more of
them before I die. The one I was standing over was appro-
priated to sinners in small things—backbiters, envious, malicious,
mean, grasping, selfish (these last had enormous stomachs, like
barrels of port wine), and atfribufors of unworthy and base
motives (who were gifted with a corresponding prominence
behind). I requested permission to inspect the company more
closely, and was taken down into their very midst. I was
astonished to find that a very large majority of them were
women : their dress and behaviour showed them to belong o
our own middle class. They were all English; because, by
reason of the great babble of conversation that goes on among
this sort of criminals, it is found advisable to separate the
nationalities.

“Looking more closely, I observed that the men chiefly
carried the protuberances, fore and aft, of which I have spoken ;
while the women, nearly one and all, had the trumpet-shaped
nose. The peculiarity of its shape was that the mouth of the
trumpet was outward. Its musical effect could therefore only

* be produced by drawing the air towards the head, much in the
same way as by a sniff. This struck me as a very singular
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arrangement. T was also informed that most of them, on their
first arrival, had but very small trumpet noses; but that these,
by dint of practice, increased daily and gradually, until they
arrived at the gigantic proportions which I saw around me,
They began by being proud of this growth; but by degrees grew
alarmed, and were seriously inconvenienced by its great size,
They then began to reduce its dimensions, by allowing it to
remain, so to speak, unexercised ; and if, as sometimes happened,
they arrived at a perception of its manifest ugliness, they discon-
tinued its use altogether, when it totally vanished. Others had
the great tongues of which I have spoken. They were too big
to use for speech ; but, as their owners were always wanting to
communicate some fresh piece of malicious gossip, they were per-
petually wagging and bobbing, though no articulate sound came
forth, The possessors of the tongues were more melancholy of
aspect than the trumpet-nosed sisters, because they were debarred
from the use of their instruments altogether. The tongue fol-
lowed the same laws as the nose, and there were even women
provided with both tongue and nose. While I was contem-
plating these unhappy victims of vice, my attention was directed
by my guide to a young lady of about twenty-five, whose nose
had at its extremity the merest rudimentary mouthpiece—so
small as to be almost a beauty spot—suggestive only of where a
trumpet had formerly been. My guide accosted her, and
requested her to give a history of herself. She smiled and
complied.

“‘I was the daughter of a professional man, living in the
neighbourhood of Russell Square. We were not rich, but we
were well off. I was sent to a boarding-school at Erighton,
where the principal things we were taught were to dress well, to
aspire to a wealthy husband, to despise people of lower rank, to
aim af getting as much amusement out of life as possible, to con-
sider the admiration of men as the glory of a woman’s life, and
to regard the labour of men as performed only with one aim—to
provide dress and a good establishment for their wives. This
was the kind of education in our fashionable hoarding-school ;
and when my sister and I came back to Russell Square, we were
fully provided with all the weapons for that warfare which con-
stitutes the life of most women. I found, wherever I went,
nearly all girls the same as ourselves. We were good, inasmuch
as we all went to church regularly, and would have done nothing
wrong. But we filled up our time with frivolity and gossiping.
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We were petty in our vices, and therefore, you see, our punish-
ment is petty.” She pointed to her nose, whereon the least tip of
a kind of button marked the place where the mouthpiece had
been only five minutes before. ‘The evil we did was not very
great, and so our punishment is light. Iven this is generally
removed, if we repent.’

““Do you repent? I asked.

¢0h, yes,” she said; ‘the lives of women, which might be so
smooth, so happy, and full of love, are eaten into and poisoned
by these habits of malice and envy. You men think us angels,
and when you marry us and find out that we are full of faults,
you begin to deery the whole sex. When will some one teach
us that largeness of heart and nobleness that so many men
have?”

“A most sensible young woman,” Jones interrupted,

‘At this moment, the button at the end of her nose entirely
disappeared, and she vanished.

““* Where is she gone? I asked my guide.

““There was that in his face which betokened temper. I
fancy he must have been paid a percentage on the inhabitants of
his island, or taken them on board by contract, according to
number: for he refused to answer me, and was on the point of
ordering me to move on, when I awoke.”

““The young woman, you say, is in the Bermudas,” said Jones.
“I would she were in the arms of one who would rightly appre-
ciate her,

‘¢ ¢ Where the remote Bermudas ride,
A trumpet-nosed maid I espied ;
And, as I looked her through and through,
Her imperfections thus she blew—
‘“ In Purgatory still I sniff,
And I will gladly furnish, if
You wish it, such a dismal tale,
As well may frighten maidens all.”?

I leave out a good many lines, which T have forgotten :

“ “So sang she with the trumpet nose ;
My own, with sorrow at her woes,
I loudly blew ; and as she spoke,
The neighbouring sniffs the echoes woke.’

I believe the lines were originally Andrew Marvell’s,”
It was Jones’s hard fate in the Chorus, that whatever he
quoted nobody seemed to take any notice. Venn's face betrayed
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no signg of having heard what he said, while Lynn, as usual,
smoked in his chair, saying nothing at all. For Lynn was one
of those men who very seldom speak at all; and when they
do, speak with more earnestness and energy than is gemerally
heard.

Arthur, however, laughed ; and the spectacles of Jones heamed
gratefully on him.

“My cousin Philip,” said Arthur, “started an infamous theory,
some little time ago, that women prefer warmth to anything else
in the world.”

“Well,” said Venn, “thers may be something to be said for
it. T believe that he is partly right. Women live in the house.
Their ideas of life are those of the domestic circle. To have
everything pleasant, comfortable, and elegant round them is
quite a natural thing to desire. It is perhaps a brutal way of
putting it, to say that they like to be warm. In the Chorus,
we prefer a more indirect way of approaching a subject.”

* Poor Phil takes direct views,” said Arthur.

“Bring him here, and we will cure him,” said Jones. “On
the subject of women, there is nothing so elevated as the views
of the Chorus—the Sophoclean Chorus. We are, if we are
nothing else, Sophoclean in our views of love.

‘‘ * Love, the unconquered, thou whose throne
Is on youth’s fair and rounded cheel,

‘Whom neither strong, nor brave, nor weak,
Can e’er escape—thee, thee we own.

¢ ¢ Thou by thy master magic’s aid
Cheatest keen eyes that else see well ;
And oer the loudest-sniffing maid
Pourest the glamour of thy spell.

¢ ¢ The nymph whose deepest, fondest prayer
Is for a sheltered nook and warm,
Glows with a thousand fancies rare,
Lit with thy pyrotechnic charm.’ ”

2 “T suppose you will say that Sophocles wrote that?’ growled
ynn.

“A free imitation only. Tt may, perhaps, in some points
excel the original. I say nothing.”

“They talk a great deal,” said Lynn, breaking his usual
silence, ““of educating women, of making them less frivolous.
Of course, the immediate result is to send them to the opposite
extreme. Now, of all the odious women you can meet, give me
the strong-minded.”
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« Do not give her to me,” said Jones.

“ But it’s all nonsense. They have made a college for them,
and have Cambridge men there to teach them. In other words,
they are going to make them second-rate scholars and third-rate
mathematicians, What on earth is the use of that ¥’

“Ts it,” asked Venn, ¢ the function of the Chorus to discuss
female education ¥’ :

“Why not,” returned Lynn. ¢By Jove! I've a good mind
to have a vision too,”

“Do,” said Jones. “Two visions in the same evening are at
least more than we could have expected.”

Lynn smoked meditatively for a few moments.

«T dreamed a dream,” he began: I thought that I stood in
the world of the future—the future of a hundred years.
‘Woman was emancipated, as they said. Every woman did, like
all men do now, what was 1ight in her own eyes. They could
preach, teach, heal, practise law, live alone, and be as free as any
man can be now.”

“ Well?” asked Jones, for Lynn stopped.

“Well, T can't be as graphic as Venn was, because I have not
the art of telling a story. I walked about the streets of London.
I went into the houses, into the clubs, into the theatres—every-
where. The first thing that struck me was the entire mixture of
the sexes. Women were everywhere. They drove cabs, they were

markers at billiard tables, they kept shops, they plied trades, .

they were in the public offices—for everything was open to
public competition. I talked to some of them. I found they
were very much changed from what I remembered them. Not
only were they coarse in appearance and manners, but they
seemed to have lost the delicacy of woman’s nature. The bloom
was off the youngest of them. Men, too, had lost all their old
deference and respect. There were none of the courtesies of life
left ; for the women had long since revolted against being con-
sidered the weaker sex. A new proverb had arisen—* The six-
shooter makes all equal.’” Every woman carried one, ostenta-
tiously ; mnot, I fancied, so much for self-protection as for
purposes of attack. Their talk seemed loud and coarse, their
Jokes were club jokes, their stories were like those we hear on
circuit and in mess-rooms. Their dress was altered, too. The
old robes were discarded, and short kilts, with a tight-fitting
jacket, seemed to be all the fashion, I asked my guide—did T
say I had a guide ¥ e '
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“You did not,” said Jones. “ Was he an angel ¢’

“Of course he was an angel. T asked him—or her—if they
were all married women? Marriage, she told me, had been
abolished by a large majority of women, as contrary to the true
spirit of liberty. This was directly against the wish of the men,
who, it seemed, desired to retain the custom, As, however, the
ceremony is one which requires the consent of two, it was abo-
lished. Then the men turned sulky, and formed a kind of union
or guild for the protection of the marriage laws. For a time it
appeared as if the world would be depopulated, the statistics of
the Registrar showed a falling-off in the number of births, which
excited the gravest apprehensions. This league, however, fell to
the ground from want of strength in the weaker brethren. After
that, all went well. The laws of property were altered, and an
old law, belonging to an obscure Indian tribe in the Neilgherry
Hills, was introduced. By virtue of this, property descended
only through the mother. The interests of freedom were served,
it is true ; but it seemed to me as if there were some losses on
the other hand, for all the men seemed dejected and lonely.
There were no longer any high aims ; no one looked for any-
thing more than worldly advantage; no one dreamed of an
impossible future, as we do now ; there were no enthusiasts, no
reformers, no religious thinkers, no great men. All was a dead
level. T asked my guide if thers were any exceptions—if what
I saw really represented the actual world. She confessed it did ;
but she boasted, with pride, that the world was now reduced to
a uniform medioerity. No one looked for anything better, there-
fore no one tried for anything better; no one praised anything
good, therefore no one tried to doanything good ; there were no
prizes for excellence, therefore no one was excellent. But it all
seemed dreary, stupid, and immoral as a modern music hall ;
and I awoke, glad to find that it was, after all, only a dream.
I forgot to tell you that there were no homes—there were no
families. Children were sent out to be nursed, and the
necessity of labour on the part of the women necessitated the
abolition of the maternal instinet.”

“Is that all ¥’ said Jones.

‘It is,” said Lynn, “and, before you make a rhyme about it
—1 can see you are meditating one—I just wish to state my
moral. Women are only what their circle of men make them.
It they are frivolous, it is because the men are frivolous ; if they
are vain, it is because the men teach them vanity. But men




MY LITTLE GIRL. 175

bave alwaystofall back upon their one great quality—their purity.
Deference to a quality which they so seldom possess seems to
* me the truest safeguard for women, and the thing most likely to
be a restraint upon men. Education, emancipation, suffrage—it
is all infernal humbug. We confuse words. We call that
education which is only instruction ; we call emancipation what
is a departure from the natural order; we take woman from her
own sphere and put her into ours, and then deplore the old sub-
jection of the sex. Good God ! sir—man is the nobler as well
as the stronger. His funetion is to work—to do ; to drag the
world along, to fight against and keep down the great surging
sea of sin and misery that grows with our civilisation and keeps
pace with our progress. But woman’s function is to stand by
and help; to train the children, to comfort the defeated, and
succour the wounded. Why, in the name of all the—all the
saints, should she want to leave her own work and take ours

CHAPTER XIX.

Ox that Wednesday night, when Hartley Venn went to bed, it
was late, even for him ; and when, at six in the morning, a fierce
knocking came at his bedroom door, it was some fifteen minutes
or so before he could quite make up his mind that he was not
dreaming. At last, however, he roused himself sufficiently to
be certain that somebody was actually knocking. Mrs. Peck was,
in faet, the disturber of his rest. She was beating on the panel
with a hammer, in despair of being able to awaken him in any
other way. He half opened the door, cautiously, and peered
through to discover the cause of this phenomenon,

“ Mrs. Peck,” he said, “ we have known each other now for
a great many years, and I never before remember you doing so
ridiculous a thing as to call me at six, the very hour when
civilised life is on the point of recovering its strength. Pray,
Mrs. Peck, do you take me for the early worm ?’

The old woman pushed the door open, and came into his bed-
room, looking curiously round. She was not, taking her at the
best, a pleasant specimen of womanhood to look upon ; but this
morning she looked even less attractive than usual. TFor her
false front was slipping off sideways ; her black stuff dress was
covered with mud ; her wrinkled “old face was begrimed with
dirt and puckered up with frouble ; and Venn, rubbing his eyes,
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gradually awoke to the consciousness that she was staring at him
with frightened eyes, and that something had happened.

Realising this, he stepped back and got into bed, disposing
the pillows so that he could give audience with an air of pre-
paredness. Nothing, he used to say, speaking after the manner
of Charles the Second’s period, makes a man look more ridicu-
lous in the eyes of his mistress than an appearance of haste ; and
whatever happens, it may as well be received with dignity,
which only costs a little time for reflection. Now, there was
no possibility, short of genius for dignity, of preserving a digni-
fied appearance while shivering on a mat with but one garment
on, and that of the thinnest and lightest kind. Therefore, he
retreated to the bed ; and, propped up by the pillows, prepared
to receive Mrs. Peck with self-respect. Not ome thought of
danger to himself : not one gleam of suspicion about the girl.

The old woman came in, confused and trembling. She
looked about in a dazed sort of way, and then sank into a chair,
crying—

e (§h, Mr. Venn, what have you done with her? What have
you done with her?”

All Venn’s dignity vanished. He fell half back on the pillow
for a moment, and then started up and caught the old woman
by the arm.

“Done with her? Done with her? Done with her? Speak,
Mis. Peck. Tell me what you mean.”

“You know, sir,” she said. “ You know who I mean. What
have you done with her, Isay ? What have you done with the girl
as you petted and made so much of, till she wasn’t fit company
for her grandmother? Oh, I ain’t afraid to speak. Where is
ghe, I say? Where have you gone and hid her away? But I'll
find her—if I search all London through, T'll find her. Oh, my
fine grand-danghter, that was why he wanted you up here every
day, and nothing too good for you: and lessons every day, and
grand clothes. And what am I to say now to the people that cried
out how good she was? And where, oh, where is my ’lowance
for her "

Venn stared at her, speechless.

“(ive her back to me, Mr. Venn. Nobody knows nothing.
It shall all be as it used to be. Only let her come back, and we
can make up a story and stop their mouths. Nobody knows.”

“Woman !” eried the man, not knowing what he said,
“ woman ! you are mad—where is Lollie ¢’
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“ And you, too, that I thought the best of men. You made
her a little lady, so that all the people envied her. And one
pound ten a week gone | You made her so good that not a erea-
ture could find a word to say against her. But you are all
wicked alike. And now it’s you. And after all these years.
And I'm to lose my ’lowance, and go into the workus.”

Her voice changed into a sort of wail, for her feelings were
divided between the loss of her grand-daughter and the probable
loss of her allowance.

“Give her back to me, Mr. Venn. It isn’t only the loss of
the one pound ten a week, paid regular, though the Lord knows
it’s the parish I must come on. Give her back to me, and T'll
go on my bended knees to you. Say she’s good, and T'll pray
for you all the days of my life ; and go to St. Alban’s, though
I can’t abide their ways, a purpose. Oh, give her back to me !
Tell me where you’ve put her.”

She sat down exhausted, in the chair by the bedside.

¢ It isn’t the "lowance I mind so much ; nor it isn’t the girl,
because we never had much to say to each other, her and me.
But it is the people. And they will talk. And one pound ten
a week’s an awful sum to lose, And see, Mr. Venn—I know
that gentlemen will be gentlemen ; and though the pore men
curse, the pretty ones always goes to the gentlemen. That's
right, I suppose ! though why it’s right, God only knows. But
give her back to me; for I am an old woman, and respected, by
reason of my grand-daughter. Give her back to me, Mr, Venn.
I wind an old story about a man and a ewe lamb, and let me
look the folk in the face again, for the love of God

He was standing before her in his night shirt all the time,
not knowing what to say, feeling dizzy and confused.

Now he took her by the arm, and led her to the door.

“ One moment, Mrs, Peck. Sit down and wait while T dress,
I shall not be long. Don’t say another word till T come.”

He dressed with feverish haste, though his fingers were
trembling, and he could not find the buttons, Then, after ten
ninutes or so, he came into the sitting-room, and, pouring out a
glass of spirits, made the poor old creature drink it down.

“ Now, Mrs. Peck, let us try and get all our courage. I have
not seen her—believe me, my poor woman—since Tuesday
evening.”

“8he came home on Tuesday evening at ten o’clock.”

12
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“Yes; she was to have come and told me something
yesterday.”

“She went out at half-past nine yesterday.morning, and she,
never came back. I waited for her till ten last night, and,
thinking she was with you, I went sound asleep, and didn’
wale till this morning at six. And then I looked in her room,
for the door was open, and she wasn’t there. And the workus
is all I've got to look to.”

Venn'’s hands were trembling now, and his face white.

“She cried when she left me on Tuesday. She had her
secret then. Mrs. Peck, remember, my little girl is good. She
has done no harm—she can do nothing wrong. Fool that I
was when she wanted to tell me her secret, and I would not
hear it. Where is she? But she is a good girl, Only wait—
wait—wait—we shall see.”

He spoke hopefully, but his heart fell. Nothing wrong!
‘Whence, then, those tears? Why had she been so sad for two
or three weeks? Why had she harped upon her secret? And
yeb, what could she do? Always with him—whose acquain-
tance could she make ?

“You're telling me gospel truth, sir?’ cried his laundress.
“ Swear it—swear it on the Bible.”

“I don’t know where my Bible is—the Lord forgive me !” he
answered. ‘Do not let us be miserable,” he went on, with an
attempt at cheerfulness. I expect she is stopping out with
some riends.”

“She has no friends. Never a soul has she ever spoken to,
for twelve years, but you and me, and Miss Venn.”"

“ Perhaps she is up there. I will go and see.”

He tried to cheer up the old woman; invented a thousand
different ways in which the girl might have been obliged to pass
the night away from home ; and then, because his own heart was
racked and tortured, he hurried off to his sister's.

Sukey he met on her way to early service—that at half-past
seven. It was one of the peculiarities of that young lady to
find a considerable amount of enjoyment in these extra-parochial,
80 to speak, and extraordinary forms of religion.

“ Hartley '—you, of'all men in the world, at half-past seven !”

“ Sukey, have you got Lollie with you?”

“Laura? I haven't seen her for six weeks—not since she
had tea with me. But, Hartley, what is the matter?”

He caught hold of the railing which ran round the garden of
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the square, and almost fell. For it was his one hope; and his
head swam.

“God help us all't” he murmured—¢ my little girl is lost.”

What could she say?

“8She left me on Tuesday evening. She told me that yester-
day I should learn a secret which would please me more than
anything—she even offered to tell it me. She was excited and
nervous when she said good night to me ; and yesterday evening
she never went home at all. Sukey, don’t speak to me—don't
say anything, because I cannot bear it. Come and ask in a day
or two. Sukey, you believe in prayer. Go into church, and pray
as you never prayed before. Throw all your heart into your
prayers for the child. Pray for her purity—pray for her restora-
tion—pray for my forgiveness; or—no—why do men always
want to push themselves to the front —pray, Sukey, that my
ill-training may bear no ill fruit. And yet, God knows, I meant
it all for the best.”

He turned away and left her. She, poor woman, with the
tears in her eyes, went back to her own room ; and there, not
in the artificial church, with the cold and perfunctory service,
but by her own bedside, knelt and prayed for her brother and
his darling, while sobs choked her utterance, and the tears coursed
down her cheeks.

Hartley returned to his chamber, and found Mrs. Peck still
there. The effect of the excitement upon her was that she was
actually cleaning things. He tried to cheer her up, and then
went to the police-station, where they heard what he had to
say, made notes, looked wise, and promised great things, after
he had given an exact description of her dress and appearance,

What next ¢

“Had she dny friends 2"

¥ None,” Mrs. Peck had replied.

He knew of an acquaintance, at least ; though Mrs. Peck had
never heard of her, There was a certain Miss Blanche Elmsley,
third-rate actress, figurante, anything, attached to the fortunes of
Drury Lane Theatre. Her papa, who rejoiced in the name of
Crump, was the proprietor of a second-hand furniture shop in
Gl:a.y’s Inn Road. He had not much furniture, but he sold any-
thing, bought anything ; and was not too proud to do odd jobs
at the rate of a shilling an hour. Moreover, Mr. George
Avugustus Frederick Crump, christened after one of the late
lamented Royal Princes, was a most respectable man, and highly

12—2
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esteemed in his quarter. He was the worshipful Master of 4
Lodge of Ancient Druids, and accustomed to take the vice-chair
ab a weekly harmonic meeting. Xis daughter, Mary, was a
child to whom Venn, who knew everybody, had heen accustomed
to make little presents, years before. She was about five or six
years older than Laura. When she grew up to woman’s estate
she obtained—chietly through Venn’s interest—a post as assistant
in the refreshment department of ome of the leading railway
stations. = Then he lost sight of her altogether till a twelve-
month or so later, when Lollic came to him one night with a
piteous tale : how that poor Mary, for some reason unknown to
her, had been turned from her father’s door, and was penniless
and houseless. Then Hartley Venn—a Samaritan by legitimate
descent, as much as the present Sheikh, Yakoob Shellaby—went
to the rescue ; the end being that he saw the poor girl through
a good deal of trouble, and by dint of wonderful self-sacrifice,
living on herbs and cold water for a quarter or so, managed to
put things straight for her.

The Samaritan, you know very well, not only bound up the
wounds which the wicked robhers had made, but poured in oil.
Not content with that, he lifted the poor man, all bleeding as
he was, upon his own beast, doubtless covered with a new and
highly respectable saddle-cloth, trudging alongside—and those
roads of Palestine, unless it was the Roman road, were none of
the best, mind you—until he came to the nearest Khan, where
he bargained with the landlord for a small sum. The Priest
and the Levite, I make no doubt, would have done exactly the
same, but for the look of the thing. It would seem too dis-
reputable for persons of their respectability to be seen tramping
along the road with a bleeding man upon their private ass, be-
dabbling their saddle-cloth. Yet make no doubt that their
hearts were deeply touched, and I think I can fancy the Priest
making a very fine point of if, in his way, next Sabbath day’s
discourse. It would turn on the duty of being Prepared.

Mary’s father was the priest. So, with a pang at his heart
and an oath on his lips, he told the girl to go, and never again
to darken his doors.

She went. His respectability was saved. Close by, she met
little Lollie on her way home. She knew her by sight, and
told her some of the story. The rest we know.

Venn was her Samaritan,

Mary was sitting in her second floor back, making a dress for
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thie baby, and crooning a tune in as simple freshngss of heart as if
she had never sinned at all. The blessed prerogative of maternity
is to heal, at least for the time, all wounds. Besides, we can’t
be always crying over past sins, 'When the sun shines, the birds
will sing. In her child, Mary had forgotten her troubles. Man
leaves father and mother, and cleaves to his wife. Woman
leaves father and mother, husband and lover, and forgets them
all, and cleaves to her little ones.

Venn came in, hurried and excited.

“Where is Lollie ¥’ he asked. ‘ Have you seen Lollie 2”

“ Your little girl, Mr. Venn? Oh what has come to her?’

Hartley’s last slender reed of hope was broken. He sat down,
and dropped his face in his hands. Then he looked round,
blankly.

“If I could find him !” he groaned—*if I could find him !
By G—d !—if I should but for once come across him some-
where I”

Polly understood in a moment.

“Don’t say that, Mr. Venn. Don’t tell me that Lollie, of all
girls in the world—"

“ Hush ! Perhaps—perhaps—Mary, you know nothing of it

“ God forgive me!” sobbed Mary. *“Mr. Venn, I'd rather
my little boy died in my arms; and then, Heaven knows, I'd
lie down and die myself. Tollie! Oh, it was she who brought
me to you in all my trouble. What should I have been with-
out her? Where should I be now ¥’

“I must go,” said Venn, rising abruptly. ¢Think of her,
my girl. If you can devise any plan for looking after her, tell
me. If you can think of anybody or anything—remember that
every penny I have in the world I will spend to bring her back,
Where can I look for her—where 2’

He spread out his hands in his distress, and walked back-
wards and forwards in the little room.

“Don’t be angry with me, Mr. Venn, at what I'm going to
say. She must have gone off with some one. No doubt he
promised to marry her. They all do. And if he does it, you
will have her back in a day or two, with her hushand, asking
for your forgiveness, And if he doesn’t, why, then—why then,
Mr. Venn, don't let us think of it. But if she comes back, all
wretched and tearful, will you forgive her, Mr. Venn—will you
forgive her ¥’

“Forgive her? Is there anything my child could do that I
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would not forgive? You don't understand, Mary., She is
my life. T have no thought but for her. In all these years,
while she has been growing up beside me, every hour in my day
seemed to belong to the child. What could I not do for her?
Let her come back, and all shall be as it was before. But, no.
That, at least, cannot be. The fruit of the tres of knowledge,
of good and evil, prevents that. Eden is shut out from us,
But let her come back, and we may be hut as another Adam
and Eve, making aprons to hide the memories of our souls.”

“ Perhaps they were happy,” said Mary the mother, ¢ be-
cause they had children.”

“I don't know,” said Venn. ¢ History says very little ahout
it. Perhaps they were. Let us hope so. Good-bye, girl.”

She took his hand, and, out of her gratitude and sympathy,
raised it to her lips. The action had all the grace of a duchess,
though it was but in a poorly furnished lodging—bed-room,
siting-room, and all in one—and the performer was only a ballet
girl.

" From her, Venn went to Lynn’s rooms. These were af the
top of an endless staircase in the Temple,

“You, Venn ! said Lynn, opening the door, “I thought it
was the long-expected case. What has brought you here at this
time of day ¥’

Venn sat down, and answered nothing, After a minute or
80, which his thoughts turned into half an hour, he got up
again,

‘I must go,” he said. “ I've stayed here too long.”

He put on his hat, and made for the door, with staggering
step. Then Lynn caught him by the arm, and forced him into
an arm-chair,

“For God’s sake, Venn, what is the matter?”

Hartley looked at him in a dazed way., Then he fairly
fainted, falling forwards. Tt was two o'clock, and he had eaten
nothing all day. Lynn lifted him, and laid him on the sofa—
pouring water on his forehead, which was burning, Presently
he recovered a little, and sat up.

“ Do you remember our idle talk last night, Lynn ¥

“ Perfectly. What about it #”

“Do you remember what we said about women ¥’

““What about it ”

Venn was silent again, Then he went on, with a deep, harsh
Voice— '
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«T found a little child. In my loneliness, and the despair
that followed all my ruined hopes, I made her the one joy and
comfort of my life.”

“ Laura?”

T brought her up myself, and taught her all that I thought
the child should know. I forgot one thing.”

“ Venn, what has happened ¥’

T forgot religion. All the rules of right and wrong do not
come by observation. The habit of fearing God comes by
teaching. But I loved her, Lynn—TI loved her. She looked to
me as a kind of elder brother; but I—I loved her not as a little
sister. I looked for a time when she should be old enough to
hear the love story of a man nearly twenty years her senior. T
thought to win her heart, and not her gratitude. So I was con-
tent to wait. Her only joy in life was to come to me. But I
forgot that there are wolves abroad. If ever I meet the man
But it is idle threatening. Old friend of twenty years, if I
thought you had done this thing, T would strangle you as you
stand there.”

“ But, Venn—Venn, what is it ?”

“T was reading a story in a novel the other day—a French
novel. There was a Laura in it, and a man: a foolish sort of
story. She left him one evening, hanging upon his neck, vowing
a thousand loves, showering kisses upon him. She said she
was going to the seaside—to Dieppe—somewhere for a fortnigh.
She wrote to him a fortnight later, when he expected her back—
told him in three lines that she had left him for ever, that she
could never see him again, that she was to be married to some
one else. Not a word, you sce, of regret. Nothing left, no
memory ab all of the days they had spent together. A foolish
story. I laughed when I read it.

““He, who was only a poor sort of loving fool, and believed
that women could be true, sat down in his lonely room and
cried. Then he wrote to a post-office where she might possibly
go and ask for letters, and told her to be happy ; that he forgave
her; that if anything happened to her—any poverty, any dis-
tress—he was still her friend. I thought what an ass he was.
Her name was Laura, too. That must have been why I read
the story. Lanra—Laura—a lover’s name.”

“In Heaven’s name, Venn, what has happened ¢’

“Women, you see,” Venn went on, in a hard, unnatural voice,
¥ require positive teaching. You must say to them, do this, do
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that, and avoid something else. I forgot this. I treated the
girl as if she had been a boy.

« Life, you will observe, is a series of unexpected retributions.
For every mistake you make, down comes the Avenger. No
quarter is given, and no warning. It seems hard when you first
begin to understand it, doesn’t it?

““We have been accustomed to look at the disappointments of
life as so much capital i i
Why, Jones makes fifty thymes every time he fails, and I say
fifty remarkable things. And you utter fifty oaths. Here is
only another disappointment. We will have another brilliant
Chorus next week. Life’s disappointments are so many of a
small kind, that when a big one comes—the biggest that can
come—ive really ought to be prepared.

“T loved her, Lynn, I loved her.”

AlL the time he had been sitting on the sofa, talkmﬂ in this
ineoherent way, with his eyes strained and his lips cmcked
Then Lynn took him by the arm.

“ Come back to Gray’s Inn,” he said. “We will take a cab.”

He led him down the stairs, and took him back fo his own
chambers. When they got there, the old woman, still waiting
for them, rushed forward.

“ Have you found her, sir? Have you found her#’

And then Venn sat down in his old easy-chair, and cried
like a child.

T think,” he said, presently, recovering a little, * that I will
go to bed. The Kings of Israel, whenever they experienced
any little disappointment, used to do it, and turn their faces to
the wall. Ahab, you remember, in that affair of his about the
vineyard. I shall turn my face to the wall. When I wasill
as a child I used, directly I got into bed, to fancy myself in a
coach and four ; and the relief was wonderful. Good-bye, Lynn,
it’s very kind of you; but—but—mwell, you can go away now.”

“T shall stay,” said Lynn, not liking the way in which he
talked—I shall stay all night, and sleep on the sofa.”

Venn went to bed ; and hlS fuend getting a steak sent up ab
six, sat quietly w d]tn] and w 1tchmg At midnight he stole
into the bedroom. Venn was sleeping soundly, with his fair,
smooth cheeks high up on the pillow. As Lynn bent over him,
the lips of the sleeper parted ; and, with that sweet, sad smile
:{rlueh was his greatest charm, he murmured, softly and fen-

erly—

4 My little girl—kiss me again,”
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CHAPTER XX,

Do you know the coast of Normandy? It is a couniry that
everybody thinks he knows well. "We have all been to Dieppe,
some even to Havre. Dear friends, that is really not enough.
'What you do not know is the existence of a dozen little watering-
places between Havre and Boulogne, all charming, all quiet, all
entirely French. These secluded retreats are like the triangles
in the sixth book of Euelid’s immortal work—they are all similar
and similarly situated. Where the sea runs in and makes a bay,
where a river runs down and mingles the fresh with the salt,
where the cliffs on either side stoop to the earth and disappear
in space, there lies the little fishing town. What it must be
like in winter, imagination vainly endeavours to realize ; but in
summer, between June and October, there are no pleasanter
places for quiet folk to stay in. Right and left, the cliffs rise
to a height of some hundreds of feet. You climb them in the
morning after your coffee and brioche, and stride away in the
fresh upland air, with the grass under your feet and the woods
behind. -As you go along, you see the girls milking the sleepy-
eyed Norman cows, you salute the women going to market with
their baskets, you listen to the lark, you watch the blue sea far
away beyond, with perhaps a little fleet of fishing boats. Pre-
sently you turn back, for the sun is getting hot. Then you go
down to the shore and bathe. Augustine, the fat, the bunchy,
the smiling, the rosy-fingered, brings you a maillot. Clad in
this comfortable garb, and, throwing a sheet about you, you trip
down the boards which lead to the sea, and enjoy a feeling
of superiority when you feel all eyes turned to behold you
swimming out to sea. Family groups are bathing together
beside you—father of family and circle of children, bobbing,
with shrieks, up and down; next to them some ancient dame, of
high Norman lineage and wondrous aspect, gravely bobbing, held
by both hands by the Amphibious One, who spends his days in
the water and mnever catches rheumatism. Everybody bobbing.
Then you go back to breakfast. The table d’hote might be
better, but it is wholesome. Here you become acquainted with
strange fish—conger eel, for instance; and you learn the taste of
mussels. The claret might be a more generous wine, but it is
light and sound. After your walk, you may drink a bottle for
breakfast.
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- Presently you stroll into the town and look around., HHere is
a fisherman’s church. In the little chapel, as you go in, are the
ex volo pictures—they mean countless tears and anxiety. Here
is the ship tossed by the storm; here the ship entering the port;
here are the rags of a flag, the bits of an oar—all the little
memorials of an escape from danger, aided by Our Lady of the
Sea, influenced by the prayers of the faithful. Are we in the
nineteenth century? So, too, the Roman sailor offered his ex
vofo to Venus Marina; while yonder priest, in stole, alb, and
dalmatic, may stand for his predecessor of Brindisium two
thousand years ago, who chanted the service to his goddess in
the self-same dress, and very likely in the self-same Gregorian,
Verily, my readers, we take a long time to change.

There is a quay. Lazy sailors lie about and talk. There is a
smell of soup in the air, curiously blending with the tar. Over
the eobbled roads thunder the country carts with their bells.
The diligence is preparing, with a tremendous clatter and bustle,
to get under weigh; and where, in an Iinglish country town,
would be dismal silence and sluggishness, are life, animation,
activity.

At six you may dine—in fact, you must, if you want to dine
at all. The dinner is the same as the breakfast. And after that
you may go to the casino. Ah, the casino! Tt is the home of
all dazzling pleasures. There is a theatre with a stage the size
of a dining-room table; then the ball-room, with a piano and
violin for music—no better music can be found ; and there are
the young bloods of the place, panting for the fray, with waxed
moustache, and patent-leather boots, the Don Juans of a thousand
harmless amourettes. For here, mark you, we have not the
morals of Paris. And the young ladies. They are not pretty,
the Norman girls, afier our notions of beauty. Some of them
are too big in the nose, some of them are flat-faced, some of them
are inclined to be “hatchety.” But they are gracieuses. Say
anything you will of the Frenchwomen, but tell me not that
they are clumsy. Always graceful, always at ease, always
artistic. T believe, speaking as a hbachelor, and therefore as a
fool, that a Frenchwoman is, above ail, the woman one would
emphatically never get tired of. Pretty faces pall, pretty little
accomplishments are soon known by heart. A loving heart
may be no prevention against that satiety which cometh at the
end of sweet things. In love, as in coukery, one wants a little
—ch? a very little—sauce piquante, Now, the Frenchwoman
gan give it you,
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And at eleven o'clock you may go to bed ; because, if you sit
up, you will be the only soul awake in all the town. They are
all alike, as I said before. I have seen them all. The prettiest
of them is Etretat, the sweetest of watering-places, with its little
chilets perched on the hill sides, its perforated roecks, its sharp
cliffs, and its gardens. But it is also the dearest. Reader of
the middle class, sensible reader, who, like me, dost not pretend
to be a Milord, go not to Ltretat to stay. Go rather to little
Yport, close by, where the établissement is no bigger than a
family pew, and where in a day you will be the friend of all the
good people—chiefly connected with the cotton, or perhaps the
cider, interests—who are staying there for the henefit of the sea
breezes,

It was to Vieuxcamp that Philip took his bride. They arrived
there the day after their marriage. Laura was too confused with
the novelty of everything to be able to think. She was wild
with excitement. This, then, was the world. How big it was!
These were the people who spoke French. Why, the little
children talked it better than she did, after all her lessons! Then
the Norman caps, and the cookery, and the strangeness of it all.
I don’t believe there is anything in the world—not even love's
young dream, or love’s first kiss, or the first taste of canvas-back,
or the first oyster of the season, or the forbidden port, or a glass
of real draught bitter after years abroad ; or the sight of those
you love, when you come home agiin ; or the news that your
play is accepted, or the first proof-sheet, or a legacy when you
are sick with disappointment, or praise when you are dying with
fatigue, or a landatory review : there is not one of these delights
—1 forgot to mention twins, but not even that—which comes
up to the first joy of seeing a foreign land, and that land France,

Lollie saw some English children at Dieppe the morning after
they came.

““Oh Philip,” she cried, ““ what a shame to bring those child-
ren here! Think of the happiness they will miss when they
grow up.”

That, as the Yankees say, is so.

He brought her by diligence from Dieppe to Vieuxcamp, and
they began the usual life of the place. He had taken the best
rooms in the hotel, where they could sit and look at the sea.
Laura had not seen it since she went with Sukey to Deal, eight
years ago. Inthe morning, they bathed together in the pleasant
French fashion. 1In the hot daytime they stayed indoors, and
read novels. In the evening they went to the casino,
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At the table d’hdte, Philip’s wife was quite silent for three
days. Then, to his utter amazement, she turned to her neigh-
bour, a lively little Frenchwoman, who had addressed some
remark to her, and answered her quite fluently, and in perfect
French.

“Where did you learn it, my darling ¥’

“I learned it at home. Mr. Venn and I used to talk. But,
somehow, I could not say a word at first. Now I begin.”

And then the French ladies all made much of her, admiring
the sweet innocence of her beauty, and that fair wealth of hair,
which she wore loose and dishevelled at breakfast, and neatly
bound up for dinner,

On the very first morning after their arrival, Philip found her,
on coming in from a walk, writing a letter to Venn,

“That is right,” he said. “Tell Mr., Venn wkere we are,
He will want to know more than your little note told him.
Wiite all you can, darling; but tell him you are happy. Are
you happy, my own ¥’

She smiled contentedly, and went on writing. It was a long
letter, and took a good half-hour to write, though her facile pen
secemed to run glibly enough over the paper. When it was
finished, she folded and placed it in an envelope.

“Now, let us go and post it,” she cried, looking for her hat,

Phil looked at his watch. It was a quarter to eleven.

““ Better let me go, dear,” he said ; “it only wants a quarter of
an hour to breakfast. I shall be ten minutes, and you will be
ready to go down then.”

She gave him the letter, and he went out.

On the way, the landlady of the hotel gave him a letter from
England, which he opened and read. It was from MacIntyre.

“I thought it best not to take that note to Mr. V. It has
been burned instead. If I were you, all things considered, I
would not let her write to him. Questions will be asked.
Things perfectly legal in Scotland may mnot be so in England.
From whut I have learned of Arthur, who is his friend, Mr. V.
is a man capable of making himself very disagreeable. Don't
let her write.

“A, Macl”

Philip read it with a sinking heart, This man seemed to
stand between himself and every effort af well-doing. He had
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firmly steeled himself to letting Venn know what he had done,
and taking any consequences that might befall him. The last
orders he had given were that the note was to be taken to
Gray’s Inn ; and now the letter was burned, and the poor girl’s
guardian would believe that she had run away from him. At
the first shock, Philip felt sick with dismay and remorse. Then
he began to think of himself. Should the new letter be sent?
He strolled along the esplanade by the seashore, sat down and
looked at it. The envelope was not yet dry. e opened it,
and took out the letter. Then he committed the first crime—
unless the marriage was one—in his life. I mean the first thing
which destroyed his own self-respect, and gave him a stronger
Shove downhill—see the philosophical remarks in a previous
chapter—than anything he had yet experienced. For he read
the letter.

«My pEaR MR. Vexy—I do not know how to begin my
letter. You have heard my secret now, because Philip sent on
my letter. I was so sorry not to be able to come with it myself.
When I saw you on Tuesday, I came determined to tell you all,
in spite of Philip’s prohibition; but you would not hear it.
And now I wish you had, because then you would have come
yourself, and been present at my marriage. Yes, I am really
and truly married. I cannot understand it at all. I keep
turning my wedding-ring round and round my finger, and saying
that I have done the very thing you wanted me to do. And
then I feel that T was wrong in not telling you of it. Directly
after the marriage we came over here—Philip and I, and are
going to stay for another fortnight. I will tell you all about
the place and the people when I see you. But it is all so strange
to me, that I feel giddy thinking about it. And you will like
Philip, I know you will ; if only because he is so kind to me
and loves me. It is all through your kindness. I can never
say or write what I feel towards you for it all. You will always
be first in my thoughts. We are not very rich, I believe; but
we have enough to live upon, and we are going to be happy.
The old life has passed away, and all our pleasant days ; but the
new ones will be better, only you will have to come and see me
now. I think I shall be very happy as soon as I hear that you
are satisfied and pleased with what I have done. Write at once,
and tell me that you are, dear Mr. Venn, and then I shall dance
and sing. Let me always be your little girl. I had to keep
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the secret for Philip’s sake ; but he always promised that as soon
as we were married you should know everything.

“He is too good for me, too handsome, and too clever. Of
course he is not so clever as you are. Nobodyis. And I do
not think he has ever written anything—at least, he has never
told me of anything.

“ Write to me at once, dear Mr. Venn, by the very next post
that comes back. To-day is Saturday ; I shall get your letter
on Tuesday. Give my love to my grandmother. She will not
miss me. And always believe me, dear Mr. Venn, your own
affectionate and grateful little girl,

“Loruie DurNFoRD.”

Philip’s handsome face grew ugly as he read the letter—ugly
with the cloud of his negro blood. What business had his wife
to write a letter so affectionate to another man? Jealousy sprang
up, a full-blown weed, in his brain. What right had she to love
another man? His nostrils dilated, his forehead contracted, his
lips projected. These were symptoms that accompanied the
awakening of his lower nature.

Two men passed him as he sat on the beach, Quoth one to
the other, as they both looked in his face—

“C’est probablement un Anglais ¢’

And the other made reply—

“Je crois que c'est un muldtre, Peut étre de Martinique.”

He heard them, and his blood boiled within him. The lower
nature was in command now. He tore the Ietter into a thousand
fragments, and threw them into the air.

Then he resolved to go back and tell a lie. At any cost—ab
the cost of honour, of self-respect—he would break off all con-
nection with this man. His wife should not know him any
longer, should not write to him a second time.

He strolled back, angry and ashamed, but resolved.

Lollie was waiting for him, dressed for breakfast. He kissed
her cheek, and tried to persuade himself that he was acting for
the best.

“ And what did you say to Mr. Venn, darling ?’

“I said that I was married, and happy, and eager to get his
letter to tell me that he is pleased.”

“ Why did you not write to your grandmother, my dear ¥’

“Oh,” she replied, lightly, “she will hear from Mr. Venn.
And, besides, as she caunot read, what does it matter? You




MYSLITTEE GIRE.

| know, she never liked me at all ; and only kept me with her, I
believe, on account of Mr. Venn. I must have been a great
trouble to her.”

Caresses and kisses ; and Philip, with the ease of his facile
nature, put behind him his deceit and treachery tolbe thought
of another day. After ali, letters do miscarry sometimes.

The honeymoon, married men of some standing declare, is
wont to be a dreary season, involving so much of self-sacrifice
and concession that it is hardly worth the trouble of going
through it. It has some compensations. Among these, to
Philip, was the real pleasure of reading all the thoughts of a
pure and simple-minded girl. 'When he was under the influence
of this maidenly mind, his mind—Augean stable though it was
— seemed cleansed and purified. The prompting of evil ceased. (‘. I
The innocence of his youth renewed itself, and seemed to take }, It

once more, with a hiighter plumage, a heavenward flight—only
while he was in her presence; and, as we have seen, a few |
words from his evil genius bad power emough to make him il
worse than he was before. For the stream of ILollie’s influence ]

was a shallow one: it had depth enough to hide the accumula-
tions of mud, but not enough to clear them away. Like the
transformation scene in a theatre, for a brief five minutes all is il
bright, roseate, and brilliant. DBefore and after, the yellow it
splendour of the gaslight. With a lie hot upon his lips, with a i
new sin fresh upon his conscience, Philip yet felt happy with his i
wife. It is not impossible. The poor habitual criminals of the i
thieves’ kitchen are happy in their way—boozing and smoking, |
though the policemen are gathering in pursuit, and they know .
their days of freedom are numbered. 5
““Tell me,” said Philip, “did Mr. Venn never make love 1" i
“ What a question ” she replied, laughing. “ Mr. Venn, indeed!
Why, he is as old—as old— No one ever made love to me ex-
cept yourself. But take me down to hreakfast. Philip, when we
go back to London, will your own relations be ashamed of me?’
“I have no relations, dear, except a cousin, If he is ashamed
of you, I shall wring his neck. But he will be proud of you, as I I
am proud of my pretty wife. But for the present you must he ‘
content with your stupid husband. Can you
“ Don’t, Philip,” said his wife. “And the bell has gone ten
minutes.”

f;lAud on the Surday—next day--Lollie got a new experience
of life,




MY LITTLE GIRL,

Tt was after brealkfast. They were strolling through the
town. The bells were ringing in the great old church, so vast
and splendid that it might have been a cathedral. And in one
of the little streets, where there was a convent school, there was
assembling a procession—all of girls, dressed in white, and of
all ages and sizes, from the little toddler who had to be led, to
the girl of twenty, gorgeous in her white muslins and her lace
veil. As they stopped to look, the procession formed. Af its
head marched the toddler, supported by two a little taller than
herself; and then, wedge fashion, the rest followed, the nuns,
with their submissive, passionless faces, like the sheep of sacri-
fice, following after. And as they defiled into the street, they
began to sing some simple French ditty—not more out of tune
than could be expected from a choir of French country girls—
and went on to the church. Philip and Laura followed. The
girls passed into the church. As the darkness of the long nave
seemed to swallow them up, a strange yearning came over the girl,

¢ Philip, I should like to go into church.”

« Do, my dear, if you like. I shall go and stroll along the
beach. You can go in and see the ceremony, whatever it is, and
then come back to the hotel.”

She walked hesitatingly into the church. A man with a
cocked hat, and a pike in his hand, beckoned her, and gave her
a seab. She sat down and looked on. A tall altar, garnished
with flowers and lights, men with coloured robes, boys with in-
cense, and an organ pealing. In all her life of eighteen years,
she had never been inside a church : in all her education, there
had been no word of religion. Now, like another sense, the re-
ligious principle awakened in her ; and she knew that she was,
for the first time, worshipping God.

When the people knelt, she knelt, wondering. Always, the
organ pealed and rolled among the rafters in the roof, and the
voices of the singers echoed in her ears, and the deep hass of
the priest sounded like some mysterious incantation. It was s0
grand, so sweeb, this gathering of the folk with one common
object. Her heart went up with the prayers of the church,
though she knew mnothing of what they meant. Lines from
poetry crossed her brain : words from some authors she had read.
The Madonna and the Child looked on her smiling : the effig
of our Saviour seemed to have its eyes, full of tendernessand
pity, fixed upon her. When next she knelt, the tears poured
through her fingers.
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The service ended. All went away except Taura. She alone
sab silent and thinking.

“ Madame would like to see the church %’ asked the headle.

She shook her head.

“ Let me sit a little longer,” she said, putting a frane into that
too sensitive palm.

¢ Madame is right. It is cool in here.” And left her.

She was trying to work it all out. She had discovered it at
last, the secret which Venn’s carelessness had kept from her.
She knew the grave defect of her education : she had found the
religious sense.

She rose at last, refreshed as one who, suffering from some un-
known disease, suddénly feels the vigour of his manhood refurn.
And when she rejoined her husband, there shone upon her face
a radiance as of one who has had a great and splendid vision.

For the child had wandered by accident into the Fold.

CHAPTER XXL

Ax answer was to be expected from Venn in three or four days.
Laura passed these in suspense and anxiety. Every morning she
went to the church and heard the service, daily gaining from her
artistic insbincts a deeper insight info the mystery of religion.
After the service, she would go back to her husband, and pour
into his wondering ears the new thoughts that filled her heart,
He, for his part, sat like a Solomon, and shook his head, only
half understanding what she meant. Nor did she quite know
herself. The instinct of adoration, of submission ; the sense of
a protecting power; the sweetness of church music; the gor-
geous ceremonial to which it was wedded—all these things coming
freshly on the girl’s brain confused and saddened her, even whils
they made her happier. For in these early days, when every-
thing was new and bright, she was happy—save for that gnaw-
ing anxiety about Venn.

Tuesday came, and Wednesday, but no letter ; and her heart
fell.

I shall write again, Philip. He must be ill. He would
never else have left my letter unanswered.”

Philip changed colour ; for in the early days of dishonour men
can still feel ashamed.
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«Tf you like,” he said, with an effort. “Yes, write again,
dear. We will try one more letter before we go back to London.
Sit down and write it now.”

The second letter was harder to write than the first. But she
got over the beginning at last, and went on. After repeating
all she had said in the first, she began to talk of the church :

T have been to church. Oh, Mr. Venn, why did we not go
together? There is no place where I am so happy. It seems as
if I were protected—I don’t know from what—when I am within
the walls, and listening to the grand organ. When we go back
to England, you will have to come with me. . . . Do not, dear
Mr. Venn, keep me any longer in suspense. ‘Write to me, and
tell me you forgive me. I seem to see, now, more clearly than I
did. I see how wrong I was, how ungrateful, how unkind to
you. But only tell me you forgive me, and ease my heart.”

This time, with less compunction, her husband quietly took
the letter to a secluded spot under the cliffs, and tore it up. For,
having begun, he was obliged to go on. Laura, he was deter-
mined, should have nothing whatever more to do with Mr
Venn. She should be his, his own, his only. Some men make
angels of their wives. These are the highest natures: perhaps
on that account the greatest fools in the eyes of the world,
Philip did not commit shis noble fault. He knew his wife was
a woman, and not an angel at all. Even in those moments when
she tried to pour out all her thoughts to him—when, like Eve,
she bared her soul before his eyes, and was not ashamed —he
only saw the passing fancies of an inexperienced girl ; played
with them, the toys of a moment, and put them by. Of the
depths of her nature he knew nothing, and expected nothing ;
only he was more and more passionately fond of her. Forib
seemed as if the change had made her more lovely. Bright and
beauntiful as she was before, she was more beautiful now. Some
of Philip’s five hundred went to accomplish this change, for she
was now well dressed as well as tastefully dressed—a thing she
had never known before, and was woman enough to appreciate
accordingly. She was animated, bright, and happy, except for
the anxiety about the letter ; for no answer came to the second.

“ We will not try again,” said Philip. “Promise me faith-
:{'ué]y, my dear, that you will not write again without my know-

edge.”
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¢TI promise, Philip. Of course I will not.”

“ When we go back to England, perhaps, we may think
proper to make another atbtempt ; but we have our own dignity
to keep up,” said her husband, grandly.

Laura only sighed. If Mr. Venn would but write !

Sunday came round, and there was still no letter, TLaura
grew very sad. Could it be possible that Mr. Venn was angry
with her? Was it possible that he would not forgive her? She
sab in the church with a sinking hedart. For one thing she had
already found out—a bitter thing for a young wife, though yet
it was but an uneasy thought—a sort of pin-pricking, whose
importance she did not yet know : that her hushand would never
be to her what Hartley Vern had been.

Presently the service was finished. She sat on, while the
people all went out of church. As she sat, she watched the
women, one after the other, going to the confessional. They
had, then, some one in whom they could confide, some one to
advise, some one who would listen patiently to their little tales
of sorrow and anxiety. She felt desolate ; because, now there
was no longer Mr. Venn, there was nobody. Had Philip
touched her heart but a little, had she been able to love him,
she would not have had the thought. But she did not love him.
There was between the pair the barrier which only love can
destroy between two human beings.

The women went away. It was getting late. The confessor
—an old priest with white hair—came out, stretching himself,
and suppressing a little yawn. The confidence of the wives and
mothers had been more than usually wearisome to the good
man. As he came out, Laura stood before him.

# Hear me, too,” she whispered in French.

He looked at her in astonishment,.

“ Madame is English—and Catholic ¥”

“Iam English. I am not a Catholic. Hear my confession,
too, and advise me. Do not send me away.”

““Let us sit here—not in the confessional, my child. That is
only for the faithful. Tell me you have doubts; you would
return to the ancient faith ?

“I' want advice. You have given it to all those women,
Give some to me.”

“Tell me how I can help you.”

She told him all her little story,

“I did not know that by marrying him I should separate

13—2
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myself from Mr. Venn. I thought to please him—T did, in-
deed. Oh, what shall I do—what shall I do?’

“ My poor child, you talk to an old priest. I know nothing
of love.”

“Tove! it is always love. What is love? I love Mr. Venn
because I am his ward, his daughter—hecause he is my life,”
she said simply.

The priest was puzzled.

“T think you must go to see him directly you get back to
TEngland. Consult your husband, and obey him. Your guardian
never took you to church, then #”

“ No, I never came to church till T entered this one. It bas
made me happier.”

“Tt always does—it always does. Come to see me again,
Come to-morrow. When you go to England, my dear young
lady, search for some good and faithful priest who will teach
you the doctrines of the Faith. But obey your husband in all
things. That is the first Tule.”

She rose and left him, a little comforted.

This Sunday was a great day for Vieuxcamp, the day of the
annual races. These were not, as might be expected, conducted
on the turf, as is our English practice—perhaps because there
was no turf, except on the mountain side. The Vieuxcamp
races are held on the road behind the long promenade, which
stretches from the two piers to the Casino, about a quarter of a
mile. The course is hard, as may be imagined ; but, as the
horses are used to if, I suppose it matters little.

Philip was as excited as a boy over the prospect of a little
sport, and was engaged all the morning in discussing events ab
the Casino. The preparations were on a magnificent scale
Flags were placed at intervals. Gardes champétres, if that is
their name, were stationed to keep the course. There were
stewards, who began to ride about in great splendour, very early
in the morning ; the ladies drove in from the country, dressed
in their very best ; the fisherwomen had on their cleanest caps;
and the day was clear and bright.

“Come out, Laura,” said her husband, bounding into the
room. ‘‘I've got a splendid place for you to see the fun.”

“I don't want to, Philip. I think I would rather sit here
and read.”

“ Oh, nonsense,” he urged ; it will do you good. Come.”

But she refused, and he went by himself, leaving her to
solitude and her reflections.
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The races began at two. First came a velocipedists’ race,
which was fairly run and gallantly won, though not by the ladies’
favourite—a tall, good-looking young fellow, with a splendid
velocipede, and an elaborate get-up. A ragged little urchin from
the town, on a ramshackle old two-wheel, beat him by a couple
of yards. Then there came a running-race—four times up and
down the course, which made a mile. The competitors were
chiefly the fisher-boys of the place. The poor lads, good enough
in their boats, are weak in such unaccustomed sports as run-
ning. Philip looked at them for a little while, and then turned
to his neighbour and offered to bet twenty francs on the hoy
who was last, though they all kept pretty close together. The
bet was taken, Philip’s favourite was a man, older than the
others, who were mere boys. He was a little fat fellow, close
upon forty, with a fuonny look on his face, as if every step was
taking out the last bit left. But he kept up. And just af the
middle of the last course he opened his mouth quite wide, gave
a sort of suppressed groan, and put on the most comieal, quaint,
and unwieldy spmt ever seen, But it landed him first, and
Philip pocketed his Napoleon.

Then they had a walking race, with some of the school lads
and others. It was severe upon the sailors. From time to time
one would burst into a run, and be turned out of the race by
a steward who rode behind, And just at the finish—there being
only three boys left, and all close together—the middle one
slipped and fell. 'With the greatest presence of mind he kicked
out hard, and brought the other two down upon him. Then
they all laid hold of each other, trying to be up first; and, for-
getting the terms of the contest, ran in together, amid inextin-
guishable langhter, That prize was not adjudged.

Then pony races; and then the grand trotting-match, of which
the Normans are so fond. It was not like the American insti-
tutions, inasmuch as the horses were simply harnessed to the
heavy carriages of everyday life, and the pace was a good deal
under a mile in two minutes. SLlll the interest and delight of
the pLoplL were immense. Philip made his selection out of the
animals, and offered his neighbour to take the odds against him.
It was his neighbour’s own ‘horse, He was delwhtcd

“ Come,” he said, dragging Philip away by the arm—*‘ come,
we will nct the odds.”

And so Philip found himgelf in the centre of a gesticulating

“crowd, making a little book on the trotting match,
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Philip had his faults, as we have seen ; but an ignorvance of
horseflesh was not one of them. That day he went to his wife
with a flushed face, having come out of the mélée thirty Napo-
leons the richer. He might as well have tried to communicato
his enthusiasm to a Carmelite nun; because the girl had no
more power of understanding the excitement of betting. There
was, therefore, one point, at least, in which there would be no
community of -interests. ~ Affer dinner, Philip went to the
Casino and played billiards with his new friends, while his
wife sat at home, and read and meditated. It was the first
evening she had been left by herself ; but she was not lonely.
She had some pretty French novel of a religious tone—there
are not too many of them; and she was happily passing over
the bridge that leads from ignorance and indifference to faith.
Tn what creed? She knew not: it mattered not. Faith is
above dogma. So while she read, pondered, and prayed, her
husband smoked, drank, and gambled.

He had not come back at ten, so she put on her hat, and went
to look at the sea. No one wason the beach. The waves
came swelling gently in with their soft, sad murmur, as the
Sysyphean stones rolled up the beach and back again. The
hoarse voice of the sailors on the quay, a quarter of a mile
away, sounded even musical in the distance. The air was warm
and sweet, The moonless sky was set with its stars, like
diamonds, seeming to fall back into illimitable depths. Sitting
there, the girl gave herself up to the thoughts newly born
within her—thoughts that could produce no echo in the heart
of her husband—thoughts without words : too deep, too pre-
cions, too sweet for words.

When the clock struck eleven she was roused by the carillon
from her meditations, and went slowly back to the hotel. As
she passed through the hall to the staircase she heard her hus-
band’s voice loudly talking in the little room on the right, where
lay the papers and journals. There was the cliquetis of glasses
and the popping of soda.

A cold feeling stole over her, she knew not why; and she
went up to bed alone, saddened and melancholy. It was the
first real glimpse of the great gulf between herself and the man
with whom her fate was linked.

A week after this, no letter having come from Mr. Venn,
they went back to London ; for Phil’s live hundred had walked
away—thanks to the écarté of the last few days—and he had
barely enough left to pay his hotel bill,
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There was still another five hundred which he might draw
from his agent, and he had his commission,
And after that ?

CHAPTER XXIL

P took his wife to a little cottage near Notting Hill.
She was pleased with the place and the furniture, and the
little garden ; but more pleased still with the prospect of seeing
Mr. Venn again. She talked about it all the evening ; won-
dered what she should say; and made her husband silently
furious with jealousy and foolish rage. But he said nothing.
Only in the morning, when, after breakfast, she came down to
him dressed, and announced her intention of going to Gray’s
Tnn at once, he took a line, and sternly forbade her to go ab all,
¢ But you promised, Philip.”

«T did,” he answered. ¢ But your letters, Laura. Where is
bis answer o them? Listen to me—one word will be enough.
You shall not go and see this man until he answers your letters,
or till I give you leave.”

She sat down and burst into tears. Philip, not unkindly,
took off her hat, and laid it on the table.

«Tt is hard, Laura,” he said—*I know it is hard for you ;
but it is best. He has given you up.”

«He has nof given me up,” said the girl. “He would never
give me up—never—never. He loved me better than you can
ever dream of loving me. Iam his—altogether his. You made
me promise not to tell him. You made me leave him.”

“Why does he not answer your letters?” ;

¢ Something has happened. Oh, Philip, let me go.”

7 will not let you go,” returned her husband. “You, in
this new religious light that you have got, know at least that
you are to obey your husband. Obey me now.”

She sat still and silent. It was what the priest had told her.
Yes, she must obey him:

% Tor how long ¥’ she said: *“Oh, Philip, for how long ¥’

“ Tor two or three months, my dear. Forgive me; I am
harsh—I am unkind. But it is best. Besides, other things
have happened. You must not go. Promise me again.”

She promised.

He took his hat. His hands were trembling, and his cheeks red,

R
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«T am going to my club on business,” he said. “T shall not
be back till late this evening: XKiss me, Lauta.”

She kissed him mechanically—obedient in everything ; and
he went away.

A bad omen for their wedded life. It is the first day at
home ; and her husband, unable to endure the torture of his
conscience about the letters, and the sorrow of his wife, flies te
his club of gamblers and sharpers-—for relief.

It is late when he returns—a heavy loser at play—his cheek
flushed with wine, not shame,

Oh, Philip !

Ty tibi supplicium, tibi tu rota, tu tibi tortor.”

Among the earliest callers on Mrs. Durnford—in fact, her
only visitor—was Mr. Alexander MacIntyre. He came dressed
in a sober suit of pepper and salt ; and, sitting with his hat on
the floor and his hands supporting one knee, he began to dis-
course to Laura—for her hushand was not at home—on the
topics of the day.

« Did you take my note to Mr. Venn?’ asked the girl, inter-
rupting him.

“That note? Oh,yes, I remember. Yes. I had not the
pleasure of seeing the gentleman, because he was out. I dropped
it into the letter-box.”

Laura sighed. There was, then, no doubt. He had received
all her letters, and would write to her no more.

“ Has there been no answer, Mrs. Durnford ?”

“None,” she replied: “And I have written to him twice
since then ; but he will not take any notice of my letters.”

The tears stood in her eyes.

%I have promised Philip not to write again without his con-
sent. He says we have donme as much as we can. I dont
know—1I wish I could go round myself and see Mr. Venn.”

“Qh, you must not think of doing that,” interposed Mr.
MacIntyre, hastily.

“So Philip says. But I shall think about it.”

Presently she began to ask him questions about himself. It
was a new thing for the philosopher to have anybody taking an
interest in his movements; and he perhaps ‘expanded " more
than was absolutely prudent.

_ “What am I to do?” he said. * I am getting old ; my hair
is gray. People want to know all sorts of things that it is not
always easy to tell.”



MV S I Tl GIRE; 201

¢ But the simple truth can always be told, and that ought to
satisfy them.”

“There,” said the man of experience, with a curious look, “is
exactly the point. It is just the simple trath that will not
satisfy these sharks. I might write a book, but what about?
People only buy books written on the side of morality ; and
the moral ranks are so crowded that there seems little chance of
getting in with new lights.”

“ But you would not write on any other side, surely 2’

“ Obsairve, my dear young leddy ; if there ever were such a
thing as a clever scoundrel who had the moral strength to take
his stand as such, and write an autobiography without the usual
sacrifice to supposed popular opinion, he might make a fortune. A
general case—a heepothetical case only : but one which occurred
to me. I mean, of course, an unserupulous man, without reli-
gion of any kind—such a man as, to secure his own safety,
would ruin any one else who stood in his way, and do it without
a pang.”

“I should hope no such persons exist. Why are we talking
about such ereatures ¥’

“They do exist. I have met them. In the colonies. Mrs.
Durnford, if ever you should come across such a man, remember
my words. They would rather do a good turn than a bad one ;
but if the bad turn has to be done for their own good, why—
then it must.”

¢ But go on about yourself.”

“About myself, then. I have a small sum of money, the
fruits of many years of careful living and economy.”

Oh, Mr. MacIntyre, was not this a superfluous evasion of
truth ?

“This small amount is rapidly decreasing ; what I shall do
when it is gone I do not know. It is my rule through life,
Mrs. Durnford, and T recommend it to your careful considera-
tion, never to decline the proffers of fate. Very often, behind the
drudgery of a position which fortune puts into your hands, may
be found, by one who knows how to take an opportunity, the
road to wealth, if not to fame ; now I think nothing of it. What
does it matter? You do great things; at least popular things,
You gei money—you are asked to make speeches at- dinners,
When you die, your friends write your life and distort your
character. Bah! The only thing worth living for is money.
(et money—get money. Be comfortabls » eab, drink, enjoy all
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the senseg of mature, and care for mothing else, That is what
the City people do, in spite of their smug respectability.”

« My, MacIntyre, is this the faith that Scotch clergymen
teach ¥’

He began to think that perhaps Laura was not yet sufficiently
advanced to accept all his views.

« I your religion nothing ¥’ she asked. TIs it nothing to
lead a life of sacrifice and self-denial like the nuns I have seen
in France? Is there no gacred duty of life but to make money ?
Sarely, Mr. MacIntyre—surely these are not the things you
preach in your church ¥’

& You are right,” he replied ; ““they are not the things I preach
in my church. Forgive my inconsiderate speech. I say some-
times more than I mean.”

But the conversation left a bad impression on Laura, and
she began to regard the man with something like suspicion.

As the weeks went on, che found herself, too, left a good
deal ‘alone. Philip was growing tired of her. Her sadness,
her coldness, were silent reproaches to him; and he neglected
her more and more.

One night he entertained a party of friends. On that occa-
sion, he insisted on her keeping upstairs all the evening, with-
out explaining why. They stayed till three. She could nob
gleep till they went away, being kept awake by their noisy
laughter and falk. Philip came up when the last was gone.

#Tm an unlucky devil,” he murmured, pacing to and fro.

« What is it, Philip " asked his wife,

¢ Nothing you understand, my dear ; unless you can under-
stand what dropping three ponies means.”

“ No, Philip—not in the least.”

He put oub the light, and was asleep in five minutes.

The clouds grew thick in Laura’s sky. She could nob under-
stand horse-racing and betting. She took not the smallest
interest in events and favourites. On the other hand Philip
took mo interest in what she did : never asked her how she
spent the day, never took her out with him, never gave her his
confidence. At least, however, he was kind; never spoke
harshly to her, never ill-treated her, only neglected her. This
was not what the girl pined and sickened for. Philip occupied
her thoughts very little. She longed for the old life. She
longed for the freedom of her talks with the only man she could
talk to, She was solitary in spirit. She was beginning to feel
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the misery of mating with low aims. She stood on a higher
level than her husband, and she did not have that perfect love
for him which sometimes enables a woman to stoop and raise
him with her.

The new and congenial society of gentlemen more or less in-
terested in the noble and exciting sports of our country, to
which Philip’s friends had introduced him when he retired from
his old club, was banded together under the title of the Bur-
leigh Club. To the name of Burleigh the most captious can
take no exception. To such members as the name suggested
anything, its associations were stately and dignified. To the
majority, for whom it meant nothing beyond being the patro-
nymic of a noble house and the name of their clab, it did
as well as any other. It looked well, emhossed in colours on
the club note-paper. By any other name, the Burleigh could
not have smelt more sweet. And another name, by which it
was not uncommonly ecalled, had been bestowed on it by a body
of gentlemen who, though not members themselves, had heavy
claims upon many who were. The ring men dubbed it, before
it had existed a twelvemonth, The Welshers’ Retreat. The
members, recognising the happiness of the sobriquet, jocularly
took the new title into favour; and Philip’s club had thus two
names—interchangeable at pleasure—always understood, and
the latter for choice.

This was Philip’s club. A tall, narrow-fronted house in the
centre of club-land ; what an auctioneer would describe as
“most eligibly situate.” Outside, the quietest and most re-
spectable club in London—quakerlike in the sober sadness of
its looks. Inside, a gambler's paradise. Day at the Burleigh
begins at three o’clock in the afternoon. The blinking waiters
would prophesy the speedy ruin of anybody who required their
services before that hour, . It is the custom of the club for
members to leave it at any time, but never to enter it till two
or three hours after noon.

Breakfasts are served till five p.m., suppers till six a.m. Be-
tween these hours a smart Hansom can always be had opposite
the door. Business begins in the pool-room at half-past three ;
the chat is animated at five, and very lively between six and
seven. Then the men go away to dinner, to return any time
after ten to whist, loo, hazard, blind-hookey—anything that can
be gambled at. Rules? The code is short. It is summed up
in tnis one regulation-—hetting debts must be paid on the usual
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settling days; card debts not later than the next day after they
have been incurred. ¢ Complaints of the infraction of this rule,
on being referred to the committee,will render the defaunlting
member liable to expulsion.” And they do expel. O honour-
able men, how admirable, how necessary is your rule! In this
way the honour of the Burleigh kept is sweet. For the rest, you
may do as you like : every member is a law unto himself ; their
club is Tiberty Hall. What manner of men, it may be asked,
is it that people this little Paradise?

The members of the Burleigh are young and old. Postobit
has just heard of his election at twenty. Teatherflapper, one
of the fathers of the society, is seventy-three. They are rich
and poor. Four-in-hand, with the string of forty thoroughbreds
in training at Newmarket, and the rents of twenty thousand
acres to keep them and himself upon; Philip Durnford,
with five hundred pounds at his agent’s, and his shovel in his
hand to dig it out with, both belong. They number in their
ranks the richest and the poorest, the kindest and the cruellest,
the most unimpeachably respectable and the most undeniably
shady gentlemen in these kingdoms. In some clubs the elders
are unsociable, crusty old hunkses. Not so here. They are so
communicative, so ready to teach all they have learnt, and to
tell all they know, that it is quite beautiful to see. Every man
disposed to turn misanthrope should witness it. It always goes
straight to my heart to see old Leatherflapper taking young
Postobit in hand, and putting him up to every wrinkle on the
board. True, there is a price to be paid—understood, never ex-
pressed : a fee for experience. DBut what that is worth having
on earth is to be had for nothing? You would like to be intro-
duced to this company of wise and benevolent men? You
know their faces well. They are to be studied at every race
meeting, seen in the Park on sunny days, ab (Grerman spas, af
Hurlingham—everywhere where excitement can be bought.
‘And the bond that makes them such friends and such enemies—
you guess it : Gambling. The universal passion. The passion
of all times of life, from earliest youth to latest age; of all
places, from Christian London to Buddhist Yeddo ; of all periods
from the first recorded tradition of savage life till the Archangel
shall sound the last trump ; of men and women, from the tramp
cardseller, who bets his sister two pennies to one against a
favourite for a race, to the nobleman who stakes a forbune on a
cast of the dice ; the miser, the spendthrift, the stock-jobher
the prince—gambling has joys for all,
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So the Burleigh was founded for play that might run to any
height, for games prohibited at other places; as a rendezvous
for every gentleman who wanted a little excitement, a place
where there should always be “something doing.” You must
know the members by certain characteristic habits and ways
they have. They breakfast late ; they are fond of a devil early
in the day ; they take ¢pick-me-ups.” In the day-time they
are busy with their books. Notes addressed in fel.nf'tle lxal}ds
lie waiting for their arrival in the morning, the writing being
generally of such a kind as to suggest a late acquisition of the
art of penmanship. They have a keen, cold look about the
eyes, where the crows-feet gather early. TFor the most part they
dress very carefully ; though, sometimes, just a day in advance
of the fashion : they affect drab or brown gaiters and cloth-
topped boots ; carry, in this year of grace, their walking-canes
by the fernle; and smoke ecternally. From these gentlemen
Philip’s companions were chosen.

This was his club ; this the place where he spent his days and
nights, a short month after his marriage, while his wife stayed
at home, or, if she went out at all, was afraid to go far for fear
of meeting Mr. Venn. In this company, starting in July with
his five hundred pounds and the proceeds of his commission—
for he sold out—he was trying to make hay while the sun did
not shine, and melting it all away.

He kept no accounts ; but kept on digging at the little heap,
ignorant and careless of how much was left. His great hope
lay in his pluck and skill in playing cards, and betting on
horse races. e was often advised by Mr. MacIntyre, who had
the useful talent of clear headedness, and used to come to Notting-
hill about Philip’s breakfast-time ; and then the two would sit
and go through the “ Calendar” and “ Ruff’s Guide,” while the
neglected girl looked on, and wondered what it was they talked
about, It was. one of her great sorrows at this time that she
had no books to read—none of her old books ; none of those
old poets, which she and Mr. Venn used to pore over.in the
summer evenings, while the shadows fell upon the dingy old
court of the Inn. Philip, who seemed to have given up his old
reading tastes, had only a few novels. She had never read any
novels at all until she went to France. Phil’s did not please
her. - They were barrack novels, stories of camp life, sporting
stories—books to her without interest. She could not read
them, and put them down one after another—falling back upon
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the piano, for which she had no music, and could only play the
things she knew.

Maclntyre saw what was coming. Philip was plunging ; and
his method, infallible on paper, as the experience of twenty
seasons proved, did not work quite perfectly in practice.

Mr. MacIntyre had seen this form the first. In the
multitude of his experiences he had tried the martingale, new
to Philip, even before that young gentleman was born. Like
his pupil, he had been fascinated by it. The lever that was to
raise him to wealth and power: so beautifully simple, so utterly
impracticable.

He remonstrated with Philip, pointing oub the rocks ahead.
But he spoke to a deaf man.

T know better. It's my cursed luck. I'm sure to warm the
ring at ——,” Philip urged. Then, with a shrug of the shoulders,
he added, * And if my luck sticks to me, why—at the worst
I shall pay up ; and then Laura and I will go away somewhere,
borrow money of Arthur, and become farmers in New Zealand,
or keep a shop in Ballarat, or mock the hairy-faced baboon
somewhere. We shall do. The world is wide.”

Tt is, Phil. I have found it so. The world is wide and
hungry.”

Mr. MacIntyre took the book again, and totted up the
amount that Philip had lost at his last meeting. Then he
made a little note of it on a slip of paper, and put it into his
pocket.

¢« Phil,” he said, with an insinuating air, I hope you have
not lost much since you came home.”

He chavnged colour.

“Tve dropped more than four hundred at the club, and a
hundred and fifty one might here, when I had those fellows to
play loo ; besides that pill at the last meeting.”

Mr. MacIntyre shook his head. When he went home he
made a little sum in arithmetic.

“When I consider,” he said to himself, *that in a—b, b is
greater than @, I'm afraid that Phil is likely to be up a tree, and
my great card may very likely be played to advantage.”

He went up to dine, a few nights after this talk. Laura was
charming, in a fresh, bright dress, and in better spirits than
usual.  Philip, in one thing, had been disappointed in his wife.

He had promised himself the trouble of teaching her the little
courtesies of life—the ordinary accomplishments, perhaps her
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mother tongue. He never made a greater mistake. She came
to him a lady ready to his hand : in all points an accomplished,
refined, well-edncated lady ; how far superior to the ordinary
run of young ladyhood he hardly knew.

The little dinner went off pleasantly, and when Laura left
them in the little dining-room both men were pleased. She
sat down in the drawing-room, and played while they talked
over their wine. She played on till the clock struck ten ; then
she waited till eleven ; then she opened the door timidly, and
looked in. Philip, flushed in the face, was making caleulations
on paper. Mr. Maclntyre, with face very much more flushed,
had a long clay pipe in his mouth, not lighted, at which he was
solemnly sucking.

“ By Jove I” said Phil, *“I thought I was a bachelor again.
Come in, Laura—come in,”

MaclIntyre rose solemnly, holding by the table cover.

“The shoshiety of leddies is—what’sh wanted—ceevileeze the
world. Ye will obsairve—at the ’vershety of which I am—
member—Master of Arts—they always obsairved that the sho-
shiety of leddies—Phil, ye drunken deevil, whaur's my tum-
bler ¥?

Laura looked at him with amazement. The reverend gentle-
man was hopelessly drunk—as drunk as any stonemason in
Puddock’s Row. Port, followed by whisky toddy, had produced
this lamentable effect,

‘“ All right,” said Phil. He was not drunk himself; but, as
policemen say, he had been drinking. “All right, darling.
Here, old bag of evil devices, put on your hat, and try to tie
your legs in as many knots as you can on your way home.”

¢ Shir,” said the Maclntyre, putting the bowl of the pipe
into his mouth, *“ apologeeze. This is—this is—eh ?—pershnal.”

“ To-morrow,” said Phil. “Don’t be frightened, Laura.”

For his Reverence made a sudden lurch in her direction, in-
spired neither by animosity, nor yet by friendship, nor by any
amorous inclination, but solely by the toddy.

“I was shtudying—"

_‘{ tYes—-};es——»\’e know. Don’t trouble yourself to say good
night.”

Philip pushed him downstairs, and out of the door, and re-
turned.

:‘Oh, Phil, how could you?”
hq\"jglfil’fﬁi]‘le?ﬂnhgfdég it himself. I always let th'e MacIntyre

ave the e bottle. So did my father.’
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¢ But he is a clergyman.”
«My dear wife,” her husband exclaimed, “they all do if in

private life.”

CHAPTER XXIII,

Anout the same time that Philip Dormer, Lord Chesterfield,
was bringing the powers of his great mind to the alteration of
01d Style into New Style, by making our English year begin on
the first of January instead of the twenty-fifth of March, and
cheating the common people of eleven good days of the year of
grace 1752, his right trusty and well-beloved friend, my Lord
Bath, after spending ten days ab Newmarket, delivered himself
of a sentiment., His lordship was pleased to remark of his
favourite sport that “it is delightful to see two, or sometimes
more, of the most beautiful Animals of Creation straggling for
superiority, stretching every musecle and sinew to obtain the
prize and reach the goal ; to observe the skill and address of the
Riders, who are all distinguished by different colours of white,
blue, green, red, or yellow, sometimes spurring or whipping,
sometimes checking or pulling to ‘give fresh breath and courage.
And it is often observed that the Race is Won as much by the
dexterity of the Rider as the vigour and fleetness of the Animal.”
The flourishing era of the English turf dates from the time of
this memorable saying of Lord Bath’s; and it is doubtful if the
change in the calendar introduced by Lord Chesterfield has had
one tithe of the effect upon manners and society that this new
fashion set by Lord Bath of patronising horse-races all over the
country has been the means of bringing about.

Tt is still as delightful as it was in the days of the second
Charles or the second George to stand on that magnificent expanse,
Newmarket Heath, and watch, from the rising ground at the
top of the town, or from the AF. winning-post, the struggles
¢ of two or sometimes more of the most beautifol animals of
creation,” though the ¢ skill and address of the riders” are nob
always turned to the account of making the “heautiful animals”
they bestride stretch “every muscle and sinew to obtain the
prize,” as seems to have been the custom in the innocent days
Tord Bath knew. Probably, in his lordship’s time, Roping, as
an art based on scientific deductions, had not been invented,
though his description mentions “checking and pulling,” bub
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it is for the now obsolete custom of giving “ fresh breath and
courage.” What the noble author would say if he saw a field
of thirty horses facing the starter for a fifty pound Maiden
Plate, T.Y.C. (A.F.), and his distinguishing colours “of white,
blue, green, red, or yellow” complicated and modernised into
“ French gray, scarlet hoops and chevrons,” or “black, white
sleeves, Death’s Head and crossbones,” we do not care to specu-
late upon. In his time, honest races were run over four and
six mile courses ; a match was the favourite deseription of race ;
betting was not a profession ; and the Scum did not invade the
sacred precinets of the Duke of Rutland’s heath. A noble
sport was in the hands of noble men.

Now—

‘Well, this is hardly my business.

“Obsairve,” said Mr. MacIntyre, speaking to his pupil, Philip
Durnford, above a hundred years later, *the fascination of this
noble sport. You never knew a man in your life who had once
tasted the delights of the turf who did not return to them again
as soon as he had the weans. There is something about it that
no man can resist, break him as often as you like. If he has got
the money to go racing and bet, he gues racing and bets. I
knew a man who had three several fortunes, and lost them all
gambling on the turf,” Mr. MacIntyre proceeded to say ; “and,
Phil, ye'll obsairve that when he came into a fourth, he went
and did likewise with that one also.”

Like every idle young man with the command of cash, and
the slightest possible amount of egging on, Philip Durnford was
inelined to fiddle a bit at long odds. He had on some score or
so of occasions taken a long shot, backed a tip or a fancy, before
he had become the instrument in the hands of Providence of
rescuing Mr. MacIntyre from his advertising agency, But he
was not sweet upon the practice, for he had hardly ever won.
It is notorious that, at all other sorts of gambling, a man in-
variably wins at first. This is not so in wagering upon horses ;
and Philip, with the common inclination to bet, and his full
share of love for the sport, felt a little soured by his expe-
rience. Now, part of the universal scholarship of Mr. MacIntyre
was an interest in horseflesh, a knowledge of hetting, and an
experience of races. Added to this, he was an infatuated be-
liever in the well-known doubling martingale. Practising on
the credulity and ignorance of Philip, he unfolded the secrets
of this wonderful system of winning fabulous sums, as his—

14




210 MY LITTLE GIRL.

the MacTntyre's—whole and sole discovery and property. And
he represented to that willing ear that if he only had the means
of working it out, the Fuggers in the past, and the Rothschilds
in the present, might be regarded as poor men compared with
the ci-devant pedagogue.

¢ Eh, my dear young friend, it's just the mighty lever that
can make us meellionaires, an ye'll only believe it.”

And there was evidence forthcoming to support the assertion.
Racing calendars for twenty years were referred to; piles of
paper scribbled over, and two or three lead pencils consumed
over these calculations. The system stood the test of all these
years ; generations of horses passed away as Phil and his mentor
tested the lever's strength, and no run of lack was ill enough
to break it. Philip believed in it—as, after such an array of
evidence, who would not %—but he doubted MacIntyre.

¢« And do you mean to say you found this out yourself?” he
often asked.

And without either blush or smile, the old vagabond declared
that he was the great discoverer, and accordingly rolled a New-
tonian and Copernican eye on Philip, and gave himself the airg
of the Spaniard holding in his hand the key of the Incas’ gold,
or of Raleigh with El'Dorado in full view.

1, 2, 4, 8, 16, 32, 64, 128, 256, 512.

These figures were Maclntyre's ladder of fortune; and he
offered boundless wealth to needy Philip Durnford, on the
modest condition of “standing in.” He had confided his great
secret to him, and he trusted to his honour.

His pupil was convinced and fascinated. Could the favourite
lose ten times in succession? MacIntyre said no. Could a
tipster be out ten times running? Maclntyre said no. Could
Philip’s own selection be wrong ten times? Maclntyre said no.
Could any mortal thing happen ten times? Mr. MacIntyre's
calculations were there to give it the lie.

So they worked away at the books, going carefully through
the results of thousands of races. They applied their lever to
betting on billiards, boats, guns, cards, dice—anything that a
wager can be made about; and nothing could happen in the
ordinary course of things to beat them.

Philip rejoiced, for he held power, and honours, and wealth
in his hand. He was the lucky possessor of the certain method
of making a colossal fortune. He could break the ring, the
banks, the world of gamblers, He did not envy his richer
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brother now, nor any man. He only pined at the little delay
that kept him from heginning. His broker was the slowest
fellow in the world.

“The mighty lever that can make us millionaires "—he held
it in his hand ; and the fulecrum was the Newmarket July Meet-
ing, two weeks hence. He began to spend his great wealth.
He dreamed long day-dreams. He was rich, famous, generous,
too, to poor Arthur, with only three or four thousands to spend
in good years. He made up the deficit in bad ones. Arthur
was a brother, after all, and could draw on him for what he
liked. Iaura, his wife—no princess of Russia had such jewels,
His fourin-hand was the admiration of the park. His horses
were always first. If they cost their weight in gold, what did
it matter? He could pay it. He won the Derby. The most
gplendid Prince in Europe came into his box to drink cham-
pagne-cup with him, and congratulate him on his success. He
bought vast estates—the envy of the envied—DMr. Durnford,
the millionaire! He had his troubles, too. He distressed him-
self when he had bought all the land in the market—in parcels
large enough to be worth having. He had to devise schemes
for keeping his secret from the ring, or betting would be over.
He could not get all the money he wanted. His friends quar-
relled about his wealth. People watched him in the ring—
followed his lead—mobbed him.

Chéteaux in Spain, and castles in the air beyond all power of de-
seription, he built on MacIntyre’s ingenious multiplication table.

But in all his unbounded belief in the doubling martingale
there lurked a doubt. He never could eredit Mr. MacIntyre’s
statement that he was the inventor, though that canny gentle-
man stuck to his lie with characteristic hardihood. If he had
been disposed to tell the truth, he might have mentioned that
he got it from a groom at Melbourne, who in turn had got it
from a little shilling “ Guide to the Winning Post,” which had
been read no doubt by hundreds of people who had a shilling
to lay out. The author of the pamphlet, again, was indebted
to somebody before him ; and so on ad infinitum. But the
curious part of it was thab all these persons claimed the inven-
tion of the system of doubling, and imparted their information ag
something of a very secret and confidential nature. In this way,
Philip Durnford received it from Mr. MacIntyre. He gave a
solemn promise not to tell it to anyhody, but to go to work ag
speedily as possible to make his own and his mentor’s fortune,

142
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MacIntyre had received the precious talisman as a secret. He
believed that few people knew of it, that those who did must
grow rich by working this most productive vein. He honestly
believed in his system, and gave it to Philip as a chart to guide
him over the shoals and quicksands in the sea of turf enter-
prise to the land of gold on the other side. He had carefully
worked ont—always on paper, though—every known method of
winning money by gambling, he had seen generations of backers
and hettors go, from a late noble marquis with a capital of a
quarter of a million, to ¢ Ready-money Riley” and his lucky
fivepound mnote. Before Mr. Maclntyre's eyes all had gone
the same way. It was only a question of time. Their ruin the
philosopher attributed to want of system ; and among all the
systems, his own was the best. He had waded through all the
¢ Racing Calendars” from 1773 to date, had applied his system
to every race for a period of ninety odd years, and on paper he
had never broken down, and was the winner of many millions,
He showed his figures to Philip, and completely satisfied him.
But Philip, being a genius, went to work to improve it ; and he
tried, on paper, all sorts of little modifications of his secret method
of breaking the ring. Not to go into petty details, he broke the
ring in half a dozen different ways, and became Creesus six
times over. The leaves of his pocket-books were scribbled over
with a thousand repetitions and combinations of the same series
of figures ; and he argued with himself that he was not going to
gamble—it was merely speenlation,

“The mathemateecian, De Morgan,” said Mr. MacIntyre,
“ remarks that a gambler ceases to be such when he makes his
stakes bear a proportion to his capital, and takes no hazards that
are unduly against him.”

And Philip Durnford’s capital left him a large reserve, over
and above his working money, for contingencies that might
arise. So he started with a light heart on his course of specula-
tion. For a few days all went well. A fortnight brought a
change, and showed him that paper and practice are two mightily
different things, and that his system could not he worked out,
if he had had the pluck to do it. Half his money was gone in
following his system. The other half was punted away in in-
discriminate wagering on any tip that might turn up tramps.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

CracuN & son secreb. Philip had his, and he kept it well.
Every young fool who airs his inexperience on the turf—and,
for that matter, every old one—has his own way of breaking
the ring. How many of these ingenious devices are the same,
fate knows and bookmakers may guess perhaps, The infatuated
themselves guard their secrets more closely than their honour ;
and the system, method, modus, martingale—call the thing by
what name you will—is never spoken of by the lucky possessors.
They are careful over each operation, for fear some inkling of
their royal road to fortune should be discovered ; jealous, lest on
turning over the leaves of their books some eye, looking over
their shoulder, should see their game. Once out, they think, the
mischief is done. Everybody will do as they do; winning will
be a certainty ; and in a trice there will be no ring for them to
break. The motive is selfish, but easily understood ; for is not
the world we live in selfish, and the least disinterested corner of
it a betting-ring? Granted a system thal makes winning cer-
tain, and that it is gemerally known, and there is the end of
betting ; and with it your own particular chance of becoming
richer than the Rothschilds. No wonder, then, that when you
have the magic talisman in your pocket you keep it there,
jealously buttoned up. That thousands of men have carried
such a talisman for turning all they touched to gold, that thou-
sands of men have reduced winning on the turf to a certainty—
on paper—are matters of common knowledge. That theory is
one thing and practice another—in a word, thab the systems
do not work to the satisfaction of the owners, it is sufficient to
call attention to the fact that there are as few Rofhschilds
among us as of old ; or to the pockets of the greasy ring-men,
still stuffed as full as ever with Bank of England notes. The
common fate of methods based on paper calculations had be-
fallen the martingale which Mr. Philip Durnford had hugged to
his heart for half a season. Oswing its existence, as Philip be-
lieved, to the original intellect of Mr. MacIntyre, modified and
perfected by his own hand, he felt as certain of the great re-
sults to be obtained from working it out as he did that the Bank
would ¢hange its notes for gold on demand. With his hat jauntily
set on his head, a flower in his coat, and the blue satin note-case
Laurahad quilted forhim with her fair fingersin his pocket, crammed
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with bank-notes, he had paid his guinea, and plunged proudly and
defiantly into the Babel of the ring at the Newmarket July.
Here he was, at the beginning of November, driving down to
Kingdon rices in a hansom : alone with his thoughts, which
were far from pleasant, with his betting-book to remind him of
past mistakes and misfortunes, and all the money he had in the
world in the inside pocket of his waistcoat—that pocket which
was to be found in all his waistcoats, secret and secure, in which
he had meant to carry away the spoils he wrested from the ring.
Down on his luck, and as nearly desperate as a gambler can
be who has one throw left, there was this chance for him still—
the two hundred pounds he had about him: one month of
racing. In that month, with luck, he might turn the two hun-
dred into thousands. Without luck —well, it hardly mattered.
The method had long since heen cast aside. He made his
bets now withont reference to it. He had followed the phantom
Chance through seven losing weeks, They had fuined him.
There is nothing demoralizes the gambler like a long tide of ill-
luck. His judgment leaves him. He can no longer thread the
mazes of public form, or make clever guesses at the effect of
weights in handicaps. He makes this wager and that, for no
reason bub that a feather turns the scale. In his mind, the
strongest reason why a horse should lose is that it carries his
money. He never hacks the right tip; and the only consola-
tion he has is to quarrel with luck, and call it hard names.
These had been Philip Durnford’s experiences of the “ glorious
uncertainty of the turf” for seven miserable weeks of the worsh
season for backers the oldest turfite could- remember, TUn-
dreamt-of outsiders were always coming in first, till the very
ring-men avowed that they were tired of winning. ~The slaughter
had been great, and the eomplaints of default were loud and
deep. Doncaster had punished some, the first and second weeks
at Newmarket had settled others. This noble lord’s and that
honourable gentleman’s accounts were absent from Tattersall’s on
settling-day. Baclers could not stand against such luck, it was
said in excuse. There was a pretty general stampede for the
Levant among the shaky division. But Philip’s little account
had always been fortheoming till after the Newmarket Houghton.
He had taken his shovel, and dug away manfully at his little heap
of sovereigns, and paid his debts every week to time ; but that last
week in Cambridgeshire was a facer. It had settled him. ‘When
he added up his book after the first day of the meeting, he knew
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he had wagered and lost more than he could pay if he sold the
coat off his back. Then he smiled the bitter smile of defeat,
and, in the language of the sport, “went for the gloves "—that
is, he had five days’ good hard gambling, well knowing that if
the Tesult of the week’s work was against him he could not
settle. So, being desperate, he was foolish, and betted in
amounts three times heavier than he was in the habit of doing.

% Ma boy, take ma word, the captain'sh going for the glovesh,”
gaid a discreet Hebrew, placing his dirty jewelled paw on the
shoulder of another of his tribe. “I don’t bet mo more with
him. I'm full agen anythink at all.”

“Vy, Nathan, vy? Misther Vilkins settled for him all right
last veek.”

Il tell you vy, Jacob, ma boy. Ven I see a young feller
as alvays used to be satisfied vith havin’ a pony or fifty on the
favourite for a sellin’ race a bettin’ in hunderds all of a sud-
ding, I know vat it means. Look, there’s Nosey Smith a layin’
him two centuries against Bella, Not for me, that's all. DMark
me, now, he’ll go. And nobody knows nothink about him.
T've looked in the peerage : there isn’t no Durnford in it as T can
find. They’ll book anythink to anybody now, bless me if they
von't! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whe'll back anythink? Any
pricesh agen some o’ these runmers! Full, Captain Durnford,
sir, agen all the fav'rits.”

For Philip had not done with Bella yet, and asked her price
of Mr. Nathan Morris, diamond merchant, of Bishopsgate Street
‘Without, money-lender and leg in any part of the world he
might happen to be in.

And Mr. Morris was right. Philip was betting all to no-
thing, for if he lost he would not pay; and he laughed as he
pencilled down the name of Bella till two openings of his book
were filled with it. Then there was the fun of watching the
race, and seeing Bella struggle past the post.

“ Of course,” thought Philip ; * beaten by a head just on the
post, by what I always thought was the worst animal in
training.”

Then he rode off to while away a few minutes with luncheon
—partridge pie, washed down with champagne—coming into
the ring again with a smile on his face, and filling more pages
of his book with the name of another loser.

He had no money, but he had credit; and eredit is a very
wonderful thing, It isthe only substitute for wealth. To borrow
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a quotation from Defoe—*Credit makes the soldier fight
without pay, the armies march without provisions, and it makes
the tradesman keep open shop without stock. The force of
credit is not to be described by words. It is an impregnable
fortification either for a nation or for a single man in business,
and he that has credit is invulnerable, whether he has money
or no.” .And there is nowhere in the world where credit will
do more, or where there is more of it to be had, than in the
betting ring. It enabled Philip to “keep open shop without
goods” till the next settling day.

That day came, and Mr. Durnford’s account was absent from
the clubs. His name was mentioned pretty often in the course
of that Monday afternoon. He was wanted very badly. Then
people began to wonder who he was, what he was, why they
had booked bets to him. Well they nfight wonder. This ten-
dency to trust every man who has paid ready money with his
bets for one month at most is one of the most remarkable things
about a professional layer. Very often he does not know the
address of his debtor, or even that the name he bets in is the
one he commonly makes use of. The layer must pay every
week, or his living is gone. The profession is propped up by
this solifary kind of honesty. The bookmaker always pays;
but the backer may retire at any moment, as Philip did after
going for his gloves without getting them,

The ring-men used some very bad language when the next
Monday atter his default came, and there was no news of him,
Nohody had seen him “about” that week either. One little
man had drawn a fiver of him in the street, having met him
casually in Chancery Lane. This speculator took a hopeful view
of things, and thought all would be right. You see he was ont
of the mire. The others swore, and said they should be careful
in future whom they trusted, &ec.; but they had often said so
before, and it only wanted a young adventurer to pay up regu-
larly for three or four weeks, to be able to do with them exactly
what Philip Durnford had done.

‘When the fatal week was over, and he came to reckon up the
cost of his recklessness, he wished he had never done it. But
it was too late. Ie was neither more nor less than a welsher
So men would say, he knew, Aud he had still left some of the
feelings of a man of honour. So, for a day or two, he shub
himself up at home—moody, very irritable, and very wretched,
but safe. He blessed his stars that only one of the pack of
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ravening wolves knew his private address. If he had had the
means he would have paid that man, under promise that he
would not tell his whereabouts to the rest.

When, after a day or two had passed, he ventured out, he
expected every moment to be stopped, or to meet some emissary
from the ring—to be insulted, jeered, hooted at, as a thief and a
welsher. But he was safe enough: the ring-men were plying
their busy trade a hundred miles from where he stood. So he
got over his fear, and showed his face pretty much as of old.
Then came the chance of refrieving all. Kingdon clashed with
a popular Midland meeting. Not three of the bigger men who
wanted him would be there. He would go; but keep out of the
ring, and bet in ready money. They could not stop him from doing
that ; and he had been very lucky at Kingdon in the summer.

His hansom drove along the muddy road at a good speed,
for he had covenanted to pay the driver “racing price” for the
day’s job. They passed the last straggling rows of suburban
houses and got into the open country of the “way down
Harrow-way,” halting at all the recognised hostelries on the
road. ¢ Half-way houses” the driver called them, where he
could just rinse the horse’s mouth, and—what was equally
necessary—his own. Philip drew his Dutch courage from a
private fountain of inspiration in his breast pocket. An un-
pleasant fear of recognition kept him in his seat ; but the honest
cabman spent his fare’s small silver for the good of the house at
every port they put in at. And it is almost superfluous to add
they touched at all they passed, or that to the sturdy sons of
Britain this is more than half the pleasure of a day in the
country. As Philip furtively peeped out through the oval side
windows of his cab, he saw nothing to alarm him. He was re-
cognised, too, by a few friends, and by some of the small fry of
the professionals. These people, it was plain, had not heard of
his little mishap. It gave him courage to go into the ring when
he got to the course. He paid his six shillings at the gate, not
with the air of the expatriated wreich he was, but more like his
former self—the loving patron of a noble sport. He was early
in the field. The ring was thin, He mounted the wooden steps
of the Grand Stand, and hid himself sately away in the farthest
corner of the top shelf. From this eminence he watched and
waited—drank in the undulating landscape with his gaze, or
scanned the faces of the ring below through his glass. The
clearing bell sounded ; the numbers of the runners were hoisted
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on the board—he ticked them off on his card ; the riders’ names
were added to the numbers; the saddling bell rang ; the horses
streamed vat of the enclosure ; the roar of the odds began in
the ring aown below. He pricked his ears, as the war-lorse at the
smell of powder, or the veteran hunter at the torgue of the
hounds, and forgot his luck as he strained his ear to catch, in
the roar of the Babel, a notion of what it was they were making
favourite, and how the market was going.

“ How do they bet ?” he asked, as one after another pushed
up the steps to where he stood.

He was satisfied the worst favourite could win at the weights,
if it was only trying. To assure himself of this, he edged and
dodged his way through the ring out to the lists. Not a hun-
gry creditor to be seen: only the small scoundrels who infest
the metropolitan gatherings were assisting at Kingdon, The
big rascals were away, a hundred and twenty miles off, in the
Midlands.

He had begun to feel safe, and confident in his judgment,
when he saw some well-known sharps putting down the money
in small sums at the lists on his own selection.

“8he’ll win,” he said, with an excited chuckle, as he pressed
forward in the crowd with as springy a step as the mud round
the boxes permitted.

“ Good goods—the old mare is,” he heard an ex-champion of
England whisper in the ear of a sporting publican.

“ Going straight ¥’ inquired the contidant, putting his dirty
hand hefore his greasy mouth. ¢ Party got the picces on ?”

‘““ Hold yer jaw. ’Er ’ead’s loose—that's enougb for you ; be
quick and back her, before it’s blown on.”

Philip profited by what he had overheard, rushed to the
nearest list, wrenched a crumpled fiver from his inside pocket,
and reached up to the man in the box.

“ Corinthian Sal !”

The fist of the burly ruffian seized his note, squeezed it up
and shoved it into his bag, calling to his clerk behind—

“Fifty to five—Corinthian Sal.”

“ Right "

“ Here’s your ticket.”

Philip took it, and in trying to get away from the list-man's
stand he was met by a hurrying crowd. There was a rush from
the ring to back the good thing, outside. But the men who
wanted to do it were well known. In an instant the pencil was
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mun through the “10” before the name of Corinthian Sal on
all the lists in the gambling thoroughfare.

In vain the excited regiment from the ring plunged through
the mud and mire, proffering their money to the list-keepers.
They were answered everywhere, “ Done with.” The secret
was out. The little Selling Plate was squared for the seven-
year-old daughter of Corinthian Tom.

“ Another ramp! And I've just laid fifty to five agen her,”
groaned the man Philip had bef with.

 Ain't they hot on these selling races ¥’

“ He's a hot member as I've laid it to. These swells don’t
come outside unless they know something.”

‘When Philip managed to get back to his old stand, he met
with a friend or two who wanted to hear * what he had
done,” and whether he *knew anything;” and he had the
pleasure of telling them he was “in the know,” appearing
to be much wiser than he really was, and letting them think he
had backed the mare for a good stake.

When he saw her canter past the post, hands down, an casy
winner, he inwardly cursed his luck at having won when, com-
paratively speaking, he had *nothing on.”

“Just my luck,” he said, as he pocketed the fifty-five pounds
he had drawn ; “but let us hope it has taken a turn.”

He patronised the refreshment booth, drinking some cham-
pagne with his friends; and then turned his attention to the
next event, reduced to a match, as only two of the seven horses
entered came to the post. The talent were some time in making
a favourite. It was even betting between the two weedy screws
that cantered down to the starting-post. Philip, thinking it
prudent to keep for the present out of the ring, for fear of any
little contretemps that might arise from meeting somebody who
wanted him, went out to the lists, and at last betted the fifty
pounds he had won, in several small bets, posting the money.
He backed the favourite, laying fifty to forty on it—and lost.

Is it necessary that I should ask my reader to follow the for-
tunes of Philip through the two days’ racing at Kingdon? To him
who is initiated in the mysteries of the turf my narrative will be in-
telligible, but probably uninteresting, for it is a tale he knows by
heart. To the uninitiated this chapter must be to a great extent
unintelligible, therefore uninteresting. But the exigencies of my
history—as will be seen from what is to follow—sesm to demand
that 1 should give a brief outline of Philip Durnford’s doings
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on this last appearance of his in the charmed circle devoted to
the interests of dishonesty and dirt. Apologising, let me com-
ply with the necessity, offering only, as some sort of excuse, the
plea that I draw from the life.

After losing the fifty pounds he had won, Philip had still his
little capital in his pocket intact. Three succeeding races re-
lieved him of three-fourths of it

“ What forsaken luck !” he laughed, bitterly, being desperate.
“ Fifty left ! One more flutter, 1 suppose, and then——"

¢ Hallo, old Durnford !” a friendly voice sounded in his ear,
“Well, how are they using you, old man—eh? I have just
landed again.”

“I should say I had the devil's own luck,” replied Philip,
“except for the curious fact that fellows say that indiscriminately
of the best luck and the worst.”

“Well, we'll say you have the devil's worst luck, then.”

They chatted till the numbers of the next race were run up.

“The good thing of the day,” eried Philip’s friend. I know
three or four of the clever division that have come down on pur-
pose to back this. It was backed down to level money this
morning in town.”

 We shall get no price about it,” said Philip.

¢ I'll see what they offer. Shall I do anything for you *

Philip hesitated—only for a moment.

S Yo

“I'm going to put the money down upon it, I can tell you.”

¢ Putb on a century for me.”

Then he stole out to the lists and emptied his pockets. The
odds he took against Triumpher were six to four. With the
hundred his friend had put on by this time, he stood to win
nearly two hundred pounds. 'With a beating heart he made for his
place of vantage on the top of the wooden steps. As he ran in
at the ring-gate he was stopped by a man who had often seen
him bet, but with whom he had no dealings before.

* What do you want to do, Captain Durnford ¢ Let me have
a bet with you this time—come,”

“ Triumpher #” said Philip, raising his eye-brows in a careless
way, and chewing the end of his pencil.

“ Fifty to forty, sir.”

“No.” And he made a move to go on, feeling sure the odds
would be extended.

¢ Bixty to forty, sir?”
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“ Not good enough.”

“ Here, I won'’t be be't by you,” cried another ring-man, “ I'll
lay the gentleman eighty-five to seventy.”

¢ All right,” said Philip.

¢ Twice, sir ¥’

¢ Twice.”

As he asked the man’s name and wrote it down in his hook,
there was a general hoarse laugh among the bookmakers, for they
saw intuitively what he had failed to see—namely, that he had
refused six tofour and taken a fraction over four to three and a half,
But the laugh, when Philip had left them, was turned in quite
the opposite direction, when an acquaintance called out to the
man who had done the clever trick—

“So help me, you've gone and done it, you have I

¢ Ha, ha |” laughed the layer.

“The Cap’n ain’t paid for a fortni’t. Now !”

The “ Ha, ha /” now became “ Qh-h, oh-h I”

“T’1l off the bet. Where is he 7’

But Philip had altered his mind and was gone right away across
the running track to the other side, opposite the stand. He was
sitting out—dangling his legs over the white railing, and looking
at his muddy boots. Oh, the exquisite pleasure of seeing the
flag drop—the runners go down into the dip—come sweeping up
the hill !

Ruined or made ! His heart sank.

“ Curse the boy ! why does he not bring the horse out of the
ruck? He's shut in.”

Hope at zero. Ruined.

“ No, by Jove, he’s got him out ! He's done it ! Hur»ray-y-y 1

Up went his Lat, high in the air.

“Triumpher I”

Yes, the judge sends up “No. 21,” and Phil drove home
nearly happy, with a mind full of resolutions to win on the
morrow.

‘Wednesday morning broke in happy uncertainty as to whether
to be wet or fine. But by twelve o’clock in the day the rain
fell fast. But nothing short of the crack of doom—hard
frost excepted—mwill Stop a race-meeting, All the difference
the weather apparently made to Philip was that, instead of
spendu_:go two sovereigns in going down by road, he spent
two shillings in going to Kingdon by rail, Wrapped in his
mackintosh from head to foot, he felt in better heart than on
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the day before, and all went on well till he wag recognised on
the road and insulted by one of his forty-seven creditors fop
debts of homnour.

“ Well, what will gou do 7’ asked Philip, angrily.

“You show your face in the ring, and you'll see what I'll do,
Call yourself a gentleman—I call you a welsher.”

He shouted the last word, and as there were a lot of people
about Philip rushed for a fly, and swore at the man for not
driving on in a moment. He did not pay for admission to the
ring. He knew the man would keep his word, so he played the
undignified part of an outsider, and was, besides, in constant
dread of being hooted by his enemy. There is no charge easier
to bring, or more difficult to rebut, than the charge of “ welshing”
on a ravecourse, and the mob has a nasty habit of hunting
the victim half-naked into the nearest pond, and hearing the
evidence some other day. This unpleasant practice made the
young man careful whom he met. Altogether things were un-
pleasant. There were seven races on the wet card, They were
run in a pouring rain. There was no trusting to form, for
the horses could not act in the wet, and all caleulations were up-
set. Of the first four races on the card, Philip won two and
lost two. Then he sat out and looked on once without a bet—
sad, weary, and dripping,

On his fancy for the last two races he staked all the money
he had in the world—and lost it.

“ Well, old fellow,” said an acquaintance whom he met on the
platform at King's Cross, seizing him by the shoulders and giving
him a friendly shake, “if you’ve been backing horses in red mud
you've come off a winner and no mistake—you've got plenty of
it sticking about you. What a day it has been I

Philip muttered “Damnable,” in an undertone, and getting
into a cab directed the man to drive him home. As they left
the station yard, he put his hand into his pocket and pulled out
the only coins he had left, They were just enough to pay his
fare,

CHAPTER XXV,

SouE of my readers—T am writing for both worlds—have very
likely been hanged. They will remember that on the morning
of the day for which this unpleasant operation—surrounded by
every thing most likely fo increase the unayoidable discomforf—
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was fixed, they slept sweetly and soundly, awaking early in the
morning with dreams of childhood’s innocence. ‘This was the
case with Philip on the morning after all this disaster had fallen
upon him. He awoke at twelve from a dream of perfect peace
and happiness—awoke smiling and at rest. Suddenly, the
thought of all his misery fell upon him, and he started up wide
awake and wretched. He could not lie any longer, but got up,
dressing hurriedly and nervously. All, everything, gone : more
than all. Dishonour before him and ruin already upon him.
In this evil plight, what to do? He thought of Arthur ; bub
he could not bear to go and tell him, his younger brother, the
story of his ruin. And then he looked back, and saw with what
fatal folly he had gone deeper and deeper, hoping against hope,
living in the fool’s paradise of a gambler.

Te went downstairs, and found Laura, fresh and bright, read-
ing quietly in the window. She looked up, rang the bell, and
sat down again. No word of welcome for him, none of re-
proach ; for, as her husband grew colder, the young wife re-
treated more and more within herself, Laura’s face has changed
in the last three months. The old look has passed away, and
another has taken its place. It is a sad expression, an expres-
sion of thought and reflection, that sits upon her face. She has
found out her great and terrible fault. Detween herself and
Philip there is nothing in common ; and she trembles, thinking
of the future that lies before, and a life spent as these last three
months have been. For she has no friends, no visitors, no ac-
quaintance. No one but Philip and Mr. MaeIntyre ever speaks
to her. She is alone in the world. And yet she knows in her
heart, that there is one friend to whom she may go, with whom
she will find forgiveness. Of that she is certain. Philip’s
breakfast was brought up. He sat down, exasperated with him-
self, with his wife because she took no notice of him, with
everything, He poured out a cup of tea, and looked at it.
Then he broke into a fit of irrepressible wrath.

¢ Damn it all,” he said, “ the tea is cold.”

His wife looked at him in surprise. It was the first time he
had ever lost his temper before her.

“Philip! Why, it is just made.”

To prove his words, he tasted it, and scalded his lips. Then
he pushed the tray back, swearing again, Lawra watched him
with astonishment,

# I will have no tea and trash, Give me some brandy.”
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“Not in the morning. Philip, you are very strange. Arg
you ill ¥

He went to the cellaret and helped himself, saying nothing,

Just then the maid came, bearing a small blue paper—a mis-
sive from the butcher, 5

“ Philip, give me four pounds, please. The man wants his
money.”

“1 have no money.”

“ Mary, tell the butcher to eall again to-morrow,” Laura said,
flushing with shame. * What js the meaning of this, Philip ¢

¢ Nothing. If there were, you would not care—you would
not understand. Do you care anything at all for what concerns
me? Have your ever cared ?”

“ At least, I may know if it is anything in which I can
help.”

“You cannot help. You can only make things worse. If
you loved me, you might. But, there, what is the use of
talking ¥

She was looking quite coldly in his face. Love ?—of course
she had never loved him. But why—why did not conscience,
who so often slumbers when she ought to be awake and at work
—why did not conscience remind him then, even then, of all the
girl had given to him, and all of which he had robbed her?
He might have remembered her sweet and innocent trust ;
the confidence which came from perfect purity of soul ; the
nights when he had awakened, her head upon his breast, his
arms round her neck, to listen to her sweet breath rise and fall,
to catch the murmur of her dreams, and, for very shame's sake,
he might have thought of the friend from whom he had torn
her—the disgraceful lies and deceits with which he had sur-
rounded her. But he thought of none of these things. He
thought only that, at all risks and hazards, this at least must be
put an end to,

“ What is it, Philip ?” she asked, with frightened eyes.

“I have been thinking,” he said, looking on the carpet, and
lighting a cigar with trembling fingers, ¢ for some time, that we
should come to an understanding,”

“ What about ?”

¢ About everything—our marriage especially.”

I believe that when he got up that morning nothing was
farther from his thoughts than this villany, But a drowning
man catches at a straw ; and the ruined man saw that by get
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ting rid of Laura he should at least be free to act. The power
of impecuniosity to make men do vile and abominable things
has never been properly stated by poet or novelist. _In the
Lord’s Prayer, after the petitions for bread and forgiveness,
comes the equally important one that we may not be led into
temptation—amongst other things, by an empty purse.

Laura suspected nothing, understood nothing. y

1 told you two months ago, Laura, that perhaps you might,
some time or other, make another attempt to recover Mr. Venn's
friendship. I think the time has come.” ;

%1 may write to him, Philip? You mean it ?—you really
mean it ¥’

«] think I would not write to him, if I were you, because
you might mislead him on one or two important points: I think

ou had better go and see him.”

“Mislead him? How am I to mislead him ” g

He looked up and met the clear, deep eyes of his wife, and
his own fell. His voice grew husky.

“ When you met me—that is, when I took you to the lodgings
of the man in Keppel Street—"

“ Where we were married ¥’

¢ Where, Laura—there is no use hiding things any longer—
where the man pretended to marry us.”

She looked full at him, unable to take in, all at once, the
whole force of his words.

Philip, the fatal shot once fired, felt emboldened to proceed.
But he was very pale.

¢ MacIntyre was not a properly qualified clergyman, He had
no power to marry us. He says he is a clergyman of the Scotch
Church. If that is any consolation to you, believe it. The man
is an accomplished liar; but he may sometimes speak the truth.
We are no more married, Laura, than if we had never met.”

“You knew this all along, Mr. Durnford ¥’

“ All along. I should have married you regularly, becanse I
was so infatuated with your beauty ; but you insisted on being
married on that particular Wednesday or no other. It was not
altogether my fault. I thought perhaps—"

“ Yes,” said Laura, sitting down.

Neither spoke fora space. . The cigar went out between Philip's
lips, and these trembled and shook, His face was white, with a
look of terror: a man might have it when he suddenly realises
that all the nobleness has gone out of him.

15
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Presently he moved forward a step. She started back, ery-
m —_—

2 Don’t touch me—don’t come near me !”

“Taura, in spite of your coldness—though you have never
loved me as I once loved you—I should have kept this secret,
but for one thing. I am utterly ruined. I not only have no
money, but I owe hundreds of pounds more than I can pay,and
I shall be a dishonoured man. I must leave the country if I
cannot raise the money. We must part.”

“Yes,” said the girl, “we must part. Why did we ever
meet? By what cruel mockery of fate did you ever cross my
path? Part! Man, if you were to touch me, if I were to feel
your breath upon me, I should die. You, who for five months
have lived with this shameful lie upon your conscience—you
who called yourself a gentleman—you who mocked at the poor
man’s sins and sufferings—you ! Is every gentleman like this #”

He did not answer, looking down upon the hearth-rug. Thers
were, then, some remains of shame upon him.

Laura poured out a glass of water and drank if. Then she
took off her wedding ring, kissed it, and laid it gently on the
table.

“ Holy symbol,” she said, “I must not wear you any longer.
Why did you find me out to ruin me, Mr. Philip Durnford ?
Are there not enough poor women crying in the world, but you
must bring sorrow and shame to another? And—and—oh,
God ! is heaven so full that there is no room in it for me?”

Then she turned upon him like a tigress, so that he shrank
back and cowered.

“ You, for whom I prayed night and morning. You, that I
thought all nobleness and honour; so that 1 laid bare all the
secrets of my soul to you, and told everything that was in my
heart ! I am ashamed when I think that I have so talked with
you. I am more ashamed of this than of anything. And, oh!
what will Mr. Venn say when I go back to him, and tell him
all the shameful story? How shall T tell it him—how shall I
tellit him? Philip Durnford, keep out of his way, and tell thaf
other man, your accomplice, to keep out of his way and hide
himself, or it may be worse for him. I don’t want any punish-
ment to fall on you—except, I suppose, God does sometimes
make wicked people feel their wickedness. DBub nothing can
make their victims again as they have been. When your turn
comes, Philip, when you go from bad to worse—when you find
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yourself at last upon your death-bed, with #his behind you, you
will think of me—you will think of me.”

Philip was a little recovered by this time.

% Of course,” hesaid, lightly, I expected a little unpleasant-
ness ab first, You will see, when we get older, that I could not
ack otherwise.”

“ As a gentleman—no.”

¢ I will not be irritated,” he went on, being now as calm as if
he were doing a virtuous action—¢“ I will not ke irritated. The
sale of this furniture——"

“ Thank you—you are thoughtful.”

Then she left him, and went to her own room, where she
locked the door and threw herself upon the bed.

Philip, left alone, wiped his forehead and breathed more freely.
One source of expense was gone, at any rate. There was com-
fort in that thought—a ray of sunshine in the tempest of his
mind. As for what might be said or thought of him, he was pro-
foundly indifferent. Only it occurred to him that the news
might have been broken in a different manner, less abruptly,
through a third person, by letter. However, it was dons, and
nothing could undo it. Misfortune to some men is a kind of
Ithuriel's spear: it reveals the real nature of a man—

¢ No falsehood can-endure
Touch of celestial temper, but returns
Of force to his own likeness,”

Then the brave man becomes a coward, the large-hearted man
mean, the godly man ungodly, the virtuous man vicious, the
noble a lache. The women of the family generally have the
best opportunities of finding out the truth ; but they cover it
up, hide i, and go about flaunting their colours of loyalty to the
great and good man whom all the world admires ; and, after the
first agony of shame, fall into that cynicism which sits so ill on
woman’s nature. As for the men, I think their thoughts may
arrange themselves in the form of a Collect, a prayer for every
morning of the year, as thus: “Lord, the helper of sinners as
well as of saints, let not the smugness of our reputation ever de-
crease ; but replenish us, above all things, with the bulwarks of
wealth and honour, so that the virtues with which we are
credited may never be called into exercise.” And there are
some—Philip Durnford was one—who deliberately believe
themselves to be chivalrous, delicately honourable, brave, manly,
15—2
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and great ; though all the time every thought and every action
might go to prove the contrary. The mirror in which men
see themselves—what we call conscience—is distorted ; and
while the real man performs dutiés and absurdities in folly and
sin, the mirzor shows another Sir Galahad, marching, with lofty
crest, along the narrow path of honour, while in the sunshine
glow the battlements which guard the Holy Grail.

Such was Philip in his mirror.  All of a sudden, when Laura
left him, there was an instant flash of lightning in his soul, which
showed him a thing he was never to forget, the real crea-
ture he was. No Sir Galahad, but a mopping and mowing antic,
crawling ignobly down the slope of Avernus. He started to his
feet, and stood for a moment staring into space. Then he seized
the brandy bottle, and drank a wine-glassful ; and behold Sir
Galahad again l—only with a sort of blurr and haze around his
noble form, evermore to grow more blurred as the memory of
this guilt eats into his soul. Perhaps this illusory image will
some day be wholly gone, and his real self be seen with clearer
eyes. Then may he cry aloud to be delivered from the body of
this death, and God's punishment be upon him—the punish-
ment of forgiveness. Is there no punishment in repentance and
self-abasement ?  Cannot revenge itself be satisfied when the
sinner is prostrate, crying, from shame and remorse, “ Loxd, I
have sinned—1 have sinned ¥’

Taura, in her bed-room, sat silent for a while, trying to think,
Then she fell on her knees and tried to pray; but no words
came. Only as she knelt a thonght came across her soul, which
was, perhaps, the answer to her prayer. Kor she arose swiftly,
and began to undress herself. Everything she had on she tore
off and threw from her, as if it had been a shirt of Nessus.
Her earings, her jewels, the cross round her neck, she laid on
the table ; and put with them her watch and chain, all her little
trinkets—all but a single little cross with a black ribbon, which
she laid aside, for Mr. Venn had given it to her. And then she
opened all her drawers, took out the contents—the trousseau that
Philip had given her—piled them all in a heap, and trampled
on them with her bare little feet. And then, out of the lowest
division, she took the dress she had worn when she was married:
all that she had on that day was lying folded together, even to
the stockings and the little boots. She put them on hurriedly :
the dress of blue merino stuff ; the little hat with an ostrich
feather, Mr, Venn's last gift ; the ivory cross and the locket he
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had given her, the brown cloth jacket, the belt with the great
steel buckle, and the new pair of gloves—the last she had re-
ceived from him. In the pocket of her dress was her purse, and
in it two pounds—Mr. Venn's two pounds,

Then she took her jewel-case, placed in it all the things that
Phiiip had given her, and descended the stairs. He was sitting
there, just as she had left him half an hour before : her hand-
some husband, her knight, and lord, and king. He for whom
she had left the noblest of friends, to cleave to him. All the
nobleness was gone out of his face. As she looked on him,
she wondered where it had been ; and she pitied him—yes, she
pitied him— for his baseness.

He looked up, and made a motion with his lips as if he would
speak ; but no words came. She placed the jewel-case on the
table gently.

“You will find my dresses upstairs, Mr. Durnford. You can
gell them for something, I dare say. I am come to return you
your other presents. There is the watch you gave me at Vieux-
camp, with a pretty speech abouf its lasting as long as your
love—you remember i, I dare say. Here is the chain. You
said that love’s fetters were all golden. It was a very prefty
thing to say, was it not? Here are the bracelets, and all the
rest. They will do for your next victim.

“ After the next mock marriage, try to undeceive the victim a
little less suddenly and harshly. Let her know it in some way
a little different to this.

“I wish you had died first, Philip. T wish you were lying
dead at my feet, and that I were crying over your dead body,
believing you to be good and true. Now there is nothing to
lament. But how much worse for both of wus! The last
memory I shall carry away with me is of a coward and a liar,
A gentleman ! Look in the glass at your own face.”

It was now, though she did not know this, the face of a negro,
with protruding lips, lowering eyebrows, and black cheeks,

“ Have you more to say ¥’ asked Philip, hoarsely.

“Igoas I came,” she said. # Whatever I brought with me I
take away, but nothing move. Stay, this is my own penknife.”

She took a little white-handled thing from the inkstand, and
put it into her pocket. It was the slightest action in the world,
but it wrung Philip’s heart as nothing yet had wrung it.

“ Now there is nothing left to remind you of me,” she said,
“Mr. Venn will help me. I go back to him.”
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He did not speak.

¢« Farewell, Philip.”

She turned to go. As she touched the handle of the door,
her husband fell forward on his knees before her, and caught her
by the haud, with tears and sobs,

% Taura, Laura " he eried, ¢ forgive me. All shall be ag it
was. We will be married again. Forgive me, Laura, I am
mad this morning. Only stay.”

But she slipped from him, and was gone.

After all, the memory of her husband was not altogether that
of the hardened wretch she might have thought him.

CHAPTER XXVI.

Aot two ocloclt Mr. MacIntyre called upon his patron, and
Tound him in a state of mental irritation which indicated the
necessity of prudence and tact. He was sitting where Laura
had left him, glowering over the fire—her bracelets and trinkets
on the table; and the black cloud upon his face, with this dis-
order, was quite sufficient to teach the student of human nature
that something had happened. A curious phrase this—if we
may be allowed a digression. It surely indicates a strong belief
jn the malignity of fate, when the phrase, “something has hap-
pened,” means misfortune ; as if nothing was ever given unex-
pectedly except kicks and buffets. So far as my own experience
goes, the voice of the people is right.

Mr, MacIntyre assumed an expression designed to illustrate
the profound sympathy working in his breast, took off his hat,
and sat down in silence.

« What's the matter, Phil ¢ after a pause.

Philip made an impatient gesture,

¢ Mrys. Durnford——"

«Tamnation I cried Philip, starting to his feet, and walking
backwards aud forwards.

Mr. MacIntyre was silent. Presently, preserving the same
sympathetic look, he rose, and moving softly—after the manner
of one who respects trouble—he proceeded to the well-known
cellaret, whence he drew a decanter of sheiry. Helping himself
to a glass, he drank it off with a deep sigh. Then he shook his
head solemnly, and offered the decanter to Philip.

«Drink 1” he cried. “It’s all you think of. Is there a
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misfortune in the world that you would not try to cure with
drink ¥’

« None,” said MacIntyre—* I think there is none. Drink
makes a man forget everything. But what is it, Philip? What
has happened %’ . :

“Why have you not been near me for a week ¥’ ;

« Because I have been busy about my own affairs. 'What
has happened, then 7’

« T have been losing about as fast as & man could lose for
geven or eight weeks—"

“Eh, man! luck will—"

«T have no luck but the devil's, I suppose. Listen: you
blew the spark into a flame—you and your wonderful secret
were at the beginning of it. ¢The mighty lever that can malke
us meellionaires.” You recollect 2’

“T can't but say I do.”

« Well, the lever's broke into little bits, that’s all. I owe
more hundreds than I can tell you over what T can pay. Ihave
not bothered to add up the sum total of the book over the
Houghton meeting. I can tell you this, though : before King-
don I had forty-seven creditors; now, I suppose, I've got three
or four more, They’d like to meet me, 1 have not the least
doubt. They won't. I'm scratched for all my engagements.
Broken down badly. It is not one leg in my ecase, it’s all
four.”

He laughed. His mind was easier since the anxiety of how
he should find the money to pay with had been removed. He
had decided not to pay: been desperate and gambled without
much hope of paying; come off second best at the game, and had
not paid. His desperation had brought some sort of relief with it.
Only the reckless man can laugh as he did. Mr. MacIntyre,
now many degrees removed from the feeling of recklessness, saw
no cause for making merry, and opened his eyes as wide as it
was possible to do, putting on his most sympathising mask, at
the same time that he ejaculated a pious—* Hear that now I”
as his young friend’s narrative proceeded.

‘“ See there,” Philip continued, tossing his betting-book across
the table to Mr. MacIntyre, “turn over the pages, and satisfy
yourself. There is a line scored through the wins. You won't
find many. I backed fifteen horses in the last two days ab
Newmarket without scoring one win,”

“I doubt,” said Mr. MacIntyre, shaking his head, and
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handing back the book—¢ I doubt you did not keep to the

seestem. Ah, now——"

“I did not. Nobody ever did keep to a system. They mean
to at the start; but they forget they even meant, till they
come to add up a losing account, I thought when you saw
what a succession of facers backers have had, you would have
guessed what was the matter.”

Here he picked up a newspaper a week old, and read—¢ The
complaints of absent accounts were loud and deep, and no won-
der. Even bhookmakers don’t like to be shot at ; and two noble
lords, besides a haker's dozen of ¢untitled noblemen,” have gone
in the last few weeks.”

¢ ¢ Untitled noblemen,” MacIntyre, that's for me. After that
awful Monday came, I was frightened at my own shadow for a
few days, and hardly dared to look into the paper of a.morning,
I expected to find my name at the head of the sporting intel
ligence, or in the agony column with the people wanted. They
don’t do that, I find: but one fellow has written, after calling
about twenty times at the club, to say he shall post me at Tat-
tersall's. Much I care if he does. It will be a poste restante,
but I am not likely to be called for.”

“Ye don't know that,” suid MacIntyre, wisely wagging
his head.

“T do,” said Philip, with his bitter, scornful, hollow laugh.
¢ All is lost—honour, money, all. If I raked together every-
thing I have in the world, I don’t suppose I should he able to
pay a shilling in the pound. But this is not all. I've had
another loss,” he went on. “1I told that girl the whole truth,
and she has left me.”

“Is she gone? I am sorry,” said MacIntyre. “I've always
been vera sorry for the poor little bonnie thing,”

“ She is gone, and will never come back to me. So that is
finished. Let us talk about other things. I suppose, MacIntyre,
that the marriage was all a farce ¢’

The reverend gentleman took two bits of paper—the famous
marriage certificates—from his pocket, and handed them to
Philip.

“The mock certificates,” he said. ¢ Yes, Philip, you can do
what you like with them., Best tear them up.”

Philip threw them into the fire.

“ But you told me—"
“Eh, now? Don’ let us have a bletherin’ about whas I told
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you. You were in one of your moral moods that day, you see;
and T always suit my conversation to circumstances. I just
thought it best to make the most of what we did. Perhaps I
was never an ordained clergyman at all. Perhaps I pretended.
1 have preached though, on probation. It was at Glasgie. They
said I wanted Unction. Eh, sirs, what a man I might have
heen with Unction ! -

Philip took him by the shoulders, and held him at arm’s
length.

« MacIntyre, you are a precious scoundrel. I am bad enough,
God knows; but not so bad as you, I have the strongest desire
at this moment to take you by the throat, and throttle the life
out of you.”

The philosopher looked up for one moment in alarm, buf
speedily smiled again.

“You will not, Phil. TFirst, because it would be murder,
and you would not like to be hanged. Second, because you
would not be such a fool as to hurt the only man who has it in
his power to help you.”

ERYionile

“ And third, because your wrath is like a fire of chips. It
burns out as soon as it is lighted.”

Philip let him go.

“TIf you are the only man to help me, why the devil
don't you, instead of drinking sherry and telling me what a liar
you are ¥’

“I'm going to,” said the little man, sitting down with an air
of great dignity, and beginning to tremble, because he was at
last going to play his great card. “I'm going to. Sit down,
Phil, and listen. Let us first face the position. What is it ¥”

“ Ruin and disgrace.”

“ For want of a few hundreds, which I will put into your
hands at once, with plenty more to the back of them.”

“Go on,man. Are there any more lies at the bottom of
all this ¥

‘Do not pain me unnecessarily, Philip. You will be sorry
afterwards. This is a very grave and serious matter. Do you
remember a conversation I had with you after your father’s
death ¥’

[ I do'”

“ I hinted then at the possession of cerfain documents, which
might or might not be found useful in proving you the heir to
certain property.” ‘
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“ Go on, MacIntyre. Do get on faster.”

« T afterwards obtained those proofs. During all the years
of my wandering, I have kept them releegiously in my pocket-
book, in the hope that they might one day be of use in restor-
ing you, my favourite pupil, to your own.”

He dropped his voice from nervousness. Suppose, after all,
the plan should fail? It seemed to Philip that his accents
trembled with emotion.

“The papers prove you beyond a doubt—I mean, mind,
beyond a legal doubt—to be the sole heir of your father's
property, the estate of Fontainebleau, in the Island of Palmiste.”

¢ Arthur'’s estate! I will not believe it.”

“Do not, if you prefer to believe to the contrary. It bringsin
ab present about £4,000 per annum, clear profis, in good years.
There is not a mortgage on it, and it is managed by the most
honest man in all the island. Philip, I offer you this—not in
an illegal way, not in a way of which you will hercafter be
ashamed, but as a right, your right. I offer you fortune, escape
from all your troubles ; and Philip—not the least—I offer you
legitimacy.”

“ The proofs, MacIntyre—the proofs.”

¢ Wait, wait. Iirst read and sign this document. Itisa
gecret agreement. It is not possible to receive the sum named
by any legal procedure—1I trust entirely to your honour. - And
if you do not obtain the estate, the agreement is not worth the
paper it is written on.”

Philip read it. It was a paper in which he pledged him-
self to hand over to MacIntyre, as soon as he got the Fontaine-
bleau estate, the sum of £5,000.

¢ Tt will be a eruel thing to turn out Arthur,” he said.

“You can settle with all your creditors” said Maclntyre,
gignificantly.

“ At the worst, I can but starve,” said Philip.

“ Hoots toots !” said the philosopher. “1've tried it: you
would not like it. Of course you will not starve. Sign the
paper, and we will proceed.”

Philip took a pen, signed it, and tossed it back.

Maclntyre folded the document, and carefully replaced if
in his pocket-book. Then he took out three or four papers,
wrapped in a waterproof cover. They were clean enough, though
frayed at the edges, and the ink was yellow with age. He
handed them solemnly to Philip. Three of them were letters
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written by George Durnford, beginning “1My dearest wife,”
and ending with ¢ Your most affectionate husband, George
Durnford.”

« Obsairve,” said Mr, MacIntyre. ¢ The dates of all are before
that of his marriage with Mdlle. Adrienne de Rosnay. The
letters themselves are not sufficient. Look at this.”

Tt was a certificate of marriage between George Durnford and
Marie —— no other name,

“ And this.”

The last paper purported to be a copy of a marriage register
from the Roman Catholic chaplain of St. Joseph. To it was

_appended a statement to the effect that the marriage had been
privately solemnised in Mr. Durnford’s house, hut that the
register was duly entered in the church-book.

Philip’s eyes flashed.

«Jf you had told me that you were yourself the Roman
Catholic priest, I should not have believed you. MacIntyre, if
those papers are what they pretend to be, I am a legitimate son.”

«Of course you are. I've known it all along. But I waited
my opportunity.”

“Who are the witnesses to the marriage ! asked Philip.

“SQee those signatures. I am one. I was present on the
oceasion. The other is Adolphe, brother to Marie the bride.
The clergyman is dead, and I suppose the other witness, by this
time. But you can inquire in Palmiste, if you like. The ways
of what we call Providence are obscure. They may appear to
be winding,. They are, in reality, straight.”

Philip made an impatient gesture, and he stopped.

Mr. MacIntyre had played his last card, his King of Trumps,
and it looked like winning. He breathed more easily.

«] believe, MacIntyre,” said Philip, coolly, “that there
is not a single thing in the world that you would not do for
money.”

“There is not,” replied the tutor, with readiness. ¢ There is
nothing. And why not? I look round, and see all men en-
gaged in the pursuit of wealth. They have but one thought—
to make money, I, too, have been possessed all my life with
an ardent desire to be rich. But fortune has persecuted me.
Tl-luck has dogged me in all that I have tried, Iam past fifty
now, and have but a few years to live. To have a large fortune
would bring with it no enjoyment that I any longer greatly care
for, But to have a small one would mean ease, respectability,
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comfort for my declining years, nurses to smooth my pillow, con.
siderate friends. This is what I want. This is what you will
give me. I have looked for it all these years, and bided my
time. With my five thousand pounds, which is two hundred
and fifty pounds a year, I shall go to some quiet country place,
and live in comfort. My antecedents will be unknown, I shall
be Respectable at last.”

The prospect was too much for him, philosopher that he
was, He went on, in an agitated voice, walking up and down
the room—

“ Money ! Isthereanything in the world that money will not
procure? Is it friends? You can get them by the bribe of a
dinner. Isitlove? You can buy the semblance and win the
substance. Is it honour? You can buy that too, if you have
got enough money. Is it power? Money is synonymous with
power. Isit comfort? Only money will buy it. Is it health?
You may win it back by money. Is it independence? You
cannot have it without money. Money is the provider of all.”

“ It won't help you to get to heaven.”

T beg your pardon. Without it I am—1I am damned if you
will get to heaven.”

A curiously involved expression,” said Philip, looking at the
man with astonishment.

¢ Answer me this, Phil. Did you ever hear of a poor man
repenting, unless it was when he was going to be hanged ¥’

T really have not given the subject any consideration.”

“You never did. It is only the rich who have leisure to
repent. What is a poor man to think about but the chance of
to-morrow’s dinner ? Great heavens, Phil, when I think of how
wretchedly, miserably, detestably poor my life has been, my
wonder is, not that my life has been so bad, but that it has nof
been worse. Do you know what grinding poverty is? Do you
know what it is to be a poor student at a Scotch Univairsity !
Do you know what it means to take up a sacred profession
which you are not fit for—to disgrace. yourself and lose self-
respect before you are five and twenty—to be put to a thousand
shifts—to invent a hundred dodges—to lose your dignity as a
man—to be a parasite, and fail in that—to take to drink because
the years of your manhood are slipping by, and a miserable old age
is hefore you? Tell me, can you guess what all these things mean?
Youth! T had no youth. It was wasted in study and poverty.
I dreamed of love and the graces of life. None came to me
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No woman has ever loved me. Not one. I have always been too
poor even to dream of love. Philip, I like you for one reason:
You have kicked me like a dog. You have called me names.
You despise me. But you and I are alike in this, that we owe
the world a grudge. I rejoiced when I saw you ruining your-
gelf, T stood by at the last and let it go on, because I knew that
every hundred pounds you threw away brought me nearer to my
end. And that is the five thousand pounds that you will give me.”

Philip said nothing. He saw in part what this man was
whom he had believed to be a simple common rogue ; saw him
as he was—pertinacious, designing, cynically unserupulous. He
recoiled before a nature stronger than his own, and felt abashed.

«The money,” MacIntyre went on, ““will not comeahbit too soon.
I am nearly at the end of the hundred pounds I had. Arthur
told me I should have another fifty, and then no more. What
should I do when that was gone? You remember what I was
when you met me in the street ?—a poor famished creature, on
one-and-threepence a day. A few more weeks would have
finished me. Even now the effects of that bitter winter are
onme, and I wake at night with the terror upon me that those
days are coming back—that I shall have to return to the two-
penny breakfast, and the fourpenny dinner, and the miserable
lodging where I sat at night, gloomy and drinkless. Money !
He asks me if I would do anything for money. I, with my
memories ! Philip, I swear there is no act of dishonesty I would
not commit to save myself from this awful dread of destitution
that hangs over me day and night. After my miserable life,
compensation is due to me. I say, sir, it is due.”

His face grew black and lowering.

“If T am not paid what is owing to me, I shall take what I
can get. For the forced hypoerisies of my youth, for my servile
manhood, for my ill-fortune, my wretched condition of last year,
I swear that compensation is due to me. Homesty ! The wise
man guides himself by eircumstances. Well, I've prayed—yes,
you may laugh, but I have prayed till my knees were stiff—for
some measure, even the smallest, of success in the world, for
just a little of that material comfort which makes life tolerable.
As well pray for the years to roll back as for fate to be changed,
‘Whatever I do henceforth I claim as my right. Itis my com-
pensation for the sufferings of the past.”

He sat down. Philip noticed how shaky he was, how hislegs
tottered and the perspiration stood in great beads upon his nose
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—the feature where emotion generally first showed itself with
this philosopher. But he answered him not a word.

“Go now,” he said, “and show these papers to Arthur. e
ought to see them.”

MacIntyre put on his hat.

‘“Don’t come back here,” said Philip. “ Find me at the club,
I should choke if I slept a night in this house.”

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Waes Arthur heard MacIntyre’s story, he was amazed,

| “ Why did you not tell me all this before?” he asked, at last,
He | “You have known it all these years—why did you not tell it
when my father died? Let me look at the letters again, They
are in my father'’s handwriting. Is there some villainy in this ¢”

“The extract from the register, ye'll obsairve,” said the philo-
sopher, passing over the injurious nature of the last words, “ig
certificated by a firm of respectable solicitors, and enclosed to
me by their agents in London.”

““ Why not tell the story before ¥ :

“Loard, loard ! it is a suspicious world. You will remember,
Mr. Arthur, that I was once violently assaulted by your brother?”’
i “T remember.”
tid “It was because I hinted at this secret. For no other reason,
‘ Therefore,as I was not personally interested in either of you getting
. the money— though I certainly always received greatconsideration
| from Philip—I held my tongue. The time has now come, when
{| poor Phil is ruined.”

I “ Ruined ! how %"

! ““He has lost his money on the turf, He has now nothing,
This being the case, I found it time to interfere, Here ave my
papers—here my proofs. It's vera hard for you, Mr, Arthur,
after so many years o’ the pillow o’ luxury, and ye will com-
mence to remember some of the maxums—"

“What does Philip say ¥’

“ He told me to bring you the things, and tell you the story.”

It seems ineredible—impossible. And yet the letters and
the certificate.”

““You can fight it, Mr. Arthur, if you please. You will have
| to put me in the box; and I shall, most reluctantly, have to re- |
i present to the world the secrets of your father's life,”
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Arthur recoiled in dismay.

« Tt is not a question of fighting. Tt is a question of doing
what is right. If only your story is true. FPray, Mr. Mac-
Intyre, what is the price you have put upon it ¥

He smote his chest.

¢« (Go on, Arthur, go on. You into whose young mind I
poured treasures of philosophy. Insult your aged and poverty-
stricken tutor—and a Master of Arts of an ancient and—"

¢ You sold me an address.”

«Pardon me. 1 borrowed forty pounds of you, and, with a
kindness which I regret not to see rated at its real worth, I
gave you Miss Madeleine’s address. I hope you have made good
use of it.”

¢« What does it matter to you, sir, what use I have made
of it ¥’

“ Not at a’, not at a’. Let us come back to our business.
The story is not mine alone, Arthur. It rests on the evidence
of the Church. Man tells lies. Church registers are infallible.
I suppose that Marie died in England before the second mar-
riage—"

 Mr. MacIntyre, do you want me to wring off your neck %’

“ The facs of the case—the facs of the case only, Your elder
brother, sir, received my communication without any of the
manifestations of temper which you have shown. Naturally,
there is a difference between you.”

“You should have told us ten years ago. You should have
told us even three months ago. Why did you not?”

“To begin with, I saw no reason for speaking at all, till my
friend, as well as old pupil, lost his money, This was yesterday.”

¢ And why next #”

“Becanse I did not choose.”

This was the only outward mark of resentment at Arthur’s
suspicions which the sage allowed himself,

He gave a long sniff of satisfaction, and went on—

“There may be a weakness in the evidence. The law might
be evaded by a crafty counsel. You can fight the question,if
you like, But the right of the case will remain unaltered.
Arthur Durnford, you are only the second son of your
father.”

Arthur was silent for awhile, leaning his head on his hand.

“Come into the City with me. Do you object to bring your
papers to my lawyer's ¢




MY LITTLE GIRL.

« Not at @, not at a’. Leb us go at. once,” answered Mae
Tntyre, apparently in greab good humour. And don’t be over
much cast down, Arthur, at this temporary revairse of circum
Philip will give you enough to live upon. If mnot,

You may be a pri-
ample will not have

stances.
there are several lines of life open to you.

vate tutor, like me. Then, indeed, my ex
been wholly in vain.”

He pursued this theme as they drove into the City in a cab,
illustrating his position by reference to passages in his own life,
wherein he had imitated the magnanimity of Themistocles, the
clemency of Alexander, the continence of Scipio, and the gene-

rosity of Ceesar.
¢ and certainly am ; but at least I

« Poor I may be,” he said,
can reflect—the reflection alone is worth a bottle of Isla whisky

—on temptations avoided and good effected. I forgive you,
Arthur, for your hard words; and remain, as I always have
been, your best friend.”

Arthur answered little, and thatin monosyllables. He wasso
much pre-occupied, that the man’s prattle dropped unheeded on
his ears.

What was the right thing to do?

The lawyer heard what Arthur had to say, read the documents
carefully—from time to time casting a furtive glance on Mac-
Intyre, who sat with an air of great dignity, and even virtue, in
his countenance, and occasionally rubbed his nose.

« You are the only surviving witness, Mr. MacIntyre ¥’

T am,” returned our Alexander. “That is, the only one, I
believe, surviving. ¢ Flesh is grass.” The priest was younger
than myself ; but, you see, he is gone first. Adolphe might be
found, perhaps, though I think he is dead too.”

¢« Tt is now twenty-seven years since this marriage, according
to your certificate, was contracted, Would you kindly tell us
more about it?’

«With pleasure. It took place in Mr. Durnford’s own house
at Fontainebleau, in the dining-room. You remember our lessons
—those delightful lessons—which used to take place in the din-
ing-room, Arthur? It's vera sweet to recall old days. It was in
the evening. Marie left her mistress’s house in the afternoon.
No one knew where she had gone except myself. I helped her
to escape.”

«Oh 1" said the lawyer, ““you acted as—as the uncle of
Cressida, It was a creditable position for you to occupy.”
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¢ Perhaps,” said MacIntyre, with all that was left of his
power of blushing mantling to his nose—¢ perhaps, The
necessities of the stomach have on several occasions obliged me
to take part in actions of which my conscience disapproved.
The needy man bas no choice. I approve the better cause, even
when fate, armed with the weapon of hunger, has obliged me to
follow the worse. In the words of the Latin poet—I Liope, Sl
you have not entirely neglected the Humanities—* Dum meliora
probo—""

“ My dear sir,” interrupted the lawyer, “pray get on with
your story.”

“Marie required a good deal of persuading,” he went on,
caining courage as he began to unfold his web of fiction. * M.
Durnford, a young man at the time, had conceived a violent
passion for her. She was as white as a European, and had no
marks at all of her descent, except her full black hair. Her
mother, indeed, was a mulatfo ; and perhaps her father was a
white man—I don’t know. On the evening when I drove her over
to Fontainebleau, I had got Father O’Callinan to ride up in the
afternoon. He knew what he was to do. It was promised to
Marie ; and there in the sitting-room, with myself and Adolphe,
a half-blood brother of Marie, who was sworn to sccrecy, the
marriage was performed, and these papers signed. A year and a
half later, after her boy was born, Marie went away to Europe,
and Mr. Durnford married Mademoiselle Adrienne de Rosnay.”

‘“And pray, how did the papers come into your hands

MacIntyre for a moment hesitated, and a violent effusion of
red mounted to his nose.

“After the death of Mr. Durnford, I went through his
papers.”

* As a legally appointed agent ¢’

“No. As a confidential friend of the family, in which I had
been a tutor for many years,” said MacIntyre.

“In other words, you ransacked my father's desk?’ asked
Arthur,

“Do not put an injurious construction on the proceeding,”
said MacIntyre. I searched the drawers for some papers of
my own, and found not only my own private documents, but
also these letters,”

“Oh!” said the lawyer. “Dear me! Would you be good
enough to step outside? Stay, though, what has become of—of
Marie ¢

16




242 MY LITTLE GIRL.

« She went to Europe, and was lost sightof. I suppose she died.”

“Thank you,” said the lawyer, opening the door. “ Yon will
find the papers in the mext room. Mr. Thompson, pray give
this gentleman the Zimes. Now, Mr. Durnford, this is an ugly
case. Tell me what you know of this man.”

Arthur told him everything.

«He is evidently a rogune. And I believe that the whole
thing is a forgery. Do you know your father's hand writing ¥’

¢ Yes, the letters are his.”

«Well, well, it may be. Still, observe that in the only place
where the word Marie occurs, the writing looks to me uncertain,
and the word laps over beyond the line. It may possibly have
been put in afterwards. Are you sure that the dates are in the
same writing as the letters ¥’ :

« They look so. Besides, there is the church register.”

“ Registers have been tampered with, especially in novels,
But what does the man mean by it all : the secrecy for ten years
— the suddenness of the revelation % 77 hat does he get for i #’

« Philip, I am sure, would not pay for his secret.”

«Humph! I dow't know. The church register is the only
thing to fear. Fight it, Mr. Durnford.”

«Tt is not the winning or losing,” Arthur replied. “ Tha
seems the least part of it.”

The lawyer stared at him.

¢ To Philip it means legitimacy. He must fight.”

« My dear sir, it may also mean legitimacy to you.”

«7 think not. 1 am quife sure that my father would nof
have married a second time, except with the clearest proof of his
wife's death. That is to me a conviction. I have nothing to
fear on that ground, But there is another thing. How can I

drag my father’s life and character into open court v

« Would you sacrifice everything for the mere sake of hiding
seandals five and twenty years old ”

% If they are my father's—yes.”

«Well, well—let us see.”

Tle went into the outer office and requested permission fo s8
the papers again, holding them up to the light to see the water-
mark. Mr. MacIntyre watched him steadily, with a twinkle in
his eye distinctly resembling a wink. The lawyer returned the
papers and went back.

“ He's a crafty rascal, at least. The water-mazks are all right.
Mz, Durnford, there is villany in it. Do nothing rashly.”

«--u-_____
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“Philip will press on the case. I only begin now to under-
stand what it may mean to him—what the past has been for
him. T shall not fight with my brother.”

“You will acknowledge everything #” ;
“ No,” said Arthur, straightening himself, as one who is doing
a strong thing, “1I shall hide everything. I may be a coward;
but I will not have my father's name hawked about in public,
and the story of his youth—and—and—perhaps his sins, told
to thewhole world. TLet Philip bave all the money. I retire. Let
Philip have all the money. I shall not starve, I dare say.”

“ Nonsense, nonsense. As your lawyer, I protest against if.
My dear sir, the time for Quixotism has passed away. People
will ask questions, too. What will you say ¢’

“ Nothing. Let them ask what they please. The secret is
mine—and Philip’s—and this man's. Not one of us will speak
of it.”

““As for Mr. MacTntyre, certainly not—provided his silence is
bought.  Will your brother buy it ¥’

“I shall not ask. I should excuse him if he did.”

“Take advice, Mr. Durnford, take advice.”

“I will take advice. I will put the whole facts into the hands
of a third person, and be guided by the counsel I get from her.”
“If it is a lady,” the lawyer returned, laughing, «I give you
up. But come and see me to-morrow.”

Arthur went out by the private door, forgetting all about Mr.
MacIntyre, who still sat behind the Times, waiting. The time
passed on—an hour or two—before the lawyer came again into
the outer office. Perhaps he kept his man waiting on purpose,
after the sweet and gentle practice of a Bismarck, ¢ letting him
cook in his own juice,”

“What I—you there still, Mr. MacIntyre? I thought you
gone long ago, with  Mr. Durnford. Come in again—come and
have a glass of sherry. Now, then, sit down—sit down. We
are men of business here, and shall soon understand each other.
You will find that, Mr. MacIntyre, if you are a judge of sherry,
and I have no doubt you are a very excellent judge—"

“Pretty well—pretty well. I am better at whisky.”

“Aha ! very good—very good, indeed. Reminds -me of &
thing I once heard said. But never mind now. Let me give
you another glass. Dry, you observe, but genmerous. A fat
wine. A wine with bone and muscle. I knew yowd like it.”
He sat down opposite his visitor, elapped him on the knee, and
16—2
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laughed. “And now let us talk about this affair which you
liave been the means of bringing to light.”

¢ Under Providence.”

“Quite so. Under Providence, as you say. You know, I
feel for Arthur Durnford’s position in this case.”

«T am but an instrument,” said MacIntyre, with a solemn
face and another pull at the sherry—“a very humble instru-
ment. But life is so. The moral philosopher has often called
attention to the curious way in which our sins become pitfalls
for our children, I could give you some striking passages in-
directly bearing upon the point from Stewart and Reid. DBut |
perhaps, Mr.—I forget your name—you are not a parent ¥’

Ho crossed his legs, and brought the tips of his fingers
together.

“ Another time, my dear sir, another time. By the way, is
it not rather unusual for an Englishman to marry a mulatto ¥’

«Most unusual. Nothing ever surprised me so much. Ihave
often obsairved, in my progress through life, that—"

“Yes. The circumstance will tell in court.”

Mr. MacIntyre visibly started.

“ You will go into court?’

“ Doubtless,” returned the lawyer, watehing his man—in
whom, however, he saw no other sign of emotion. ¢ Doubtless
—your own evidence will be the main chain, so to speak. 1
hope you don’t mind cross-examination.”

“When a medicine, however disagreeable, has to be taken,
it must be taken.”

«Quite s0. They will probably inquire into all your ante-
cedents—eh 7—ask you all sorts of impudent questions—ha!
ha! Whether you ever got into trouble? We, the lawyers for
our side, will make it our business to-hunt up everything aboub
),Ou.,l

“ What trouble ¥’

“TInto the bands of the law, you Lnow—eh? Oh, most |
absurd, I assure you. I rememberasimilar case to this; when the
principal witness was obliged to confess that he had sold his in-
formation. The case was lost, sir—lost by that simple fact.
Now, you see, what an ass that man was ! Had he gone to the
lawyers on the other side, a respectable firm like ours—had he
come to me, for instance, in a friendly way, and said, ¢ My dear
sir, I have certain papers—I am a needy man. There they are.
We are men of the world’ Had he, in fact, behaved as a man
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of sense, he would have heen, sir—for in losing the case he lost
his reward—he would have been”—here the speaker looked
sharply in the face of Mr. MacIntyre—*a thousand pounds in
pocket.”

He remained stolid—only helping himgelf to another glass of
wine.

“Very good thing, Mr.—really, I have not caught your
name.”

“Never mind, sir—never mind my name. It is on the door-
plate if you wish to read it. But your opinion now as to my
man’s stupidity ¥’

“Well, you see—it may be, after all, a question of degree.
I am myself induced to think, that if you had offered him ten
thousand, he might have accepted. Money down, of course.”

The cool audacity of this indirect proposal staggered the law-
yer. He put the stopper in the decanter of sherry, and rose.

“I should like to see you again, Mr. MacIntyre.”

“Mr. Arthur has gone to see Philip. Do you know Arthur
Durnford, sir ¥

“1 believe I do.”

“Not so well as T do. I will tell you something about him.
He is ready to do anything that he thinks honourable, even to
strip himself to the last shilling ; and he is jealous that no word
should be breathed against his father. He is now gone to con-
sult Miss Madeleine. I know what her adviee will be,”

“Well?”

“And do you know Philip? No—not so well as I do. I
left him a ruined man. That you know, perhaps. He will do
anything for money when it is wanted to save his honour. He
wants it now for that purpose. And he would do anything in
the whole world to remove the stain of illegitimacy and black
blood. The latter is impossible. The former can now be ar-
ranged. Ten thousand pounds, sir? Good heavens! If an
estate is worth more than four thousand pounds a year, and if
you have got three times ten thousand accumulated—Do you
know the story of the Sibyl, Mr.—really, I forget your name,
Never mind.  You remember the story, sir? Probably you had
some humanities when you were a boy. She came back, sir,
again and again ; and the third time her price was three times
that of her first.”

“In point of fact, Mr. MacIntyre, you want to sell your in-
formation for ten thousand pounds. I is disgraceful—"
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Mr. MacIntyre started and opened his eyes.

“The absence of the reasoning faculty in England is vera
wonderful, Man! I was talking of general principles. T was
giving you my opeenion on the creature that would not sell his
information. I would have you to know, sir, that I am not in
the habit of selling anything. I am a Master of Arts, sir, of
an ancient and honourable Univairsaity—the Univaisity of
Aberdeen. And I wish ye good morning, sir.”

He put on his hat, and stalked away with dignity.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

ArrHUR went to Madeleine for advice, being one of those who,
when they have made up their minds to a line of action, are
not satisfied without being fortified in their design by their
friends.

He called after dinner, and found the two ladies alone—Mrs,
Longworthy asleep and Madeleine reading.

“ Coming in here,” he said, in a low voice, ¢“is like coming
into a haven of repose. You are always peaceful.”

¢ Yes—a woman’s conflicts are below the surface mostly.
And my own troubles lie two miles away, as you know. ‘When
are you really going to make up your mind to come and
help us?’

“ What am I to do? Teach science again ¥’

% No; lecture, start clubs, give concerts—you play very well
—write tracts, do all sorts of things that will help the people o
raise themselves.”

“T am afraid I should not do for it, Madeleine. But I will
try to join you. Only first give me your advice on a very
serious matter.”

He told his story. :

% Your father married to a mulatto girl? Arthur, it is fn-
possible.”

8o I should have said ; but it seems true. There are the
certificates of marriage, duly signed and attested. And not by
the man MacIntyre himself—or we might suspect them—but
by a legal firm of Palmiste. You know them. There can be
no doubt whatever. And Philip is my brother.”

“1 always knew it,” murmured Mrs. Longworthy, waking up
to enjoy her lazy triumph. “I told you, Arthur, that your
father had no brothers.”




e e |l o TR

MY LITTLE GIRL. 247

T suppose,” Arthur continued, ¢that by some accident this
mulatto girl, my father's first wite, died early, and that on hear-
ing of her death my father married again. But MacIntyre
knows nothing of this; he only knows that Marie—we will go
on calling her Marie—went away to England.”

¢ And the result of the whole #’

“ Would be, if the claim were substantiated, that I have no-
thing: I am a beggar. All the estate, and all the accumula-
tions, go to Philip.”

“ Have you seen Philip

¢ Not yet. I shall go and see him in the morning. T have
not seen him for more than four months. You know we were
three months in Italy., But I have heard one or two stories
about him. I am afraid he has lost money betting.”

¢ What are you going to do #”

“The lawyer says fight. What ought I to do, Madeleine ?”

¢ Fighting means further exposure of old scandals, and raking
up private histories which may as well be left buried. Is there
no middle way ¥’

“ None. Either he is the rightful heir, or I am. To Phil it
means not only fortune, but also legitimacy. I know now—I
have known for some little time—what it is that has made
Phil what he is. If is not the love of that fast life to which
he belongs, so much as his constant sense of his hirth, and
the tinge of the black blood. Can you not understand it,
Madeleine ¥*

“ But if the certificates are correct, and not forgeries, there
can be no doubt whatever of the thing.”

“There can be none—Philip is the heir.”

They were silent for awhile, Mrs. Longworthy only giving to
the group that feeling of repose which is caused by the long
breathing of one who slumbers.

“If it will make you work, Arthur,” whispered Madeleine,
“it will be a good thing for you. Let it go, my friend ; let
your brother take it, and raise no further questions about your
father's private history. It may be all a forgery, put together
by that creature, your Scotch tutor; only be very sure that
Philip knows nothing about if. Go out into the world, and
work with other men. It will be better for you. Or come and
work with me.”

“ That is impossible, Madeleine,” he whispered—¢ except on
one condition,”
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She flushed scarlet for a moment, and then she answered
directly, and to the point.

¢ T know what your condition is. 'We have known each other
so long, Arthur, that I am afraid.”

¢ What are you afraid of ¥’

«T am afraid that our old brother and sister feeling may be
all that you can have for me.”

¢ Listen a moment, Madeleine. When I saw you first—I
mean six months ago—I was afraid of you. You were so
queenly, so beautiful, so unlike the child I loved so many years
ago. When I came here day after day, and found you always
the same—always kind, thoughtful, sisterly—the old feeling
arose again, and I felt once more that, as of old, we were brother
and sister, But when I was with you abroad, when we were
together every day and all day, that feeling died away again,
and another has sprung up in its place. Madeleine, I cannof
work with you as you wish, because I love you. If you were
another girl, if 1 did not know you so well, I should male fine
gpeeches about coming to you as a beggar, now that I have losb
oll my money. But you do not want these. Let me go, or bid
me stay.- But, Madeleine, whatever you do, do not let me lose
your friendship.”

“You are sure you love me, Arthur?’ she murmured, be-
tween her lips—her eyes softened, her cheelk glowing.

«“ Am I sure? Do you know that I have sprung into new
being since I found I loved you? My blood flows faster, my
life has quickened. I can feel, I can hope. Madeleine, I can
work., DBefore, what was my very existence? It was life with-
out life, light without sunshine, work without a purpose,
days that brought neither hope nor regret. Do I love you,
Madeleine 2”

“Then, Arthur,” she whispered, leaning forward so that her
lips met his, “I have always loved you, Take me, I am
altogether yours.”

It was then that Mrs. Longworthy showed the real goodness
of her heart. She had been awake for some moments and was
taking in the situation with all her eyes. Now she rose, and
gathering her skirts round her, she swept slowly out of the
room, remarking as she went—

“ You will find me in the dining-room, my dears, as soon as
you have done talking.”

They sat and talked together, hand in hand, of the life thaf
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they would lead, of the perfect confidence there should he be- :
tween them, of all high and sweet things that a man can only 8
tell to a woman. Young fellows whisper to each other some- 1
thing of their inner life—it can only be done between eighteen i
~ and twenty-two—and even after there is a bond of union be- '--
tween them that is always felt, if not acknowledged. Sometimes, '
too, at night, on the deck of a ship, when the moonlight is
broken into ten thousand fragments in the white track, and |
the stars are gazing solemnly at us with their wide and pitying k{ i
eyes, men may lay bare the secrets of their soul. One of the i
many whom I have known—he is ten thousand miles from M
q here—in my wanderings abroad—I spent six months beneath 4
the same roof with him—was wont to rise at dead of night, and {
pace the verandah for an hour or two. If you heard him, and 411
got up to join him, he would falk to you. The memory of his
talk is with me still. I remembered it in the morning, hut he
did not. Which was the real man, which was the false, I never
knew. One lived by day, and one by night. I think the man
of the night-——he who showed me his thoughts—was the true
man. He is the one whom I love to recall.

While they talled, Mrs. Longworthy slumbered by the table
in the dining-room.

Outside, Laura was wandering in the cold and pitiless
streets.

At the house at Notting-hill, Philip and MacIntyre were
drinking together—Philip to drown his excitement, which had
absolutely driven Laura, for the time, out of his head ; Mr,
MacIntyre, to drown his anxiety. If he lost this stake! But
it looked like winning.

Between the two were a couple of champagne bottles, empty.
At stroke of ten, MacIntyre rang the bell for tumblers. At
twelve, Philip went to bed too drunk to speak. At one, Mr,

o MacIntyre fell prone upon the hearthrug and slumbered there,
In the morning, at seven, he awoke, and finding where he was,
got up, rubbed his nose thoughtfully, and went home to Kep-

pel Street. i
“TIi's wonderfu’)” he remarked when he got. back to his i F

lodgings and sat down to breakfast, “what a restorer is the 'L

morning air.  When I go down to Seotland I shall always gef i -,‘

up early, to shake off the whisky of the night. Elizabeth, my
lassie, I think you may bring me another rasher of bacon.”
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CHAPTER XXIX,

1 gor this address of yours from MacIntyre,” said Arthur, eall.
ing on Philip at midday. ¢ Why have you been hiding away
so long ¥’

« There has been no hiding,” said Philip, half sullenly.

Then both men paused, thinking of the words that were to
be spoken between them.

Arthur was the first to speak.

 Of course you know what MacIntyre came to tell me.”

¢« Of course I know it.”

¢« Whatever happens, Philip, let us be friends still. If it is
clear that my father married—iwas married—before he married
my mother, there is nothing more to be said.”

Both flushed scarlet.

“ You see, Arthur, I have known since I was fifteen years
old—no matter how—that I am your half-brother. This ques-
tion is more to me than property. It is legitimacy.”

“ 1 know.”

¢ But go by what your lawyer advises. Let us make a legal
question of it all.”

% My lawyer says fight.”

“Then fight.”

¢ Fighting means bringing the private life of our father info
public, making known things that ought not to be revealed. I
think I cannot fight, Phil.”

“ But I must, Arthur.”

“ Yes, and I must give way. After all, Phil, it matters very
little to me, so far as the money goes. I shall have to work;
but I am a man of very simple habits. You will make a better
planter than I  You will go out and do great things for
Palmiste.”

«“ Not I I fight for my legitimacy. I shall do no great
things, either here or in Palmiste.”

“ Let me tell you about the property, Phil. No—it is best
that you should know. It isa very good properby. In ordinary
years, when there is no hurricane, i6 is worth more than four
thousand pounds a year. I do not spend one fourth of that
amount. There are consequently large accumulations. I should
think I am worth thirty thousand pounds—that is, you are
worth,”
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Tt is not the value of the property—"

“T know. Still you ought to learn all that is at stake. This
is yours. I surrender it all, rather than go to law over our
father’s grave.”

¢ I must prove my legitimate birth, if I can, Arthar. Think
of it. Think what it is to me, who have all along been
weighted with my birth, to be made fres—{free and equal to all
other men.”

“I do think of it. I think a great deal of it. If I were in
your place, nothing should persuade me to foreco the chance of
setting this right. Still, I believe you have always exaggerated
the importance of the point.”

“It may be so. I do not think so.”

“And now, Phil, lot us talk it over completely, I am in
your hands. The whdle estate will be yours as soon as the
transfer can be made. But you will not let me go quite empty-
handed.”

“ Good heavens—no I” eried Philip. “T helieve you are the
most chivalrons man in the world. Empty-handed! No. Takd
what you will.”

“ Give me what you have yourself, and I shall be content.”

“You mean what I had, I suppose. Make it double, Avthur,
and I shall be content—content in a way. How is any man to
be contented who has the slave blood in his veins? Look
bere.” He pulled his short, curly black hair. “ This comes
from the negro wool. And look here.” e held out his hand,
“Do you see the blue below the nails? That comes from the
negro blood. And look at my eyes. Do you see the black
streak beneath them? Negro blood, I tell you. And genera-
tion after generation may pass, but these marks never die away.
My face, at least, is like my father's, I am more like him than
you are, Arthur.”

“You are too sensitive, Phil. Do you really seriously think
the old prejudices are founded in reason? Do you imagine that
you are the least worse for having this little admixture of race
in your hlood

“Ido,” said his brother. ‘I know that T am worse. I feel
it. 'When white men are calm, I am excited. When they are
careless about their superiority, I am anxious to assert mine,
‘When they are self-possessed, I am self-conscious. When they
are at ease, I am vain. I know my faults. I can do things as
well as any man, but I can do nothing so well as some men,
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That is the eurse of the mulatto, the octoroon, or whatever yon
like to call him. Unstable as water, we never excel. So far
we are like Judah, the son of Jacob, founder, you know, of the
celebrated tribe of that name.”

They were silent for a while.

“ Even now I have made myself a greater fool, a greater ass
than you would conceive possible. If ever you hear stories
about me, Arthur—by Jove, you are sure to hear them "—he
suddenly remembered Venn, and his friendship with Arthur—
¢ think that I am more than sorry ; not repentant, because I do
not see any good in repentance. Milk that is spilt, eggs that
are broken, money that is spent, sins that are committed, are so
many faits accomplis. Well, never mind. Let us return to
business. You will take the accumulated funds.”

“No; I will take ten thousand pounds, and I shall be
rich.”

‘““ Have what you like, And now take me to your lawyer's,
and let us tell him what we are going to do. And if at any
moment, Arthur, either now or hereafter, you wish to rescind
your transfer, you shall do it, and we will fight. By gad, the
prodigal son always gets the best of it! The good young man
toils and moils, and gets nothing. Then, you see, the scapegrace
comes home. Quick, the fatted cali—Xkill, cook, light the fire,
make the stuffing, roast the veal, broach the cask, and spread
the feast.”

So he passed, in his light way, from repentance to cynicism,
happy at heart in one thing—that now he could face his
creditors and meet his engagements.

It was a week after this that MacIntyre, who had been calling
every day at the Burleigh Club, and at Notting-hill—heing a
prey to the most gnawing anxieties he had ever known—at last
found Philip at home,

He was greeted with a shout of laughter—not, it is true, of
that kind which we are accustomed to associate with the mirth
of innocence. Perhaps Philip’s joyousness had something in it
of the Sardinian character.

‘“ Come, Prince of Evil Devices, and receive your due.”

“You are pleased to be facetious,” observed MacIntyre.

“Haven't I a right to be facetious? Do not I owe it to
you that I have got rid of a wife, and come into a fortune ?
Sit down, man, and let us have a reckoning. My engagements
are mef. It is all settled, Arthur retires, and the heir-at-law

-
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steps in. Rid of a wife—with dishonour saved, and honour
gained—what do I owe you?! Five thousand is too paltry a
sum to speak of.” :

MacIntyre turned perfectly white, and shivered from head
to foot.

““The papers are signed—the transfer is completed, I am in
possession of the estate of Fontaineblean and fifteen thousand
pounds -in Stocks. It is your doing, MacIntyre. You shall
have the money bargained for. Give me up the.agreement.”

He took it from his pocket, and handed it over, with
trembling hands. He was unable to speak, for very astonish-
ment. He grew faint, and staggered against the table,

Phil caught him by the arm.

“Why, what is the matter, man? Will you have some
brandy ¥’

“ Not now, Phil—not now. Let me sit down a moment, and
recover myself.”

Presently he started up again.

“ Now,” he cried—“ at once; let me have mo delay. The
money, Phil—the money ! TLet me handle it. Ah! At last—
at last! I have been anxious, Phil. I was afraid there was
some link missing—some possible doubt; but it is all right. I
have won the prize I worked for.”

“You have won the compensation you were talking about
the other night.”

“Yes,” said the philosopher— the compensation—ah, yes,
the compensation ! It has come.”

“And without any of the little hankey-pankey that the world
has agreed to condemn—isn’t that so %’

¢ Surely—surely.”

He looked at Philip with steady eyes, but shaky lips.

‘A righteous man, you know, never begs his bread.”

“ I've begged mine like the unrighteous—or next door to it.
The next door to it, may be, was not included in the text.”

“Obviously, the inference is that you are a righteous man.
But come—one word of explanation first, You know when I
met you in the street ?”

“ As if T shall ever forget the time.”

“ You had those papers in your pocket then

“They have never left me since I took them away from
Palmiste,”

“Why did you not produce them at once #?
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¢ Because the risk was too great. I wanted to sell them. I
wanted to see how you would take the chance. It was one I
could not afford to risk. When I saw you going down hill, I
knew that I had only to wait for the end. Everything helped me.
You became more and more involved. I became more and
more certain ; but it was not till the very end that I dared bring
them out.”

% And then you thounght you could win ¥’

«T did. T knew that under the cloud of misfortunes any
of the old misplaced generosity to your milksop of a brother
would be finally put away and done with, and that the lure—
legitimacy and a fortune—would be too much for you to with-

‘stand. I rejoiced, Philip—TI rejoiced.”

Philip was silent. By all the rules, he should have kicked
this man then and there. But he was accustomed to the calcu-
lating and unserupulous way of the creature. Besides, he half
liked him. The very openness of his wickedness was a kind of
charm. It was only one more confession—a confession already
more than half made.

“You have won, then. Let that be your consolation. And
now tell me, MacIntyre. Swear by all that you hold sacred—
Stay, is there anything you hold sacred ¥’

“ Money—I will swear by money. Or drink—I will swear
by drink.”

“ Swear, then, anyhow, that you will tell me the truth. Did
my father write those letters?”

“ He did, Philip—I swear it. He did, indeed.”

Only the smallest suppressio veri—only the dates that were
added long afterwards by himself.

“And the marriage. Is that register really in the church
book ¥

“T swear it is there. Did you not see the attestation of the
Palmiste lawyers? It is really there !”

So it was. He might have added, to complete the truth of
the attestation, that he had himself placed it there.

“Then I am the lawful heir. I have mot defrauded
Arthur,”

“You have not. What does Arthur get out of it %"

“Ten thousand.”

“ And vera handsome, too. Double of my share. Arthur
has done well. Now give me my money, Phil.”

Philip gave him a bank pass-book,
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“T have paid in to your account at this bank the sum of five
thousand pounds—you can see the note of the amount. Here
is your cheque-book. Go now, man, and be happy in your own
way.”

! Yes, Twill go. You are a rich man. Iam as rich as T wish
to be. My old maxums will no longer be of any use either to
you or to me. It pains me only to think that I must not, with
my experience, dissemble my convictions and go over to the
other side, preaching in future that honesty is the best policy.
I may vera likely give lectures to show how merit is rewarded
and steady effort always commands success. Steady effort has
been, as you know, of great use to me. Industry is the best
thing going. We always get what we deserve. Everything is
for the best. Whatever is is rizht. The prosperous man goes
back to the copy-books for his philosophy, and all his reading is
thrown away. Now, my experience is the contrary. It is only
the clumsy sinners who get punished. The innocent man very
often receives the flogging. Therein the moral world differs
from the natural. For if you run your head against a post, you
infallibly get a headache. ~He who would be rich must also be
cautious. If he can escape detection, he will acquire mouey,
and therefore happiness. My dear pupil, a word of parting
advice.”

“ No,” replied Phil. “Go. I hardly know whether to thank

. you or to curse you. Ithink I must curse you. You have
poisoned the atmosphere of life for me. I have got riches with-
out enjoyment. I can never be happy again, with the memory
of the past—your doing.”

| “Poor little leddy,” sighed MacIntyre. “Tm vera sorry—
{ TI'm vera sorry, indeed, for her hard fate. I wish it had never
1
|
|

been done. Eh, Phil—it was an awfu’ piece of wickedness—"
“It was. God forgive us both! But it can never be for-
given.”
{ “I'm vera sorry, Phil. Tt was a clumsy thing. But there—
! we won't talk about it. What was it I was telling you some
‘ time ago, Phil? The poor man never repents—it is only the it |
1

rich. See, now—I am rich, and I begin to repent at once. Eh, i
man, it is a terrible time I have before me | There’s just an awfu’ it
heap to repent for. And pocket-handkerchiefs, too, vera ex- |
pensive. As soon as I get settled, I shall begin. But where? |.|

Phil, T think I shall work backwards. Tt will come easier go. “ f
Obsairve. He who tackles his worst foe at once has little to fear 1 1
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from the rest. The drink, and the troubles at Sydney—all these
things are venial. But the lassie, Phil, the lassie—I must begin
my repentance with the lassie.”

“« You will never begin your repentance ab all. You will go
on getting drunk till you die.”

“ Philip Durnford,” returned Mr. MacIntyre, magisterially,
“you pain me. After an acquaintance of nearly twenty years—
after all the maxums I have taught you, and the corpus of
oreeginal and borrowed philosophy that I have compiled and
digested for you—to think that you could say a thing like that.
Know, sir, once for all, that the man at ease with fortune never
drinks, save in moderation. The philosopher gets drunk when
his cares become too much for him. He changes his world
when the present is intolerable. Some poor creatures commitb
suicide, The true philosopher drinks. He alone is unhappy
who has not the means of getting drunk. When I was between
the hoards, I am not ashamed to confess, I used to save two-
pence a day. That made a shilling a weele. With that T was
able to get drunk on Sunday, by taking two pennyworths of
gin and porter in alternate swigs. But that is all over. Philip,
my pupil, T shall go away. I shall go back to Scotland, among
my own people, as an elder of the kirk, which I intend to be.
T shall set an example of rigid doctrine, Sabbatarian strictness,
and stern morality. After a’, it is good for the vulgus—the
common herd—to be kept to strict rules. But drink—no, Sir.
Tntoxication and Alexander MacIntyre have parted company.
Tm far from saying that I shall not take my glass, whiles—the
twal’ hoor, especially. That is but natural. But intemperance !
Sir, the thought degrades me.”

He buttoned up his coat, and pub on his hat.

¢ Farewell, Philip ; you will never see me again. As for that
poor young thing—"

« Do not provoke me too much,” said Philip, growing pale.

¢ was only going to say, that if you can take her back it is
your duty. Tm vera sorry. She was bonnie, she was kind,
she was douce, she was faithful. Ah! Phil, Phil it 1s a
terrible thing to think of, the wickedness of the world ! T must
go away ab once, and begin my repentance.”

He shook his head from side to side, seized Philip by the
hand, and disappeared.

And this was the last that Philip Durnford ever saw of his
old tutor.
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CHAPTER XXX,

LeaviNG the house, poor little Lollie walked quickly away into
the dark November mist, and down the road. She had no pur-
pose ; for as yet she had but one thought—to get away ; to see
the last of a house which had witnessed her shame and suffer-
ing ; to take herself somewhere —it mattered not where—till the
dull, dead pain in her brow would go away, and she should feel
again able to see things clearly—able to go to Mr. Venn and
tell him all. As she went along the streets, and passed the lighted
shops, it seemed that every woman shunned her, or looked at
her in contempt, and every man stared. In all the passers-by
she detected the glance of scorn. The very beggars did not ask
her for alms; the crossing sweepers allowed her to pass un-
noticed.

It was only two o’clock, and she had more than two hours of
daylight before her. She pulled down her veil and walked on, her
fingers inferlaced, like a suppliant’s, feeling for the lost wedding
ring. She passed down the long Edgware-road, which seemed
to have no end, and where the noise of the cabs nearly drove
her mad. At last she came to the Park, where the comparative
quiet soothed her merves, But she walked on, and presently
found herself in Piccadilly. She hurried across the road here,
and got into the Green Park, which was even quieter and more
deserted than the other. And so at last into St. James’s, the
best of the three, beyond which arose the intolerable noise and
tumult of the streets. She sat down on one of the benches.
It was the very same bench where she had once sat with Philip,
talking over the meaning of love and marriage. Alas! she
knew by this time what one might mean, but not the other,
For as she sat alone, and the early eveniung closed round her, she
felt how, through all, her marriage was but a mockery of every-
thing—of love, because she never loved him ; of a real ceremony,
because the man was no clergyman. How there was no religion
in what she had done, no duty, no prudence—nothing but a vain
and ignorant desire to please her guardian. And, after all, he
had turned her off,

But as yet she could think of nothing clearly.

Two hours since she left him—only two hours !—and it
seemed an age, and the last three months a dream of long ago.
And as she tried to think, the stream of her thoughts would

17




258 MY LITTLE GIRL.
rush backwards in her head, as if stopped and turned by some
sudden dam.

Big Ben struck four. Presently there came to her a police-
man, with hirsute countenance and kindly eyes,

“The Park gates shut at half-past four, miss. Don’t you
think you had better not sit any longer under this dripping
tree ¥

She got up at once—submissive. Poor little Lollie, always
obedient, always douce,

“I will go, if you like.”

“ Hadn't you better go home, miss "

She made no answer, but looked at him sadly for a moment,
and then, drawing her veil tighter over her face, went slowly
through the gates and passed through the Horse Guards. In the
Strand, the shops were all lit up and things looked brighter,
She went down the street slowly, looking into every window as
she passed, trying to think what it was she wanted to buy.
Here were chains, gold watches, and silver cups ; and here—
what is it makes her heart leap up within her, and her pale
cheek glow?—a tray of wedding rings. She hurried in, she
held out her finger to be measured without saying a word, and
pointed to the tray. The ring cost her a guinea, and so she had
nineteen shillings left. But she came out relieved of a little of
the pain that oppressed her, and went on happier, as if some-
thing had been restored to her.

It was nearly six when she came to Chancery-lane ; and as
she saw the old familiar ugly street once more, a great yearning
came over her heart, for was it not the street that leads to
Gray’s Inn?

“I will arise and go unto my father,” said the poor prodigal—
say all of us, when sorrow and punishment fall upon us, “I
will go to Mr. Venn,” thought Lollie.

She quickened her step, and came to the familiar portals. No
one saw her go in. She mounted the stairs—ah, how often had
she Tun up before l—thinking what she should say. Alas!
when she got there, the outer door was shut, and Mr. Venn was
not at home.

Then her heart fell; and she burst into low wailings and
tears, leaning her cheek against the door, as if that could
sympathise with her trouble. It was the hour when every mai
in Gray's Inn was goue to dinner, and no ome was on the
staircase to hear her,
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She might have known, had she reflected. But she could
not think. Time had no more any meaning for her. She
thought that Mr. Venn was gone away altogether, and that she
bhad no longer a single friend left in the whole world, So,
when the paroxysm of tears, the first she had shed, had passed,
she crept downstairs again, and turned away to go out at the
north gate, by Raymond’s-buildings. Alas, alas ! had she taken
the other turning she would have met Venn himself, almost as
sad as she was, returning home to his desolate chambers,

Seven o’clock—eight—nine. The shops are being shut now,
and the streets not so crowded. There are not so many carts
about, which is good for her nerves, But the rain is pouring
upon her. She is somewhere about Regent’s Park—walking,
walking still. The rain falls heavily, Her dress is wet through,
and clings to her limbs ; but she staggers on, mechanieally.

Hartley Venn is in his chambers, sitting over the fire,
brooding.

Philip is drinking, and playing cards,

Men pass by and speak to her. She does not hear, and
takes no noftice.

Twelve o’clock—one o'clock. The passengers in the street
are very few now,

A rush of many people and of galloping horses. There is a
fire, and the cavalcade of rescue runs headlong down the' streef,
tollowed by a little mob of boys and men. They aro always
awake, these boys and men, ready for plunder.

Then silence again.

Two o’clock. The street is quite empty now. Then from a
side street there are loud screams and cries, and a woman rushes
ints the road with a wild shriek, She passes close to Lollie.
Her face is bleeding, her clothes are torn. She waves her
arms like some wild Cassandra, as one who prophesies the woe
that shall fall upon the city. But it is nothing. Only the wail
of despair and misery ; for she is starving, and her husband in
a drunken rage has struck her down and trampled on her,
Oh ! brothers and sisters, how we suffer, how we suffer for our
sins !

Thres o'clock. She is in Oxford-street, the stony-hearted.
It is quite empty. Not even a policeman in sight. Her eyes
are heavy and dim ; her head is burning ; an unnatural strength
possesses her limbs ; her shoulders have fallen forward. Is this
Hartley Venn's little girl? This with the bowed head, the

17—2
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draggled dress, the weary gait? Oh! Hartley, could you have
seen her then, it would have been bad for Philip and his tutor !
But Hartley is sound asleep, and so is Philip ; so, too, is Mr.
MacIntyre. Theyare all asleep and comfortable in their beds,
and only the tender and delicate girl is wandering about in the
night under the rain.

The city is sleeping. A strange hush has fallen over London.
Not a sound of a single wheel, not a footstep. The silence
strikes her ; for it seems to have come suddenly. She lifts her
head, and looks round, with a moan of weariness and agony.

After her there creeps silently, on bare feet, a creature in the
semblance of a man.

He is tall, nearly six feet high, lean and emaciated. His
scanty clothes are rags; his trousers are so tight that the sharp
bones seem projecting through them. His arms are too long
for the ragged sleeves of his tattered coat. He has no hat.
His face is black with dirt, and wisps of a fortnight’s beard are
sticking in patches over it. His hair is long and matted. His
eyes are sharp. It is the wolf of London—the wehr-wolf of
civilisation. In what lair does he crouch all day? Where
does he hide while honest folk are up and doing?

She does not hear him as his naked feet press close upon her.
As he gets nearer he looks round quickly and furtively, like'a
beast of prey, before he makes his spring. No policeman is in
sight. His long fingers clutch her shoulder, and she feels his
quick breath upon her cheek. She starts, and turns with a
shriek of terror.

“Have you got any money?’ he hisses. ¢ Give it to me—
give it to me quick, or I will murder you.”

She stared for a moment, and then, understanding so much,
put her hand in her pocket, and drew cut her purse. He looked
np and down the street, and then snatching it from her hand,
swiftly fled down a court and was lost.

Then the great, bare street fills her with terror, and she turns
out of it. Perhaps there are no wolves in the small streets.

So, presently, she finds herself in Covent-garden Market.
Light, activity, moise. The early market carts are arriving
She goes under the piazza, and, sitting on a basket, falls fast
asleep in the midst of it all.

She sleeps for nearly two hours. Then she is awakened by
a rough but not unkindly touch of her arm
“ Come, young woman, I want my basket.”
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She sprang to her feet, trying to remember where she was.
Two or three people were staring at her. A great, red-faced
woman among the rest—a coarse, rough, rude, hard-drinking
creature.

They were speaking to her, but she could not understand.
It seemed a dream.

“Leave her to me,” said the woman. * You go about your
business, all of you. I know a lady when I see her. You leave
her, all of you, to me. Come, my dear, don't try to say a word.
Don’t ’ee speak now, or else ye'll begin to ery. Wait a bit—
wait a bit.”

She put her arms round Lollie’s waist, and half led, half
carried her to a coffee-stall, of which, indeed, she was the
proprietor.

“ Now, me darlin’, sit ye down on my seat, and taste
this.”

Laura had eaten nothing since breakfast the preceding day,
say eighteen hours. The coffee restored her to a sense of
reality, for she had fallen into a state almost of coma. She
drank the cup, and handed it back to her new friend.

“ Now, my dear, another—and a bit of bread and butter,
Don't ’ee say a word, now, or ye'll begin to ery.”

She took a little bread and butter, and then, overcome with
weariness, her head fell upon the tray where the bread and
butter stood, and she was asleep again.

The good soul covered her with a shawl—not the cleanest in
the world, but the only one she had—and went on with her
early coffee trade. At seven, she awakened her.

“I must go now, my dear,” she said. *I'm an hour almost
behind my time, and the childer want me; but I wouldn’t
waken you. Are you better now ¥’

Lollie felt in her pocket for her purse.

“T remember,” she said, “a man robbed me last night of all
T had. It was nineteen shillings. Stay,” she added, taking off
her locket—Venn’s present—* take this for your kindness.”

“T won't,” said the woman, stoutly.

“You must. Please take it. I think I should have died if
it hadn’t been for yon. You are a good woman.”

“Don't 'ee, now, miss,” she answered, taking the locket—
“ don’t e, now, miss, or you'll ery.”

And then she began to cry herself; and Lollie left her, and
slipped away.
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On the Embankment, while the day slowly breaks, and as
the light returns, the poor child begins to realise the desolate.
ness of her position. She leans upon the low wall, and tries to
think what she shall do. Only one thing occurs to her. She
must go back to Gray’s Inn, and find out where Mr. Venn is,
She has no money to buy breakfast, she has nowhere even to
sit down ; and her limbs are trembling with fatigne. She was
almost staggering now as she reached the gate of the inn.
From the other side of the road, she saw the porter and the
people who knew her face standing in the gateway. So she went
round by the side entrance ip Warwick-court to the door. This
time, at least, she would find him in his chambers. Alas! no,
The door was still shut, as the gate of Paradise was to the Peri;
and her eourage died away within her. Inside lay Hartley, sound
asleep ; for it was but nine o’clock. Then she slowly and sadly
descended the staircase. Should she go and ask the porter
where he was? Not yet—presently. She would wait a little,
and make one more trial. And so, down Holborn and into
Long-acre, with a dazed idea of finding her way to Covent-garden,
where there might be another basket fo sit upen.

But as she crawled along, her cheeks blanched, her eyes heavy
and dull, neither seeing nor feeling anything, some one passed
her, started, ran back, and canght her by the arm, crying—

“ Miss Lollie, Miss Lollie!” And she fell fainting for-
wards.

It was no other than that Mary of whom mention has already
been made. Mary the sinful, you know. She was on her way
to rehearsal at Drury Lane. TFor there was the grandest of all
» grand spectacles ““on,” and she was one of the most prominent
of the ladies engaged specially—a dignified position nearest to
the lights—in the joyous dance of village maidens. She also
had to appear as one of the Queen’s personal attendants, in a
procession which beat into fits any procession ever made on the
stage or off it. She was going along with a friend, engaged in
the same line, falking of her hoy—

“And the notice he takes—it’s wonderful. Only two years
old, and he understands everything you tell him. And the
words he can say ; and good as gold with it all. I'm making
him a little pair of— Oh, good gracious, it's Lollie Colling-
wood "

She lived close by, in the pleasant seclusion of a two-pair
back, King-street, Long-acre,
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The two lifted Laura between them, and half carried her,
half led her to the door, and dragged her upstairs, because now
she gave way altogether, and lay lifeless in their arms. They
placed her on the bed, and waited to see if she would recover.
Presently she opened her eyes, gave a dreamy look at them as
they leaned over the bed, and closed them again:

“ Who is it %" whispered the friend.

“Hush ! don’t make any noise. It's Mr. Venn's little girl,
Oh dear! oh dear! and she so pretty and good! See—she’s
got a wedding ring on. Go down and get the kettle, my dear;
and go on to rehearsal without me. I shall be fined; but I
know who will pay the fine. And bring Georgie up. Perhaps
the sight of him will do her good—it always does me; and
come hack, my dear, when rehearsal’s over—1I shall want you.”

She took off Lollie’s hat and jacket, her boots and wet stock-
ings, covering her poor cold feet with blankets; and then
smoothed and tidied her hair, hanging dank and wet upon her
cheek as if she had been drowned,

But Lollie made no movement, lying stupefied and senseless,

Presently came up the other woman, bearing tea in one hand,
and little George, making a tremendous erowing, in the other,

“TIs she come to?’ whispered the girl,

“No; but she will presently. Go you, or you'll be late too ;
and don’t forget to come back as soon as you can. Where's the
sugar? Georgie, boy, you've got to be very quiet. Sit down,
and play with the spoon, and mother will give you sugared
bread and butter.”

The child immediately sat down, and assumed the silence
of a deer-stalker.

“Did you ever see such a boy 7’ his mother went on. ¢ As
good as gold. Now the milk ; and ask Mrs. Smith to trust me
another quarter-hundred of coals. I must have a fire for this
poor thing. Tell her there’s them as will see it paid.”

She made up the fire, tidied the room, so that it looked
at least clean and neat ; and then, pouring out the tea, brought
it to the bedside.

“ Lollie, my dear,” she whispered—* Lollie, my little darling,
open your eyes. It's only me—it’s only Mary, that you helped
three years ago. Take some tea, dear; and lie down, and go to
sleep, and I'll send for Mr. Venn.”

At this name the girl opened her eyes, and half lifted her
head, while she drank the tea, Then she lay back, looked




MYy IR EENGIAE,

round the room, pressed her hand to her head as if in pain, and
shut her eyes again,

She lay like one dead, but for the light breathing to which
her good Samaritan listened from time to time.

At two o’clock the friend came back, and Mary began to hunt
about in drawers, in pockets, everywhere.

“I knew I'd got a piece left somewhere,” she said at last,
triumpbantly producing a piece of note-paper the size of a man’s
hand, the remnant of a quire, the only purchase of note-paper
she ever had ocecasion to make. “I knew I'd got a piece left.
But there’s no ink. A pencil must do.”

‘With some pains, for she was not one of those who write a
letter every day, she indited a letter to Mr. Venn:

“Dear Mr. Vexy—Come here as soon as you can. If you
are out, come when you get back. Never mind what time it is.
If it’s midnight you must come,

“ Many,?

“Take that,” she whispered, “to Gray’s Inn. If he is out,
drop it into his letter-box ; if he is in, tell him not to be bring-
ing the old grandmother round. Laura don't want to see her,
I fancy, so much as him.”

On the bed the patient lay sleeping through all that day ; for
Mzr. Venn did not come. A sudden shock makes one stupid,
So long as it cannot be understood, one can go to sleep over it
It is only when the dull, slow pain succeeds the stupefying blow
that we begin really to suffer. Lollie’s sleep was what Mr
MacIntyre might have called a compensation due to her. And
in her dreams she went back to her husband, and mixed up,
with the little house at Notting-hill, her former happiness with
Mr. Venn,

The hours sped, and the afternoon came on. Mary had her
dinner, and put something on the hob for Lollie if she should
wake. Then came tea-time ; but she slept still, and the boy
had to be put to bed. Then it was Mary discovered that Lollie
was sleeping in clothes wet through and through.

She half raised her, pulled them off, and laid her back, with
her own warm flannel dressing-gown wrapped round her.

No Mr. Venn.

Then Mary sat down by the fire, prepared to watch and keep
herself awake,
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CHAPTER XXXT

Bur where was Venn?

He was engaged at a funeral ; no other, indeed, than that of

Mrs. Peck herself. The old lady was dead—not in consequence

. of her grand-daughter’s elopement; because, when she found
that little difference would be made in the allowance, she was a
good deal more comfortable without her than with her. She
died of some disease more commonplace than a broken heart,
one for which the doctor brought her little phials of physic and
Hartley Venn pint bottles of port. As for the disappearance of
the girl, that affected her chiefly in lowering the position she
had hitherto held in the Row. The transportation of a son or
the disappearance of a daughter is held in some circles to be as
much a disease as the scarlet fever. It is a thing which hap-
pens, somehow, in many most respectable families, and is not to
be accounted for or fonght against.

The old woman grew worse instead of better, and presently
kept her bed. Then Hartley got a nurse for her, and used to
look in once a week or so to see how she was getting on. One
day the inevitable message from across the River came to the
dame in bed, and she immediately sent for Hartley, in great
trouble lest she should have to begin the journey before he ar-
rived. But he was in time.

“1Is it about Lollie ?” he asked, expecting some message of
forgiveness or love to the girl.

“ No—no,” she answered. “Drat the girl, with her fine
learning and her ways! It's myself this time, Mr. Venn, and
time enough too, I think, All the things I've seen you give
that child, and never a thing for me.”

Hartley almost burst into a fit of laughter, it was so grotesque.

Here she was seized with a fit of coughing that nearly finished
her off altogether.

¢ Oh dear, dear! The time's come, Mr. Venn, when you can
make amends for your selfishness, and give me something too.”

My poor soul, haven't I given you everything you want?
Do you want more port wine ¥’

¢ Better than that,” she gasped. “I wanta Funeral. Ihaven't
complained, have I,sir? Not when I see the child decked out
that fine as the theayter couldn't equal it, I haven’t murmured ;
because, says I to myself—oh dear ! oh dear —Mr, Venn, he's
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a-good man, he is. He means it all for the best; and the time
will come. And now it has come. I want a Funeral, If I
was to die to-night,” she went on, ¢ you'd save all the "lowances,
and the port wine. Think of that, now.”

“I don't see what you want. A funeral ¥’

“ When Peck died we had a trifle saved and put by. That
was fifteen years ago. And we did it properly. His brother
came from Hornsey, and his two cousins from Camberwell, and
we all went respectable to Finchley. After the Funeral—it wag
a cold day—we went to the Crown, and sat round the fire and
cried, as was bub right, and drank gin and water hot. Oh dear!
—and we all enjoyed ourselves. Let me have a Funeral too, Mr,
Venn.”

He promised, and she died that very night, chuckling over
the great happiness that had come to her. The two cousins
from Camberwell, who had not been seen since the demise of the
late Mr. Peck, could not be found, but the brother from Hornsey
turned up ; and Venn, anxious that the old man should really
have a good time of i, went to the funeral himself, and gave
him after it more gin and water than he could carry.

The pious act accomplished, he went to the club and dined,
going afterwards to Lynn's, where he sat till twelve, discoursing
of funeral ceremonies of all mations; so that it was after
midnight when he got Mary’s missive. He trembled when be
read it. The blood rushed to his head, because it could mean
but one thing—his little girl. And as he hurried down the
streets to her lodging, he could find no formula for the prayer of
his heart, which was for her safety and—for her purity.

Everybody had gone to bed ; but Mary heard his step at the
door, and let him in herself,

“ What is it?” he whispered, as she proceeded quickly to
bolt the door again and put up the chain—¢ what is it, girl ¥’

“Hush I” she answered. “Pull off your boots. I’ll carry
them. She’s up there and asleep.”

He crept up. On the bed there lay, still sleeping, her face
upon her hand, her cheek all pale and blanched, her long hair
streaming back upon the pillow, wrapped warm in all Mary's
blankets, his Lollie—his little girl. He made a movement
towards her, but Mary held him back.

“Not yet. Wait. She has been sleeping since one o’clock this
morning. Let her be. Something dreadful has happened to
her, Sit down and wait,
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« Notice, Mr. Venn. She’s got the same clothes on as she
used to have. She must have been going back to you. Poor
thing ! poor thing ! See here—her jacket, and hat, and blue
frock, and all—I know them, every one. And look here.”

Very softly she laid back the blanket which covered her left
hand. = On the third finger was a wedding ring.

Hartley bent down and kissed the ring. His tears fell fast
upon the little fingers.

« When will she wake ?” he whispered.

#T don’t know—-anything may wake her.”

T ghall stay here,” he replied; and sat down by the bed,
in the only chair in the room.

Mary hesitated a moment, and then lay down on the extreme
edge of the other side of the bed. Hartley noticed then thab
between her and Lollie lay the child.

In two moments she, too, was asleep ; and the watch of the
night began in earnest. Hartley saw how Mary had laid all her
blankets and wraps upon his child, and left herself with nothing,
not even a shawl. He took off his own great-coat—he was ever
a kind-hearted man—and laid it over her shoulders, with a
corner of blanket across her feet, and then sat down again,
shivering—the fire was quite out, and the room was getting cold
—and waited.

Presently the candle went out suddenly, and then there was
darkness and silence, save for the breath of the sleepers.

The tumult of his thoughts in this stillness was almost more
than his nerves could bear. It was mot till the girl left him
that he had at all realised the hold she had upon his affections
and her place in hislife. He had been very lonely without her.
He had longed with all his soul to see her again. There was no
moment, now, when he was not ready to forgive everything, nor
when his arms were not open to her. The love he had for the
girl was the outcome of so many years. She had so twisted and
{wined the tendrils of affection round him, that when she went
away he was like some old tower from which its ivy, the growth
of centuries, had been rudely and roughly dragged away. With
the child coming every day, full of fresh thoughts, and eager for
knowledge, there was always some compensation for the neglect
of the world. Laura was his family : she it was who preserved
his life from utter loneliness and disappointment. While he
swatched the growth of her mind, he forgot that his own was, as
he was fond of calling it, a Wreck. While he listened to herideas,
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he, forgot that his own were ruthlessly consigned to waste-paper
baskets ; and with her bright face and child-like ways; he had
forgotten that he was getting on for forty—a poor man still, and
disappointed.

All these things crowded into his mind as he sat there, and
a great hunger seized his heart to have all things back again as
they were before. He had been growing weary of late; theold
things ceased to please him ; there was little interest left in life;
he felt himself getting old ; he awoke in the morning without
the former feeling that another day would bring its little basket
of pleasure ; he lay down at night with the mnew fecling that
here was finished another of those gray-coloured days which go
to make up the total of a sad life. Would that all could he as
it had been—that the step of the child could be heard again upon
the stairs, and the lessons renewed where they left off.  But the
waters run not back to the mountains, Old Mis. Peck was lying
buried in Finchley Cemetery. Laura wasa woman ; a wedding
ving was on her finger ; her long eyelashes lay wet with tears
upon her cheeks—those cheeks that never knew a tear while he
was there to kiss them. She moaned in her dreams who had
once only smiled ; and nothing could come back but the old,
old, inextinguishable love,

So, minute by minute, the slow night passed along. Hartley
sat through it motionless, in the dark, catching the breathing of
the sleeper, though he could not see her face.  After many hours,
there came through the window the first faint streaks of a
November dawn, growing stronger and stronger. When it fell
on little Georgie’s face, it half roused him from his sleep, and
reaching out his arms to find his mother, the boy laid his little
hand on Lollie’s neck, and she awoke. Wake with a start, and
a rush of thoughts that made her half sit up and stare at the
figure of Hartley, indistinet in the morning gloom, with strange,
wild eyes.

“ Where am I%—where am I%* she murmured, sinking hack.

Hartley bent over and raised her head, kissing her brow in his
quiet, old-fashioned way.

“Open your eyes, my litfle girl. You are come home again,
Thank God you are come home again,” the tears raining thick
upon her face.

She hardly as yet comprehended ; but at last, sitting up in
bed, she locked about the room, trying to remember. The bitter
knowledge came at last ; and, throwing her arims about his neck,
be laid her face against his, erying pitifully—

“»



and covered it with kisses, he called her a thousand names of
love and endearment—his child, his Lollie, his little daughter. |
And then Mary showed herself to be a young woman of 1e111y |
a high order of feeling ; for, awakened by the voices, she got up !
from the edge of the bed on which she had s slept all nwht and !
catching up the still sleeping boy, disappeared to some other i
e part of “the house—I fancy to the back kitchen below—and left i |
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! ¢« (Oh, Mr. Venn—Mr. Venn " ‘Ir* k
. This was all her prayer. Hartley could not trust himself to | %
answer. He clasped her in his arms, he held her face to his, !' h
:l[ |

them alone.
Presently, as the light grew stronger, Lollie recovered herself

a little, and in a qmcl\, nervous way began to tell him her tale.
Hartley listened with grinding teeth, She told all—extenuating
nothing, hiding nothing, save some of the cruelty of her hu:,-
| band’s last words. He stopped her then.
“You wrote to me from the place where you were married, |
my dear?” ]

“Yes. Mr. MacIntyre was to take the letter.”

¢“ And again from Vienxcamp ¥’ |

¢ T wrote twice from Vieuxcamp.” |

’ “I got no letters ab.all, poor child—mnot one. They sup- i
pressed them all. Go on. It was the day before yesterday. 1

‘ ‘Where did you go when you left him ¥ f

«T walked—I don't know. I walked all night. You were
nob in your chambers, It rained. I walked about all night.
Somebody took away my purse. What was I to do, Mr. Venn ?

‘Where was I to go? A woman in Covent-garden gave me some
coffee—"

“Tell me her name, Lollie-—tell me her name.”

“1 don't know. She had a stall at the corner of Bow-street.”

“She had a stall at the corner of Bow-street,” he repeated.

 And she went home at seven o’clock.”

“ Home at seven?” he said. “ All night, Lollie %—all the cold,
wet, dark night? Oh, child, child, why did you not come to
my rooms, and sit on the stairs till I came home %’

He held her close to his heart.

¢ All night—all night ! Lollie, Lollie, my heart is breaking

for you. One thing you have fmfm»teu Tell me the name of
your husband.”
“ Philip Durnford.”

1 “ Arthur’s ecousin !
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CHAPTER XXXII.

Priie Dursrorp—Arthur’s cousin, of whom he was always
speaking. Tt seemed a new complication, Venn sat back in
his chair, pondering,.

“Promise me something, Mr. Venn,” TLollie whispered—
“ promise me something. Do not harm Philip,”

“ Harm him !” he answered, with a fierce light in his eyes,

“Tor my sake, do not try to see him, ' Do not go in his way.”

% My poor child.”

¢ But promise.”

“ Lollie, you ask too much. But what harm can T do him?
I cannot go round to his tent with a knife, as a child of Israel
would have done, and stab him till he die. I wish I could, I
cannot even ask him to fight a duel. I would if I could. My
aim should be steady and my eye straight. Tell me what harm
I can possibly do to him. True, I could go to him with a stick,
and so relieve myself.”

“ No, Mr. Venn, you will not do that.”

“ Do not talk about him, child—do not talk about him, Tet
us talk of other things. And, first, to make you well. My
child, how hot your head is. I will go and send a doctor to
yow. Lie down and sleep again.”

“I should like some tea,” she said, sinking hack exhausted.
“I am thirsty. My hands are burning, and my head swims,
Send me Mary, please.”

He hurried downstairs, and brought up Mary ; and then, pro-
mising to return in the afternoon, went away to send her a
doctor. That done, he returned to his chambers, feeling lighter
and happier than he had done for months past.  So happy was
he, that he set to work and burned no less than three immortal
essays, because he suspected that they were deficient in joy
and thankfulness—two qualifies which he now regarded as
essential to a well-balanced mind. That sacrifice completed, he
sab down before the fire and fell fast asleep, thinking of how the
good old days were to be restored to him.

When he awoke it was three o'clock, and he had had no
breakfast. That was a trifling consideration, because coffee can
be always made. He broke bread with a sense of happiness and
grabitude that almost made his modest meal a sacrament, and
then went back to his patient.
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But on the stairs he was met by Mary.

“You can’t come in, Mr. Venn. Lollie is very ill, and the
doctor is with her. Don’t be frightened, She’s had too great
a shock. You may come to-morrow.”

He turned away, all his joy dashed. As he shut the door
behind him, he ground his teeth savagely, and stood still for a
moment.

“If my child "—shaking his hand at the silent heavens—¢if
my little girl does not get better, T will kill him—I will kill
him! A life for a life. I will kill him !”

Then he wandered about the street, following as nearly as he
could the wanderings of Lollie during that night, and trying to
imagine where she would stand for shelter. The fancy seized
him to find out the man who robbed her. It was from a court
on the north side of Oxford-street. He went along, turning into
every court he could find, and prowling up and down with a
vague sort of feeling that he might see the man, and know him
by his long legs, his bare feet, and his crouching like a
wolf. There were a good many wolf-like creatures about, but
none that quite answered to Lollie’s description ; and he de-
sisted from the search at last, calling himself a fool, and so went
home.

Then another notion seized him. He ordered the night porter
to call him at four o’clock, and so went to bed.

At four he was awakened, and got up.

“ Most extraordinary,” he murmured, shivering, and lighting
a candle, “the sensation of rising in the night. I quite under-
stand now why the labouring classes, who always do it, never
take tubs.”

He dressed hastily, and went out into the court. The very
last light had disappeared in the square. The last roysterer was
gone to bed. The last student had knocked off work for the
night.

“ It gives one,” he said to himself, “an Antipodean feeling.
Ifeel as if I were on my head. Now I begin to understand
why agricultural labourers are never boisterous in their spirits.
This is enough to sadden Momus !

Not a soul was in Holborn when he Passed through the gate.
He buttoned his great-coat tighter across his chest, and strode up
the street, his footsteps echoing as he went,

“T wish it would rain,” he said, “then I should understand
the misery of it hetter.”
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He left Holborn, and passing down the bye-streets, made
directly for Covent-garden. There he found the market in full
vigour—the carts all seeming to come in at the same time. He
peered about in the faces of the drivers and workmen,

“An expression of hope,” he said, “ or rather of expectation.
We have had our bed—they seem as if they were always
looking for it. Very odd! Life pulled forward—breakfast at
four, dinuer at ten, tea at two. Bed, if you are a Sybarite,
about seven ; if you are a reveller, at nine. Where is my coffee-
woman ¥’

He came to a stall, where a fat, red-faced woman was ladling
out cups of coffee to an expectant crowd. He stood on one side,
and let the crowd thin, and then humbly advanced.

“ A cup of coffee, if you please, ma’am.”

She poured it out for him.

“ Drink it, and go home to bed,” she said. * You ought to
be ashamed of yourself, stayin’ out all night this fashion,”

I am only just out of bed,” said Venn, meekly. T got out
of bed to see you.”

“ And pray what might you be wanting to see me for, young
man? I don’t owe you nothing.”

“On the contrary, it is I who owe you a great deal,” he re-
plied, sitting on the shafts of her coffee-cart. * Tell me, my
good soul, you were here the night before last?”

“I am here every night.”

“Then you remember the young lady who came here

I should think I do remember her— the pretty lamh.”

Venn took her great rough hand in his, and held it.

¢ She gave you a locket. Have you got it with you?’

“Yes, it's in my pocket. Wait a bit—wait a bit. Here it is,
What do you want with the locket ¢’

“ She has sent me to buy the locket back,” he replied, ““and
to find out where you live. She is with her friends now. You
must not ask anything about her—why she was out alone ; but
she is with her own friends—those who love her. She is ill too
—God help her I”

“ Amen,” said the woman, “and good she was, I swear.”

“As good as any saint.  See, give me the locket, and tell me
where you live. She shall come soon to see you herself, And
here is the price of the locket.”

He laid five pounds in her hand. The woman looked at the
gold—it was as much as ever she had had in her Ppossession, all
at once——and then Leld out her hand again,

i
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“Tf ghe's poor, take it back, I don’t want it—the Lord love
her! If she's rich, T'll keep it for the childer.”

«T am rich,” said Venn, “ because I have her back, Keep
the money. And now, tell me where you live.”

She shook her head again, and turned away.

“1 can’t go to bed,” he said. “I've had my breakfast too ;
what time shall T want lunch,I wonder? Where am I to go now?”

Tt was not quite six o'clock. He strolled along the streets,
making mental observations, watching how the traffic began and
how it slowly increased. Then he went on the Embankment.

T have never yet seen the rosy-fingered dawn. Let us con-
template one of nature’s grandest phenomena.”

A dense fog came rolling up with the breal of day, and there
was nothing to see at all.

¢« T am disappointed,” he said to himself. “ From the descrip-
tion of that lying tribe, the poets, I had expected a very different
thing. Alas! one by one the illusions of life die away. Letus
go and look after our patient.”

The worst was past; and though Laura was hanging between
life and death, the halance of youth and strength was in her
favour.

After a day or two, they allowed Venn to enter the sick room
and help to nurse. Never had patient a nurse more careful and
attentive. In the morning, when Mary went to rehearsal, and
in the evening, when she went to the theatre, he took her place,
and watched the spark of life slowly growing again into a
flame. She was light-headed still, and in her unconscious prat-
tling revealed all the innocent secrets of her life. 'What revela-
tions those are of sick men in the ears of mothers and sisters
who have thought them spotless !

Venn learned all. He heard her plead with her husband for
permission to tell himself, to write, to try and see him. He saw
how, through it all, he himself lay at her heart ; and lastly, he
heard from her lips the real and true story of the last cruel blow
that drove her out into the street. What could he do fo this
man? How madden him with remorse? How drive him and
lash him with a scourge of scorpions?

One morning he found her sitting up, half-dressed, weak and
feeble, but restored to her right mind. Then Hartley Venn did
a thing he had not done for nearly thirty years—you so easily get
out of the habit at Eton—he knelt down by the bedside, her
hand in his, and thanked God aloud for his great merey.

18
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“ When I get well again, Mr. Venn,” whispered Lollie, “wa
will go to church together, will we not ¥’

Then he sat down by her while she told him all the story
again, till the tears ran down both their cheeks ; for Hartley
Venn was but a great, soft-hearted baby, and showed his feelings
in a manner quite unknown to the higher circles.

“ But what are we to do with you, Lollie? he asked, when
he had told all his news—how Mrs. Peck was gone, and thers
was no house anywhers for her. *“You could not possibly
have gone to live with your old grandmother any more. What
shall we do for you ¢’

“I don’t know, Mr. Venn. Do something for Mary. See
how good she has been,”

“Mary don't want anything, child. When she does she
knows where to go for help.”

Then he told her all about the coffes woman,

“Iwill take you to see her,” he said, “as soon as you are
well.  Here is your locket, my dear, back again. We are to go
in the day-time, and I am to prepare her for your visit fivst,
But what am I to do with you ? Stay. I will go and ask
Sukey? She always knows what ought to be done.”

It was really a serious question. What was he to do with
her? He might get her lodgings. But then his own visits
would have to be few, so as to prevent talk. He might take a
house for her, though that hardly seemed the best thing. But
as he walked along to Woburn-place, a brilliant thought flashed
across him, Sukey should take her. A comfortable house, the
care of a lady, surrounding cireumstances not only new, but new
enough to have a charm, and a life beyond the reach of any
malicious tongues. Nothing could be hetter. But then Sukey
might object. He smoothed his face into its sweetest lines. He
would diplomatize.

Sukey was in a state of great nervous excitement, in conse-
quence of having been excommunicated. She was of High
Church proclivities, and loved, in moderation, the exercise of
those observances appointed by her advisers, Naturally, too; she
was fond of the society of her clergyman, a gentleman ‘who held
rigid views as to fasting and feasting, observing the periods of
the former courageously— but with grief and pain—and the latter
with undisguised joy. Both states of feeling he regarded as
conducive to a sound spiritual state. And so far he was fol-

lowed by Miss Venn, who hated a vegetable diet as much as she
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loved a good dinner. In an evil hour, having heen presented
with an Angola cat, she christened it St. Cyril. Her director,
on discovering this piece of levity, treated it as an offence quite
beyond the venial sins common among mankind, and not only
ordered her to change the name to Tom, but also enjoined as a
penance an octave of cabbage. Af this tyranny, her whole soul
revolted, and she flew into open rebellion : going over to the
enemy’s camp, a neighbouring Low Church establishment, where
as yet no surplice was flaunted in the pulpit, the Psalms were
read, and the service finely rendered.
Thereupon she was excommunicated.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

VExw, on the following morning, called upon his sister,

She burst forth with all her tale of trouble as soon as she saw
him. Hartley judiciously gave her the reins, only occasionally
murmuring sympathetically.

“ Why, Sukey,” he said, when she had quite finished,
“you can do nothing better than persist. It is the most ont-
rageous tyranny. And such a beautiful animal, too. St. Cyril,
come here. Sh—tsh! A lovely cat.”

“I thought you hated cats, Hartley.”

“Asarule, I do. Butnot such a superb creature as this.
St. Cyril—what a beautiful name fora cat! Suggestive of howl-
ings on chimney-tops—I mean, of purrings on the hearth-rug.
My dear sister, you have a genius for giving names. When I
was & child—when we were children together—you used to call
me Billabelub for short, I remember well.”

Sukey began to purr too, falling into the trap baited by
ilattery as innocently as any creature of the forest.

“I think T chose a good name, in spite of Mr. De Vere,
Take a glass of wine, Hartley, and a biscuit. 'Why do you call
here so seldom

“ The sherry, by all means.”

He poured out two glasses.

“ Hartley, you know I never take wine in the morning.”

*“As it is poured out, you may as well drink it. Besides, it
will do you good.”

She drank it, and appeared to like it.

“But I came to tell you some good news, Sukey,” he went

18—2
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on, seeing that the moment had arrived, MMy little girl has
come back to me.”

Sukey said nothing, but looked up sharply.

“Yes. Her hushband has ill-treated her.”

¢ Her husband | she has a husband, then ¥’

“ Sukey ! Why, how else should she have left me?”

This was a facer. Hartley followed up the advantage.

“ Her husband, it appears—"

“ Who is her husband, Hartley ?’

“ Mr, Philip Durnford, lieutenant in the ——th Regiment,
cousin of Arthur Durnford, whose father used to be a pupil at
the Rectory. You remember him thirty years ago?’

“My dear brother. As if I could remember anything so long
ago as that.”

“True, I forgot. Philip Durnford, I am sorry to say, is not
a good man, He made her conceal the marriage, destroyed the
letters. she wrote to me, forbade her writing any more, and af
last ruined himself and turned her out of doors. Lollie has had
a hard time, Sukey.”

““Where is she now ?”

¢She had nowhere to go, wandered about trying to find mein
my chambers, kept on missing me, and at last was picked up by
a girl whom she befriended two or three years ago, who took her
in like a Samaritan, and we nursed her through a fortnight of
dangerous illness. She is still almost too weak to be moved.”

“You must see her hushand at once.”

¢TI think not.”

¢ Then, where can she go? Hartley, you must not begin that
old business of having her up in your chambers.”

“No, certainly not—that must be put a stop to. I have
thought it over. She must go, Sukey”—here he became very
impressive—* she must go to the house of some lady, a little,
but not too much, older than herself, of a kind and affectionate
disposition—my child is dreadfully broken and weak, Sukey—
where her wounds may be healed, and we can teach her to forget
some of her troubles; where she will have no reproaches, no
worries, no hard words.”

“ Where will you find such a guardian?’

“Where? Here, Sukey, here "—he took her fat little hands
in his—* here, my dear. I know no other woman so good and
kind as yourself, and no house which will so entirely fulfil all
the conditions as your own,”
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«Mine? Oh, goodness gracious !’ :

“Yours, Sukey. For there is, I am quite sure, no one in the
world whose heart is so soft, and whose house is so comfortable
as yours.”

She sat silent.

“ You know Lollie, too. It is mot as if you were strangers,
TRemember how you used to kiss her when she was quite a little
thing.” -

«f do,” said Sukey. “The child’s lips were always sticky
with jam.”

“They were. And it shows,” said Hartley, « the kindness of
your heart to treasure up this trifling circumstance. Women
alone know how to touch the chords of feeling. She was always
extravagantly fond of jam. I remember, too, how you used to
spread it for her on bread and butter, careful not to give her too
much butter for fear of biliousness. The old days, Sukey, the
old days !”

He was silent, as if overcome. Then he went on—

“ And it is really kind—more kind than I know how to thank
you for—to accede at once to my suggestion. I feel as if it
came from you. Believe me, sister, I am very grateful.”

He kissed her forehead ; and the caress, so exceedingly rarve
from her brother, brought a glow of conscious benevolence to
Suley’s cheeks. She almost felt as if she had really suggested
the step. Then her heart sank again.

“Well, you know, my dear Hartley, T am the last person in
the world to think of my own comfort.”

“You are, indeed, Sukey,” he murmured, with a glance at the
sherry—*“ the very last. Always self-denying.”

¢ But what will Anne think ¥’

Hartley rang the bell, and Anne appeared.

“ My sister, Anne—upon my word, Anne, you are getting
younger every day-—wants to take, for a little while, a young
lady into the house. Mus. Durnford, who is unhappily separated
from her husband. You remember her—my ward, Miss Colling-
wooc’l, that was ; but she is a little afraid that it will put you
out.

Anne looked troubled.

“Not a young lady who will give trouble or any extra work,
but one who wants a comfortable place, and thoughtful people
like yourself about her.”

“If Miss Venn wants it,” said Anne.




278 MY LITTLE GIRL.

“Of course she wants it.”

“ Then I'm not the one to make ohjections. And I'm sure
the house wants a little brightening up. And you never coming
but once in three months, Mr. Hartley.”

“I shall come every day now, Anne. But haven’t you got
Mr. De Vere?”

This was the clergyman, with whom Anne did not hold.

“Mr. De Vere, indeed I And Anne retreated.

“Then we will lose no time,” said Hartley. “I don't think
you could have her to-morrow ; but the day after, perhaps.”

“The day after? Oh, Hartley, will she be wanting gaiety
and fuss, and everything %’

“Lollie? My dear Sukey, she wants quict, But would ib
not be a nice thing—a graceful thing—if you would bring her
here yourself 7’

“If you prefer it, Hartley. Where is she 2"

" Where she has heen for the last three weeks, With Mary.”

“ Mary has got a surname, I suppose. Pray, what is the pro-
fegsion of Mary 7

* Mary—I mean, Mrs. Smith, whose—ahem ! whose husband
has gone to—to—"

 Where is he gone to 1’

“ How should I know where he is gone to?” replied Hartley,
a littls irritably, for he did not like being off the rails of truth,
“ Gone to Abraham’s bosom, I suppose. So Mrs. Smith, you
know, dances at the theatre, and supports her child in a credit-
able way.”

“ Now, Hartley, T will not—the grand-daughter of a Bishop,
and all—go to the lodgings of a Dancing Person.”

Hartley repressed an inclination to refer to the ancestral glue
manufactory, and only meekly replied that there was no need.

* Bring Laura to your chambers the day after to-morrow,” said
Sukey, “and I will come and fetch her.”

“ Do, Sukey, come to breakfast—kidneys, sister. You shall
take her away afterwards in a cab. You will be kind to her,
Sukey 7

“Of course I will. Oh, dear! there is nothing but trouble.
Now we shall have to make things ready. Well, go away, now,
Hartley—you will only be in the way. = I will come at ten.”

Two days afterwards, Hartley brought his ward hack again to
the old chambers. Mary hugeed and kissed her; but when
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Laura promised to call and see her soom, she only shook her
head, and said it was better not, and began to cry. And then
she went back to her room again, and found it cheerless and
dreary indeed. : !

Hartley helped Laura upstairs, and installed her in her old
place, the old chair by the fire. : b

“It looks like what it used to be, Lollie,” he said ; “but if is
not. It never can be again.”

“Ab, no! It never can be again. My fault, my fault.”

“Never again, never again. The waters are troubled, dear,
and we shall be long in getting them clear. But think no more
of the past. You are always my little girl, remember ; and if
you were dear to me before, Lollie, when you were but a child,
you are doubly dear now, when you coms back in your sorrow
and trouble. There are to be no more lessons, and talks, and
walks, I must not see you very often, and never here, because
people might talk. But never doubt, my child, that I love you.”

He kissed her forehead and caressed her face in his old calm
way, while the tears were standing in his eyes. She dropped
her face in her hands, and wept unrestrainedly.

Miss Venn appeared at this Juncture. She had walked to
Gray’s Inn, making up her mind to be kind, but yet severe ; for
elopements should always be visited by coldness of manner, at
least. Besides, meditation of forty-eight hours had revealed to
her the cunning manner in which her brother had entrapped her
into a generosity of which she half repented. ;

But at sight of her brother’s sorrow, and the weak, wasted
figure in the chair, her resolution gave way ; and almost before
she had got the girl well in her fat, motherly arms, she was
crying over her, and kissing her, with a vehemence which did
infinite credit to the family.,

Hartley left them, and presently returned with the kidneys,
cooked in his bed-room, N obody could do Lidneys so well as
Hartley, or brew such splendid coffee, And sympathy brings
its own reward in the shape of appetite,

After this, she took Lollie away with her, laid her on the sofa,
and, with Anne, made much of her.

I have_ only to add that the public appearanca of Laura, and
the way in which she was carried off by Miss Venn, entirely re-
established her in the eyes of the Gray’s Inn functionaries, and

- :
eﬁ"ectu‘anly drowned the voices of those who had said evil thipes
about her disappearance, %
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

VENN went with a troubled mind to find Arthur Durnford. Ha
knew nothing as yet of his changed fortunes, and had, indeed,
only heard of Philip as a cousin of whom Arthur spoke little.

“ Arthur,” he said, shaking his hand, “something has hap-
pened to me.”

‘“A great deal has happened to me,” said Arthur, laughing;
“hut I hope your accident is not so serious as mine. It's a long
story. But you shall have it.”

He told all, from the very beginning.

“I gave up the fortune at once,” he said, simply, * because
it seemed to me clear and beyond any dispute that my father
was actually married to this girl, who must have died in
Europe before he married again, and when Philip was a year
old. He is only two years older than myself. I might
have fought the case, my lawyer said ; but it would have been
at the cost of publishing my father's early history, perhaps
raking up old scandals—all sorts of things. This I couldn’t
do; and Philip, who is the most generous man alive, insisted
on my having double the sum which my father had given him.
You see, my father never intended him to be his heir. Of that
I am quite certain, On the other hand, by his will, Philip s
the heir. And the decision of the case means legitimacy to him.”

“T see,” said Venn—¢“ I see. Nevertheless, I do not believe.
This man who supplies the proofs—I will tell you something
about him directly.”

“You can tell me very little that I do not know already.
That MacIntyre is a scoundrel, an unserupulous man, bound by
no laws of honour, religion, or morality, I know already—npartly
from his own confession.”

¢ He sold his proofs, I suppose ¥’

I suppose so. I have not asked Philip what he asked or
got for them.”

“Tell me his address, if you know it.”

“I know the street, but not the number. He is in lodgings
in Keppel Street, Russell Square.”

“ Keppel Street? I know it. Yes—EKeppel Street.”

Over his face there stole a look of thankfulness, expressed by
the movement of his sensitive lips. His colour rose just a little,
but he was outwardly calm.
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¢ You want to see him %’

« T think I shall probably call upon him to-day.”

¢ But what has happened to you, Venn? T am so full of my
own troubles that I am selfish, and forget yours.”

“ Mine are not all troubles, Arthur. DMy little girl has been
restored to me.”

Axthur did not dare say a word. He was afraid to ask the
question that rose to his lips.

“ Spotless, thank God, and pure. You shall learn, pre-
sently, how. But tell me first about this new-found brother of
yours.”

“ What about him ¥’

¢ Tg he, for instance, a man of honour?”

“T would stake my own upon Phil’s honour ¢’

“ And trath %’

“ Surely, my dear Venn, you have nothing to say or to sus-
pect against Philip, have you ¢’

“ And a man, you think, of generous leanings, of chivalrous
feeling, of lofty sentiments, of—— Well, Arthur, I am going
to give you a greater shock than the loss of your fortune. Listen
to me. I used to tell my child, in a thoughtless way, that T
should like, above all things, to see her married to a gentleman.
She, my innocent and ignorant Lollie, brought up with me and
me only, knew nothing about love, marriage, anything else that
is common and practical. She and I lived among our books,
and fed our minds on the words of old writers. Well—" he
paused for a moment. ¢ One night, when she left me, she was
insulted in the street. A gentleman came to her help. Of all
this she told me. She did not tell me the rest, because he per-
suaded her not to—that he met her again, that he told her he
loved her, and begged her to marry him. She thought it would
please me. She accepted him to please me. She kept silent to
please me. You think it is impossible? You do not know how
I had kept the girl from knowing the world and its wickedness.
The day before the marriage, she told me she had a secret, and
wanted to tell it me. I, though I saw her distress, blinded by
my own ignorvant conceit, bade her keep her secret, and refused
to hear it. The next day she was privately married by a Scotch
clergyman—Iliving, Arthur, in Keppel Street.”

“Heavens, Venn! Do you mean Maclntyre? It was not
Philip—it could not be Philip.”

“ Was the man ever a Scoteh cleroyman?”
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“Who can know? He is a mass of lies. He would say so
for his own purposes, whether he was or not.”

‘“ And yet you allowed him to take your fortune from you.”

“ Not on his own evidence, Venn. But go on.”

_ ‘‘The man who married Lollie took her to Normandy with
i | him. Before leaving the house in Keppel Street, Lollie wrote
: me a note, telling all. MacIntyre promised to take it himself

to Gray’s Inn. He never did.  When they got to Normandy
she wrote me a long letter—T can fancy what my little girl
would say to me in it. Her hushand took the letter to the post,
It mever come. She waited a week, and then she wrote again,
Her husband took the letter to the post. The second letter
never came. Then her husband brought her back to England,
put her in a small house near London, and forbade her to write
to me any more. You understand so much.”

“ Tt eannot be Philip,” Arthur said.

“ Wait. There is more. This was in June. It is now No-
vember. Xor nearly five months, then, she lived there. She
was absolutely alone the whole time. Her husband left her in
the morning, and usually came home at night. She dined alone,
sat alone, had no visitors, no companions. All the time he was,
as I gather, betting on horse-racing, gambling—losing money

_ every day. Omnce or twice Mr. MacIntyre came to see her. Once
/ her husband had a large party of men in the house. Then he
sent her to her own room, and there kept her awake all night,
singing and laughing. My little Lollie! When I think of it
all, Arthur, I feel half mad! Wait, don't speak yet—there is
il more. It is now ten. days ago. He came home very late; he
rose abt mid-day ; he cursed at the breakfast ; and then, without
a word of regref, without a word to soften the blow, he turned
upon his wife, told her that he was a ruined man, that he had
nothing left at all, that she must leave him, because they never
had been married at all. What do you think of that man,

Arthur Durnford ¥’

“ Finish your story.”

“She left him—Ileft him with nothing but what she had when
she married him. And all that night, that bitter, wretched, dismal
night, with the wild wind and rain driving in her face, the
poor girl wandered, wandered in the streets. Think of it, Arthur
—think of it! My little gir]l walked ahout the streets all night
long—never stopped, never sat down, never ate or drank. All
night long—do you know what that means? The rain beating
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upon her, her wet clothes clinging to her, her brain confused
and froubled, stupid with suffering; while the hours went on
one after the other, ereeping for her, flying for us. Good God !
and T in my warm hed, asleep—unthinking. My dear, my little
darling !. If I had but known !”

He was standing over Arthur, as the latter sat looking at him
with pained and troubled face. Venn's eyes were heavy with
those tears which do not fall, and his voice was shaken as he
spoke.
p“There is more still, Arthur. She wandered so—where, she
does not know. In the morning a woman, a humble child of
Samaria, gave her a cup of coffee. I have found that giver of
the cup of coffee, Arthur. Then she thinks she sat down, some-
where, just before it grew light. And then she began to wander
again. From noon till noon, twenty-four hours of walking in
the streets. She was to have been—she might have been,
Arthur—a mother. Thinklofit. Then, if you like it put that way,
God was good to her,and sent inher path a girl,a poor starving girl,
whom I had helped two years before, at Lollie’s own prayer—
her own prayer, mind, not any charitable act—when she was
ignorant of what the girl had done, what it meant, and why her
father had turned her away. Mary found her wandering down
the street, and took her home, fainting and weary to death—not
knowing what was being done to her. Then she sent to me.
Lollie has been ill since. That was to be expected. At death’s
door. That, too, was to be expected.

“Now you know, Arthur, what has happened to me. Is my
little girl blameless ¥”

“ Surely, yes, Venn.”

“ And the man, Arthur—what is to be done with the man ?
I made her tell me his name, on the promise that I would not
harm him. To keep that promise, it is necessary that I should
not see him. But what is to be done with the man, I say?
How can we make him feel what he has done? Is there
any way—any way! I see monme. A man whose sense of
honour is so delicate that you would exchange it for your own ;
who is the soul of truth, of honour, of nobility ; who is—alas!
alas ! my friend—your brother Philip.”

Then Venn took up his hat.

“I must go now,” he said: ¢ Shake hands, Arthur. Tell
me again you think my little girl is pure and spotless.”

“ Before God I think so,” said Arthur. * She is my sister,”
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« Thank you, friend. You shall see her. NowIge I am
bound on a pleasanter journey than when I came here. T
am going to pay a little visit. Yes, you are quite right, T am
going to Keppel Street. T am going to see the Scotch clergy-
man.”

He put on his hat and went away.

Te had not been gone half an hour before Philip himself
came, radiant, happy, light-hearted. Some sinners are 0. Then
wise men say they live in Tools' Paradise: Perhaps; but I do
not pretend to solve these difficulties. My own idea is thab
when a man has done such things as ought to take away all his
self-respect, there is always some of it left so long as things are
not found out. You can hardly expect self-respect in a gentle-
man who has stood in the dock, for instance, and heard the
judge pronouncing sentence upon him. But the jury, how
eminently self-respectful they are! One or two even, perhaps,
of these might fairly stand side by side with the criminal. So,
too—but I am plagiarising from Venn’s essay ¢« On Being Found
Out;” and as the world will perhaps get this work some day, I
must stop.

Arthur looked the criminal, certainly ; for he flushed scarlet,
stammered, and refused to notice the hand that Philip held
out.

T have heard something, Philip.”

¢« Tt must be something desperately solemn, then,” said his
brother. “Is it anything mew about the—the late business
of ours?’

“ Nothing. Tt is much worse than that. Mnr. Hartley Venn
has been here.”

Philip had, for the moment, utterly forgotten Venn's existence.
He, too, changed colour.

“ Well ¥’

«The rest you know, T suppose. Your wife—"

¢ Come, come, Arthur; be reasonable.”

« T am reasonable: I say your wife—— Good heavens, sit,
what makes a woman a wife ? What are the laws of the country
to the laws of honour, honesty, truth ? Did you not pledge your
faith to her? Did you not——"

« Arthur, I will not be questioned.”

- « Apswer me, then, one question. You have done—you,
Philip, you—you have done all that Venn has told me, Tearn
that your wife, my sisler-in-law, is lying ill. She has been close
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to dying. You will, at least, make her your wife in the eyes of
the law ¥’

« Oh, dear, no,” said Philip, lightly. I do not justify my-
gelf, my dear fellow. Of course it is extremely wicked and im-
Proper. I am very soiry to hear aboub her illness. Tell Mr.
Venn that no money arrangement that is ab all reasonable will
be objected to—that——"

« Philip, stop—I won't hear it.”

«Won't hear what? You were not born yesterday, I sup-

ose, Arthur? You know that such things are done every day.
We all do them.”

“We all ¥

“ Yes—we all. Bah ! the girl will get over it in a month.”

¢« Apd this man is my own brother,” said Arthur, recoiling—
#is my own brother I”

Philip's face grew cloudy. There was 1o longer anything in
him but the animal.

« Tet us have no more of this nonsense,” he said. ¢ Tell this
man Venn that he may do what he likes, and go to the devil.
And as for you, Arthur——"

¢ Philip, you are a villain. Leave my room. Never speak
to me again. Never come here. Let me mnever see your face
any more. You have disgraced the name you bear. We have
been a family of gentlemen for generations, And now you are
our representative ! It is shameful—it is dreadfall”

Philip left him. As he opened the door, he turned and
said—

« When you apologise to me for this language, you may, per-
haps, expect to see me again. Till then, never.”

Tt was a poor way of getting off the stage, and Philip after-
wards reflected that he might have finished with at least more
fire and effect if he had gone off swearing. Bub the best things
always oceur to us too late to put them into practice.

CHAPTER XXXV,

«Tp is indeed a dreadful story,” said Madeleine, when Arthur
told her.

¢« What is to be done? Advise me, Madeleine.”

«Who can advise? Mr. Venn's plan of assuming the mar-
riage to be legal, without asking any questions, and letting
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Philip alone altogether, seems the best ; unless, which I very
much doubt, we can bring your brother to a better frame of
mind. You, of course, have done as much mischief as was
possible. Men are always so violent.”

“I told him he was a villain,” said Arthur. Tt is true. I
have never read, never heard, of baser or more cold-blooded
treachery.”

“ Let me go and see Philip,” said Madeleine,

She went at once to the house at Notting Hill. Tt was now
dismantled ; for Philip had sent away everything but the furni-
ture of the two rooms in which he lived. There was no one in
the place but himself and an old woman. He had never been
upstairs to the room which had been Laura’s since she left him,

Madeleine found him, unshaven, in a dressing-gown, smoking
a pipe, in gloomy disorder. It was in the afternoon. On the
table was an empty soda-water bottle, an empty tumbler, and a
brandy bottle.

Philip, surprised to see her, made some sort of apology for the
general disorder, and putting aside his pipe, brushed the hair
back from his forehead, and waited to hear what she would say.

She began by abusing him for living in such a mess.

“ Why do you do it?’ she asked. ¢ Brandy and soda in the
day-time—mnot dressed—rooms in the most dreadful litter.
Philip, you ought to be ashamed of yourself.”

He only groaned impatiently.

“Is that all you have come to see me for, Madeleine? Do
not worry about the rooms and me. I've got something else to
think of besides the disorder of my rooms. You shall blow up
the old woman if you like. She is within hail—probably sit-
ting with her heels under the grate and her head in the coal-
scuttle.”

“1 have a great deal more to say, Philip. Tirst of all, do
you know that I am going to be your sister? I am to marry
Arthur.”

¢ Arthur is a happy man, Madeleine. I envy him. But he
always had all the luck.”

“ Don’t call it luck, Phil. But we shall see a great deal more
of you, shall we not, when we are married ¥’

“ No—a great deal less. I have quarrelled with Arthur.”

“I know, I know. But hasty words may be recalled, and—
and hasty actions may be repaired, Phil, may they not ¢’

# If they could be undone, it would be worth talking about.
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Do not beat about the bush, Madeleine. I suppose you know
all about that girl, and are come here to talk to me, and pitch
into me. Well, go on. I cannot help what you say.”

¢ Indeed, I do not come to pitch into you, as you call it, at
all, I cannot bear to think that my own brother, my husband’s
brother, could do this thing in cold blood. Do tell me some-
thing.”

Philip was silent for a while.

«T will tell you the exact truth, Madeleine. You may call it
excuse or defence, or anything else you like. Tt shall be the
exach truth, mind. I would tell no other living soul. I care
nothing for what the world says; but I care something for what
you think.

“ You cannot understand the nature of a man. You will not
comprehend me when I tell you that I was devoured with love
for this girl. There was nothing I could not have done—no-
thing, mind, to get possession of her, There came a time when I
had to marry her on a certain day ornot at all. T got the special
licence, but forgot all about speaking to any clergyman ill it was
too late. Then MacIntyre pretended that he could marry us—
and we were married. A fortnight ago I found myself a ruined
man. Worse than ruined, for I had not money to meet my
debts of honour. I was on the point of being disgraced. I was
maddened by my difficulties. She understood nothing of them,
never entered into my pursuits, cared nothing for my life. I was
maddened by her calmness, Then I lost command of myself,
and told her—what, mind, I did not know till after—that the
marriage was a mock one, and—and—Well, you know the rest.
That is all.”

¢ And your love for her, Philip ¢’

“My love? Gone—gone a long time ago. It was mnever
more than a passing fancy, and all this business of the last fort-
night pubt her out of my head entirely until Arthur reminded
me of her. Sheis gone to her friend, guardian—wwhat is it —
a Mr. Venn, who lives in chambers, and enacts the part of the
universal philanthropist. T only keep on in this house, where it
is torture to me to live, in order that he may not say I ran away
from him. Here I am, and here I shall stay to face him—not to
excuse myself, you understand. I stoop to defend my life to
you alone.”

“Philip, you are not so bad as he thinks. But I may tell
you ab once that he will not come. 'When Laura told Lim your
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name, she made him af the same time promise to do you no
harm—to take no revenge on you.”

« T am not afraid of that, Madeleine.”

«No ; but you need stay here no longer. She has gone for
the present to live with Miss Venn. I am going to call upon
her myself. T am anxious to make the acquaintance of Mrs.
Durnford.”

¢ Mrs, Durnford !”

«T am told that she is a young lady, very beautiful, very care-
fully educated, most sweet-tempered and affectionate.”

¢ She is all that, Madeleine ; but she never loved me. She
was always pining after Mr, Venn. That reminds me—1I told
you I would give you the exact trath. I destroyed the letters
that she wrote to him, without telling her. That was because It
was jealous of him. I would have no man in her heart except
myself. I am extremely sorry I did that, because it was an
error of judgment, as well as a—"

¢ A wrong act, Phil, was it not 7

«Tt was, Madeleine—a dishonourable thing. Have I abased
myself enough before you, or do you want more of the confes-
sions of a man about town? I have lots more relating to other
events in a riofous career. Would you like to hear them ? By
Jove! I wonder if the prodigal son ever beguiled the winter
evenings, sitting round the fire, with tales of the things he had
done? The name of the other son is not given in the original
parrative, but I believe it was Arthur.”

¢ No, Philip. I want no more confessions. I want an act of
reparation. See, Phil,” she pleaded, God only allows us fo be
happy in being good. Be good, my brother.”

«7 can’t, Madeleine. T'm much too far gone.”

¢ Then undo the evil you have domne.”

« How can that be ¥’

¢ T know you better than all the rest of them, Phil. I know
that you are easily influenced, that you act without thinking,
that you are easily moved, that your heart is not selfish. I
know that you are repentant in spite of your light words. Dut
think of the girl, Phil.”

«T do think of her. I think of her day and night. I can-
not sleep. 1-cannot do anything. She is always before my
eyes.”

Ve Then marry her, and take her back, if she would come.”
« 8he would not, Madeleine. There was a look in her eyes
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when she left me that told me all was over. No woman can
have that expression in her face, and ever come back to love and
confidence. She would never come back.”

“Then marry her, Phil. In the eyes of the law, at least, let
her he your wife.”

Philip was silent.

“Tlove her no longer,” he said. “There can be no longer
any question of love between us. Butb see, you shall do with
me what you will, Madeleine. Ask me anything for Laura, and
you shall have it. Keep my story—keep what I have told you
to yourself. Do not even tell it to Arthur.”

“ Philip, you promise ¥’

¢“] promise, Madeleine. Give me your hand. I swear by
your hand—because there is nothing T know so sacred—that I
will obey you in all things as regards Laura.”

He kissed her fingers. Over his mobile countenance there
passed the old expression of nobility, as if it had come back to
settle there for good.

“ And Arthur?” Madeleine began.

The bright look vanished.

¢ Arthur has used words to me—T have used words to Arthur
—which can never be forgotten. Tell him so. I desire to meet
him no more. Farewell, Madeleine. Write and tell me what I
am to do, and I will do it. And let us part now, never to meet
again. I do not know what I shall do with my future. Make
ducks and drakes of it, I suppose. But I shall be out of my
path. I shall be happy enough: The slopes that lead to
Avernus are broad and pleasant. You may hear us singing as
we go down them—you may see us dancing. Oh, it is a plea-
sant life, the life T am going to lead. Good-bye, Madeleine.”

She took his hand—Lis face was clouded and moody ; and
then, grateful for the promise she had got, she left him and
drove back to her own house.

And the same day she, with Arthur, made a formal call upon
Miss Venn. Sukey, little accustomed to visitors who came in
their own carriage, was not above being flattered.

¢ We are not come wholly for the pleasure of seeing you, Miss
Venn,” said Madeleine. “ I want to make the acquaintance of
my future sister-in-law, Mrs. Durnford.”

“Laura?” She looked curiously at Madeleine, but it was
Arthur who was blushing. “ Laura? She is in her own room,
‘Would you like to 8o up and see her ¥

19




200 MY LITTLE GIRL.

«If I might. You are too kind, dear Miss Venn. May I go
up by myself, without being announced ¥’

Sukey took her to the door and left her.

Madeleine gently opened it.

On the sofa by the fire, wrapped in a dressing-gown, lay a fair
young girl, thin, pale, wasted, Her head was lying among the
pillows, and she was asleep:

Madeleine bent over her and kissed her.

She opened her eyes. She saw a tall and queenly woman in
gilks and sealskins, and half rose.

¢ Don’t move, my dear,” said Madeleine; “let me kiss you.
T am to make your acquaintance. Shall I tell you who I am?
T am Madeleine de Villeroy, and I used to know your husband
when he was quite a boy. Now I am going to marry your hus-
band’s brother, and we shall be sisters. My child, you shall be
made happy again. We shall all love youw.”

My husband? He said—he said—"

¢ Forget what he said, my darling—forget all that he said, and,
if you can, forgive him. Now, sit up, and let us talk.”

She sat with her for a quarter of an hour, and then went away,
promising to call again soon.

Tn the drawing-room there was rigid discomfort. For Sukey,
the moment she got back, had seized the bull by the horns and
attacked Arthur.

“You are the brother of Mr., Philip Durnford?” she began.
“You are the brother of a bad man—a bad man, Mr. Arthur
Durnford. Tell him not to come to this house, for I won't have
him. Remember that—"

«Indeed, Miss Venn, he will not come here.”

«Tf he does, Anne will take the tongs to him—T know she
will She did that much to a policeman in the kitchen. Tell
him not to come.”

¢ My brother and I, Miss Venn, are not on speaking terms at
present.”

« Indeed. I'm glad to hear it—I'm very glad to hear it.”

Then they both relapsed into silence, and Sukey glared af
poor Arthur, by way of conveying a lesson in virtue, till he
nearly fell off the chair.

Madeleine relieved them ; and after asking Sukey’s permission
to come again, took away the unfortunate Arthur.

“Why dido't you ring for the sherry, miss?’ asked Anne,
presently coming upstairs,
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“I gave it him, Anne—T gave it him well.” Sukey shook her
head virulently. ¢ That was Laura’s husband’s brother, T told
him if his precious brother came here you'd go at him—with the
tongs, I said.”

‘8o I would—so I would,” said Anne.

“Sherry indeed ! They are always wanting to drink. W
don’t drink glasses of sherry all day. I dare say it was sherry
drove that abandoned brother of his to bad courses. I hope, for
that sweet girl's sake, he isn’t like his brother. He doesn’t look
it, Anne ; but you never can tell. They are all alike—waste,
drink, eat, and devour. Why isn’t the world peopled with
nothing but women ?”

“’Deed, then, miss,” replied Anne, “the end of the world
wouldn’t be very far off.”

CHAPTER XXXVI

M. MacInTyRe is- sitting in his easy chair at home, in those
respectable lodgings of his in Keppel Street. He is weditating
on the good fortune that has come to him. Perhaps he is too
much inclined to attribute his suceess to merit rather than for-
tune ; but in this we may pardon him. It is but two o’cloek in
the day, but a glass of steaming whisky toddy is on the table,
and a pipe in his mouth. In spite of the many virtues which
adorned this great man, I fear that the love of material comfort
causes him sometimes to anticipate the evening, the legitimate
season of comfort,

Nursing his leg, and watching the wreaths of smoke curling
over his head, he meditated. And if his thoughts had taken
words, they would have heen much as follows :—.

“After all my shipwrecks, behold a haven. I have been in
prison. I have been scourged by schoolboys. T have been tried
for embezzlement. I have starved in the streets of London. T
have been usher, preacher, missionary, tutor, retailer, sandwich
man. I have at last found the road to forbune ; not by honest
means, but by lies and villanies, by practising on the honour of
others. T have five thousand pounds in the bank, eleven pounds
ten shillings and threepence in my pocket. Nothing can hurt
me now ; nothing can annoy me but ill-health and the infirmities
of age. T have ten years, at least, of life before me yet. I shall
g0 back to my own people. The Baillie will hardly refuse to re-
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ceive me mow that I have money. I shall be respected and
respectable. ¢ Honesty is the best policy ! Bah! it is the maxim
of the successtul. I know better. Cleverness is the best policy:
Scheme, plunder, purloin, cheat, and devizse. When your fortune
is made, hold out your clean white hands, and say—* Christian
brethren, T am a living example that honesty is the best policy.’
T shall join this band ; and at the kirk on the Sawbath, and
among my folk on week days, I shall be a living sermon to the
young of the advantages of honesty. Respected and respectable,
Alexander MacIntyre, refire upon your modest gains, and be

: happy.”

| Just then a knock was heard at the door.

' The visitor was no other than Hartley Venn. He had strolled
leisurely from Arthur's lodgings, smoking all the way, with a
smile of immeasurable content, and a sweet emotion of anticipa-
tion in his heart. Having once ascertained the address of the
philosopher, he lost no time in making his way to the street.
On the way he stopped at a shop and bought a gutta-percha
whip, choosing one of considerable weight, yet pliant and elastic.

«This,” he said to the shopman, “ would curl well round the
legs in tender places, I should think ?”
¢ T should think it would,” said the man.

(e “Yes ; and raise great weals where there was plenty of flesh,

R I should say. Thank you. Good morning. It will suit me

very well.”

He poised the instrument in his hand, and walked along.
When he got to Keppel Street, he showed his knowledge of
human nature by going to the nearest public-house, and asking ‘
for Mr. MacIntyre’s number. The potboy knew it. |

Hanrtley presented himself unannounced, and with a bow of ‘
great ceremony—one of those Oriental salutations which were re- ‘
served for great occasions : he had not used it since his last inter-
view with the Master of his college.

«T believe I have the honour of addressing Mr. Alexander
MacIntyre,” he began.

The tutor confessed to owning the name, and began to feel a
little uneasy. However, he asked his visitor to take a chair.

¢Thank you—no, Mr. Maclntyre. Shall we say the Reverend

Alexander MacIntyre %

it il “ No.”

I «YWe will'not. The business I have to transact will not detain

me long, and will be hetter done standing, Yo are, I believe,

acquainted with Philip Durnford ¢

s T L
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#1 am. May I ask—"

“Presently—presently, You are likewise acquainted with
Mrs. Philip Durnford ¢’

It was MacIntyre’s chance, but he neglected it.

“The young person calling herself Mrs. Philip Durnford has,
I helieve, run away from him.”

Venn gave a start, but restrained himself,

“ One more question. You have often, I doubt not, reflacted
on the wisdom of that sentence of Horace, which might be in-
spired were it not the result of a world’s experience, In that
sense, t0o, you would perhaps urge, and very justly, that it might
be considered as divine, since experience is a form of revelation.
I offer you a paraphrase, perhaps too alliterative—

¢ Lightly the sinner leaps along the way,
Lamely limps after he who bears the cane ;
Yet, soon or late, there comes the fatal day
When stick meets back, and joy is drowned by pain.’”

“Go on, sir,” said Mr. MacIntyre, seriously alarmed, “and
let me know your business. Who are you? What have you to
do with me? I have never set my eyes on you before.”

*“ Do not let us precipitate matters. Patience, Mr. MacIntyre,
patience. Although you have not seen me, you have perhaps
heard of me from Mrs. Philip Durnford. I am her guardian.
My name, sir, is Hartley Venn.”

The philosopher, among whose prominent defects was a want
of physical courage, fell back in his chair, and began to perspire
at the nose.

“Having learned from my ward the facts of the case—that
you exercised practices undoubtedly your legal right in Scotland,
and married her to Durnford by a special licence in this very
room; also that you suppressed the letter she sent me ; and
further, that you have been the prime agent and adviser in the
whole of the business —it was but natural that T should desire
to make your acquaintance. In fact,” he added, with a winning
smile, “ I really must confess that T had imagined your breed to
be now totally extinct —gone out with the Regent, and belonging
chiefly to the novels of his period. For this mistake I humbly
beg permission to apologise. I obtained your address partly from
Arthur Durnford, an admirver of yours—I wish I could say fol-
lower—and partly from the potboy who supplies your modest
wants.  Thope you will remember the claims of gratitude which
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that potboy will henceforth have upon you, I had a struggle in
my own mind—érevdrmeo wegenzilov ; for while T ardently desired to
converse with you myself, I had -yet a feeling that the—the
penalty should be left to some meaner person. Bubt I Dbore in
mind the distinction of rank. You are, I believe, a graduate of
some University ¥’

“ Sir, you are addressing a Master of Arts of the Univairsity
of Aberdeen.”

“ Aberdeen is honoured. I wish we had had you at Cam-
bridge.”

Venn took the riding whip in both hands, passing his fingers
up and down tenderly. MacIntyre saw now what was coming,
and looked vainly round the room for a means of escape. Be-
fore him stood his tormentor. Behind the tormentor was the
door. It is cruel, if you are to hang a man, first to stick him
on a platform for an hour or so and harangue him ; but perhaps,
in the cases of lighter punishment, the suspense should be con-
sidered a part of the suffering. This was in MacIntyre's mind,
but he did not give it utterance, sitting crouched in the chair,
looking at the whip with a terrible foreboding.

Venn went on moralising in a dreadful way, suggesting the
confidence of one who knows that his game is fairly caught.

“The chastisement T am about to bestow upon you, Mr. Mac-
Intyre, is ludicrously disproportionate to the offence you have
committed. You will reflect upon this afterwards, and laugh.
On the highest Christian grounds, I ought, perhaps, to forgive
you; and I dare say I shall, if I know how, after this interview.
On the other hand, I have little doubt that the slight horse-
whipping I shall give you will be considered by the powers
leniently, perhaps even approvingly. Let me for once consider
myself an Instrument.”

He raised his whip above his head. MacIntyre crouched
down, with his face in his hands.

“1 beg your pardon,” said Venn, pausing. “I have some-
thing else to say. You will remark that T have passed over the
question of disgrace. No disgrace, I imagine, could possibly
touch you, unless it were accompanied by severe personal discom-
fort. It is this curious fact—by the way, do you think it has
received the attention it deserves ?—which leads me to helieve in
the material punishments of the next world. You will remark—
I do hope I make myself sufficiently clear, and am not tedious.”
“Ye are tedious,” groaned the philosopher, looking up.
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T mean, there comes upon a man, in the development of a
long course of crime and sin—say such a man as yourself—a time
when no disgrace can touch him, no dishonour can be felt, no
humiliation make him lower than he actually is., He has lost
not only all care about the esteem of others, but also all sense
of selfrespect. He is now all body and mlnd_—no soul,
Therefore, Mr. MacIntyre, when a man reaches this stage, on
which I imagine that you are yourself standing now, what is
left for him ? How, I mean, can you get at him? I see no
way of attacking his intellect, and there remains then but one
way—this I” :

Quick as lightning, with a back stroke of his hand, Venn sent;
the whip full across MacIntyre's face, He leaped to his feet
with a yell of pain and fear, and sprang to the door, But Venn
caught him, as he passed, by the collar 5 and then, first pushing
the table aside, so as to have a clear stage, he held him firmly
oub by the left hand—DMr. MacIntyre was but a small man, and
perfectly unresisting—and with the right administered a punish-
ment which, if I were Mr, Kingsley, I should call grim and
great. Being myself, and not Mr, Kingsley, I describe the
thrashing which Mr. Venn administered as af once calm, judi-
cial, and severe. A boatswain would not have laid on the cuts
with more judgment and dexterity, so as at once to find out all the
tender places, and to get the most out of the simple instrument
employed.

But it was interrupted ; for, hearing the door open, Venn
turned round, and saw a lady standing in the room watching
him. He let go his hold, and MacIntyre instantly dropped
upon the floor, and lay there curled in a heap.

A lady of middle age, with pale face and abundant black
hair, dressed in comely silks, For a moment, Venn thought he
knew her face, but dismissed the idea.

“Mr. MacIntyre?’ she asked, hesitatingly.

“He is here, madam,” replied Hartley, indicating with the
whip the recumbent mass beneath him,

The lady looked puzzled.

“T am extremely sorry your visit should be so ill-timed,” said
Hartley, politely. = The fact is, you find our friend in the re-
ceipt of punishment, His appearance at this moment is not
dignified—not that with which a gentleman would prefer to see
a lady in his rooms, Perhaps, if your business is not urgent,
you would not mind postponing your call ill to-morrow, when
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he may be able to receive you with more of the oulward sem-
blance of selfrespect. We have not yet quite finished.”

“ Don’t go,” murmured the prostrate sage.
~ Vern spoke calmly, but there was a hot flush upon his cheeks
which spoke of intense excitement.

¢ Pray, madam, leave us for a few moments together—I am
still in high spirits.”

T prefer ye in low spirits.”

This was the voice of MacIntyre, lying still crouched with
his face in his hands.

¢ Really, sir,” said the visitor, “I think I ought to remain.
Whatever Mr. MacIntyre has done, you have surely punished
him enough.”

«T think not,” said Venn. “As you are apparently a friend
—perhaps a believer in Mr. MacIntyre—I will tell you what
he has done.”

He told her in a few words.

The lady looked troubled.

“The other one, you observe, madam, a young fellow of six
and twenty, had still some grains left of morals and principle—
they were sapped by Mr. MacIntyre; he had still the remains
of honour—they were removed by Mr. Maclntyre; he still
called himself a gentleman—he can do so no longer, thanks to
Mr. MacIntyre. Do you want to hear more 3

« And the girl—where is she ?’

% She is with me, madam. She is my ward.”

¢ Perhaps, sir, Mr. MacIntyre would get up, if he were
assured that there was no more personal violence intended.”

Mr. MacIntyre shook a leg to show that he concurred in this
proposition, and was prepared to listen to these terms.

¢ Gtet up,” said Venn, sternly.

He slowly rose, his face and hands a livid mass of bruises and
weals, and staggered to his feet. His coat was torn. His eyes
were staring. His face, where the whip had not marked it, was
of a cold, white colour. He stood for a moment stupidly gazing at
Venn, and then turned to the lady. For a moment he gazed at her
indifferently, then curiously, then he stepped forward and stared
her in the face ; and then he threw up his arms over his head, and
would have fallen forward, but Venn caught him, as he cried —

“ Marie 1"

They laid him on the floor, and poured cold water on his
forehead. Tresently he revived and sat up. Then they gave
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him a glass of brandy, which he drank, and staggered to his
feet. But he reeled to and fro, like unto one who goes down
upon the sea in a great ship.

“ Tt is Marie,” said the lady. “It is more than five and
twenty years since we met last. You were bad then—you are
worse now. Tell me what new villany is this that you have
committed ¥’

¢ Marie " he began, but stopped again, and turned to Venn.
“ 8ir, you do not understand. Some day you will be sorry for
this outrage upon a respectable clergyman, who cannot retaliate,
because his cloth forbids. Let me go and restore myself.”

He slipped into the back room, his bed-room, and they saw
him no more. Had they looked out of the window, they might
have seen him slip from the door, with a great-coat about him,
and a carpet-bag in his hand,.his face muffled up and his hat
over his eyes. He got round the corner, and calling a cab,
drove straight to his bank.

“ Can I help you in any way, madam ¥’

“T called here to ask for the address of a Mr. Philip Durn-
ford.”

“ That at least I can procure for you. For Mr. Philip Durn-
ford is none other than the man of whom I have spoken.”

She sat on a chair, and answered nothing for awhile.

He, wondering, looked on silent.

¢ Oh, there must be a mistake., Philip would never do it.
Oh, Philip, my sou, my son !”

The words seemed extforted by the agony of sharp pain.

“ Your son ¥’ cried Hartley.

“ Ay, my son. Let the world know it now. Let it be pub-
lished in all the papers, if they will. My son, my son !?

Then she seemed to regain her composure.

¢ Sir, you have the face of a gentleman.”

“ That must be the Bishop’s doing,” murmured Venn, “mnot
the glue man.”

But she did not hear him.

“ You may, perhaps, keep a secret—mot altogether mine, I
am Madame de Guyon—yes, the singer. I am a native of
Palmiste. Philip Durnford is my son.”

Venn sat down now, feeling as if everything was going round
with him.

And here let me finish off with Mr. MacIntyre, from whom I
am loath to part.
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His lodgings knew him no more. The things he left he-
hind paid for the rent due. He drove to the City, drew out
all his money in drafts on an Edinburgh bank, and went
down to Scotland that very night by the limited mail. As soon
as his face was restored to its original shape and hue, he went
to his native town and took a small house there, after an inter-
view with the Baillie, his cousin, who, finding that he had a
large sum to deposit in the bank, received him with cordiality,
and even affection.

He lives there still, respected by the town, as is right for one
who left the country and returned with money. He is con.
sulted on all matters of finance, speculation, education, doctrine,
morals, and church discipline. He holds views perhaps too rigid,
and his visitations on minor offences are sometimes more severe
than the frailty of the flock can altogether agree with. He is never
seen drunk, though it is notorious that he drinks a good many
tumblers of toddy every evening. He spends the morning in his
garden—a pursuit which has always attracted great men in re-
tirement ; and on wet days in his study, where he is supposed
to be elaborating a grand work on metaphysics. In conversation
he is apt to deal too exclusively with principles of an abstract
nature ; and his friends complain that, considering he has been
so great a traveller, he tells so few tales of his own experiences.
Palmiste Island he never mentions. As for the story of his
life, no one knows it but himself, and no single episode has ever
got down to his native town. In all probability he will go on,
as he said himself, respected and respectable, till the end—a
living example of the truth of the proverb that * Honesty is the
best policy.”

CHAPTER XXXVIL

Muriw, when she told George Durnford that she had a great
voice, spoke less than the truth, She had a magnificent voice ;
a voice that comes but once or twice a century ; a voice that
history remembers, and that marks an epoch in the annals of
music. 'With the money that Durnford gave her, she devoted
herself to its cultivation. She did not hurry. In Italy she
studied long and diligently, until, at the age of six-and-twenty,
she was able to make her first appearance in London., She had
hoped to please her old lover, and interest Lim in her success :
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but he answered hardly any of her letters, and only coldly ac-
quiesced in her schemes for the future. For George Durnford’s
love had long disappeared from his heart : it vanished when he
married Adrienne. He looked on poor Marje asa living witness
of a time that he repented. He wanted, having assured her
against poverty, neither to hear from her nor to see her again,
He was fated not to see her ; and when she wrote to him, tell-
ing of the great success of her first appearance, he tore the letter
into shreds, and inwardly hoped that she would never come
back to Palmiste. It is not exactly cowardice, this sort of
feeling, nor is it wholly shame. It is, perhaps, the feeling that
prompts one to put away all signs and remembrances of sickness
and suffering. 'We do not like to be reminded of it. There are
thousands of respectable, godly, pure-minded fathers and hus-
bands who have a sort of skeleton in the closet, hid away and
locked up, as it were, in their brain, not to be lightly disturbed.
In providing for Marie and taking charge of her son, Mr. Durn-
ford had done, he thought, enough. There was no longer any
possibility of love—let there be no longer any friendship. Anid
so her lefters worried and irritated him, and his answers grew
colder and shorter. From time to time he read in the
papers of her success, Madame de Guyon appeared at the
Italian  Opera. She was described as of French descent—
some said from Martinique ; none thought of Palmiste. She
was said to be a young and strikingly beautiful widow. Her
reputation was absolutely blameless; her name was widely
spread about for those graceful deeds of charity which singers
can do so well. And when, after a few years of the theatre, she
withdrew altogether from the stage, and it was stated that hence-
forth she would only sing at oratorios and at concerts, everybody
said that it was just the thing that wasto be expected of a singer
50 good, so charitable, and so pious.

He once wrote to her, advising her to marry again ; nor did
he ever understand the bitter pain his letter caused her,

For women are not as men. Tt seems to me that women can
only give themselves wholly and entirely to one man. To other
men they may be thoughtful, and even tender ; bub one woman
is made for one man, and when she loves she loves once and for
all.  Marie had told her old lover that she loved him no more
—that what had been could never come again. It was not frue.
What had been might at any time have come over again. The
old idol of her heart was not shattered. * It was erech, and
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stronger than ever—strengthened by the thought of her boy ;
fostered by the memories which ran like a rivulet through the
waste and loneliness of her life, filling it with green things and
summer flow 1s; and held in its place by that constancy of
woman which is proof against time, and circumstance, and ab-
sence, and neglect. George Durnford loved her no longer. He
did not, it is true, understand her. That magnificent nature,
which had been like some wild forest plant, unchecked in its
luxuriance, when he knew it best, was developed by training
and sorrow to one of the most perfect types of womanhood.
What more splendid than the full maturity of her beauty when
she swept across the stage ! What more perfect than the full
rich tones of a voice that thrilled all listeners as she sang t And
what—could he only have known it—more precious than the
riches of the thoughts which welled up in her mind with no
listener to impart them to, no husband to share them? Dub
George Durnford died ; and only when she heard of his death
was she conscious of the space he occupied in her mind. She
saw it in the papers ; for no one wrote to her, or knew of her
existence. Then she got the Palmiste papers, and read first of
his funeral, and the fine things that were said about him, and
then of his will ; and next she saw the names of the two boys as
passengers to England. And presently she began to live again, for
she hoped to meet her boy, and, after many days, to reveal herself
to him, and get hack some of the love she lavished upon him in
imagination. She did not hurry. She preferred, for many reasons,
to bide her time, First, because she thought him ignorant of his
birth ; secondly, she thought thab it would be better to wait till
he as a man, and could better bear what would certainly be a
bitter blow—the stigma of his birth ; and, lastly, she was afraid.
George Durnford had said bub little about him. He was grow-
ing tall and handsome ; he was strong and clever ; he was a bold
rider and a good shot. All this she learned from his letters, bub
nothing more. In the last letter he had ever written to her, he
mentioned that Philip was going into the army. And after some
time she bonght an Army List, and read with ecstasy the name
of her son in the list of ensigns. She never attempted to see
him, but she saved her money—she had made a good deal of
money by this time—and laid it out judiciously for the future
benefit of her son. If Philip had only known !
She lived in her.own house, near Regent’s Park, where she
saw but few friends, and those chiefly of her own profession.
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Tler life was not dull, however. It was brightened by the hope
that lived in her. Morning and evening she prayed for her
son; all day long she thought about him ; at night she dreamed
of him. She pictured him brave, clever, and handsome ; she
made him her knight—young Galahad, without stain or blemish
of sin ; and she trembled at the thought of meeting him—not
for fear he might fall below the standard she had set up, but for
fear of her own unworthiness. She was to go to him, some day,
with the bitter confession of his mother's sin. She was to say,
« You are separated from other men by a broad line. They may
rejoice in their mothers—you must be ashamed of yours” She
was to ask him, not for that love and respect which wives can geb
from their sons, but for love, and pity, and forgiveness. She was
to blight his self-respect and abase her own. No wonder that she
Tesitated, and thought, year afteryear, that there wastime enough.

But one day, looking at the familiar page in the Army List,
she saw that her son’s name was missing, and on looking through
the Guzette, she found that he had sold out. This agitated
her. - Something must have happened. He had abandoned his
carcer. He might have married. How could she face his wife ¢
Or he had met with some misfortune. . How could she ascertain
what? She did not know what to do or to whom to apply. The
weeks passed on. She was in great anxiety. At last, unable to
bear any longer the suspense of doubf, she went to a private
inquiry office, and set them to work to find Mr. Durnford’s ad-
dress. It was quite easy to ascertain where he had lodged
before he sold out, but impossible to learn where he was now ;
only the lodging-house people gave the address of his friend,
Mr. MacIntyre, and his cousin, Arthur Durnford. This was all
she wanted. Of the two, she would first try MacIntyre. She
knew him of old. He was unscrupulous, she well knew, and
still poor, as she suspected. She would bribe him to give her
Philip’s address, unless he would do it for nothing.

All this is by way of explanation of her sudden appearance
ab a moment so inopportune, when dignity was utterly out of
the question, and her old acquaintance showed to such singularly
small advantage.

The shock of Venn's intelligence was for the moment too much
for her.

T fear I have hurt you,” said Hartley. “Pardon me, I was
careless of my words, Did I understand him rightly ¢ He said
that—that——="
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“ Where is he ?” asked Marie. Bring him here.”

Venn opened the door of the bed-room and looked in, but no
one was theze.

“He is gone, madam, Pray let me be of assistance to you. I
can give you Mr. Durnford’s address. It is ab Notting-hill that
he lives.”

«Stay, First, the young lady you spoke of, sir—your ward.
Could I see her ¥’

Venn hesitated.

“ She is ill—she has just lost her husband. Would it doany
good if you were to see her ¥’

Marie looked him straight in the face.

T have not 'seen Philip Durnford for twenty-five years, and
I am his mother.” She blushed like a girl. “It is twenty-
seven years ago,” she murmured. “Iam a native of the Pal-
miste Island.”

¢ Good God !” said Venn, thinking of Arthur.

%1 put my story into your hands, though I do not even know
your name. You may, if you please, publish to the world the
shame and disgrace of a woman that the world has always be-
lieved pure and good. But I think you will not do that.”

“T7" cried Venn. ¢ Great heavens ! why should I? My
name is Venn, Madame de Guyon. My father was Mr. George
Durnford’s tutor, and I am a friend of Arthur Durnford. My
ward—the little girl that I brought up and made a lady of—is
the grand-daughter of my old laundress. Your son made her
acquaintance—and—it is best to let you know the whole truth
—made her promise to hide the fact from me ; brought her here
to these very rooms, one evening six months ago, when Mac-
Intyre married, pretended to marry them—I don’t know which.
Then he took her to France. She will tell you the rest, per-
haps, herself.”

¢ Advise me what is best to do,” said Maiie, in deep distress.
% Qh, sir, if I have but found my son to lose him again I”

« At all events, you shall see his wife,” said Venn. “You
will be very kind to her? Yes, I see you will. But there are
other complications.”

Then he told the story of the transferred property, just as he
had heard it from Arthur an hour before.

¢ But I was never married,” said Marie, simply.

« Then Mr. MacIntyre, who is really a scoundrel of quite the
ancient type, and, as one may say, of the deepest dye, has been

P
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forging the letters ; and we shall, perhaps, have the pleasure of
seeing him in the felon’s dock before long.”

“Promise me again,” cried Marie, alarmed, “ that you will
keep my secret, whatever happens.”

T have promised already,” said Venn. ¢ Not even Arthur
Durnford shall hear a word. But it seems a pity to let the Mac-
Intyre go.” y

¢ Then take me to your ward,” Marie asked him,

“8he is staying at my sister’s house. Do not tell my sister,
if you see her, anything. She is a most excellent woman,
Madame de Guyon, and as silent as death on unimportant
matters ; bub in the matter of secrets I helieve she is too con-
fiding. She imparts in confidence all that is entrusted to her in
confidence, and considers she has kept a secret when she has
not proclaimed it at church, Just now, however, she is not
likely to be inquisitive, because she is greatly excited at being
excommunicated.”

“ Excommunicated !”

“Yes ; she gave her cat the name of St. Cyril. On her refusal
to change it, her clergyman, who holds rigid views, has excom-
municated her. It is the greatest excitement that has ever
happened to her, and she attends all those ordinances of religion
from which she is debarred by her own director at an adjacent
Low Church, where the clergyman parts his hair at the side,
wears long whiskers, and reads the prayers with solemnity and
effect. But I beg your pardon, Madame de Guyon, for inflicting
these family details upon you, Let me get a cab for you.”

He returned in a few minutes, and they drove to Miss Venn's
house. His sister was out. As he afterwards learned, there had
been a prayer meeting at the Evangelical clergyman’s school ;
and as nothing irmitated the Rev. Mr. De Vere so much as a
public prayer meeting, she went there ostentatiously. By the
greatest good luck, he was passing as she went in, and saw her,
so that she enjoyed her meeting extremely.

Laura was lying on a sofa, reading. Her pale cheeks bright-
ened up when Hartley came in.

“What is my ward doing?” he asked. “ Not reading too
long, T hope. I have brought you a visitor, Lollie. Madame do
Guyon, this is my ward, Mrs. Philip Durnford.”

Laura looked appealingly at Hartley ; but was more astonished
when Marie went straight to the sofa, and kneeling down, took
her face in her hands and kissed her, with tears in her eyes.
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«7T had better leave you, Madame de Guyon, I think,” said
Venn. I shall wait in the dining-room for you.”

Left alone, Marie began to tremble.

« My dear, I ought not to have kissed you. I ought, first, to
tell you who I am.”

“YWho are you ¥’ aslked Laura. « T am sure, at least, you are
very kind.” _

“ My dear child, T hear that you have suffered. I want, if T
can, to soothe your sorrow, and, if it be possible, remove it.”

“ Ah, no one can.”

«We shall see. Have you patience to listen to the story of a
woman who has also suffered—but through her own fault ; while
you have only suffered through the fault of others?’

She told her own story. How poor and ignorant she had
been ; how George Durnford had made her proud and happy
with a love of which she realised all the passion and happiness
and none of the guilt ; how he had told her, one day, that if
was to be in future as if they had never met ; how he had taken
her boy, at her own request, and given her money to come to
England ; and how she had studied long and hard, and learned
to make the most of a gift which is granted to few. And then
her voice softened as she told how she had made fame and gob
i fortune and toiled on companionless, cheered by the hope that

some day she might find her son, and pour into his heart some
of the love with which her own was bursting.

«My dear,” she said, “I found not my som, but his evil
adviser—not his friend—Mr. MacIntyre. And my son is your
husband.”

Taura buried her face in her hands.

“ Yes, Iknow it all. Mr. Venn has told me. Only, dear, you
are not to blame.  You are a wife—I never was. Let me find in
you what I have lost. If I cannot win my son, let me win a
daughter.”

I ¢ (Oh, madame,” Laura replied, stroking back the thick brown

1 hair that covered her face, ““you are a lady, I am only a poor
girl. How Philip could ever love me—he did love me once—I
do not know. I am only Mr. Venn's little girl, and you are the
only lady, except Miss Venn and Madeleine, who has ever
spoken to me at all.”

«My dear, and I was only a singer at the theatre.”
¢ But yon are a great singer, And I—oh, madame '—and

what will Philip say ¥
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# We will not care what Philip says.”

“ And then—oh ! I am so unhappy !”

And she began to ery.

Marie cried too ; and the two found consolation in the usual
way.

Then Laura began to whisper.

“You have had some comfort—you had a child,”

“We will get you back your husband. Philip cannot be very
bad, dear. He loved you once at any rate.”

She brightened up ; but the moment after fell back upon the
sofa, and burst into fresh tears,

“T shall never get him back. T could never see him again.
You do not know what he called me—me, his wife. I am his
wife, am I not? I could never Jook Mr. Venn in the face again
if I were not.”

¢ Yes, dear, you ave his wife, surely you are.” But I will go
and see him.”

“Talke Mr, Venn with you. Let him speak for me.”

“Would it be wise? No—I will go alone. If he will not
hear me, he will eertainly not hear Mr. Venn. And now I must
go. DBut, dear, my heart is very heavy. I am oppressed with a
sense of coming evil, Tell me—if Philip, if my son, should not
receive me well, if, after all these years of forbearance, he greets
me with coldness and distrust—oh, tell me what he is like I”

Laura told her as well as she could.

“ But Philip is passionate,” she concluded, “and I think he
has lost some money lately, and Mr. MacIntyre makes him do
reckless things.”

“I can manage Mr. MacIntyre,” said Marie.  Besides, he is
not likely to forget the lesson Mr. Venn has taught him to-day.”

“What was that "

Marie told her of the scene she had witnessed.

Laura, usually the mildest of her sex, set her lips together,
and clasped her hands.

“0h, I am so glad—T am so glad! Was he hurt? Did Le
cry?  Tell me all over again,” she said.

Marie only smiled.

“Let me finish, dear. I have only one proposition to make
to my son. If he will not agree to that, I have one to make to
you.”

“ What is that 1"

“Would you like to go hack to Philip ¢

20
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She clasped her hands, and began to think.

« He was so cruel. If I only could. If he would only take
me. But I am his wife.”

« And if he will not, will you come with me, child? My
heart is empty, I long for some one to love. Come with me,
and be my loved and cherished daughter.”

Laura threw her fair young arms round her neck, and Marie
kissed her passionately.

« T must go now,” she said, after a few minutes. I do nob
think I can go to your husband’s—to my son’s house to-day. I
must wait till to-morrow. Waite down his address, dear, on my
tablets. And mow, good-bye. Ask Miss Venn to let me come i
to see you. Tell her only that I am your husband’s old friend;
and remember to keep my secreb till I see you again.”

She went away. Presently came back Miss Venn, in a high
state of exhilaration at the discomfiture of the Rev. Mr. De
Vere, who, seeing her open ach of rebellion, must have gone
home, she concluded, in a furious state of indignation. This,
indeed, the reverend gentleman had actually done. And she

called loudly for St. Cyril—her cat—and sat down and made
herself comfortable ; and gave her brother a comfortable little

dinner.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

«Wg have not had a Chorus for a long time,” said Venn. *All
these excitements have been too much for us.  8it down, Arthur,
Jones, consider this a regular night.”

« T have been reading,” said Jones, presently, © with a view
to understanding the great seeret of success, some of the poetry
of the period. And I beg to submit to the Chorus a ballad
done in the most approved fashion of our modern poets. May !
Iread it? It is called ¢ The Knightly Tryste,’ ox, if you will,
¢ My Ladye’s Bidding,” which is more poetical :—

¢« Between the saddle and the man,
Ah me! red gleams of sunlight ran ;
He only, on his Arab steed,
TLeft all the streaming winds behind.
Sighed, ¢ Well it were, in time of need,
A softer place than this to find.’

¢ The twinkling milestones at his side,
Flashed for a moment as he passed 3



- L T TS ————
TR TR A AT LT -

MY LITTLE GIRL. ' 307

8mall thought had he of joy or pride,
Groaned only, ‘ This can never last,’

And more and more the red light ran

Between the saddle and the man.

¢ ¢Woe worth the day,’ he gasped by times,

¢ My lady fair this fancy took ;

And devil take her prattling rhymes
About the willows and the brook,

For this I suffer what I can,

Between the saddle and the man.’

¢ Btill rode the knight : the dewy beads
Stood on his brow, but on he spurred 3
Ere compline bell doth ring it needs
He meet the lady by her word ;
And great discomfort then began
Between the saddle and the man.

“There came a moment—oer a gate,
Five-barred, close shut, the destrier flew 3
He also—but his knees, too late,
Clutched only mosses wet with dew.
Ah me ! the ever-lengthening span
Betiween the saddle and the man.”

Jones read and looked round for applause. None followed.

“It won't do, Jones,” said Venn—¢“it wont do. You had
better stick to the old school. The grotesque and the unreal
won't last. 'Write for posterity, if you must write poetry.”

“I don’t care so much for posterity as I did,” said Jones, «T
want things that pay. Now, I really think an able editor ought
to give something for those lines.”

“Low and grovelling aim ! Look at me—I write for nothing
but the praise of my fellow-countrymen, as soon as I can get
publishied.”

“I sometimes think,” Jones continued, % of taking up the
satirical line. Are you aware that there is not such a thing as a
safirist living? ‘We want a Boileau. The nation asks for a man
of sense. Something must be done soon.”

For once Jones looked melancholy.

“ What is it, Jones?” asked Venn. ¢ More disappointments,
Remember the banquet of life, my boy ¥’

“I do,” said Jones, with an effort to smile. *In the words
of Hannah More—

““For bread and cheese and little ease
_ ¥mall thanks, but no re ining,
£tiil o'er the sky they darkling lie—
Clouds—with no silver lining.’
20—2
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Come,” he went on, ¢ the chorus is unusually dull and silent. 1
will sing you a song made for the occasion—

¢ T am an unfortunate man,
Bad luck at my elbow doth sit,
TLet me tell how my troubles began,
If only my feelings permit.
¢ The spoon that my young lips adorn’d,
In infancy’s hour was of wood,
No freaks; then, of fortune I mourn’d,
And for pap it was equally good.
¢ Mo school T was sent, and the first day
I was caned with the rest by mistake ;
PBut each morning that followed, the worst day
Seemed still in my annals to make.
¢ For T laughed when I should have been weeping,
T cried when 1 ought to have smiled ;
And the painful results still are keeping
Their memory green in this child.
¢ The other boys sinned at their leisure,
They could do what they liked and escape ;
But I, for each illicit pleasure,
Still found myself in a new scrape.
¢ Now in London I linger, and sadly
Get shoved on my pathway by fate.
Hope dances before me, and madly
Shows fruits that are only a bait.
¢ For I am an unfortunate man ;
But fate, which has taken the rest,
Has given, to console when she can,
Good spirits still left in my breast.”

«That’s not very good, Jones,” said Lynn. * What has put
you into this dejected and miserable frame, unfit for the society
of a decent and philosophical Chorus?  First you read a bad
poem, and then you sing a comie song.”

« A letter I got this morning,” he answered, with a groan.
“Tet me talk, you fellows, and I'll tell you a story. Call it a
vision if you like—a vision of two lives.

« The ‘two lives were once one. They thought the same
thoughts and had the same ambitions, They had the same
chances, they won the same successes, dreamed the same dreams.
No two friends were ever so close, for the two minds were one,
and dwelt in the same body. I saw in my vision that there
came a time—the boy was almost grown to the age of manhood
—when the two separated. It was at Oxford that $his disunion
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first took place. And in my vision it seemed to me that the
one which remained in the boy was as myself, and the other—
that other self which I might have been.”

Jones paused, and pondered for a few moments with grave
face.

“Yes, I—that is, the one that remained behind—was seized
with a kind of madness of vanity. All my noble dreams, all
my thoughts of what might be, gave way to a desire to amuse.
I, that is, of course———"

“ (3o on saying I, without apology,” said Venn,

“ Well, I succeeded in amusing the men of my colleze. I
succeeded as an actor—I think I was a good mimic. I sang, I
made verses, I wrote little plays and acted them. I went every
day to wines, suppers, and breakfasts. I was, of course, tremen-
dously poor ; and, like most poor idiots, did no reading what-
ever. DMeantime, my old friend was very differently occupied.
I used to see his calm, quiet face—like mine in features, but
different in expression—in hall and chapel. He was a student.
He came up to Oxford with ambitions and hopes that T shared ;
but he kept them, and worked for them. Mine, with the means
of realizing them, I had thrown away. I used to look at him
sometimes, and ask myself if this was the friend who had once
been the same as myself, like the two branches of an equation in
Indeterminate Co-efficients.”

“Jones,” said Venn, ¢ don’t be flowery, pray don’t. We are
not mathematical men.”

“The time came when we were to go into the schools. I, my
fiiends, in my vision, was plucked. He, in my vision, got a
Double First. Curiously enough, in reality I was plucked in
Greats—for divinity. However, after this we took paths even
more divergent. He stayed behind to try for a Fellowship,
which he easily got. I went up to London to try to get my
daily bread in any way, however humble. He entered at the
bar—it had always been our ambition to become Fellows, and to
enter at the bar—I hecame a drudge to an army eram coach, who
paid me just enough to keep me going.

“He, too, a year or two later, came to London. How long is
it? I think it is ten years since we took our degrees—and read
law. Presently he was called—I saw his name in the Law
List—and began to get practice. I, like a stone, neither grew
nor moved.

*The time goes on ; but the two lives are separated, never
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again to meet. e is on the road to fortune and fame. He will
make his mark on the history of his country. He will—that is,
after all, the cruellest part of the vision—he will marry Mary,
For while the boy was growing into manhood, there came to live
in the village where his father, the vicar, lived, a retired officer,
with a little daughter eicht years younger than the boy. The
boy, who had no playfellows in the village, took to the child,
and became a sort of elder brother to her. And, as they grew
up, the affection between the two strengthened. Mary was
serious beyond her years, chiefly from always associating with
her seniors. 'When she was twelve, and the boy eighteen, she
could share his hopes, and could understand his dreams. She
looked on him as a hero. Like all women with those they love,
she could not see his faults ; and when he disappointed all their
expectations, and came back from the grand University that
was to make so much of him, disgraced instead of honoured,
loaded with debt, instead of armed with a Fellowship, she if
was who first forgave him.

“ He could not forgive himself. He handed her over mentally
to his old friend, and left her.”

¢ But he will see her again,” said Arthur,

“T think never. He has had his chance that would have
made them both happy, and he threw it away. My friend,
however, who must be making a very large income by this time
at the Chancery bar, who writes critical papers in big words in
the Fortnightly, whose book on something or other connected
with the law is quoted by judges—he will doubtless marry her,
and then they will be happy. But I—I mean the ego of my
vision—shall go on struggling with the world, and rejoicing over
small sacrifices, resigned to great disappointments, till the end
of the chapter. I shall contemplate the visionary happiness of
my alter ego—with Mary, whom I shall never see again, He
will be Lord Chancellor; and, if I live long enough, when I
die I shall think of the great works that he has done, and
thank God for his excellent gift of a steady purpose and a clear
brain.”

Jones was silent for a few minutes.

“You were talking about women the other night — three
months ago. It makes me angry to hear theories of women.
I beg your pardon, Venn, for eriticising your trumpet-noses ;
and yours, Lynn, for getting savage over your world of the
future, 'Women are what men make them ; and if my Mary
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had married the future Lord Chancellor, there would have
been no nobler woman in the world, as there is now none
more tender-hearted and forgiving. DBut—oh dear me !—ii
women are frivolous, it is because they have nothing to do. To
make them work is to unsex them; fo pubt them through-a
Cambridge course of mathematics is so ludicrously absurd in its
uselessness, that we need no vision of an impossible future world
to show us its folly.”

“ And suppose, Jones,” said Arthur—only suppose that
Mary marries the ‘I’ of your dream %’

“] can’t suppose it. He cannot drag her down to his own
level.”

“But she may raise him to hers.”

Jones sighed. In his vision of the two lives he had revealed
the story of his own, which Venn already partly knew ; and
the dignity of sorrow for a moment sat like a crown on his
forehead. But he shook it off, and turning round with a cheer-
ful smile, adjusted his spectacles, and concluded his observa-
tions :

“ LIy own verses again—

¢ Grone is the spring with wings too light,
The hopeful song of youth is mute,
The sober tints displace the bright,
The blossoms all are turned to fruit.
I, like a tree consumed with blight,
Fit only for the pruner’s knife,
Await the day, not far away,
‘Which asks the harvest of a life.
¢ And, for the past is surely gone,
The coming evil still unseen,
I think of what I might have won,
And fancy things that should have been,
And so in dreams by summer streams,
While golden suns light every sheaf,
I take her hand, and through the land,
My love malkes all the journey brief.”

CHAPTER XXXIX,

Mapame pE Guyon sought her son’s house at noon the mext
day. She was ill with a long night's anxiety, and her face,
usually so calm, looked troubled and haggard,

Philip was at home, and would see her,
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The moment long looked for was come at last, and she
trembled so much that she could hardly mount the steps of the
door. e was sitting in the dismantled room of the little cot-
tage at Notting-hill, but rose to receive his visitor.

She drew her thick veil more clesely over her face, and stood
looking at her own son with a thousand emotions in her breast.

Her own son—her Philip ! A man now, whom she had last
seen a child of four years old, when she took him out of his cot
at Fontainebleau. A tall and shapely man, with a face like
that of George Durnford, only darker, and eyes that she knew
for her own—Tlarge, deep, lustrous. She gazed at him for a few
moments without speaking or moving, for her heart was too
full.

Philip set a chair for her.

“ Madame de Guyon?’ he asked, looking at the card.. * May
I ask what gives me the honour of a visit from—-I presume you
are the lady whose name——"

“Yes, I am the singer. I come,” she went on, with an effort,
“from your wife.”

Philip changed colour.

“Your wife, Philip Durnford, whom you drove away from
you three weeks ago. You will be sorry to learn that she is
very ill—that she has been dangerously ill.”

“Tell me,” he stammered, “she is not—not dead ¥”

“No ; grief does not kill.”

“ Where is she ?”

¢ She is at present under the charge of Miss Venn, the sister
of her gnardian.”

The old jealousy flamed up again in his heart.

“Then she may stay there. She always loved him better
than me. I hardly understand, however, what my private affairs
have to do with Madame de Guyon.”

I will tell you presently. First, let me plead for this poor

girl,”
“T am, of course, obliged to listen to all that vou have to
o tl ? (=] v
say.

“I know the whole story, the pitiful, shameful story. Iknow
how, influenced by that bad man, you went through a form of
marriage which is illegal ; how you gambled away your money ;
how, when you were ruined at last, you let her go from your
doors, with more than the truth—more than the cruel truth—
ringing in her ears, disgraced and ashamed,”
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¢ More than the truth ?”

“Yes, more ; for the man was once an ordained minister of
his own church, and the illegality consisted only in the place
where he married you. Philip Durnford, she s your wife,”

He answered nothing.

I do not ask you to take her back ; that cannot be yet. I
say, only remove the doubt that may exist ; and, as soon asshe
is strong enough, make her yours in the eye of the law as well
as of God.”

“ Why do you come here? What have you to do with me ?’

She laid her hand upon his arm.

“Philip Durnford, for the love of all that you hold sacred,
promise me to do this. Do not tell me that you—you, of all
men in this wide world, purposely deceived the girl, and are not
repentant,  Oh, Philip—Plulip "

He started. 'Why should this woman call him by his Chris-
tian name? Why should she throw back her veil, and look at
him with her full black eyes filled with tears ?

“You had married her. You meant to marry her. Do not
let me believe you to be utterly base and wicked. Do this, if
only to undo some of the past. Then let her stay on with
her friends—deserted but not disgraced. Think of it, think of
it. The girl was inuocent and ignorant. She knew nothing of
the world—nothing but what one man had taught her. She had
no circle of friends; no atmosphere of home to teach her what
life means. She fell into your hands. You loved her—1I know
you loved her——"

“She never loved me.”

“I want to move your heart, Philip Durnford. Think of
those in the world who love you, to whom your honour and
good name are dear.”

She sighed and went on—

“There must be a way to touch your heart. Think of the
days you had her with you—men have said that for the sake of
those early days, when their wives were to them as angels, they
love them for the rest of their lives, long after they have found
them women, full of faults, and lower than themselves— when
you read that poor child’s thoughts, bared befors you, and you
only—when out of all her thoughts there was not one that she
was not ready to confess to you—when you took her out of the
solitude of maidenhood, and taught her the sweet mystery of
companionship. Philip Durnford, can the Church devise any




314 MY LITTER GIRE,

form of words, any holy ceremony, any ocaths or sacraments that
ought to be more binding than these things? Can any man
have memories of greater tenderness, innocence, and purity than
you have of poor Laura? Not a common, untaught girl, of
whom you might have been tired in a week ; but a girl full of
all kinds of knowledge, trained and taught. No one knows the
story but Mr. Venn and myself, and--and the other man. The
fault may be repaired.”

¢ Arthur knows it, Madeleine knows it, all the world knows
it by this time. We waste time in words. I loved her—I love
her no longer. I am ashamed for my folly, ashamed, if you
will, of the evil temper which made me tell her all. If no one
knows, why not let things go on as they are? We are both
free.”

“ You are neither of you free; you are bound to each other,
Since her departure, you have obtained possession of Arthur
Durnford’s estate.”

“My estate, if you please. I was prepared to prove it mine
in a court of law.”

¢ I think not, because I could have prevented it. The estate
is not yours by any legal claim.”

“Upon my word, Madame de Guyon,” said Philip, “ you
appear to know a great deal about our family history.”

“I do know a great deal.”

“But I prefer not to discuss the details with you, I retum
to what I said before. Let things past be forgotten.”

He waived his hand impatiently.

“ Leb us dismiss the subject, And now, Madame de Guyon,
pray gratify my curiosity by telling me how you became mixed
up in the affair af all.”

¢ Let me say one word more,”

“ Not one word. I have, I confess, those qualms of regret
which some people attribute to conscience. I am extremely
sorry that I have made her unhappy. I do not Justify any part
of my conduct. Mr. MacIntyre did, it is true, endeavour to
persuade me that the marriage was legal. I was madly in love,
and tried to believe him. Of course, it was not legal. This is
not a thing that can be said and unsaid. Ii is a fact, Facts
are stubborn things, as you know. The history of her life, to-
gether with the overpowering affection she has for the other man,
are not caleulated to make me desirous of turning into an indis-
soluble contract what was really no contract at all. If she
wants money——"
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“ She would rather die than take money from you.”

“In that case, I think there is nothing—really nothing—
more to be said.”

“ Oh, Philip Durnford ! is Heaven’s wrath—%"

“ Come, Madame de Guyon—Iet us not go into theology.
We met; I loved her; I deceived her; was partly deceived
myself. I did not meet with any love from her. I lost my
money on the turf. T lost my temper with her, We quarrel.
She goes away. I sit down and do—nothing. The religious
part of the matter concerns me only. Religious matters do not
trouble my head much. I am a man of the world, and take
things as I find them. Things are mostly bad, and men are all
bad. Que voulez vous ¥’

Good heavens! And this man—this libertine—was her own
son, and she was sitting there listening in silence !

But the time was coming to speak.

“ T cannot believe you are speaking what you think, You
cannot be so bitter against the world.”

“ Perhaps I have cause.”

“You have not, Philip Durnford. I know your whole his-
tory—yes, from your childhood. There are few alive—unless
it be that man MacIntyre—who know the secret of your
birth.”

“There, at least, T have no reason to be ‘ashamed. My
mother was married to my father.”

She bent her face forward, and was silent for a moment,

“ Suppose she was not?”

“But she was, I have legal proofs. They are in my
desk.”

He grew impatient,

“What is this? What does it mean? You come to me,
knowing all about me ; you interfere in my mosh private rela-
tions. Tell me, I ask again, what it means ?’

“I will tell you,” she said. “ It is a bitter thing fo tell—it
is a bitter time to have to tell it. I have prayed and hoped for
five and twenty years, and now I find you—ah nie !—go changed
from the Philip of my dreams,”

His face grew white and his hand shook, for a strange fore-
boding seized him. But he said nothing.

“There was once,” she went on, the tears falling fast through
her veil—“there was once a rich man and a poor handmaiden.
He was kind and generous, and she loved him, They had a
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son. The time came when the wickedness and folly were to
cease. He married, and sent her away—not cruelly, not with
harsh words, as you sent Laura away, but kindly and consider-
ately. She knew it must come. She was one of the inferior
race, with the old slave blood in her veins. The English gen-
tleman counld never marry her, and she knew it all along, She
could hope for nothing but his kindness for a time, and look
for nothing but a separation. She was ignorant and untaught,
She felt no degradation. That was to come afterwards—to last
through all her life. Her lover practised no deception, made
her no false promises.”

“(Go on,” he said, hoarsely, when she stopped.

“ He married. The mulatto girl went away. With his
money she learned to sing, She is living now, rich and of good
name. No one knows her past. Philip Durnford, she never
married your father, and you are her son.”

She raised her veil, and looked him straight in the face. He
gazed at her, white and scared.

“And you?”

She fell at his feet crying—

“Oh, Philip—Philip! I am your guilty mother. TForgive
me—Tforgive me !”

And she waited for kis words of love and forgiveness.

Alas! none came. After a while he raised her, and placed
her in a chair,

His lips moved, but he could not speak. When he did, his
voiee was hard and harsh.

“You say that you are my mother. I must believe you.
That I am still illegitimate? That, too, I must believe. The
letters and church register—"

“They are forgeries.”

“They are forgeries— I believe that too. Arthur and T have
been tricked and cheated. And so what next?”’

She did not answer,

“See, now, I am an unnatural son, perhaps; but I am going
to take a common sense view of the matter. Let everything be
as it was before. For all these years I have had no mother, I
cannot now—not yet, at least—feel to you as I should. Go to
Arthur—I, too, will write to him—tell him what you please,
It T were you, I should tell him nothing. And let ns part. I
am rained in fortune, and unhappy in every relation of life.
But we should neither of us be happier if I were to go home with
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you, ana fall into false raptures of filial love. I am unkind,
perhaps ; but I am trying not to deceive you in any respect.
My mother, we have met once. 'We are not acting a play, and
I cannot fall into your arms and love you all at once. I am
what my life has made me. I belong to another world—
different to yours. I have my habits, my prejudices, my
opinions—all bad, no doubt, but I have them. Let me go on
my road. DBelieve me, with such a son you would be miserable.
Let us go on keeping our secret from the world. No one shall
know that Madame de Guyon has a son at all, far less such a
son as myself.”

Tor all answer she threw her arms round his neck, and kissed
him again and again. The tears came into his eyes, and for a
moment his heart softened, and he kissed her cheek, Then the
frost of selfishness fell upon him again, and he grew hard and
cruel.

“ Let us part,” he said.

“Philip,” she moaned, “God punishes me very hard. DBut
it cannot be that you should suffer for my faults. God only
grant that you never feel the agony and suffering that you have
caused two women who love you.”

“The agony and suffering,” he answered, lightly, “ may be
put at the door of our modern civilisation, I am sure you will
both feel, after a while, that I have acted for the best. = T.of us
part and be friends. Sometimes T will come and see yow.”

“I am your mother still. You can say and do nothing that
I would not forgive. When your heart is softened, you will
come back to me. Stay”—she bent forward with fixed eyes, as
of one who looks into the future—*T feel it. The time is
not far off when you will lie in my arms, and cry for shame and
sorrow. I cannot make it all out. Tt is my dream that comes
again ‘and again. I see the place—it looks like George’s room.
And now—now all is dark.” She closed her eyes, and then
looked up with her former expression. “And now, farewell—
Laura is my daughter.”

He held out his hand. She drew her face to him, and kissed
him on the brow. Then she let down her veil, and went
away.

Hour after hour passed, but Philip sfill sat in the desolate
room whence he had driven away the angels of his life,
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CHAPTER XL.

A monTHE passed by, and no message or letter was sent to Philip.
He, now quite gone back to the old life, spent his days chiefly
at the Burleigh Club, in the customary unprofitable pursuits of
a man about town. This is not an improving course ; and every
day found him more ready to keep what he had got, whatever
might be the truth, His mother? And if she were his mother,
what duty did he owe to her? When the new year came round,
he was curious to learn if the usual two hundred pounds would
be paid into his account. It was not. Then he was quite
certain about the sender. It was Madame de Guyon. Another
thing bothered him. Nothing could he ascertained as to Mr. Mae-
Intyre’s whereahouts. No notice given at the lodgings. He
had quietly disappeared. One thing was ascertainable, however :
he had drawn out the whole of his money in bank-notes and gold.

“ Come with me,” said Venn, after telling Arthur what he
had learned—* come with me, and see Madame de Guyon. She
would like it.”

Arthur went, Madame de Guyon received him with a curious
air of interest.

“You are like your father,” she said ; “but more like poor
Adrienne, your mother.” May I call you Arthur? You know
the whole sad story, Arthur. At this length of time, thinking
what I was, in what school brought up, how utterly ignorant, I
have brought myself to look upon the past as few women with
such a memory could. I can now, as you see, even talk about
it. Have you seen Philip lately ?”

T never see Philip at all.”

“T am sorry. Mr. Venn has told me all the story. Iam
permitted to see my son’s wife. I even hope that she may come
to live with me. But this estate must be given back. It isnot
Philip’s. Cruel as the blow would be, I would even consent to
go into a court and relate my own history, if necessary, rather
than let this wrong be done you.”

“Philip has offered to restore the estate,” said Arthur; “but he
may keep it. Be at ease, madame; there will be no steps taken,and
Philipmayenjoy what the forgeries of MacIntyre havegiven him.”

“Tam glad. Put yourself only in my place, Arthur. After
twenty-five years of effort, I am rich, I am looked up to, T have
o good name.”
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¢ Indeed you have,” said Arthur.

“ What if all were to be lost at a blow ¢”

“1It shall not, madame—it shall not be lost at all. Keep
what you have, the reputation that is your own. Rest assured
that none of us will ever harm it.” ;

What Marie said about her reputation was less than the truth,
Of all great singers none had become so widely known for her
thousand acts of charity and grace; none had a better name:
none lived a life more open and observed of all. But she was
not satisfied with this. She wanted to have, if she could, the
friendship of Madeleine and the love of Laura;

She wrote to Madeleine :——

* You know all my life—its beginning and its progress, Yo,
a girl of Palmiste, can understand what I was thirty years ago,
when T was sixteen years old. I was born a slave, white as I
was in complexion. My mother was a slave, and therefore I
was one. My people were forbidden to marry by law—God’s
laws set aside for man’s purposes. They could not hold pro-
perty ; they were not allowed to wear shoes ; they were publicly
flogged in the Place ; they were not allowed to read and write.
When I was eight years old, the emancipation came, DBut
though we were free, the old habits of slave life rested with us,
Think of these, if you can, for you are too young to know much
about what we were. Think of what you do know, and then
ask what punishment I deserve for two years of sin. Believe
me, every year that has elapsed since has been a year of punish-
ment, never so heavy as now, when my son has cast me off,
You know what a position I have conquered for myself; you
know, too—I write it with a pride that you will appreciate—
that no breath of calumny or ill report has been cast upon me
during all this time. No one knows who I am, what I was. I
wish that no one should know. Why do I write to you? If
is because you have been kind to my daughter, my little Taura,
and because you are engaged to Arthur Durnford, = Years ago—
the last time I saw his father—I took the two children, my
Philip and Arthur, out of their beds, one after the other. Philip
turned from me and cried ; Arthur laid his arms round my neck
and went to sleep. It was an omen. Part of it has been ful-
filled. Let the rest be fulfilled. I ask for Arthurs friend-
ship. I—yes, I—ask you for your friendship. It is because
I hear you are unmlike other gitls—independent, able to think,
for yourself—that I dare to ask it. And T ask it for the sake
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of Laura as well as myself. Iwant to take her to my own heart.
I am a lonely woman, and hunger for somebody to love me.
T cannot do this unless her friends—you, and Arthur, and all
—will come to my house. Tell me you can, after these years
of repentance, give me your hand. Cannot a woman ever be
forgiven by other women ¥’

Madeleine read the letter with burning cheeks. Why should
ghe not go to see this poor woman, shut out from the world by a
thirty years old sin that was itself hut ignorance }

But she must keep her secret.

She gave the letter to Arthur to read.

¢ What will you do, Madeleine ¥’

¢ T will do what you wish, Arthur.”

“ What would you like to do? Is it to go and sce her? My
dear, if you only knew, she is the best of good women.”

So Madeleine went.

All this time Lollie was slowly recovering her strength, under
the motherly eare of Sukey.

When she grew strong encugh to go out, Hartley thought
Philip’s promise should be fulfilled. He approached the subject
very delicately one day.

T have been thinking, Lollie,” he said, ““that in case of any
legal difficulties about your marriage—"

¢ What legal difficulties, Mr. Venn?”

“You see, my child, a ceremony perfectly binding in all other
respects may very possibly not be in accordance with the law as
regards succession to property, and so forth.”

“« But what have I to do with succession to property ¥

«A good deal, Lollie. And I, as your guardian, must pro-
tect your interests. The best way will be for us to have the
marriage done over again.”

“(Qver again! But then Philip would have to be there.”

¢ Philip will be there. He has expressed his readiness to be
there. You need not be alarmed, Lollie,” for she began to
shiver from head to foot, ¢ He will just come for the ceremony,
and go away immediately afterwards. You will not perhaps even
speak to him, nor he to you. All that is arranged. I know,
Lollie, child, how painful all this is to you; but it must be
done. = Believe me, it is for your own sake.”

She acquiesced. If Hartley Venn had told her to go straight
to the guillotine, she would have done it for his sake.”

The neceessary arrangements were made. An old college
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friend of Venn’s undertock to marry them, being just told that
the circumstances were peculiar, and that he was to ask no ques-

fions. i3
And then Madeleine wrote to Philip :—

« My pEar Prmmip—You will be prepared to go through the
marriage ceremony of the Church of England the day after to-
morrow, at eleven o'clock, at —— Church, —— Square. It
has been explained to Laura, to save her selfrespect, that this
will be done in the view of possible legal difficulties. She is
growing stronger and better, and will, as- soon as she is able to
be moved, go to reside with Madame de Guyon. For every-
body’s sake—for hers as well as ours—old histories will be left
alone, and no steps will be taken to conviet the forger who de-
ceived us all. Keep the estate of Fontainebleau, dear Philip,
and be happy. You have promised to do everything I asked
you for Laura. You will first marry her legally ; you will then
take her into the vestry alone, and ask her forgiveness. You
cannot refuse so much. T hope that as the years move on, you
may love each other again, and forget the wrongs and woes
of the past. I love your wife more every day I see her.

“There is one other point I should like to ask you, if I may.
Tt is of Madame de Guyon. You know what I would ask you,
and I will not name it. Oh, Philip, if it is a good thing, as
people write, for man to he rich in woman’s love, how rich
ought you to be! Think of all this, and do what your heart
prompts you.

“ You will see me at the church.—Your affectionate sister,

“ MADELEINE.”

But the letter reached Philip at a wrong moment, when he
was in one of his bitter moods, and he only tore it up and
swore. Nevertheless, he wrote to say he would keep his
promise.

It was a bitterly cold morning in January, with snow upon
the ground, and icicles hanging from every projection. Sukey
was to know nothing of the business on hand, and was mightily
astonished when Madeleine called at ten o’clock, and took out
Laura in her carriage, wrapped up as warmly as could be
managed. Hartley Venn and Madame de Guyon joined them
at the corner of the street, and the conspirators drove to the

church.
21
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It was the most difficult thing of any that Laura had yet
been called upon to do. She had made up her mind never to
see her husband again. Now it had all to be gone over just as
before. She remembered that last scene, when, after words
sharper than any steel, Philip fell crying at her feet as she left
the room, praying her to come back and let all be as it was.
But this could never be. She knew it could never be. All the
little ties that grow up between lovers—the tendrils that bind
soul to soul, growing out of daily thought and daily caresses—
were snapped and severed abt a stroke. The ideal had been
destroyed at one blow; even its ruins seemed vanished and lost,
Philip had more of her pity now than of her love. No more her
gallant and noble lover, the crown and type of all loyalty and
honour, but degraded and fallen, his spurs: struck off, his
scutcheon smirched—a recreant knight. She had forgiven him.
Perhaps, too, love might have been born out of forgiveness: a
rose-bush beaten to the ground will put up one or two branches,
and blossom again. And woman’s love, like God’s, continues
through sin, and shame, and disgrace. And then, another thing.
She had lived a different life. The three women who were
now her companions and friends—Madeleine, Marie, and Sukey
—each in her own way, had taught her what Hartley Venn
could never do: how women look on things; how great had
been her own sin in keeping her secret from Hartley, With all
these influences upon her, as she grew stronger, her very face
seemed to change ; she passed from a girl to a woman, and her
beauty grew, so to speak, stronger and more real.

Hartley led her up the aisle. There were no bridal veils, no
bridesmaids, no pealing organ. She kept her eyes on the ground ;
but she knew Philip was standing, pale and agitated, by the
altar.

The clergyman came out.

A strange wedding. The clerk and the pew-opener stared with
open eyes ab each other ; for the bride stood before the altar, like
a culprit—pale, thin, tearful, shivering. Beside her Venn, his
smooth cheek flushed with suppressed fury, as he stood face to
face with the destroyer of his happiness. All his philosophy,
his acceptance of the inevitable, his resignation to fate, seemed
useless now to stay the angry beating of his heart, But for the
presence of the women he might have broken out then and
there. Behind Laura, another, more deeply moved than any
of the rest—the mother of the bridegroom. With her, Made-
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leine, anxious that there should be, above all, no scene—the
only one present to whom the whole ceremony did not appear a
kind of strange, wild dream.

As for Philip, he stood, at first defiantly, looking straight at
the clergyman; and hut for the hot flush upon his face you
might have thought him careless. Madeleine looked at him, and
knew otherwise. Presently he had to kneel. Then, open as
natures such as his are to every kind of influence, the words of
the prayer fell upon his dry heart like rain upon a thirsty soil,
and he was touched, almost to tears, by pity and sorrow for the
gentle girl at his side. But not by love.

They stood up face to face. For the second time their hands
were joined with solemn words; and Laura started when she
heard the voice of Philip—low and sad, as it seemed—saying,
after the clergyman, the words prescribed by the Church,

They were pronounced man and wife.

Philip took her by the hand, and led her into the vestry,
shutting the door.

He placed a chair for her, and stood in front. The church
service had softened him, and the better nature was again upper-
mosk.

“ Laura,” he said, “I promised Madeleine to remove any
doubts that might exist in any mind by going through this
ceremony. That is done. We are now married so that no one,
if they could say anything before, can say a word now against
the legality of our union. But one thing remains, I have done
you cruel wrong. = Will you forgive me ¥’

“ Yes, Philip, I have forgiven.”

“ Freely and fully %’

“ Long since, Philip—long since.”

“We ought never to have met, child. Tell me again, that I
may take the words away with me, that you forgive me.”

“ Philip, in the sight of Grod, I forgive all and everything.”

“We must part, Laura, now—at all events, for the present.
It is best so, is it not? I shall travel. We will not even wiite
to feawh other. T have not forgiven myself. Kiss me once, my
wife.”

She stood up and kissed him on the lips, her tears raining on
his cheeks. Then Philip opened the door and stepped into the
church, where the clerk was standing open-mouthed ab this
extraordinary conduet.

“There are some papers to sign, I believe,” he said.

21—2
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They all went into the vestry. Philip signed.

¢TI have done what I promised, Madeleine.”

Madeleine made a gesture in the direction of Madame de
Guyon, who was bending over Laura.

“ You have no word for her,” she whispered.

He turned to his mother, hesitated a moment, then raised her
Liand and kissed it. She threw her arms about his neck and
kissed him passionately, whispering—

¢ Philip, my son, come back to us soon.”

He freed himself gently, placed her in a chair, and took his
hat. Then he saw Hartley.

“You are Mr. Venn?” he asked. “I cannot ask your for-
giveness—that would be too preposterous. I leave my wife
and—and my mother in your care.” .

He left the vestry, and strode down the aisle. They heard
lis footsteps out of the church door, and down the street out-
side. Then they, too, left the church, and drove away in
Madeleine’s carriage to Madame de Guyon’s house.

“He asked me to forgive him, maman,” said Laura, sobbing
in her arms. ¢ He told me he was sorry. Let us pray for him
| togather.”

! “This,” said the elerk to the old woman who assisted—* this
' here is the most extraordinary and rummest wedding I ever see.
| First, the young man he comes half an hour early. I told him
to look at the clock. ‘Damn the clock,” he said, begging your
pardon Mrs. Trigg. Such was his blasphemious words, and in a
church! He didn’t give you much, I suppose, Mrs. Trigg?
You ain’t a great deal richer for this precious morning's work ¢’

“ Not a brass farthing I”

“Ah! they call themselves gentlefolks, I suppose. It's a
queer way to begin married life by giving the church people
nothing, let alone quarrelling before ever they come near the
place? However, I dessay there’s nothing absolutely illegal in
not giving the clerk and the pew-opener their just and lawful
dues, But it looks very bad. Mark my words, Mrs. Trigg.

f L There will be no blessin’ on this wedding.”

CHAPTER XLL

So Philip went his way, and they heard no more of him for a
time. DBut a change was coming over the unhappy young man
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-—a change for the worse. He was, as has been seen, of that light
and unstable character whose good and evil never seem to end
their contest, whose owner is able at one moment to resolve the
highest and noblest things, and at the next to fall into the
lowest and basest actions. Does this come from the fatal African
blood? God forbid that we should say so. But surely it may
be helped for the worse by the presence of a constant suspicion
of inferiority. It is self-respect that makes men walk erect,
and in a straight line. We who sin are men who esteem our.
selves but lightly. Sinners there are who think no small beer
of themselves—rather the finest and oldest Trinity Audit ; but
they are those who have framed themselves a special code of
honour and morality. And, if we called things by their right
names, we should not use the idle metaphors of the common
jargon, saying of a man that he wants ballast, bottom, backhbone,
staying power, energy, but we should say that he wants self
respect. This is the quality that makes a man Senior Wrangler,
Victoria Cross, K.C.B.,, Mayor of his town, Deputy Grand of
the Ancient Order of Druids, or any other distinction we long
for. This is what inspires industry, plack, perseverance, confi-
dence—everything. Dear friends, and fathers of families, make
your sons conceited, vain, proud, self-believers, encourage confi-
dence.  Never let them be snubbed or bullied. See that they
walk head erect and fist ready. Inspire them with such a
measure of self-esteem as will make them ready to undertake
anything. If they fail, as is quite likely, no matter. They
would have failed in any case, you see; and they have always
their coneeit to fall back upon. Lord John Russell is a case in
puint. Ready to command the Channel Fleet—you know the
rest of it. I know a man—the stupidest, piggest-headed, most
ignorant, most conceited, and most inflated bloater of a man you
ever saw. This creature, by sheer dint of conceit and vanity,
which made him step calmly to the front, and stand there just
as if he were in his vight place, has a great house at South Ken-
sington, and is a director of a lot of companies. He is also, save
the mark, a fellow of the Royal Society, He got this, I know,
by asking for it; and they were so astonished by the request
that they gave him the distinetion by mistake. He sent in his
name with all the letters of the alphabet after it—those degrees
which you can get for two guineas a year or thereabouts—F. A.S.,
E.BS, F.C8, F.D.S, &c.; and” chen FRAS, BRES.
F.R.C.8., &ec.; and after the names there came the words, in
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great capital, AUTHOR OF THE WORK ENTITLED
“ON THE TRITURATION OF IGNEOUS PARTICLES.”
You see, he once rubbed a couple of sticks together to try and
make a fire, after the manner of the harbarians, and failed to do
mote than bark his own knmekles, Then he wrote a pamphlet,
in six pages, on the subject. This was his Worlk, to which he
refers whenever a scientific point is mooted.

Pardon me, reader—whenever I think of that man and this
subject, I am carried away with an irrepressible enthusiasm and
admiration.

Graviora canamus. It is an easy thing to write of a man’s
downward course—but a sad thing, Poor Philip, seeing some-
times the things he had done in their true and real characters,
was afflicted with a sense of shame and disgrace that became so
strong as to drive him back upon himself. He left off going to
the club. That is to say, he left off going among his fellow-
menat all. He had no friends, except elub friends. Occasion-
ally he might be met, but not in the daytime, wandering care-
lessly along the streets. For he could not sleep at night, and
used to tire himself by long, lonely walks, and then get home
to his rooms at three in the morning, and go to bed exhausted.
Presently, two devils entered into him and possessed him. The
first was the demon of drink. He began to drink in the morn-
ing; he went on drinking all day. At night he was sodden
and could sleep.

All this was not done in a day. A man who begins to live by
himself in this great London, where it is so easy, soon drops into
the habit of ceasing to care for any society. The streets are society
—the long and multitudinous streets, with the roar of the carriages
and the faces of the people. The streets inspired Dickens, who
would come up from the country to London, and find in the streets
the refreshment that he needed. The streets possessed the soul
of De Quincy. To me there is no exhibition in the world com-
parable to Regent Street at four, or to the Strand all day long.
T know a man who dropped some years since into this lonely
life. He goes nowhere now; he cares to go nowhere. Ho
dines every day at the selfsame seat and the selfsame place, on
the selfsame dinner. Then he goes back to his chambers,
~mokes a cigar, and presently to bed. In the daytime he goes
uy and down the streets.

Philip, in his bitter moods, began by going less often to the
club, so that he gradually dropped out of the set. He was no
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longer to be depended on for a rubber. His face was missed at
the nightly pool. No more bets were to be got out of him,
And then he ceased to go there at all.

It was at this period, during February and March, that
another faney took him. He found out from the Directory
where Madame de Guyon lived. It was in one of those houses
that lie so thickly round the north of Regent’s Park. One night
he walked up there after dinner. Tt was a house with a littls
garden-ground under the windows. One room, the drawing .
room, was lighted up. The blinds were not down. Philip
stood on the pavement, and looked in through the railings.
The party inside consisted of two ladies—his mother and his wife
—and a man, Hartley Venn. Venn was lying lazily in any easy
chair ; Madame de Guyon was sitting opposite to him knitting ;
Lollie sat in the middle, reading aloud.  Philip heard her voice.
She had one of those sweet, rich voices—not strong—which
curl round a man’s heart like the tendrils of a vine. I hate
a woman with a loud voice, and I hate a woman who whispers.
He could not hear what she read, but he listened to the voice,
and tried to remember the past. All that blind, mad passion
was dead. There was left in his heart the power, like a seed
waiting for the spring, of waking to a higher and purer love, And
now he seemed to know her better, and acknowledged within
himself that she was every way worthy of the best love a man
can bring.

He stood without, in the rain and cold, looking on the quiet
happiness within. Presently Madame de Guyon went to the
piano, and began tosing. Her glorious voice filled the little room
to overflowing, and welled forth in great waves of sound, Philip
clutched the railings, and pressed his cheek against the iron,
This was his mother: this glorious queen among women, this
empress of song. There was the peaceful retreat waiting for
him. He knew he had but to knock at the door. It was like
Bunyan’s way to Heaven : to knock at the door was enough.

Then the younger lady took the elder'’s place and began to
play—some of the old things he knew, that she had so often
played to him. She played on, with her head thrown back, in
that attitude of careless grace which he had never seen in any
other woman, with lips half parted, eyes half closed, while the
music rose and fell beneath her fingers, and flowed, like the
rising tide among the caves, within her soul. Then she, too,
stopped ; and Venn got up and shook hands with hoth. He
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passed out, and crossed to the other side of the street ; but did
not notice the man leaning against the railings, with straining
eyes, staring within,

Then the blind was drawn down. A bell rang. Some one
—his wife—played an evening hymn. They sang. Then a
monotonous voice for a few minutes, and presently the lights
were extinguished. They had prayed, and were gone to bed.
But they had prayed for him, And as he stood there, after the
lights were extinguished, there were two women, in two rooms,
each on her knees by the bedside, praying for him again—his
mother and his wife. Then he came to himself, and walked
back as fast as he could, trying to pull himself together.

Two or three nights afterwards he went up again. This time
there were no lights. All was dark. He waited till past eleven,
walking backwards and forwards in the road. Then a carriage
drew up, and he saw them descend and enter the house. They
had been to the theatre, and were laughing and talking gaily.
That night he went home in a rage. 'What right had they to be
happy without him ?

But he went up again. Sometimes the blinds were left up,
and he saw the group. Oftener, blinds and curtains were
drawn, and he could only hear the voices and the sound of the
piano. He knew well enough which of the two was playing ;
and also got to know—which filled his soul with inexpressible
pangs of rage and jealousy—that Venn was there about four
nights in the week.

All this time he was drinking hard, and living entirely alone.
One night he went to bed earlier than usual—about one o’clock
—and, contrary to his usnal practice, went to sleep at once. Af
three o’clock he awoke with a shudder and a start. Opening
his eyes wide, he saw, sitting by the side of the bed—in fact, on
his own pile of clothes—a skeleton. Not a skeleton of the
comie order, with a pipe in his mouth, such as we are fond of
drawing, but of the entirely tragic and melancholy kind : with
his mouth open wide, from ear to ear, as if it was a throat cuf
an inch and a half too high up ; a long, hony hand that pointed
straight at him, and shook its finger in anger ; eyes that glared
with a horrid earnestness ; bones, all the way down, that seemed
transparent. Solitude makes men nervous ; drink malkes them
see skeletons. Philip sat up and glared. Then he gave a half
ery, and buried his head under the clothes.

Presently he looked out again, The skeleton was gone, He
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turned round with a sigh of relief. The skeleton was on the
other side. Then he covered his bead again and waited till day-
break—till past six o'clock., By that time the spectre was
one.

2 The next night he did not dare to go to bed again. And then
it was that the second devil, of whom I have spoken above,
took possession of him, This time it was the demon of play.
Philip, who knew everything about London, was not ignorant of
the existence of one or two places—where, indeed, he had more
than once been seen—where you may find a green table, dice,
and other accessories to the gambling table. To one of these he
went that night at one o’clock. There were two or three of his
club acquaintances there, who greeted him as one newly returned
from some long foreign travel.

He got through the night so, and saw no spectre when he
awoke at midday.

Then he began to frequent the place regularly. It seemed to
him the only place where pleasure could be found. At the age
of six-and-twenty this young man found the fruits of the world
turned in his mouth to dust and ashes. He had no longer any
ambition or any hope. The long night spent over the chances
of the game gave him light, companionship, excitement. To
keep his head clear, he gave up the brandy and water of the
day. So far this was a gain. But then he took to champagne
at night, and drank too much of it. As for the play, whether
he lost or won made no difference, because he never lost heavily,
and fortune’ favoured him by giving him neither great coups,
nor great reverses.

This kind of thing went on for a couple of months or so. He
grew thin, pale, excitable. He had not the moral courage even
to go among men at all, never went anywhere except to the
gaming table— except when he walked up to Regent's Park to
catch a glimpse of the home he had abandoned. The sight of
it, the occasional sight of its inhabitants, was like a lash of
scorpions. If he saw them happy, his blood boiled with jealousy
and rage. If he thought they looked depressed, he ground his
teeth together, and cursed himself for the cause.

At first he used to have mighty yearnings of spirit, and was
moved to knock at the door and ask admittance. These
emotions being suppressed, day after day, grew gradually of less
strength. Then he ceased to think of any change at all ; and
went on moodily—without any of that singing and dancing of
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which he spoke to Madeleine—down the slope of Avernus, the
bottom of which was not far off,

He had laid his skeleton by the process of changing his hours
altogether. But it was only laid for a time. Youth will stand
a good deal ; but there is a point beyond which you may not go.
Then a disordered liver, an unhealthy brain, a nervous excite-
ment, produce discomforts of a very rude and practical kind,
There came a time, early in April, when his sleep was so tor-
mented with terrible dreams, and his waking hours with terrible
thoughts—thoughts that he knew could belong to no sound
brain, and sights that he knew to be unreal or supernatural—
that he went to a doctor, and humbly asked assistance.

““ What have you been doing ¢’

“ Nothing. Smoking, drinking, living alone, gambling,
Everything that is bad.”

“Leave it all off. Go into society.”

“The only society I can go into is the society of men who do
these things.”

“You have money? Good. Then go away. That is the
only thing I can do for you. Live temperately, and go away.”

“ Where am I to go to?”

“Got Go anywhere. As far as you can. Take a long
sea voyage. Come back after it—say in two years' time, and we
will see how you are. If you stay here and go on drinking, you
will probably be dead in six months.”

“What does it matter if I am ?” .

“ Pardon me, my dear sir, my business is to prolong life, not
to examine into the desirability of preserving it. Most of my
patients prefer to live. Doubtless they consider the chances of
a change dubious,”

Philip went away relieved. He would go away and travel.
The new thought occupied his mind all day ; and for that night
he slept soundly, and if skeletons danced in his room, as they
did sometimes, he was asleep and did not see them,

‘Where to go ?

He awoke in the morning asking himself the question. And
then a happy thought struck him. He would go away for good
and all ; he would get out of a country where all the memories
were miserable to him. The past should be shaken off like an
old garment. He would begin a new life ; he would go and live
on his own estate—Axthur’s, by right, said his conseience—in
Palmiste.
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His thoughts flew to the old place. He felt again the warm
breath of the summer air ; he sat in the shade, deep down in
the ravine, where the cool dash and plash of the mountain stream
made sweet music in his ears ; roamed the forest, gun in hand,
while the branches sighed in the breeze. He saw the hill tops
purpling at dawn, and the heavy dew lying in great beads upon
the roses. He heard the shrill voices of the coolies, and watched
the Indian women pass by, with their lithe, graceful figures and
their scarlet robes. And all at once a wild longing came over
him to be there and at peace.

All day long he went about, radiant with the new thought.
He drove to Silver’s, and ordered a lot of things to be pub to-
gether at once. He drove to his agent’s, and told him what he
was going to do. He ascertained that the steamer left South-
ampton in three days, and he took his passage.

Then he went home and dreamed of the future,

There, in that land where it is always afternoon, peace would
come to him at last, and conscience be still. A pleasant life lay
before him—a life of ease and dignity. He would be a judge
among the people 6f his estate, as his father had been before
him: he would be the giver and dispenser of hospitality. He
would leave behind him, and forget for ever, the two women
who could be happy while he was wretched ; Arthur, the
wronged—all against whom he had sipned. He would forget
them all, and be happy.

Alas! “Coelum, non animum, mutant qui trans mare
currunt.”

CHAPTER XLIL

Bap indeed must be the condition of that man whom a long
voyage does mnot restore to freshness and health. Here are no
letters, no duns, no newspapers. The world goes on without
you. One has no longer the fidgety feeling, like the fly on the
wheel, of being essential to the march of events. Nor is there
any sense of responsibility. Nothing to be done ; nothing to
be thought of : eating and drinking the business of the day, its
pleasure to watch the waves and the skies,

For Philip there was the additional pleasure of renewing inter-
course with his brother man. He lost all his spectres, grew
once more bright-eyed and keen-witted, and, when they steamed
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into the harbour of St. Denys, had altogether forgotten the
wretched being who clung to the railings of the little house at
Regent's Park, and peered into the brightness within, He stepped
upon the quay—the old familiar place—and looked round him.
There were the coolies at work ; the white houses of the resi-
dents stretching up the broad street; beyond, the ugly spire of
the cathedral, like a gigantic extinguisher: and over all towered
the mountains, blackening now with the shadows of evening,
And then there fell upon him a very curious feeling, because he
suddenly remembered that he should not know a single soul in
the whole island : not one. During the whole voyage he had
been nursed by a vague idea that he was rushing back into the
arms of innumerable friends. Now he felt like Oliver Gold-
smith when he went among the IIollanders with the grandest
projects, and only remembered too late that he knew no Dutch.
But his laughter was short, and he felt somewhat saddened as
he ordered his things to be taken to the hotel.

There is a hotel at St. Denys—in fact, there are many, but
only one of decent repute. It consists of a long, low wooden
house, painted a bright yellow, with a deep verandah round it.
It has two stories, the upper one containing the bed-rooms ; and,
for coolness’ sake, the partitions are not run up to the ceiling,
leaving a clear space above. This not only allows the air to
circulate, but also permits the guests the advantage of overhear-
ing all the conversation that may be going on in the adjoining
rooms. Lying and sitting about the verandah are a crowd of
Indian boys, dressed in a suit of uniform of white trousers and
black jackets, meat and handy looking. Outside, under the
thick shade of the trees, sit the happy islanders, playing domi-
noes. They hegin this amusement at early dawn, and go on,
with short intervals for business and longer ones for brealkfast
and dinner, till it is time to go to bed—that is, till about eight
o'clock. They do this every day, including Sunday, and are
never tired ; and when Azrael is sent to fetch them away, they
are thinking—as they have been thinking all their lives—of the
last combination of the pips. At least their lives may be called
happy, because they have all that they desire.

All was as Philip remembered it years hefore, The waiters
ran about and chattered ; the players smoked cigars, drank
orgeat, and chattered ; and, that nothing might be wanting, a
great black parrot, which had been there ten years before, was there
still, stalking about with an air of heing the only really superior
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person present. It was a parrot of infinite accomplishments ;
and ab sight of him Philip laughed, thinking how he had made .
Arthur and himself laugh years before. Ior he had been care.
fully instructed in, and had by sheer force of imitative genius
acquired, the art of representing all the sounds which proceed
from a person affected with cold, from its earliest appearance to
its most advanced stage of pulmonary consumption.  Too much
of him might be undesirable, but at first he was amusing,
Nothing was changed. At the table d’héte, the same dinner.

The principal guests were his fellow-travellers in the mail—at
all events, the most important, because they had the latest news.
Of course their importance lasts only five minutes ; for no one
can be expected in Palmiste to pay attention to foreign news for
a longer time. The concession of five minutes granted to the
outer world, the conversation rolled on in its usual groove, and
the latest scandal resumed its proper place. Philip noticed it
all, and listened, wondering how he should get on with all these
people, whom he seemed to remember in a kind of dream. Tt
was their old manner of talk, he remembered,

He went to bed early. Just as he was turning in, he heard
voices from the next room,

“ Dites moi, mon ami "—it was a lady’s voice—¢ who is this
M. Durnford, who has just arrived, and dined at the table d’héte 7

‘It is not the son of our old friend,” replied her hushand—
“ not, that is, the son of your schoolfellow, Adrienue de Rosnay.
Another son altogether. Some early liaison. His name is
Philip. He has bought the estate of his half-brother, and comes
here to see it, I suppose. It is not probable he will live here,”

““ Noj; that is, of comise, out of the question, He is a handsome
young man. Pity he is a mulatto, He had much better go
back to England or France, where they are not particular as
to colour.”

There was a plunge and a heavy thud, asif some stout per-
son was gefting into bed, and in five minutes dead silence, but
for a gentle breathing, which gradually deepened into a melo-
dious snore,

But Philip was lying in bed, tossing about and clenching his
fists. On the very first night to be reminded in this brusque
and brutal way—it was too much. He lay awake. Why had
he come here? What cursed fate was it which brought him
back to the island he had always hated ?

The night was hot, too ; and the mosquitoes were stinging his
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face and hands. He got out of bed and lit a candle, and sab ab
the open window, smoking a cigar. The town was silent and
asleep. Not even a dog barked. But outside, the moonlight
bathed everything with a flood of rich white light. The breeze
from the mountains fanned his cheek. There was the solemn
silence of the night on the sleeping city. But the peace of
night brought no peace to him. Why, why had he come all
this way to be reminded of what he had run away from England
to forget? And then he cursed his fate and himself.

All night he sat brooding and wretehed. As the day broke,
he fell asleep, his head on the window-sill, and slept till the
noise of the Indian boys recalled him to wakefulness. Then, to
avoid meeting the people of the next hedroom, he ordered a car-
riage to be brought round, and drove, in the early morning,
away to his own estate.

As he had written to no one, he was quite unexpected. The
house was uninhabited, the manager and his wife living in a
cottage close by. They came and welcomed him—a bright, cheery
young Frenchman, with a pretty little wife. While his own
house was being set in order, would he use theirs? The manager
led him over his mills, pointed out the great improvements that
had been made, and then took him back to his wife, who had
got a dainty breakfast, with the best claret at her command,
ready for him. Then, all day there was cleaning and. setting
in order; and then, for a few days after, novelty and strange-
ness, which distracted Philip, and kept him in high spirits.
Then he had to go and see his lawyer, which was a day’s
journey, in and out of town; then to get the lawyer to come
and stay a day ortwo with him. All this took time, and a fort-
night passed away before Philip found it dull, or had a thought
for the past.

After that, things began to be a little monotonous. For no
one called upon him.

Philip fell back upon the officers. There was a regiment
whose head-quarters were stationed at a place some eight miles
off. It was on detachment duty, but there were always a good
many of the officers to be found about the messrooms. He
knew the regiment, and called upon his old friends. 3o, af least,
companionship was attained, at the cost of perpetual dinners ab
Fontainebleau—which mattered little, for Philip liked hospi-
tality. But the ——th was a fast regiment, and the young
fellows who went to Fontainebleau were the fastest; and the




MY EFTTLE  GIRL. 335

old “pace” began again, with cards, brandy and soda, and late
hours.

The first event of importance, as the histories say, was a
special humiliation. The estate adjoining his own belonged to a
certain old French gentleman who held strong views on the
subject of the mixed races. He had been a friend of Mz,
Durnford pére, but he abstained from calling upon his son.
Now he gave, once a year, a great hunting party, lasting a
week, to which all the island was invited—the Governor, the
merchants, the officers, everybody who had the least claim to
call himself some one. Philip was his next neighbour, But
he did not invite him. Then his guests began to talk about
putting up at Fontainebleau during the chase, and it was awk-
ward to have to say that you were not invited.

The time drew near. Philip was riding with one of his
~ guests in the evening, They passed the house of M. de Geoffroi,
who was sitting in his verandah.

“ Aha ! cried Philip’s companion. * Let usride in, and call on
the old boy. You'll de the talking, you know. T can’t speak
French.”

Philip assented, and in a few moments was introduced o a
white-headed old gentleman, who saluted him coldly.

“I had the honour of knowing Captain Durnford well,” he said.

“I remember you well, M. de Geoffroi. You were often at
Fontainebleau when I was a boy.”

“Iwas. And your brother, M. Durnford? He is married, T
hear, to Mdlle. de Villeroy.”

“ He is engaged, at least.”

“Yes. It was once the wish of both Parents that the estates
should pass into the same hands.”

Philip reddened.

_ “That, at least, cannot be, because the estato has now passed
into my hands.”

“So I have been informed.”

Then they talled about weather, and so forth ; and presently,
when they went away, M. de Geoffroi offered his hand to the
other, and merely bowed to Philip.

“ Must have set the old man’s back up, Durnford. “What did
you say to him ¢’

But Philip did not answer 5 being, in fact, in a temper the re-
verse of amiable,

The hunting party came off, and Philip sat at home with
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troubled heart. The party was nothing, but the reason—the
reason for his exclusion from it. Then he gave a great party of
his own, asking all the Englishmen, who came, and as many
Frenchmen as he thought would come. It was purely out of
revenge ; but it seemed to affect M. de Geoffroi very little.

One more event happened to him ; and then he shut himself
up altogether at Fontainebleau.

There came the cold season, and the time for balls and
dances. Of course, Philip got an invitation to the greab ball of
the year, at Government House, at which the Governor appears in
uniform-—a gorgeous suit, similar to that of a Lord Lieutenant ;
while the members of the Legislative Council wear wonderful
coats, with gold lace in a sort of cushion just where the tails
begin, too high up for use, except in a second-class railway car-
riage, where it might protect the small of the back, Then the
heads, and the sub-heads, and even the tails of departments ap-
pear in wonderful and strange costumes, the effect of which at
flrst, on the civilian of plain clothes, is simply bewildering, and
even appalling.  Of course there are also the scarlet coats of the
officers. And on the whole, a Colonial State Ball is as pretty
a sight—with the ladies all in their very finest and best—as one
can generally see.

Why do we sneer at the universal desire to put on a uniform ?

I have never worn any, not even as a volunteer private, but I
can Sympathise with it. T like to see a man in all his bravery.
I think there is no more admirable and edifying spectacle than
that of the ordinary Briton in some strange and wonderful
costume, put on about once a year. He wears it with such a
lordly air, as one who should say, “This is nothing to what I
could look if I had on what I deserved.” Then his wife admires
him, and his daughters. And more than that, all the black-
coated civilians who sneer at him envy him. The last is a very
great point.

Philip, heing an ex-commissioned officer, was above uniforms,
it may be presumed. But he was not above admiration for the
uniforms of the other sex. The women of Palmiste, pale and
colourless perhaps, are yet above the generality of Wwomen,
gracieuses. They become their uniforms. They dance with a
passion and an abandon which is unknown in colder regions.
It is their one great accomplishment; and the young fellow
fresh from Londor rooms looks on with astonishment at the
lightning rapidity with which the smoothly polished floors are
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covered. Very soon he falls in with it, too, if he be of a sympa-
thetic mind.

Philip, long exiled from ladies’ society, enjoyed it hugely ;
danced everything, always with English ladies ; devoured a
splendid supper; tock plenty of champagne. Then, as bad luck
would have it, after supper one of his friends introduced him to
the lady he had been dancing with, a liberty quite unpardonable
by all the rules. Philip asked for the next waltz. The girl
turned red, and, after a moment’s- hesitation, acceded, and put
her arm in his. Her brother, who was standing by with frown-
ing forehead, stepped forward at once.

¢ Pardon me, monsieur,” he said. “ My sister does not dance
any more this evening,”

The young lady took her brother’s arm, and walked away.

The next moment he saw her whirled round in the arms of an
Englishman.

All the blood rushed to his head, and he staggered with the
rage which nearly stifled him. For he knew the reason.

He stepped across the room to where the young Frenchman
was standing, and touched him on the arm.

“Will you give me a moment’s conversation outside 1”

The young fellow hesitated for a moment. Then he shrugged
his shoulders.

 As you will,” he said.

They stepped down the stairs, and into the garden. No one
was there but themselves.

“May I ask the reason of your refusal to let your sister dance
with me just now #”

The Frenchman hesitated. Philip repeated the question.

“ Really, monsieur,” said the young fellow, it seems absurd
to put such a question. Can we not leave it unanswered ?”

“No. I demand an answer, and the true one. I am publicly
insulted. I insist on an explanation.”

“Suppose 1 have none to give you.”

T awill have one.”

“ You shall not have one,” returned the other, quietly.

Philip lost command of himself, twisted his hand in the other’s
collar, and threw him heavily to the ground.

“ Will you give me one now ¢’

“ Mulatto, I will give you none,” hissed out his enemy, lying
on the ground, o

22
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Philip left him there. Going back to the ball-room, he found
young Freshley, of the ——th.

““ Come with me for a moment,” he whispered.

They went outside. In the garden was the young French-
man, trying to repair the damage done to his necktic and collar.

“ There has been a row,” said Philip. “ You know this man,
perhaps? I have knocked him down.”

“I know Mr. Freshley,” said the Frenchman,

Be my friend, Freshley. Iwill wait for you in your quarters.”

Philip went away to barracks, leaving the two together.

“ What is it, D’Auray ¥’

“I called him a mulatto. Eh, bien: it is true, at any
rate. Then he put his hand to my collar, and T fell over his foot.”

“ Doesn’t seem manners to tell a man a thing he isn’t proud
of, does it'?”

“ What business has he among ladies ¢”

“1 didn’t invite him, so I can hardly say. But you had
better ask the aide-de-camp. TLook here, old fellow, this is a
bad business. Don’t let us have any public shindy. Give me
the name of a man, and I will try to make things square.”

“T put myself in the hands of my cousin. You will find him
in the ball-room.”

Duelling has gone out of fashion in England, but it still
lingers in one or two of her Majesty’s colonies, where, although
they have the institution of a jury, the sympathies of the jury
are sure to be with the combatants. Here there would surely
be fighting, thought Freshley, beginning to wish he had nothing
to do with the business, in case of the thing ending seriously.
He found the cousin, and put the ease to him.,

“I'm going home now to harracks. Find me there early to-
morrow morning.”

He went home, and discovered Philip walking up and down
in-a wild state of excitement.

“T will kill him, Freshley. By Heaven, I will kill him.”

“You've knocked him down, anyhow. Now go to bed, old
fellow—it’s past two o’clock. The cousin is coming to-morrow,
and we shall have an apology or a challenge. Ifthe latter—why,
then, T suppose we must fight.”

“ Fight? Of course Iwill fight. T tell you,I mean to kill him.”

“Deuced easy to pack a jury if he kills you, Philip. Don't
quite see my way to packing one if you kill him.”

“Bah ! you don't know the country., Any lawyer 'will do if
for you.”
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They went to bed, but not to sleep ; and at five o’clock Fresh-
ley saw Philip outside, walking up and down, clenching his
fists, in the moonlight. So, with a sigh, he got up too, and,
half dressing, went out and joined him. Day broke at six, and
then they had coffee and a cigar.

At half-past six the cousin was seen coming to the barracks,

“It’s manners for me to receive him alone, I suppose,” said
Freshley. ¢ TLet's look as if we had done it fifty times before.
Hang it, T feel like an Irishman out of one of Lever's novels,
You go in, Phil.—Well, M. I’ Auray, and when do we fight ¥

I think, Mr. Freshley, that—well, you see, it’s an awkward
business. I hardly see my way to a fight.”

“Oh, very well. For my own part, I'm very glad. My man
is insulted. That you will acknowledge. Your man is knocked
down. That thers is no getting over, is there? So you won’t
fight! T'm sure I'm not displeased ; because, after all, yours is
the most injured side, I should say. Matter of taste—never been
knocked down myself. Why can't we fight ¥’

“ Well, your principal—I am not in the least wishing to insult
or offend you.”

“ You forget that Mr. Durnford has had the honour of bear-
ing her Majesty’s commission.”

“Not at all. That was considered. I laid the case hefore
several of my friends. We all agreed that if he were still an
officer in the British army, to refuse a duel would be to insult
- the English flag. But he is no longer an officer, and we cannot
fight him.”

Freshley whistled.

“Oh, very good, I'm sure. The knocking down is on your
side, as I remarked befors. Have a pick-me-up this fine morn-
ing, M. D’Auray—a brandy and soda ?’

“ Nothing, thank you. "I have the honour to wish you a
good morning.”

“Good morning, M. D’Auray. Perhaps your cousin would
like a pick-me-up.”

But M. D'Auray did not appreciate the joke, being un:
acquainted with the niceties of the English language.

* Now, that's devilish smart and good,” said the lientenant,
left alone. ¢ Phil, my boy, come out. They won'’t fight.”

“ Why not ¢

“Don’t know. Can’t say. Wasn't told. Funk, I expect.
I say, Phil, T asked him if his cousin wanted a pick-me-up this

22—2
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morning., Devilish good remark, eh? I don’t know when I
said anything sharper. He'll find out what T meant by-and-bye.
Look it up in the dictionary, I suspect. Well, old boy, I'm giad
we're out of it, I didn’t like it at the first. And, between our-
selves, I couldn’t afford to lose my commission just now. Pretty
fools we should look, the brace of us, in a dock, with the bealk
pounding away at us, saying it was the worst case he had ever
known in the whole course of his professional career—eh ? And
then, perhaps, chokee for six months, and a court-martial after-
wards. Upon my word, I'm delighted. And now I think I
shall have another nap.”

But that was Philip’s last appearance in public. Henceforth
his days are fow and troubled, and they are spent wholly on hLis
own estate at Fontainebleau,

CHAPTER XLIIL

MeanwmiLs, in the quiet house at Regent’s Park, the two women
waited—some women seem to have nothing to do except to wait.
No change came to them. All they knew—and this through
Arthur’s lawyer—was that Philip had arrived in Palmiste, and
was residing on the estate. Nothing more. As for Laura, her
suffering was over.

Only she was subdued. Time, and the atmosphere of love with
which they surrounded her, had cured her,

“You love him still, child, do you not %’ asked Marie.

“Iwill tell you, as truthfully as I can, everything,” said
Lollie. “You cannot tell—it is impossible for any one to know
—how ignorant and foolish I was a year ago. When Mr. Venn
said he should like to see me married to a gentleman, T under-
stood nothing—nothing of what he meant. Then I met Philip,
and he asked me to marry him. Mamma, I declare that I ac-
cepted him only to please Mr. Venn—for no other reason what-
ever. Then he said I was cold, and wanted me to say I loved
him. Of course I could not say so, because I did not, then.
Afterwards, we were married, and we went abroad, and he was
kind. I think I began to love him then. But now I always
think of the last time I saw him, when he asked my forgive-
ness, and looked sorry. And since then I have loved him better
than ever before. Poor Philip! Perhaps if T had been fitted
for him he would have been a better man.”
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“T think of him always, my daughter,” said Philip’s mother:
“1I lie awake and think of him. They took him away from me
when he was only one year old. I have seen him, since then,
only twice in my life. Once he refused to own me, and once he
refused to speak to me. Bub what woman can forget the little
hands that curl round her neck—of her own child? Philip is
my son, Lollie ; and a mother's love is better than a wife’s.”

“T wish I loved him more, mamma, for your sake,” said Lollie,
caressing her.

“ Nay, dear. You are the sweetest and best of daughters,
My life, now its great hope has failed, would be sad indeed, and
lonely, if it were not for you. And we must pray, dear, more
and more, for his return to us. I know that he will one day lay
his head in my arms, and kiss me himself. Don’t ask me how
I know it. I am certain. Only I cannot seeall the future, and
there seems a cloud which I cannot pierce. Somehow, you are
not with me, child.”

She often talked like this, pouring out what still haunted her
of the old negro superstitions.

“I know where he is now, at this moment,” she murmured,
half closing her eyes. It is morning with us, but afternoon
with him. He is riding alone along the road. The canes are
waving each side of him. His face is clouded and angry. He
is not thinking of us, Lollie. Alas—alas! he only thinks of
himself. The time is not yet come.”

Lollie grasped her hand, and cried out. Marie started, and
looked round her.

“Kiss me, my daughter. I was far away in Palmiste with
my son, our Philip.”

Their only visitors were Hartley Venn and his sister, Arthur
and Madeleine ; and they went nowhere, except sometimes to
the opera, which was a necessary luxury to the singer.

“ You have changed Lollie altogether, madame,” said Hartley,
looking at his little girl,

“How am I changed, Mr. Venn?’ asked Laura.

“That is what I am trying to find out. You look thinner
than you were ; but it is not that. You are no taller ; so it is
not that. I give it up, Lollie.”

Marie could have told him. The girl had been, for the firs
time in her life, living among ladies, and was now a lady herself
d—such as all the arts of Hartley Venn could not fashion or pro-

uce,
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“Tt is only you, Mr. Venn,” said Madeleine, *who never
change. Ob, that I could tie ropes round you, and drag you away
from your chambers, and make you worlk.”

“He does work, Madeleine. He really works very hard,”
said Lollie.

“Part of your wish has been already anticipated, Miss de
Villeroy ; for I have met with a grave misfortune.”

“ What is it ¥’ they cried.

“T have received notice to quit my chambers at the end of
the year.”

““Oh I” cried Lollie, ““ the dear old chambers.”

¢TI shall not have the heart to find out new chambers, and so
I shall go and live in lodgings. It is sad, after so many years
of occupation, I had hoped that my life would be finished
there.”

*“Indeed,” said Madeleine, “I think it a very good thing.
You men get into a habit of doing nothing, going nowhere, and
Living three or four in a set, which seems to me destructive of
everything. Go into the world and work, Mr. Venn.”

“ Really, Miss de Villeroy, you carry about so deep an air of
resolution and activity that you shame us all. T will go into the
world and work. What shall I do?”

This was easier to ask than to answer. Besides, Madeleine
was af this time intently occupied in considering Arthur's future,
He, too, professed a willingness to go into the world and work.
But what work ! Here was a tall, strong man to be thrown on
her hands for life, and what was she to find for him? Arthur
said he would work, but he never made the least effort to find
work, and went on burying himself in his hooks, while Made-
leine fretted about his nseless life.

“ Marry me at once, Madeleine,” he gaid, ¢ and I will be your
secretary., 'Will that do 7’

I don’t want a secretary,” she said.

But she consented to marry him at once, which was all he"
wanted.

This was in February. The wedding was quiet enough, for
they were a comparatively friendless pair. Ms. Longworthy
was there ; and in the church, as spectators, Marie and Laura.
Madeleine invited them to the breakfast; but this was against
Marie's rules, and Laura would not go without her.

When they came back, after a month in Paris, the old life
went on just as before, Mrs. Longworthy lived on with them,
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being one of those old ladies whom it is pleasant to have in the
house. Arthur had his study, where Madeleine repaired some-
times in the evening, for those little talks and confidential
whisperings which even the most queenly of women are not
above liking. But all became as it was before, and the house at
Regent's Park was still a favourite place to spend an evening.

“]I like it, Arthur,” said Madeleine. It is all so different
from what you get anywhere else. I like Madame de Guyon,
poor woman, and the noble way she bears her misfortunes. I
like Lollie, with her innocent dependence upon Mr. Venn. And
I like that lazy, good-for-nothing Bohemian, who is everybody’s
friend except his own. They are quaint, delightful people. I
suppose the world would object, if the world knew all. But
then the world knows nothing. And as for poor little Lollie,
our sister-in-law, no one could possibly blame her.”

“ Surely not. If ever there was an act—"

“No, Arthur. Do not put yourself into a rage about what
has been done, and cannot be helped. After all, it was mostly
Mr. Venn'’s fault, Did ever man devise a more absurd training
for a girl ¥

Came again the spring, and with it the little excursions that
Venn was so fond of. But they were not quite the same. The
relations between himself and Lollie were altered, somehow.
He could no longer kiss her in the old paternal way. Some-
times, as he thought of her, he ground his teeth, and cursed.
But ever with her, his voice was soft and kind, Te was always
thoughtful and anxious about her. She was still, as before all
this, his little girl

Marie grew to love him as if he had been her own som ;
scolded him for his laziness almost as soundly as Madeleine ;
went to his chambers, and brought away great stores of linen,
which she and Lollie amused themselves by setting in order for
him ; made him read her some of his numerous Opuscula, and
criticised them in a way which astonished him ; and gave him
hints and suggestions which opened out. vistas of innumerable
other literary efforts, so that he formed as many projects as
Coleridge.

The spring grew into summer. And then a change was to
happen. For one morning the Palmiste mail came in, and
Arthur received a letter from his lawyer,

“Your half-brother,” he said, “is going on, I fear, as badly
as possible. Tt is my duty—or, rather, T make it my officious

— =
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duty—to tell you that his only companions are the most dissi-
pated young Englishmen of the colony—officers chiefly. At
Fontainebleau there are reported to be nightly scenes of drink
and play, which will most certainly end in disaster, if not to
fortune, then to health. In this climate, as you know, one has
to exercise some discretion. Poor Philip has none. I liked
him at first. He landed here fresh and bright, as if he had
never touched a bottle of brandy. But that is four months ago,
and his face is now bloated with drink and late hours. If you
have any influence over him, write and expostulate. If you, or
any friend, could only come out here, all might be well. Philip
is open to any influence. e can resist no temptation. He is led
away by every voice that he hears. But he is kind-hearted.
In an evil hour he insulted little Violet, his manager, whom you
remember as a boy. No better or more honest man ever lived.
Violet was obliged to resign. Since he went away, Philip has
been secretly sending him money to keep him going. I sup-
pose, out of a desire to make atonement. But the estate is going
to the dogs. In a few months the hot season will be upon us
again, when these excesses will tell more than they do now. I
may say that he always speaks of you in terms of the highest
respect. He told me, what I did not know before, that the
estate is only his own because you refused to fight the case. 1
think that you might, at least, write to him.”

And so on, all in the same strain.

Arthur showed the letter to his wife,

¢ What shall we do?’

¢ You must write to him. Say nothing of the past, except
what is kind. I will write, too. You will remember that he
did once do what I asked him.”

¢ T know—that was because he loved you.”

¢ He did not really love me. Ie fancied he did. The only
woman he everreally loved was Lollie. Iam sure of it, from the
way he spoke of her, the bitterness with which he remembered
the poor girl’s look when he cast her off.”

« How can you be bitter against a woman you have ever
loved ¥’

T knew you would say that. Itisjust what a man would be
sure to say. The bitterness, great stupid, was in his own breast;
and he thought he felt bitter towards her. Suppose you are
bilious. It is not a romantic comparison, but it will do. You
see everything yellow; That is how Philip saw things. His
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real mature was turned inside out. I told you, months ago, |
that his mind was like your old garden, all overrun with pump-

kins.”
“What a silly, unygfsonable creature he is! Why does he

hide his head in a bush, like an ostrich? He is ashamed of his .
|
|

e

mother—he knows, my dear Arthur, that all the stupid story of

the marriage is a forgery. I saw the look he gave her in the
church. There was longing and repentance in it, as well as

shame. He is stupidly ashamed that his mother is a great

singer, as well as that she is coloured. And what a woman is

he ashamed of ! Is there ome woman in all the world more |
charitable, more large-hearted, less selfish than poor Marie? i
Ashamed of her? He ought to be proud of her, and to thank E
God, who gave him such a mother.”

Arthur moved his hand.
« And, oh, Arthur, he is more, ten thousand times more

ashamed of himself and his treatment of Laura. I believe that

is the secret of all his sins. He wanted at first to make money i {3

by gambling, for her. DBut gambling is a hard master to serve. [ g :
| %

And then—and then—oh ! my poor Phil, what a melancholy
ending it all is I”

“ It is not ended yet.”

She shook her head.

« You do not know,” she said, “but I know; because he
gent me a letter before he went away, and his landlady brought
it. He used to wander about at night, to drink all day. He IS
saw no one. He used to lie on the sofa, with his head in his il
hands, and groan. He used to see things that do not exist in ‘
the daytime. He knew he was dishonoured, poor fellow ; and i !
he tried, like a weak creature as he is, to drown it all in !

i

drink.”
« [ blame myself, Madeleine. I should have gone to him, in

| the old way, and said what I could to help him. Poor Fhil is
= good at heart.”

% @Good at heart ! What is the good of that? TEverybody is
good at heart. I want men to be strong of will. Women only
love strong men.”

# Then why do you love me, Madeleine ¥’

“T don’t know, Arthur,” she said, smiling. “You know
that I love you, dear—do you not —with all the strength of i |
my nature. DBut then you are strong in all good things. I qEs
believe in your nobleness, dear. God knows, if man and wife 1}
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cease to believe in that, there can be nothing left, . . , . ILet
us go and see madame.”

They got there in time for luncheon. Venn was lying lazily
on the sofa. He did not get up as they came in ; but held out
his hand, smiling,

“You come like a breath of the most Invigorating breeze,

Mrs. Durnford, Do not reproach me. I am hard at work,
trying to make out, with Lollie here, what it is T am to work
at‘)’

“I tell him he ought to practise at the Bar,” said Lollie.

“So I would, but for two things. I know no solicitors, and
I know no law. Bless you, if I had a brief I should be obliged \
to put it into a drawer for a couple of years while I read law.
No. Think of something else.”

“ What do rich men do?” asked Marie, ¢ They seem always
at work.”

“They become directors. Then they make speeches. They
take chairs. They do all sorts of things for nothing, which
poor men get paid for. They even write for the magazines,
confound them !’

‘ Write a novel,” said Madeleine,

“Eh % cried Venn, starting up. “Now, that is a practical
suggestion, Lollie, do you remember the novel we wrote to-
gether, and huried close above Teddington Lock? That was
real work, if you like. Oh, if we had not buried that novel 1”

“ Let us go and fish for it,” eried Lollie, laughing,

“We will. 'We will go at once. Mis. Durnford, you will
coms too. We will go this afternoon. The sun shines, The
bluebottle buzzes. The lilac is in blossom. The lark will be
singing. The laburnum is golden. Lollipops, put on your
hat—your summer hat, with the brightest feather in it. ~We
will have a glorious day.”

Madeleine made a sign to Marie.

“You three go,” she said. “Madeleine will stay with me, s
and you shall have a late dinner at nine. Go away, all of you,
and leave us two to make ourselves miserable together.” |

“What is it, dear?’ she asked,

For all answer, Madeleine gave her the lawyer’s letter,
Marie read it, and the tears came into her eyes.

“ What are we to do ¥’ asked Madeleine,

I knew it was coming. I have had presentiments, T have
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had dreams. I dreamed that I saw my brother Adolphe—poor
Adolphe, I wonder if he is living yet—putting a gri-gri
under Philip’s head. That is to produce disaster, you know.
Every night my thoughts carry me back to Fontainebleau.
George Durnford speaks to me in visions. And every night I
see Philip’s face averted. My dear, since I saw him, I have
felt myself en rapport with him. You may laugh as you will ;
but as he suffers, I suffer. When he is wretched, lonely, re-
pentant—I am sad. I hide it from that poor child, who does
not know what such love means, and thinks she loves Philip
because she pities him. And as I look forward, I see nothing
but clouds and blackness. A great disaster is before me—that
is, before Philip. Day by day, the yearning has become stronger
in me to go out and try to save my boy. If I go, I may find
him in the midst of his companions, drunken and dissolate. He
may drive me away with hard words. e may— But he will
not, he will not, Madeleine. I feel that the hour of reconcilia-
tion is drawing near. I shall see my hoy. I shall feel his cheek
to mine. I shall be able to put my arms round his neck, and
kiss him. Oh, child, child ! if ever God gives you a son, pray
—pray—pray that you may not suffer what I am suffering now.”

She was silent for awhile, struggling with her emotion.

“ Do you think that God is punishing me? I cannot think
that. T have learned long since my sin, and been forgiven, Of
that T am assure as if a voice from Heaven had pronounced my
pardon. Iknow it from my own heart. My Father has forgiven
the sin of an ignorant childhood. It eannot be that. Then
what is it ?—what is it ? I lived but for him. All those years
when I toiled in Italy, trying to improve the defects of my
education, all those years when I sang upon the stage—it was
all for Philip. T lived upon nothing—my money all went into
the bank for him. I waited for the day when I could say to
him—¢Son, son, take all I have, and be happy. Only kiss
your mother—if only it be onee, and to let her go away.” I
never thought to be to him what most mothers are to their
children. I prayed only for a kind thought, a kind word, I
got none. And now, what are all my riches worth? I have
no son.”

“You have Laura. You love her.”

¥ Yes—I am wicked. I forget, in my selfish passion. T love
this child, who loves me. There is no better girl in the world
than my daughter, But, Madeleine, I want my own child—my
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very own : the baby that lay in my lap—my own life’s blood

~—my darling, my gallant son! Do not tell me that he has

fallen from his ideal. He suffers, and would rise again if he
could. Tet me go to him. Iet me try once more to gain his

love, all alone, by the verge of that great forest where I

wandered one night all alone, and saw visions of the futare.

Did T ever tell you? I went out, with the first money I ever

earned abt singing, by myself. I crept at night through the

woods. T found George Durnford weeping for his dead wife—
not me, dear Madeleine. I was bitter and cruel. Then I saw
poor Adrienne, white, pale, and imploring, before me, and I was
softened. I saw the children. Arthur clung to me and kissed

e, in his pretty way. My own boy, my Phil, turned his face

away and eried. It was an omen, and my heart fell. T left

George Durnford, and went back as I had come, through the

forest.  All the night, as I walked along in the black darkness,
I heard voices saying to me that there should be no happiness
for me—nothing but bitterness, disappointment, and misery.”

“But you have found happiness, dear Madame de Guyon.”

“ Yes, yes ; but not the happiness I wanted, There is nothing
that I desire but the love of my son—nothing but to hear him
say that he is sorry for the words he spoke.

“ Play to me, dear. Soothe me with music, for my spirit is
troubled.”

Madeleine played, while Marie walked up and down, with
fingers interlaced, trying to recover from her agitation.

Presently she sat down close to the piano.

“Don’t leave off, my dear, It soothes me as nothing else
can. I am determined what to do, I will go out by the next
mail. That starts in a few days, and I shall pack to-morrow—
take my ticket, and go.”

As she spoke, a wailing was heard from the next house in the
street, of a child. She shrank back with a white face.

“That is the worst sign you can hear.”

“Do not be superstitious,” said Madeleine, * If you had
heard the child cry abt any other time you would have
laughed.”

“At any other time—yes. That I am superstitious is true,
my dear. T can never shake it off. Call it what you please,
weakness, prejudice. I was made superstitious when I was a

child, and the old fears cling to me like—like fhe colour of my
birth,”
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They spent the day making preparations. There were nob
many wanted, for Marie was a woman whom stage experience
had taught to be profuse in dress.

“Tollie will go and live with Miss Venn,” she said. ¢ Yes,
dear, I know what you were going to offer, and it is very kind
of you; but it is better for the present that she should not go
into society. I do not want her to feel things.”

“She would not feel anything. She is quite convinced that
she was properly married at first.”

“Tf is not only that. People might ask who Mr. Philip
Durnford was, and—and—oh ! Madeleine, do you not see that
I am right?’

¢ You are always right, dear madame.”

In the evening the party came back—Venn, at least, happy.
They had been fishing for the novel, and failed to find it. TLollie
had caught a gudgeon, Arthur had caught nothing. Andso om,
childishly happy, as they always were when Venn was with
them —the man who never lost his delight in childish things.

And so, after their late dinner, Venn thought it was time to

0.
“Stay a moment, dear Mr. Venn,” said Marie. “I have
gomething to say. Will Miss Venn take our child for a little
while #°

“ Mamma ! cried Lollie.

“Yes, dear., We have had a letter from Palmiste. I am
going out.”

Laura turned white.

“ And I so happy to-day. It is wicked. Is heill? Tell me.”

“We will tell you everything, dear,” said Madeleine. * Philip
is not well, and the news is not good.”

Laura gave a great gasp.

“ And I shall go, too—shall T not, Mr. Vennt Who ought
to be with a man who is ill but his wife ?*

They looked at each other, and were silent.

Venn spoke first.

“ Lollie, dear, let me talk to you alone for a moment.”

He took her into another room.

“Would you like to go, my dear?” he said, folding her in his
arms in the old fashion, while her head leant upon his shoulder.
“Would you like to go? Remember all. He has treated you
eruelly—"

“But he asked my forgiveness.”
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“And he said himself that you had better be away from him
for a while. My dear, your hushand is not a good man. He
has done had things, When he comes back, with his mother,
and asks to be taken into your arms again, I shall not be one to
refuse him forgiveness. But he does not ask for you or his
mother either. If humiliation is to fall on the one who goes
out to him, do not let it be you.”

“He will think I have forgotten him, As if I ever could
forget him,” she pleaded.

“Do you love him, Lollie ?”’

“Always the same question. T love him as T always did, no
more and no less. But he is my husband.”

Venn choked a spasm of intense Jjealousy.

“Love him still, dear. -Love your hushand. But you must
not go to him.  Will you be guided by me 2”

“ I am always guided by you. Whoever else have I in the
world ¥’ she said, simply. ~“ Asif T did not love you better than
all the world,”

“ My dear little girl,” he whispered, because his voice choked
—* ever my dear little girl, are you not? Nothing ean part us.
Nothing shall sever the love we have for each other. But you
will stay with Sukey, while madame goes out and tries to recover
her son for all of us,”

He went back to the others, leaving Lollie there,

Then they arranged things; and next day he went to ses
Sukey, telling her only that Madame de Guyon had business in
Palmiste, her native place. For there was sad deceit and hiding
of the truth necessary, and only the little circle themselves know

all the history that bound them together with ties so sacred and
80 sad.
The day she went away, Mario sought Hartley Venn alone.
“I know,” she said, “that evil will come to me., I feel it like
the cold wind before the rain. But good will come, too. See,
now, dear Mr. Venn, there is but one thing T have to say. You
will find at my lawyer's, in case—in case I never come back—

my will.  To whom should T leaye nmy money but to my Philip’s
wife ¢’

CHAPTER XIIV.

Woartep in body and mind, Marie landed at the old familiar
wharf af Port St. Denys.

Fiveand twenty years since last she
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stood there, filled with the bitterness of regref, and yet the confi-
dence of youthful hope. She recalled now the moment when,
standing on the deck, she marked the mountains growing fainter
and darker as the sun set, plunging them in a bath of light and
colour, till night came on, and they disappeared. Now she stood
once more on the wharf, and marked the old things little changed.
The half-naked Indians folled the sugar-bags abouf, and piled
them in great heaps, with their shrill eries and wild laughter,
just as she remembered to have watched them asa child. TUnder
the trees on the Place sat the same old men—or they seemed to
be the same—who had always sat there, talking and squabbling
over the little politics of the day. Among the talkers under the
trees, rolled and played the little naked mulatto and Indian
children, as they had always done; and in long line stood the
carriages waiting to be hired, as they had stood a quarter of a
century since. Nothing was changed ; and for a moment the
years rolled back, and all her youth flashed again before her,
with its happiness, such as it was, and its regrets. Only for a
moment. One of the ship’s officers, seeing her standing alone,
proffered his assistance, and Marie woke to a sense of the dismal
errand on which she had come.

“I have got your boxes on shore, Madame de Guyon,” he
said ; “ what shall T do with them next? You had better let
me get you a carriage. Have you no friends waiting for you %’

“No,” said Marie. “I am going into the country, Itisa
long drive. 'Will you kindly see that the man has good horses ?
I am going quite o the other side of the island.”

“ You are surely not going alone, Madame de Guyon ¢’

-“Not alone! Why not? Oh, I have never told you that I
was here as a girl. I know every road in the place, I believe.
Thank you, Mr. Hatton, for your kindness. If you will only,
now, get me a carriage.”

Presently came ratiling up a long, low carriage, with a pair of
screws that looked like anything in the world except going a
long journey.,

Marie said something to the oficer, who spoke to the driver.
He was a mulatto, approaching very nearly to the negro type,
with woolly head, and face almost black. He was apparently
about fifty, and was accompanied by a little boy, clothed chiefly
in a ragged straw hat, half a jacket, and say a quarter of a pair
of cotton trousers. He answered the officer’s objections, laugh-
ing and protesting in a patois that made Marie’s heart leap within
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her, for it was the patois that she had first learned to speak.
She understood it all, after these long years: the intonation of
the voiee, the gestures which cked out the imperfections of the
language, the rough, rude inflexions of the barbaric tongue ; and
she asked herself whether, in the far past, she herself could
have been as these naked children rolling in the dust, conld have
talked this jargon, could have been such as her driver. Getting
into the carriage, however, she explained to him that she was to
o0 to the estate of Fontainebleau.

“ How, madame ¥’ said the man. ¢ No one lives at Fontaine-
bleau since Mr. Durnford died.”

“ You know the place, then ¥’

«T was born there, madame. My parents lived close by.”
He called them his ¢ papa and mamma,” this grizzly mulatto.

¢ But Mr. Philip Durnford lives there now.”

« Madame wants to see Mr. Philip? Oh !

He jumped upon his box, called the boy, whipped up his
horses, and went swinging down the street at full galop. The
boy kept prattling to him, but he made no answer. When
they had gone some three or four miles, taking advantage of a
hill, he turned round, and poking his head into the carriage, he
remarked, in a tone as if he were conveying information—

« Madame is going to see Mr. Philip Durnford.”

Some five or six miles farther on, he put his head in again—

«Does madame know Mr. Philip?”

Marie said she had seen him.

« A mauvais sujet, madame. Alphonse, take the reins. Do
not whip them, my child. I will tell you, madame. Ah !
brigand, you want to repose already? Up then. Alphonse,
take the whip to that vaurien.” This was addressed chiefly to
his horses. Madame, I am about to tell you, Mr. Philip—why
do T say monsieur?—he is the son of old Mr. Durnford, who
died in the cholera, and the little Marie. Pah! everybody
knows that.”

Poor Marie !

« Philip goes to England with Mr. Arthur. There was a
young man, madame. Philip stays for seven, eight years. He
comes back without Mr, Arthur. He says the estate is his;
and he lives there.”

¢« Who was Marie ¥’ asked the poor mother.

¢ Marie? I will tell you, madame. There was a young lady,
white as a lily, who lived in the great house close by my father’s
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hut. She was lonely, and had no one to play with, and so they
took my little sister, who was almost as fair as she was—"

“ Your sister! You are Adolphe ¥’

¢ Madame knows my name? See, madame.” He produced
a sort of card, on which was printed a tariff of prices. It was
inseribed with the names in full “ Monsieur Adolphe Napoleon
Rohan de Montmorenci.” This he read out with unction.
“How did madame know my name? My nephew, who went
to the great college, gave me the surnames; for I must confess
to madame, who knows everything, that I was formerly plain
Adolphe. Alphonse, with all your force, flog that vieux scelerat
who will do no work.”

The intelligent steed, hearing this, instantly quickened, and
Alphonse put back the whip.

“ Yes, madame,” he resumed, “ Marie was as fair-cheeked as
Mademoiselle Adrienne herself. Only mademoiselle had light
hair, and Marie black. Droll, was it not? I was as black as
Alphonse here, and so was my brother Aleide ; and Marie was
as white as a lady. Eh, the vieux papa used to laugh when he
looked at her. Only the priest said it was the will of God.
Well, madame, Marie went to live with mademoiselle, and
stayed there till she was fiffeen years old. Then she ran
away.”

“ Where did she go to?’

“Oh, I know, because I saw her often enough. She lived
for a year in a little cottage close by Mr. Durnford’s house, in
the forest. There she had a bahy, white as as——" here
his eyes wandered to little Alphonse for a suitable simile, but,
not finding one in his brown face, he turned back to the car-
riage—*“as white as madame herself 1

“ Well ¥

“ Well, madame, that baby is Philip himself, You could
hardly believe it, but it is so. "And I who sit here am his unelo.
Ha! ha! ha! Alphonse is his cousin. Ho! ho! ho! But
it's droll.”

“ And—and —your sister "

“Mr. Durnford married ma'm’selle, and poor Marie went
away. She came back, though, and walked all the way to
Fontaineblean through the forest— Alcide saw her—on the night
Madame Durnford was buried. Then she went away again, and
no one has heard of her since, Poor Marie! She was too good
for us, and the bon Dieu took her to heaven,”

o
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“Good? When she lived with Mr. Durnford %"

“TEh? said the black, “why not? Ah! she was gentille.
You should have scen her, madame, go to church with her white
kid gloves, and her silk parasol, and a rosebud in her hair. All
the white folks stared at her. Poor Marie! But the bon Dieu
has taken her, and her son is a vaurien. Alphonse, if the idler
does not go quicker, get down and kick him.”

The idler instantly quickened, repentantly.

“ He is a vaurien, I say, madame. He drinks in the morning,
he drinks all day, he drinks at night ; and he goes to bed—
saoul. No one goes to see him. He lives alone, he sees ghosts,
he laughs and cries. The servants run away, Last week one
ventured to sit up and watch him all night. He gets up, takes
a pistol, and—ping |—if the boy had not ducked his head, like
this, he would have been killed. Alphonse, thou laughest?
Malin ! He is very dangerous, madame. And madame is going
to see him ¥’

Presently they left the high road, and turned down a rudely-
made lane, cut through the forest. The still, quiet air recalled
all the old moments to Marie. She remembered when George
Durnford, her lover, made the road ; and here, before it was
finished, he would walk and talk with her in the evening,
telling her a thousand things she had never dreamed of, opening
up paths for her thoughts which she had never suspected, lifting
her above the petty things that she ‘had heen accustomed to feed
her mind with, and filling her mind with a happiness that was
all the swester as it was the newer and more unexpected. For-
getting her present miseries, an involuntary smile wreathed her
lips, and her eyes glowed again with the brightness of her youth,
as she thought of those days, all too brief, of love and tender-
ness. Do ever women repent of first love? I think not. The
man repents, thinking of the wreck he has made of a woman’s
happiness. She weeps, not for the folly and the sin, but for
the shattered image, the perished hopes, and the cruel punish-
ment. Guilt? What guilt was there in the young mulatto
girl, who, knowing that she could never be aught but the white
man’s mistress, yet ran willingly into his arms, and obeyed the
instincts of a passionate nature that knew no religion, and had
no sense of a higher duty? Thousands of times had poor Marie,
in the height of her popularity and fame, pondered over the
question ; and, against all the dogmas of creed, had acquitted
herself, And thousands of times, besides, had she willingly
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acquiesced in the results of the social necessity under which we
are all slaves.

The road, winding through thick underwood, presently crossed
a rude wooden bridge over a small ravine. Marie made the
driver stop, and leaned out of the carriage, looking ab a scene
she remembered so well. On the steep, damp sides, towering
above the tangled herbage, grew the tall tree ferns, each with
its circle of glory, clear cut against the blue of the sky; along
the foot bubbled a little mountain stream over great boulders
that lay strewn about. Just above the bridge was a tiny water-
fall of some three or four feet, over which the water leaped
merrily, with as much fuss and splash as if it were a great
Niagara. And above the fall, huddled together and gazing with
suspicious eyes on the carriage, stood a herd of twenty or thirty
soft-eyed deer. Bubt mot on them were Marie’s eyes resting :
for half hidden within the trees stood the remains of an old
cottage, the thafch half torn off, and covered with creepers, the
door hanging by one hinge, the door-posts wrenched out hy the
force of a growing tree, and the whole place presenting a dreary
look of desolation. Calling Adolphe, she pointed it out to him,
with a look of interrogation.

“It is the cottage of Marie, madame, That is where Mr.
Durnford put her when she left ma'm’selle. He thought no one
knew. But [ knew, and many a time I've lain down there
watching Mr. Durnford coming to call her out. Every evening
he used to come, and all day long Marie used to sit and wait,
looking along the path where he would come.” :

It was so true ; and her heart was pierced to think how this
poor fellow, her own brother, not ashamed of her disgrace, would
lie and wait to see her lover come,

“ Mr. Durnford taught her to read, madame ; and then she
used to sit at the window with a book all the day, and at night
would tell him all she had learned. Eh? I have listened often
at the window. But it did not last long. Then she went away ;
and then she came back. And then—I don’t know where she
went, The bon Diea took her.”

“ Why do you think she was dead ¢’

“ Madame, I will tell you, Because—how longago? Alphonse,
how old are you ¥

“How should I know ¥’ said the boy.

“ Well, it was twelve years before Alphonse was born, T was
down here, it was the cholera time. Quf! what a time! No

23 —2
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one died here except Mr. Durnford ; but the night he died I
was passing through this road, and in the moonlight just here,
I saw two figures in white—one was Marie, and the other
was Mr. Durnford. Since then no one has passed by here at
night.”

“ How do you know it was Marie ¥’

“ What a droll question! As if T should not know my own
sister.”

They went on, and as they drew near the house, Marie began
to think what she should say to her son, and how she would be
received. Her long voyage was ended, but the uncertainty of
it remained yet. Nor had she ever realised until now the
almost utter hopelessness of her journey. She was to save her
boy. But how? By what subtle art was that ruined nature to
be raised—that seared conscience to become softened? Alas!
she knew not that what she hoped to effect by pleading, the
mystery of pain and suffering was even then accomplishing.

The carriage drew up in front of the verandah. She got out,
and told the driver—her brother—to put down her boxes, and
to drive back.

No one received her. It was strange. In the old days, when
a visitor arrived, troops of servants came running. Now, not
one. The verandah, too, once like a well-ordered apartment,
with its matting, the blinds, the long chairs and little tables,
now stood stripped of all. The floor of concrete was in holes.
The old ropes of the blinds hung helplessly about. Creepers
climbed up the posts, and trailed along the woodwork of the
roof. Outside, the pretty rose garden was all destroyed, and
grown over. The mill beyond was closed. There was no sign
of work or noise from the adjacent *camp,” which seemed de-
serted ; no voice from the house within, no barking of dogs, or
clattering of hoofs. A strange dread came upon Marie. She
shivered from head to foot. It was too late to recall her car-
riage, which was now out of sight, and almost out of hearing.
And with a dull foreboding of sorrow she entered the house
which, four and twenty years ago, she quitted with such re-
pentance and regrets.

The old furniture was there, in its old places; but dust-
covered, mildewed, and uneared for. No one was in the salon,
no one in the dining-room. Avoiding the rooms to the right,
which had been those of George Durnford, she went into the
smaller bed-rooms on the left, put up originally for children and
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guest-rooms. These, with all their old furniture, which she re-
membered so well, had yet a dreary and desolate look. Only,
in one, provided with a deal table, a bookcase, and a fow chairs,
lay the relics of the days when her son, whom she had seen so
seldom, was yet but a child. In one corner were the broken
toys of the two boys. On the shelves were the well-thumbed
grammars and school books. Damp had loosened the hindings ;
white ants had burrowed long passages through them ; the
cockroaches had gnawed away the leather; and when she
moved them a whole colony of scorpions ran out, brandishing
their tails in frantic assertion of their long-established rights,
She turned away sorrowfully, and once more entering the dining-
roow, went in, with sinking of heart, to the great hed-room be-
yond. The silence and stillness of the house oppressed her. Tt
seemed haunted with ghosts of the days gone by ; and, added
to this was the dread of something, she knew not what, which
she might find within,

Twice she tried to turn the handle of the door ; twice her heart
failed her. She went to the well-known buffet in the dining-room,
where water always stood, and drank a glass of it. That, at
least, in its red earthenware vase, was the same as ever. Then
she resolutely opened the door, and went in.

On the bed—ah, me! the bitterness of punishment—on the
great bed, which had once been her own and George Durnford’s,
lay, pale and motionless, her only son, stricken even unto death.
Alone and uncared for. With dry, parched lips, that sometimes
murmured a wail, and sometimes moved to let fall some wild
words of delirium, with bright rolling eyes, Philip was waiting
for the approach of death. This was written on his forehead in
unmistakable signs. e was not even undressed. It appeared
as if he had thrown himself upon the bed with his clothes on,
anld, in his passion of fever, had torn his shirt-collar open, and
tried ineffectually to take off his upper clothing. And though
the fever made his brow and his hands burning hot, he shivered
oceasionally, and his teeth chattered with cold.

_Marie took in the whole at a glance. Stepping back to the
dining-room, she hastily brought water and gave him to drink,
and bathed his burning face. He drank eagerly, and as long as
she would let him, Then she opened the windows, for the air
was stifling ; and then—what hands are so tender as a mother’s?
—she undressed him, and managed to make him at least a little
easior, And when all was done—her patient rambling incohe-
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rently—she knelt by the bedside and prayed, with passionate
sobs and tears, that if her son was to die, she might at least be
permitted to breathe a few words—only a few—out of the ful-
ness of her heart, into his listening ear. Presently she recovered,
and went in search of help.  The silence and stillness were in-
explicable. At the back of the house, behind the stables, stood
the huts for the servants. Thither she went. They were empty.
A hundred yards from the house, close by the road, stood the
huts which formed the “camp ”—a little village for some eight
hundred folk. It was empty and deserted. The shop was
closed—the stables were empty. What could it all mean ?

Coming back to the house, she went to the kitchen. This
stood by itself, a small stone building. There she found a fire,
and crouching by the fire, though it was an afternoon in the
height of summer, sat an Indian boy, who only moaned when
she touched him. He, too, had fever, She took him up—a
light burden enough—and carried him to a room next to Philip’s,
where she tended him, and laid him in the only bed he had ever
slept in in his life. Fortunately, he was not delirious, and from
him she learned something of what had happened.

The luckless Philip had taken to drinking all day long, and
almost all night., He had become moody,irritable, and capricious,
so that the very men who came for the coarse revels that
went on there grew tired of him, and left off coming at all.
Then, having no companions and no resources, he became every
day worse. Once the neavest doctor, an old friend of his father’s,
rode over to see him; and after his departure Philip improved
for a short time. He even sent for his lawyer, and gave him
instructions to sell the estate. No purchaser came for it. The
crop was pub through the mill and sent up to town ; and afterit,
the unhappy man, growing mad with.the dreadful life he lived,
resolved to have nothing more to do with the estate, and actually
took steps to get rid of his coolies, in which he had almost suc-
ceeded. And for two months the canes had been uncared for,
the fields almost left to themselves. He said he was going back
to England. As they learned afterwards, there was still a large
sum of money left out of Arthur’s savings., As for the estate,
Philip declared, with many oaths, that if no one would buy the
place no one should work in it. And then he reduced his pri-
vate establishment. Two boys and a cook were all he kept ;
while for two long months he wandered gloomily about his de-
serted estate, and at night drank himself into a state of insensi-
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bility, And then, one night, he was stricken with fever, The
cook and one of the boys ran away in terror. The other would
have followed but that fever seized him, too, and held him
down.

Marie gathered this partly from the sick boy, and partly from
what she heard afterwards. Going into the camp again, she
found some bustle and noise. Thank Heaven ! there was some
one. As she learned afterwards, the whole body of the remain-
ing coolies had struck work that very day, and gone off together
—men, women, and children—to complain to the nearest magis-
trate about getting no wages, Now they were all returned, and,
gathered in knots, discussed their grievances. Marie called a
sirdar, and despatched him, with a handsome gratuity before-
hand, for the nearest doctor. This done, she returned to her
patients, the Indians gazing curiously at her.

The boy told her where some tea could be got, and she hastily
prepared it for Philip, who lay quietly enough. He was too
weak to move, peor fellow ; and only murmured incessantly.
He drank the tea, however, and then fell asleep, when Marie was
able to leave him, and doctor the little Indian, who was almost
as ill as his master. Slowly the hours passed. She marked the
sun set, as, long ago, she had often watched it, behind the hills
in front-of the house. She saw the moon rise in the dear old
tropical lustre ; the cigale shrieked its monotonous note; the
watchman began to go his rounds, and ery « All's well I” the
same as he had always done ; and, but for the heavy breathing
of the poor stricken prodigal, her son, she could almost have
thought the four and twenty years since last she sat there a dream.
About nine o'clock a deputation waited on her. She knew the
rustling of the muslin and the clink of the bhangles, and went
out on the verandah to receive her visitors. Some halfdozen
Indian women stood there. One bore a dish of curry for
madame.  All wanted to know what they could do for her ; all
were curious to learn who she was, and why she had come ; and
all looked on her with a sort of superstitions dread. Their hus-
bands accompanied them as far as the garden hedge, but would
go no farther; and now stood, prepared to fly in case of any
supernatural manifestations. None occurred, however, Marie
asked if two of them would stay with her, and accepted the
curry gratefully. Tt was the first thing she had taken since the
early morning coffee, and a long night was before her.

The women were horribly afraid of the feyer They would
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do anything for madame in the house—they would sleep on the
verandah ; but nothing would induce them to go into the rooms
of the sick. However, it was something, in her desolation, to
have even them with her ; and, with a sense of companionship,
she went back to watch her charges, The boy at last fell asleep,
and she brought a chair and sat by DPhilip’s bedside, watching
his deep breath come and go.

The two women outside, curled under a blanket, chattered for
a while and then fell asleep. The watchman at first made a
great show of wakefulness, expectorating loudly every time he
passed the doors of the bedroom ; finally, he, too, subsided into
his usual corner and fell fast asleep, with his long stick in his
hands. The dogs began by barking against each other, but gra-
dually grew sleepy and left off. The cocks, who disregard all
times and seasons in Palmiste Island, loudly called for the sun
about midnight. As he declined to appear at their bidding,
they tucked their heads in again, and had another nap. And
then the silence of the forest seemed to make itsclf felt ; and
Marie, her old superstitions coming back in all their force, almost
gasped with the tension of her nerves. The room filled with
ghosts—not ghosts that filled her with terror so much as regret.
Her long-dead mistress, Adrienne, with long floating light hair,
seemed to be hovering in white robes in the moonshine ; the
faces of old acquaintances laughed at her from the dark corners
of the room ; or the still, sleeping face of Philip would suddenly
change into the face of her dead lover, Voices, too, were
whispering about her, till she could bear it no longer, and went
out into the open air, to pace the verandah, and look upon the
old familiar scene bathed in the silver moonlight.

Then she came back and prayed again—in the Catholic faith
that had reared her—to the Madonna. What matter if no
Madonna heard her? The prayer was the same to God, who
hears all prayers and seems to grant so few. Does any one ever
get all he prays for? I trow not. And yet we pray—pray
against hope and certainty—though we sce the advent of the
Inevitable, and Znow that God will not turn it aside for any
prayers or vehement calling-out of ours. But still we pray ; and
when the hand of death is on the nearest and dearest to us,
when all that makes life sweet is to be torn from us, we betake
ourselves to our knees, and so we go on praying till the world’s
end, despite the calm persuasion of the philosopher, and the ex-
perience of a life, Only, by prayer we soften our hearts ; and
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it seems as if God answers us by alleviating the blow, and
giving some comfort while its sorrow is ab its bitterest.

So, while Marie prayed, it seemed to her, in the dim light, as
if the face of the sick man altered and softened. The fierce
heat of the fever died away, his brow grew damp and chill, his
hands soft and warm, and his breathing calm and 1’cgu:im'. And,
for the time, she fancied that her prayers were heard indeed.

Do you know that moment in the night—the passage, as if
were, from day to day—when a chill brpctth seems to pass over
the earth, and for a space all the world is hushed as if in death?
You may feel it by sea or by land.  IThave shivered and trembled
under its spell, while gasping for breath in the sulphureous Red
Sea. Or in the heart of London, should you be awake, you lie
and feel that yesterday is dead indeed, and the new day not yet
fully born. This is the time when feeble old men and children
die ; and when death seems most terrible.

At this moment Philip woke. And at sight of his eyes the
mother's heart leapt up, and she thanked God; for one part of
her prayer, at least, was answered. For the delirium was gone,
and her son was in his right mind. She did not dare fo speak,
while, on her knees at the bedside, she looked him face to face,
and met his eyes, which gazed wonderingly into hers, so full of
tears and tender love.

“There are so many ghosts,” he murmured, “about this
house, that I suppose you are another. You are the ghost of my
mother.”

“ Ah, no. Herself,” she cried out. ¢ No, my son, your own
mother herself come to nurse you—your own loving mother.
Oh, my boy, my darling—forgive me |” :

“T am weak,” he said, “and my head is confused. Touch
me, that I may know you are no phantom of my brain. Kiss
me, my mother.”

She showered a thousand kisses on his poor thin cheeks ; she
took his head in her arms, and bathed it with her tears—those
precious woman’s tears, not all of repentance, but some of thauk-
fulness and love, like those that once washed Our Saviour's feet,
till Philip’s heart, softened by suffering, broke down, and he
wept aloud.

But then her fears took alarm, and she quickly dried her eyes.
And when he would have spoken—vhen he would have answered
some of her love with repentance and prayers—she forbade him
o utter a word,
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“ Not yet, my son—not yet,” she said. “ To-morrow we will
talk. Now, sleep again—or, stay a moment.”

She went to the old buffet in the dining-room, and found some
claret, of which she made him take a few drops. This bright-
ened his eyes for a moment ; and then, overcome with his weak-
ness, he fell asleep once more. Her heart danced within her—
ghe could not sif still. TLeaving him sleeping, she went out again
to the verandah, and watched the coming dawn.

The moon was down by this time ; and save the Southern
Cross, paling before the coming day, all the stars were gone.
Only the bright morning star was left in the east. The birds
began to twitter in the trees, just in their dreams—as she re-
membered long ago—before the dawn ; and the sweet words of
the poet came into her mind :—

““ Ah | sad and strange, as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square :
8o sad, so strange, the days that are no more.”

And she was sitting with the memories of bygone days ; with
her dying son in his last sleep—save the longest—while this
gray summer dawn crept slowly up the east.

Slowly ; but it came. First a dull gray, and presently a silver
gray ; and then those long, marvellous fingers of light which
spread themselves out upon the world as though they would fain
seize it, and make it their own. And then the rocks, which had
been black, grew purple ; the mist upon the nearest peak, which
had been a cloud, became a bridal veil, drawn loosely round, and
falling in a thousand folds upon the woods below. And then a
few short minutes of bright green, and red, and gold, and the greab
sun bounded into the sky with a single leap, and another day was
born to the world. And then the birds all flew about to greet
the sun ; from the woods chattered the monkeys ; the lizards
woke up, and began to hunt about for the hottest places, blink-
ing at the light ; the dogs from the camp resumed their musical
contest in Amebean strains, just where they had left it off the
previous night ; the cocks began to crow, and make a great
triumph, as if they had compelled the sun to come back by
their own personal efforts ; the turkeys began to strut about with
a great babbling and cackle ; the mules came out and rolled in
il the cane straw ; the mosquitoes all went away to bed ; and the
women’s voices began, in the way she knew so well——the women
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always seemed to waken first—to rail at their lords from the
huts of the camp. Her own two companions of the night shook
themselves together, and greeted her kindly. She set them te
make some tea, and sat with her hands crossed, looking before
her at the bright and hopeful morning.

Presently she remembered her little Indian, and went to look
at him in his bed. Alas! alas! the poor child was dead.
‘Without a sound, or she would have heard it through the open
door, his spirit had gone from him in the night; and he lay,
cold and stiff, in the eareless grace of sleeping childhood—his
head pillowed on his arm, his eyes closed. Struck with terror,
she turned to the other room. There, at least, was sleep—kins-
man, but not friend, of death. And sitting patiently by the
bedside, she resumed her watch.

The hours passed on, the sun grew high ; but still he slept.
About ten arrived the doctor—she had simply sent for the
nearest doctor; but she recognised an old friend of George
Durnford’s, and went to meet him 2s an acquaintance.

He took off his hat—Dr, Staunton—and seeing an unknown
lady who held out her hand, took it with great astonishment,

¢ Pardon me, madame, I—"

Oh, Doctor Staunton, you have forgotten me then? But
come in quickly.”

He went in without a word, and began to listen to her account
of his patient.

“It is a bad case, madame—a very bad case. I ought to have
been sent for four days ago. If you are interested in him—"

“Interested? Oh! Doctor Staunton, is it possible you have
forgotten me? I am his mother,”

“You—DMarie? Can it be, indeed? I thought you dead.
Tell me about yourself. My poor child—I mean—"

“ Never mind, doctor. People call me Madame de Guyon.
But tell me about my son.”

“ Madame de Guyon? Is it possible that you are—”

“Yes—I am the singer, But now tell me about my son.”

* Marie—be strong—strong to bear the worst. He cannot live.
No human arb can save him.”

She sat down, dry-eyed.

“When will he die ¢’

“We cannot tell. Perhaps in an hour—perhaps in two.
He will die before the evening. T will stay with you to the end.”

She covered her face with her hands—not to weep, but te
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keep back the hard, rebellious thoughts that surged up in her
bosom. In a few moments she stood up, and began to busy her-
self about her boy, smoothing his pillows, and laying the sheets
straight.

“I heard,” she said, “in England—Arthur Durnford told
me—that he was being led away by bad companions. I am
sure his heart was good. I came out thinking to try and save
him. I find him dying. Ob, doctor, save him ! You loved
(George Durnford, who loved me—for his sake, save him. TIn all
his life, since he was a baby—since I gave him up to his father,
this is only the third {ime I have seen him. And, Doctor
Staunton, he loves me siill, Oh, save him !”

¢ Marie, I ecannot.”

¢ And why "—she turned fiercely upon him—* why did you
not save him before for his father's sake? Why, when you
knew that he was here, and—that he was not what he should be,
did you mnot eome and reason with him? Oh!” she added,
hitterly, “I know the reason—TI had almost forgotten, after four
and twenty years of Lngland, that his mother was a mulatto.”

“T swear, Marie,” said the old doctor, earnestly, “ that you
wrong me. I came here—I came twice. The first time—I
must tell it you—I was insulted. I came again, and he listened
to me. I have been ill myself, and could not come a third time.”

“Doctor,” cried a weak, thin voice from the pillow, ¢TI thank
you, and again I beg your forgiveness.”

Marie was at his side in a moment, kissing and fondling him.

“What shall he have, doctor? What will you give him?
Tea—oh, here it comes.”

Doctor Staunton ordered him some simple things.

T have heard what you have been saying,” said Philip. “I
shall die to-day.”

¢ (0h, no, my son—oh, no —God will not permit it.”

“ God knows, dear mother, that it is the best thing I can do.
Perhaps that is the reason why He lets me do it. Doctor, I have
a good deal to say to my mother, and a very little time to say ib
in. TLeave us for a little. But first shake hands with me,”

Left alone—

¢ Kiss me, mother,” said Philip. * Tell me that you forgive
me. Mother—in my weakness, I implore your pardon.”

¢ Oh, Philip, with all my heart’s love I forgive yon. You did
not know me. You could not know I was your mother indeed.
It was I who was wrong. There is nothing to forgive, dear,”
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“Dut there is,” he said. “I knew you were my mother,
directly you told me so. I felfit. Bub I was proud, and I had
just—without knowing all my wickedness, it is true—robbed
Arthur of his inheritance. And I could not bear to give it back
again. My heart, too, was bitter with that other wrong I had
committed—oh ! my mother, a deeper wrong, even, than what I
did to you. You may forgive me for one, but you can never for-
give me for the other.”

“Hush ! my boy. It is all forgiven.”

“ All? He hardly scemed astonished, and had forgotten
how she knew.

“All. Laura told me herself. She bade me take out to you
her love and pardon. She implored me to bring her out with
me. She says that all she wants now is to hear one loving word
from you, to treasure up, and hide the memory of all the things
you did and said—when you did not know what you were say-
ing, my dear.”

Philip turned his face and wept on the pillow.

“ Wipe my eyes, mother. I am so weak that I cannot even
do that for myself. And now get some paper, and write a letter
for me.. But call the doctor first.”

Marie went to get the paper. Before she came back, Doctor
Staunton had administered a restorative.

“ How long ¥’ asked Philip of the doctor.

“ Don’t talk too much, or you will kill yourself in an hour.”

“ Good,” said Philip. ¢« Write, dear mother—

“ ‘Dearest Wire—I have but a short time now to live,
With my last breath, I ask pardon of you for the grievous
wrongs I have done you. No punishment could he too great for
me. My mother tells me you have sent me your forgiveness.
My dear, if I could tell you how I have repented—if you knew the
bitter remorse that has seized me since I have been in this place !

But all is over at last. The great weight is lifted. God has
sent my mother with her love and your pardon. I go into the
other world. I have no excuse for myself,. I have been a bad
nlmn, and have led a bad life. Only if God lets me ask any-
thing——7

“My son !” eried Marie.

“‘If God lets me ask anything, T will ask Him to bless you




366 ML IR GIRE,
both, This is my only prayer—I dare have none for myself,
My dear—my Laura—I am very, very sorry. Think only for the
future that I loved you all along. God bless you, my wife,—
Your most affectionate and penitent husband,

¢ Painip.’

He signed it with feshle fingers, guided by Marie, and then
fell back.

¢ T should like to write to Arthur, but I cannot. Write for
me, and tell him how I repented, and ask his forsiveness,
MacIntyre wanted me to do it eight years ago, but I refused.
You will write, won’t you, dear mother ¥’

She promised.

“ Sing to me, dear mother; you sing so well. I should like
to hear your voice, once more. Sing me a hymn.”

It was a cruel trial. She steadied herself and sang—his head
upon her shoulder—with all her fulness and richness of voice,
so that the old doctor wiped his brimming eyes at the sound—

€6 ¢

Abide with me—fast falls the eventide :

The darkness deepens—Lord, with me abide.
‘When other helpers fail, and comforts flee.
Help of the helpless ! oh, abide with me.
Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day,
Life’s joys grow dim, its glories fade away——

His cheek dropped against hers. She stopped in sudden
affright.

¢ Mother,” he murmured, very faintly, “is it growing dark?
Is it night already ?”

¢ Oh, Philip 1"

“Ithink I am dying—give my love to Laura. Kiss me,
mother. Shall wé meet again ¥’

“My boy—in Heaven. I could not go there without you.”

His head fell heavily forward. He was dead.

The little Indian boy was buried that same evening, in the
Indian cemetery on the hillside. Small funeral rites had he, and
no mourners. The man who dug his grave, and carried him
under his arm to the place of sepulture, all out of the goodness
of his heart and a kind of natural piety, placed a bottle on the
grave, so that, shonld he perchance awake, there might be means
of af least slaking his thirst. And in India perhaps his mother
waited for him to come, and wondered, looking as the years went
by, that he delayed so long. The life of man is short at the

+n
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best ; but the shorter it is, the less of bitterness he knows.

Solomon said much the same thing.
Doctor Staunton stayed with Marie. After the first burst of

passionate grief, she began, womanlike, to find her c_:onsolution.
And the thought that his last few hours were spent in love and
repentance ; that the memory she would have of her son would
not be of cruel insult and wrong, but of tenderness and affec-
tion, made her thank God for one great mercy at least.

They buried him the next day, in the nearest English church-
yard, close to his father's grave. After his feverish life, it was
consoling to his mother’s heart to carry with her his last few
words of repentance and sorrow. She treasured them up, and
when she thought of them, she forgot the cruel scene in London,
his harsh words, his tones of mockery and pride, remembering
only his tender love at the last, and, when all was over, his
calm face set with the sweet, sad, unchanging smile of death.

They buried him as the sun went down into the sea. The
fierce heat of a tropical summer day was over; and night, with
its perfect calm, was stealing upon the world when the last
words of the funeral service were pronounced, and the mould
raftled upon the coffin of poor Philip. Marie thought of his
life; of the storm and hurrieane when she left him with his
father and went back alone through the forest ; of the blight that
his birth had thrown upon him ; of his wasted energies, ruined
hopes, and cruel misdeeds ; and of the sweet calm and peace of
the end. And it seemed to her that this tropical day was an
emblem of his life, with its fierce and scorching heat, its turbu-
lent hurricanes, and its peaceful night,

The clergyman read the service, and went away. Then Marie
saw that she and the doctor were not the only mourners ; for,
with their hats off, and kneeling on the sward, were her two
brothers, Adolphe and Aleide. Stepping reverently forward,
they each threw a handful of mould upon the coffin ; their first
and last claim at kinship. And then the two poor fellows
walked slowly away, and Marie saw them no more,

She went back to the estate, the old doctor keeping her com-
pany ; and though Palmiste knew that the great singer had been
to their island, and was at Fontainebleau when young Durnford
died, no one knew on what errand she had come, nor what wags
her relationship to Philip. Dr. Staunton kept the secret well,
Nor did she think it necessary to tell Adolphe Napoleon Rohan
de Montmorenci that Marie was not dead, after all, What would
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have been the use? It was not any false shame. If all the
world knew that her brothers were poor blacks, gaining a living
by driving a voiture de place, it would have mattered nothing
to her. No one in England would think the worse of her. A
singer is not expected to be of unblemished family, more than
any other professional person. And what good could she do to
her relations? They were happy ; they had no wants that they
could not satisfy ; they had no ambition ; they desired nothing,
looked for nothing. Moreover, between them and herself so
great a gulf was fixed that it could not be passed. And what-
ever her childhood had been, she was now a lady. Lastly, there
was this. Her story no one knew except one or two persons in
England, and one person in Palmiste. There was no need for
any one to know. She had suffered almost everything that a
woman can suffer, except what tortures women most—the loss
of her reputation. Blameless and pure in conduct, she had
passed through the theatre without a reproach, whispered or
spoken. She had learned, soon enough, the value of fair fame,
and she was not disposed to give it up. Therefore she kept the
secret to herself.

Turning over Philip’s papers, she found among them evidences,
not only of the power he undoubtedly possessed, but of thoughts
which showed him in a better light—which betrayed the causes
of his wreek, the fatal moral wreck which his nature had sus-
tained when he learned, through the man who was his evil
genius, that he was illegitimate, and touched with the blood of
the lower race.

Philip, until the last few months of his life, had been in the

hahbit of writing ; not for papers, or magazines hartly because it
D2 ) (=} )

never occurred to him to write for them, and partly because he
did not write well enough, But his loose papers, heaped to-
gether in his desk, written on slips and fragments of paper—
cometimes in a few words, sometimes many—sometimes in prose,
sometimes in verse—showed that he knew himself capable of
good things, and that, though he followed the worse, he approved
the better.

She burnt them all bubt one. This she kept, and sent to
Laura. It had no title, and consisted of four stanzas—-rough
verses enough, but not without an element of power.

¥ (o, dig my grave for me—
Not where the painted sunshine lights the aisle
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Not where, through glories of the pillared pile,
The silver-voicéd choir

Sing o’er the sacred bones of glorious dead
The strains of David’s lyre.

Rather seek out for me
Some village churchyard where the world comes not :
‘Where mounds ignoble cover men forgot :
‘Where the black branching yew
O’erhangs with midnight shade the moss-grown stones,
And hides the graves from view.
Bury me there, and write
No long inscription on a marble stone :
Only a head-cross, with these words alone—
‘ He dared not—therefore failed.’
Let the dishonour of a coward heart,
So set forth, so be veiled.

Let no man weep for me :

Rather rejoice that one whose will was weak

No longer cumbers earth ; and when they speak
(Not with breath bated), say,

God made the world for those who dare be strong :
Well, that the weak decay !”

She kept these lines only, and on his grave set up the head-
cross he wished, with his own words, “ He dared not: there-
fore failed.” Uader them she wrote—*P. D. Aged twenty-

”

S1X,

Over his grave, and his father’s, wave the tall filhaos, with
their long, mournful sough, singing a perpetual lament over the
sins and sorrows of the dead. In this forgotten corner of the
world—no longer a memory even in Palmiste, though few years
have as yet gone hy since he died—he lies at rest. Arthur and
his wife, and their children, will perhaps be laid beside him ;
but not Marie. Another grave is hers—a wider one, but, I
think, quite as peaceful.

She sent Philip’s last words to Laura and Arthur by the next
mail. She stayed to finish what she had to do; left presents
for her people, to be given by Doctor Staunton ; and embarked
again for England in the first homeward-bound ship, hap-
}li[ﬁl‘, if more sad, than when she arrived but a short month
hefore,

24
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CHAPTER XLV.

« 7y dearest daughter "—it was the last letter, the one letter,
that Laura ever had from Marie—“T send you Philip's last
words. It is all over, my child. I cannot write about him yet.
But he kissed me at the last, and we prayed together. I have
given money to a man, who promises to keep his grave, and to
tend the flowers that I have planted. There is a cross ab its
head, with his initials, and a line that I found in his desk—
¢He dared mnot: therefore failed’ It is the story of his life
—a poor life, a sinful life, a sorrowful life. He saw what was
good, and took what was bad, because it seemed the easiest, In
all his faults, he tried to make a compromise between the two.
My poor boy! He locked so handsume, though he was pale
and worn ab the last; and, as he lay dead, his mouth was set
with a sweeter smile than I had ever seen on it in life. Alas!
T never saw him smile. I love to think of him so ; and fo feel
that he is with One who is far more merciful than we two
women.

] am delayed by all this business, but I return by the next
mail.

¢ Strange presentiments fall upon me. T cannot sleep at
night. It I do, I have dreams and visions. And I feel asif I
shall never see you again. But I am not unhappy. God has
forgiven us both—my boy and me. I say that again and again ;
and I comfort myself with thinking how my Philip laid his arms
about my neck, and kissed me, at the end.

% Qne thing I forgot to tell you. You are now the owner of
Fontainebleau. You must give it back to Arthur. Make him
take it. 'What is mine is yours, and I am rich, Should I never
reach England, all is bequeathed to you.

“7T enclose you a lock of Philip’s hair, I cut it from his
head when T took my last look at his poor, white, dead face. I
put up one of mine with it. Tie them up together, dear child,
and put them in a locket, Here, too, is a flower from his grave.
And, with it all, his last letter. God bless you, my daughter.
Perhaps my forebodings may come to nothing.

“ MARIE,”

A wild day off the Cape, where the gales are fiercer and the
waves longer than in any other part of the ocean. In the midst
of the warring winds and mighty waves a gallant ship, tossing
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and groaning as every successive mountain of gray-green water
strikes her. The sailors are holding on by the ropes, the man
at the helm is lashed to his post, the captain is giving orders
clinging to the davits, and all the passengers, except two or
three who are on deck and watching the waves, are below in the
saloon. The storm has raged without intermission for thres
days. They have been driven steadily south, far out of the
track of any ship, It is bitterly cold. The men have been all
day trying to get up cargo and lighten the vessel. The engines
labour heavily, Every now and then the screw, as the ship’s
stern is lifted out of the water, whizzes round against the air,
with a sonnd that seems to terrify the ship; for she gives a
shiver, and then makes another bound forwards, and gallantly
tries to right herself. Now and again a passenger tries to get
hold of the captain or one of the officers, and essays to find
a crumb of comfort in the assurance that things cannot geb
worse, and therefore must change soon; but the officers wear
anxious faces, and the captain shakes his head when he talks
to his chief, Tlour after hour goes on, and things get worse :
the wind higher, the waves longer. One after the other the
passengers creep below into the saloon, and try to cheer each
other, with a sickening fear at their hearts. Marie is there,
sitting with clasped hands, and calm face, and downeast eyes,
The women around her are crying and weeping ; the men are
sitbing with haggard faces, or sometimes looking at each other
with a smile; and the storm grows worse. Presently she feels
a hand catching at her arm. It is a young girl, geing to Eng-
land to be married. She had not spoken to Marie before. N. ow,
in her misery, she looks round, and finds hers the only face
with any courage upon it. Marie rouses herself at the touch,
and takes the girl into her arms.

“ My poor child,” she whispers.

And at the sound of her pitying voice, the girl breaks into
a flood of weeping and lamentation,

‘“ Madame de Guyon,” she cries, “do you think we are going
to be drowned ?”’

“I don’t know, my dear. God knows. He will do what is
best for us.”

“ Pray for us, Madame de Guyon.”

Marie prayed—whispering her prayer in the girl's ear. The
storm grew louder and fiercer. She had to cling to the back of
the saloon seat on which she was resting, and in the middle of

24—2
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her prayer an awful crash was heard. The child—she was little
more—shrieked with terror. Marie clasped her the more firmly.

¢« God, our Father,” she whispered, “send us what is best
for us.”

There was a great stamping and noise upon deck, for the
mainmast had been carried by the board; but it was finally
cleared away ; and presently more noise befell them when the
foremast followed. Those in the cabin trembled and shrieked.
One or two of the men got brandy, and drank freely to keep up
their courage. Four ex-diggers from California sat down to
have a final gamble, and, holding the cards firmly in one hand
and the brandy in the other, prepared themselves so to leave
the world.

But the end was not yet. This was the forenoon. The wind
abated towards ome o’clock, and there seemed a prospect, how-
ever distant, of getting through. The diggers gave up their
gambling, and grumbled, being half drunk, over the winnings
and losings. Those who had been most terrified assumed an air
of valour, and the women left off erying. Ouly the girl clung
to Marie, and begged her not to leave her again. The long day
crept on. About five, a pretence was made . at dinner—what-
ever could be found to eat being put out.” But by this time a
good many of the men were drunk, and lying helpless about
the seats on the floor ; and the women could not eat. The cap-
tain came down—a cheery, hearty man. He looked with
infinite disgust at his drunken passengers, and hastened to say a
few words to Marie and the young lady.

“You seem brave, Madame de Guyon,” he said ; “and so I
tell you that, though we may pull through, I do not think we
shall. If the wind rises again to-night, we shall have a rough
time of it. Cheer up, my pretty,” he said to the girl, *“we must
hope for the best. And here’s the doctor to look after you. He
can save us from a good deal, if not from storm and tempest.
As for storm and tempest,” he muttered, “only the Lord can
save us from those; and I don’t think the Lord will.”

Then the doctor—a young fellow of five and twenty, as brave
as if he had fifty lives—sat down and talked to them, making a
rough dinner all the while, and tiying to cheer up the poor
lassie ; but without much effect. Presently the sun set—or,
ather, the night fell—and darkness came upon them. The
stewardess lit one or two of the saloon lamps, and relapsed into
a sorb of torpor which had fallen upon her. The doctor tried to



MY LITTLEE GIRE, 373

rouse herup. It wasnouse. She lifted up her head and moaned—
¢ I've been a great sinner—oh ! I've been a great sinner !”

“Well, come,” said the doctor, kindly—* we all know tha¥,
of course; but you might as well do your duty all the same.”

But she refused to move. So the doctor tried himself to
minister to his two ladies, without much effect. Indeed, there
was little to be done for them.

Marie raised her head and listened. Then she whispered to
the doctor—

‘ The wind is rising—T feel it coming.”

The doctor shuddered. He could distinguish nothing beyond
the dull roar of the waves and the struggling of the ship; for
the wind had almost died away. DBut he listened intently.
Presently it came—first a shrill whistle in the shrouds, and then
a sort of heavy, dull blow to starboard; and the good ship
staggered and reeled.

“God help us I’ said the doctor, softly. “ We shall not get
through this night.”

Marie and the girl clung to each other.

¢TI shall go on deck,” said the doctor,

“ Come below,” said Marie, “if there is timne.”

He nodded, and went out into the black, howling night.

¢ Madame,” said the girl.

“ Call me Marie, dear.”

¢ Marie—call me Lucy. If there were only a clergyman.”

“ Let me be your clergyman, dear Luecy. God hears us in
the storm as much as in the calm. We want no clergyman.”

“ But—but—oh ! I loved him so much—more than God !
Do you think He will forgive me? Marie, do you think I can
be forgiven 1’

“ God forgives us all,” said Marie. “He has forgiven me,
And God has taken my son, and is going to take me. He has
forgiven us both—me and my boy, too. Do you not think he
will forgive you?’

¢ Pray for me, again,” sobbed the girl.

Marie prayed. Two or three of the women—they were
soldiers’ wives, poor things, second-class passengers, who had
crept aft for better shelter—seeing the girl on her knees and
Marie bending over her, slid and crawled over to her, and
kneeled round her, while Marie prayed for all.

In the midst of her prayer there was a confused rush and
gurgle of waters, and the ship seemed suddenly to stop. In the
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roar of the tempest, they hardly perceived that it was her

engines which had stopped. And Marie, looking up, saw the

doctor making his way towards her. Catching one of the iron

pillars of the saloon, he bent over and whispered in her ear—
¢The ship will be down in ten minutes.”

She nodded, and drew from her breast a little packet ; which
she handed him. He put it in his pocket ; and then, with tears
in his eyes, kissed her upturned face, and disappeared up the
companion ladder. None of the women noticed it.

Ten minutes afterwards, he found himself clinging to a rope
on the deck. Next to him was the chief officer.

¢ Where’s the skipper % he shouted through the storm.

“Gone overboard. All the rest, too, I think, with the
almighty wave that put out our engine fires. Doctor, don’t be
drowned like a heathen. Say you didn’t mean what you said
the other night.”

“ Not 1,” shouted the deetor. ¢ If I've been wrong, and there
is something to come, I won’t go sneaking into it with a miser-
able apology.”

The chief officer said no more; bhecause at that moment
another wave, striking the ship, washed them both off together into
the black sea.

The doctor, recovering his senses, found himself clinging to
some portion of the wreck. How he got hold of it, by what
instinet, how in the erash and roar when his senses left him he
still managed to hold to it, he never knew. It was a black
night, and he was alone on the waves. He locked round, bub
could see nothing.

The morning found him stillliving. The storm had subsided,
and the sun broke fair and warm,

Two days afterwards, a homeward-bound ship saw an object
tossing on the sea, and made out that it was a man and a piece
of wreck. They lowered a boat. The man was breathing, but
that wasall. They took him on board and gave him restoratives.
He came to his senses presently, and told his story. And the
doctor was the only survivor of the ship. The captain and the
crew, Marie and little Lucy, and the passengers, had all gone
down together. 'When they touched at Plymouth, the doctor
landed and went straight to Venn with the packet that Marie
had put into his hands. It contained nothing but a few
memorials of Philip:

Laura had lost her husband and her mother,
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CHAPTER XLVL

Laura continued to stay with Sukey. She made no now friends,
and no change in herlife. Hartley came to see her nearly every
day, and the old daily visit was so resbored, with the difference
that he was the scholar,

All her beauty had come back to her: roses to her cheeks,
the life and lightness of youth, the sweetness and grace, doubled
and trebled by the lessons of sorrow, with that additional charm
for which we have no other word than ladyhood.

All were happy, except Sukey, who watched her brother day
after day, with feelings growing more and more irritated. A%
last she spoke. He was in a particularly good temper that
morning. Laura was in her own room, dressing to go out with
him.

“ It's ridiculous, Hartley,” cried Sukey, losing all control over
herself,

“ What is ridiculous, Sukey ¢’

I say it is ridiculous, the way you are going on. How long
is it to last? And people talking. Even Anne says it's too
bad of you.”

“My own Sukey, what is it 7’

“It's Laura. Has the man got eyes in his head? Are you
stupid? Are you blind 7’

Hartley turned red,

“Tell me, Sukey—speak plain.  Tell me what it is you
mean {”

“Oh, Hartley ! You are the most foolish creature that ever
was, my dear brother.” She laughed hysterically. “ The child
loves the very ground you walk upon.  She dreams of you—
she is never happy except with you.”

“Don’t, Sukey, don’t—" He began walking about the room,
“1f you should be wrong. Am I to lose the happiness I have
every day ¢’

“Lose it! And a second time, this nonsense! T haven’t
patience with the man, While the prettiest and best girl in the
world is dying of love for him, he talks about losing happiness!”

“Go send her here, Sukey, dear. It's true our grandfather
was a bishop, and hers was a Gray’s Inn laundress—no, that
Was her grandmother.” He looked at her with a smile playing
about his lips.
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“Tt may be remarkable, Hartley,” said Sukey, “fo quote
yourself, but it is true, that in our family there are two grand-
fathers, one of whom was not unconnected with the wholesale™
—here she made a wry face—* the wholesale glue trade.”

“ Go away, Sukey,” he laughed, giving her that very unusual
thing from him, a kiss. He had never, by the way, been very
frugal over his kisses for little Lollie, in the old time. “Go
away, and send me my little girl.”

She came, dancing down the stairs and singing, ready for her
walk, in a dainty little costume, all her own invention, and
bringing the sunshine into the room with her.

« Here I am, Mr. Venn, Are you impatient? I have only
been ten minutes. Where shall we go?”

«T am always impatient, Lollie” He took her hand and
held it for a moment in his.

«Child, I am more than impatient. I am discontented.
You give me all the joy I havein life. DBub you withhold some
—the greatest.”

She began to tremble, and her eyes filled with tears.

¢ (live me the greatest, my darling. Never to be separated
from you—to have you always with me. Give me the right to
take you in my arms, as I used to do when you were a little
child. Be my wife, Lollie.”

She looked in his face. The eyes were smiling—the face was
grave. No wild tempestuous passion such as she might have
remembered, only that memory geemed all dead. No fierce light
of a burning fire in those eyes—only the light of a full, deep
love which nothing could ever destroy.

She threw her arms round his neck, and laid her cheek to his.

¢ Mr. Venn—Mr. Venn, I have never loved anybody bub you.”

What could he say? There was nothing to say. Five minutes
afterwards, Sukey, hearing no voice, opened the door. They
were still standing in that same posture, kissing each other, as
Sukey afterwards told Anne, like a pair of babies.”

« My dearest,” said Sukey, 1 have always prayed for this
from the very beginning. Hartley, you must tell Anne. Ring
the bell. Anne, you will be glad to hear that Mr. Hartley is
going to marry Mrs. Durnford.”

Anne sab down and wiped her eyes with the corner of her
apron.

“Now, I'm content to go,” she said. Oh, Mr. Hartley, Mr.
Hartley—and she never tired of hearing how I dandled you on
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my knees when you were a little baby a month old. God bless
and keep you both, my dears.”

That evening the Chorus assembled. Lynn and Jones arrived
nearly at the same moment. Both seemed strangely preoccupied
and nervous. Jones could not sit down. He walked about,
upset glasses, and comported himself as one under the influence
of strong emotion. Venn only seemed perfectly tranquil,

““What is it, Jones ¥’ he asked at last,

“My play came out last night at the Lyceum.”

“0h,” said Lynn ; “and failed, of course.”

“ Never mind,” said Venn, “you can easily write another,
After all, what matters little disappointments? Mere incidents
in our life, giving flavour to what else would be monotonous.”

“Yes,” said Jones, “if one may quote Byron on such an
occasion as the present—

‘Oh ! weep not for me, though the Bride of Abydos
Wildly calls upon Lara to slumber no more ;
Though from Delos to Crete, from Olynthus to Cnidos,
The canoe of the Corsair is hugging the shore.

Oh ! weep not for me, though on Marathon’s mountain,
The chiefs are at thimblerig, as is their wont ;

Though beneath the broad plane tree, by Helicon’s fountain,
The languishing Dudu is murmuring *don’t,”’”

“We will not weep, Jones. Sit down and be cheerful.”

“I am a humbug,” eried Jones. “Oh! why were you not
there? It was a great success. The house sereamed. = T have
succeeded at last —at last.” e sat down, and his voice broke
almost into a sob as he added, “I have written to Mary.”

““This will not do,” said Vern. ¢ He violates every rule of
this Chorus. He brings his private joys into what is sacred to
private sorrows. Lynn, he must be expelled.”

“Stay a moment,” said Lynn. “1I, too, have something to
communicate.”

“What? You, too? Have you then—?”’

“No, I have accepted a judgeship in Trinidad, I start next
month,”

Venn looked round him with astonishment,

Then he turned red and confused,

“I, too,” he.confessed, “have my secret to communicate,
Yes, my friends, the Chorus is dissolved. I am going to be
married.”

They Iooked at him nervously.
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“I am to marry my little girl.”

“ Thank God,” said Lynn.

“Why, who else could I marry? There is but one woman in
the world, so far as I am concerned. We shall be married im-
mediately, and go to Italy, till we are tived of it; then we shall
come back again. There will be no wedding fuss, or brealfast,
or other annoyances—unless Sukey likes to come hers for a final
kidney.”

¢ And the Opuscula ¥’

Venn winced.

T shall begin their- careful revision with a view to publica-
tion—at my own expense. Lollie is rich, you know,” he added,
simply. ¢ Besides, it will be good to have something to do. In
the morning, we shall roam about and enjoy the sunshine. In
the evening, I shall correct the manuscripts while Lollie plays
to me. You see, I am not in any hurry about publishing. Per-
haps in ten years’ time you may see an announcement of their
appearance.”

“The last nicht of the Chorus,” he went on. * My friends,
there stands before us the venerable bottle of champagne which
was brought in the very first night of the mnewly established
Chorus, now twelve years ago. This night must witness the
drinking of that wine. Aged and mellowed, it is doubtless by
this time in splendid condition. I would Arthur were here to
join us. Jones, get the champagne glasses from the cupboard.
Lynn, my hoy, help me to remove the wire. Are we ready?
Now, in the sparkle of the generous wine beheld the brightness
of the future. Qur youth will be renewed. We shall live
again in the sunshine of success and happiness. Behold r

He removed his hand from the cork. It did not immediately
fly out, and he had recourse to the vulgar expedient of pulling
it out with a corkscrew. After great exercise of strength, it
came out with a dull thud,

He said nothing ; but while all three crowded round the table,
he poured out the wine. It was flat, dead, and sour. Nota
single sparkle in the glass.

They looked at each other.

Lynn laughed bitterly.

«Tt is an emblem of life,” he said, ¢ Nothing compensates.
‘We have wasted our youth.”

Venn stared vacantly at the unhappy wine, which seemed an
omen of bad luck.




MY LITTEE GIRE, 379

“T believe it was bad at the beginning,” he murmured, ¢ I
came from the public-house.”

Jones, however, brought his elenched fist upon the table,

“ Emblem of life? Compensation? Rubbish % he ecried.
“We have waited, we have suffered, What of it? The suffer-
ing is gone, the waiting is over. It is no more than the carache .
I had when Twas a boy. Even the memory of it is almost
faded. Venn, Lynn, this infernal bottle is the emblem of our
hopes and disappointed ambitions, Go, cursed symbhol of defeat,”

- He hurled the bottle into the fireplace, and threw the glasses
after it,

“And now, Venn, if you like, T will get you some new
champagne, and drink to your happiness, and to yours, Lynn,
and to my own. In the words of the poet—

‘Look not for comfort in the champagne glasses,
They foam, and fizz, and die H

Only remember that all sorrow passes,
As childhood’s ear-aches tly.

At the great Banquet where the Host dispenses,
Ask not, but silent wait 5

And when at last your helping turn commences,
Complain not *tis too late,

And see, O Chorus of the disappointed,
Ourselves not quite forgot ;

And after aimless play and times disjointed,
Sunshine and love our lot,’

THE END,

BILLING AND SO, PRINTERS, GUILDFORD, SURREY,
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The prineiple of co-operation seems to be extending itself to eve n

Scieanﬁc research has long been indebted to it, and §ow our nove]igs ;J:g u?z{lkiﬂlfgléfhee'
experiment of its use. The authors of *“Ready-Money Mortiboy * have, we think,
reason to be satisfied with the Tamltl S e joint capital of e:’;perience of
life, the friction of separate modes of thinking, with the advan‘age of mutual criti-
cism, and something of conversational emulation, should have much influence in
maintainifig the authors’ energy, and eliminating those lapses into weakness from
which the single muse is seldom absolutely exempt . . , . . . In spite of
their lamentations over an ungrateful publie, they are a school of laughing philo-
sophers, and, whether querulous or triumphant, fully appreciate the humour as well
as the drawbacks of the world. The story of the “little girl,” so innocently led
from innocence, sad as it is, and told with full stress upon its darker features, is in
their hands relieved from everything that is morbid, by the quaint naiweté of her
simple nature, by the unsullied chastity of her mind, by her restoration to happiness
and honour when united to her excellent and adored, though elderly, Bohemian
guide; so that on elosing the book our thoughts revert exclusively to the bright and
good side of the picture.—Athencum,

A clever, interesting, brilliantly written, and, as regards details, very life-like
story.—Pall Mall Gazetiv,

This novel maintains the high standard of the authors’ former work., The plot is
original, as might be expected, and mainly hinges upon a very singular misunder-
standing. The characters arve well worthy of a closer acquaintance, and the various
vicissitudes of their history and that of ** My Little Girl” form one of the most
attractive stories that have appeared this season. —Examiner,

Let it be understood at once, that we unhesitatingly recommend this charming
little book. It is by turns fantastic, improbable, sentimental, occasionally insipid,
too often even disagreeable, and yet it is undeniably interesting. But that is not its
only, nor nearly its greatest charm : it abounds in quaint humour, in beautiful little
tender passages, and in exquisite bits of deseription. , , , , passages that have
most struck us by originality, beauty, or humour. . . . ." We are free to admire
the delightful creation of those imaginative authors’ fancies. Venn and Laura are ag
delightful as are the descriptions of them. . . ., . Indeed the charm of the book
lies in the contemplation of Mr. Venn and Laura, and in the many little passages of
which we spoke at the beginning of the notice. We must content ourselves with
only a few of these, and must leave unno ticed the opinions on various subjects which
are incidentally thrown out, with many of which —especially those on woman’s mis-
sion—we heartily agree.—NSpeclator,

“My Little Girl” will certainly not diminish the reputation acquired by its authors
from their previous fiction. The plot is good, thoroughly exciling the interest of the
reader, without the aid of anything extravagant or “ sensational,” The incidentsare
well managed, the characters admirabl y drawn and well contrasted, and the style excel-
lent. In descriptive writing the authors are especially successful.—Daily Lelegraph.

An English novel by two authors, working conjointly, is a phenomenon of rare oc-
currence, and deserves notice if only on that account. ' But the book before us needs
no such recommendation; as, for vigour, conception, brightness, freshnqss of style,
and general originality, it altogether stands apart from and above the ordinary run of
recent fietion. The sfory is a good one, because the authors Inv:ve spent both time ‘and.
Teal care on the elaboration of the plot, on the characters which figure in the little
drama, and on every page of dialogue, which flows and sparkles to the very last. We
are not quite sure, indeed, that the dialogue is not here and there slightly t09 clever
and epigrammatic for the ordinary mortals who carry on, as it were, the business of
life. "But this is a fault, if fault it be, of so pleasant and so rare a nature that every
discoverer will most gladly condone it. If space permitted, we might easily quote
a score of passages in proof of the authors’ varied and many talents, passages of pie-
turesque, happy deseription of men and manners, seenery, and incident ; of witty
dialogue, and clever chaff, of poetic grace, force, and beaufy, as well as of keen, wise
Inoralizing. Bat this not being possible, we must be content to refer our readers for
these and many other pleasant merits to the book itself. . . , . There is no need
to wish such a tale success, for it must at once secure a wide popularity,—Standard,




CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Uniform with the present volume, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, eack.

Antonina. . By Wilkie Collins,
Basil. By Wilkie Collins.

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of
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IMPORTANT VOLUME OF ETCHINGS.
Folio, cloth extra, £1 11s. 64,

Examples of Contemporary Avt.

ETCHINGS from Representative Works by living English and
Foreign Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comvyns
CARR.

Folio, half-bound boards, India proofs, 21s.

William Blake :
ETCHINGS from his Works. By WILLIAM BELL SCOTT.
‘With descriptive Text.

NEW VOLUME OF HUNTING SKETCHES.
Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 21s.
Canters in Crampshire.

By G. Bowrrs. I, Gallops from Gorseborough, II Scrambles
with Scratch Packs. III. Studies with Stag Hounds,

Squa}e ‘8vo, cloth,' éxtl'a_gii?é’iit edges-;\;ri’fh Coloured i‘;bgt;sgi_ece
and numerous Illustrations, ros. 64.

The Art of Beauty.

By Mrs. H. R. Hawgrs, Author of  Chaucer for Children,”
With nearly One Hundred Illustrations by the Author.
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es beantifully printed in Colours, with

Crown 4to, containing 24 Plat
gilt, 65 3 iliustrated boards, 3s. 64,

descriptive Text, cloth extra,

Asop’s Fables

Translated into Human Nature. By C. H. BENNETT.

“ For fun and frolic the new version of AEsop’s Fables must bear away the
palm. There are plenty of grown-up children who like to be amused ; and if this
new wersion of old stories does not amuse them they must be very dull indeed,

| and their situation one much to e commiserated.”—MORNING POST.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 639 Illustrations, 7s- 64., a New Edition
(uniform with ¢ The Englishman’s House N of

A Handbook of A rchitectural Styles.
Translated from the German of A. ROSENGARTEN by W.
COLLETT-SANDARS. With 639 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, Coloured Frontispiece and Tlustrations, cloth gilt, 7s. 64.

4 History of Advertising,
From the Earliest Times. Tllustrated by Anecdotes, Curious
Specimens, and Biographical Notes of Successful Advertisers.

By HENRY SAMPSON.

¢ [Vs hawe here a book to be thankful  for. Among the nany interesting tllustra-

tions is a photographed copy of the < Times' for Fanuary 15¢, 1788, which may be

i easily vead by means of & magnifying glass. We recommend the present volume,
awhich takes us through antiquity, the Middle Ages, and the present time, illustral-

ing all in turn by advertisements—serious, contic, roguish, or downright rascally.

The chapter on © swindles and Joaxes® is full of entertainment ; but of that the

volume iself is full from the first page fo the last.’—ATHENXEUM.

Crown 8vo, with Portrait and Facsimile, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

Artemus Ward's Worvks :
The Works of CHARLES FARRER BrROWNE, better known as
ARrTEMUS WARD. With Portrait, facsimile of Handwriting, &c.

& The author combines the powers of Thackeray with those of Albert Smith.
The saltis rubbed in with a native hand—one whick has the gift of tickling."—

SATURDAY REVIEW.

Small 4to, green and gold,"6s. 64.; gilt edges, 75 6d.

As Pretty as Seven,
and other Popular German Stories. Collected by Lupwic
BeCHSTEIN, With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM,
and 100 Illustrations by RICHTER.

o These tales are pure and healthful ; they will shed over childhood &
Light, and strew the path with stars and  fowers, the remembrance of whick m

lasi through life."—PREFACE.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

A Handbook of London Bawnkers

With some Account of their Predecessors, the Early Goldsmiths ;
together with Lists of Bankers, from the Earliest London Direc-
tory, printed in 1677, to that of the London Post-Office Directory
of 1876, By F. G. HiLTON PRICE.

* An interesting and unpretending little work, whick may prove a useful con-
tribution towards the history of a difficult subfect. . . . My, Price's anecdotes
arg entertaining. . . . . There is something fascinating, almost romantic,
i the details giver us of Child's Bank. . . . Thereisagreat dealof amusing
reading and some valuable information in this book.”—SATURDAY REVIEW.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.

Bardsley's Our English Surnames :

Their Sources and Significations. By CHARLES WAREING
BArDsLEY, M.A. Second Edition, revised throughout, con-
siderably enlarged, and partially rewritten.

* My. Bardsley has faitlfully consulled the original medieval documents and
works from which the origin and development of surncmes can alene be satisfac-
lorily traced, He has furnished a valuable contribution to the literature of sur-
names, and we kope to hear more of him in this field.”—TIMES.

Demy 8vo, illustrated, Is. each.

Henry Blackburn's Avt Handbooks :
Academy Notes for 1877.

With 143 Illustrations of the Principal Pictures at Bur-
lington House : more than One Hundred being Facsimiles of
Sketches drawn by the Artists.
*.* AcapeMY NOTES for 1875 and 1876 may also be had, price
One Shilling eack. ¥
¢ We at once lake an ofportunity of offering our thanks, as well as those
of all wisitors to the Exhibition, to Mr. Blackburn for his very cavefully
executed review of the Academy pictures, illustrated by some 100 woodcut
memoranda of the principal pictures, almost half of them from the pencils of
the painters themselves. A cheaper, prettier, or more convenient souwvenir
of the Exhibition it wounld be difficult to conceive and unreasonable to
expect,”—TIMES.
Pictorial Notes in the National Gallery.
TuE BrITISH SCHOOL. With upwards of 100 Illustrations
of the principal Pictures at Trafalgar Square, and Plans
of the Galleries ; forming a complete Catalogue of the British
Section.
The Old Masters at Trafalgar Square.
With-numerous Illustrations. [ the press.
Picturves at South Kensington.
With 8o Illustrations of the Raphael Cartoons, the Sheep-
shanks Collection, &c,
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 18s.

Baker's Clouds in the Fast:

Travels and Adventures on the Perso-Turkoman Frontier. By
VALENTINE Baxer. With Maps and Illustrations, coloured
and plain, frem Original Sketches. Second Edition, revised and
corrected.

A man who not only thinks for kimself, but who kas risked his life in order to
gain information. . . . A most graphic and liwely narrative of travels and
adventures which have nolhing of the commonplace about them."—LEEDS
MERCURY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 64.

Boccaccio’s Decameron ;
or, Ten Days’ Entertainment. Translated into English, with an
Introduction by THoMAs WRIGHT, Esq., M.A., F.5.A. With
Portrait, and STOTHARD’S beautiful Copperplates.

Belgravia Magazine.

T}[AT the purpose with which “BELGRAVIA” was originated has been
Sulfilled, is shown by the pepularily that has atlended it since its first
appearance. Aiming, as may be inferved from ils name, at supplying the most
refined and cultivated section of Londeon society with intellectual pabulum suited
o its requivements, it sprang at once into public favour, and has since remained
one of the most extensively read and widely civculaled of periodicals. In passing
into new hands it has experienced mo structural change or modification. In-
creased energy and increased capital kave been employed in elevating it fo the
highest standard of excellence, but all the features that had won public apprecia-
tion khave been vetained, and the Magazine still seeks its principal support in the
homes of Belgravia. As the means thvough which the writer most readily reaches
the keart of the general public, and in consequence as the miost important of aids
in the establishment of morals and the formation of character, fiction stiil remains
a principal feature in the Magazine. Two serial stories accordingly run threugh
ifs pages; supplemented by shovt stories, novelettes, and narrative or dramaltic
sketohes : whilst essays, social, biographical, and kumorous ; scientific discoveries
rought to the level of popular comprehension, and treated with a light touck;
poetry, of the highest character ; and records of adventure and travel, form the
remaining portion of the contents. Especial care is now bestowed wupon the
illustrations, of whick no fewer than four appear in eack number. Beyond the
desien of illustrating the article they accompany, these aim at maintaining a
position as works of art, both as regards drawing and engraving. In short,
whatever claims the Magazine before possessed to favour have now been enhanced,
and the Publishers can 55:# leave the result to a public that has seldom faiied to
appreciate all earnest, persistent, and well-directed ¢fforts for its amusement and
benefil,

¥ The THIRTY-THIRD Volume of BELGRAVIA (which in-
cludes the HoLIDAY NUMBER), elegantly bound in crimson cloth, jfuil
gilt side and back, gilt edges, price 7s. 6d., is now ready.—Handsome
Cases for binding the volume can beé had at 2s. each,

Tuirp EDITION, crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 65

Boudoir Ballads :

Vers de Société. By J. ASHBY-STERRY,
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Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, price 21s. per volume.

Beautiful Pictures by Britisiz Avtists

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries.. In 2 Series.

The FirsT SERIES including Examples by WiLkie, Con-
STABLE, TURNER, MULREADY, LANDSEER, MACLISE, E. M.
WARD, FRITH, Sir JOHN GILBERT, LESLIE, ANSDELL, MARCUS
STONE, Sir NoEL PATON, FAED, EYRE CROWE, GaviN O'NEIL,
and MADOX BROWN.

The SECOND SERIES containing Pictures by ARMYTAGE, FAED,
GooDpALL, HEMSLEY, HoRSLEY, MARKS, NICHOLLS, Sir NOEL
PATON, PICKERSGILL, G. SMITH, MARCUS STONE, SOLOMON,
STRAIGHT, E. M. WARD, and WARREN.

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, with
Notices of the Artists, by SYDNEY ARMYTAGE, M,A.

¢ This book is well got wp, and good engravings by Feens, Lumb Stocks, and
Btk{l?‘hi,ggriug back to us pictures of Royal Academy Exhibitions of past years.”’

Crown 8vo, with Photographic Portrait, cloth extra, gs.

Blanchard’s (Laman) Poems.

Now first Collected. = Edited, with a Life of the Author (includ-
ing numerous hitherto unpublished Letters from Lord LYTTON,
LamB, DICKENS, ROBERT BROWNING, and others), by BLAN-
CHARD JERROLD. B
“His humorous werse is much of it admirvable—sparkling with genuine
esprity) and as polished and pointed as Praed’s.”"—ScOTsMAN.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64,

Bret Harte's Select Works,

in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. BeL-
LEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Tllustrations.

“ Not many months before my friend’s death, ke kad sent e two sketches of
& young Amevican writer (Bret Harte), far away in California (* The Out-
casts of Poker Flal} and another), in which ke had found such subtle strokes
of character as he had not anywhere else in late years discovered ; the miarner
vesembling himself, but the matter fresh to a degree that had suzprised Jim ;
the painting in all respects masterly, and the wild vude thing painted a guite
wonderful reality. I have rarely known kin wiove honestly moved.”—FORSTER'S
LiFe oF DICKENS

C:rown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.
Brand’'s Observations on Popular Anti-

gquities, chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs,
Ceremonies, and Superstitions, ~ With the Additions of Sir
HEeNRY ELLIS. An entirely New and Revised Edition, with fine
full-page TIllustrations,
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Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with full-page Portraits, 4s. 64,

Brewster's (Sir David) Martyrs of

Scrence,

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomical Plates, 4s. 64,

Brewster’s (Sir David) More Worlds

than One, the Creed of the Philosopher and the Hope of the
Christian,

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Brillat-Savarin’'s Gastronomy as a Fine

Art; or, The Science of Good Living. A Translation of the
‘¢ Physiologie du Gofit ’ of BRILLAT-SAVARIN, with an Intro-.
duction and Explanatory Notes by R. E. ANDERSON, M. A,

“ We have vead it with rare enjoymient, just as
re-vead quaint old Izack. My, Anderson jias
daintily, with true appreciation of the
thotigh late, we cannot but belicve that thi
by many.”’— NONCONFORMIST.,

we kave delightedly vead and
dceite hiis o ke of Iransiation
Poinls in his original, and altogether,
s book will be welcomed and much read

Demy 8vo, profusely Tllustrated in Colours, price 30s.

The British Flova Medica -

A History of the Medicinal Plants of Great Britain. TIllustrated
by a Figure of each Plant, cOLOURED BY HAND. By BENJAMIN H,
BarTON, F.L.S., and THOMAS CASTLE, M.D., F.R.Sov A New
Edition, revised, condensed, and partly re-written, by JouN R.
JAcksoN, A.L.S., Curator of the Muséums of Economic Botany,
Royal Gardens, Kew,

THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.- Crown 8vo, cloth ext

Bunyan’s Pilorim's Progress.

Edited by Rev. T. ScoTT. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by
STOTHARD, engraved by GOODALL ; and numerous Woodcuts,

ra, gilt, 7s, 64,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Tllustrations, 7s. 64,

Byron's Letters and Fournals.

With Notices of his Life. By THomAs MooRE.

the Original Edition, newly revised, Complete in One t
with Twelve full-page Plates.

“We have read this book with the grealest pleasure, C. oiSidered merely as a
composition, it deserves to be classed among the best Specimens of Englisk prose
which our age kas produced. The style is agreeable, clear, and maniy,
and when it rises into eloguence, rises without efort or ostentation. [t would
e difficalt to name a book which exhibits more kindness, fairnese, and modesty.”
—MAcAULAY, in the EDINBURGH REVIEW,

A Reprint of
hick Volume,
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Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31s. 64,

Canova’s Works in Sculpture and Model-

Jing. 150 Plates, exquisitely engraved in Outline by MosEs, and
printed on an India tint, = With Descriptions by the Countess
ALBRIZZI, a Biographical Memoir by CICOGNARA, and Por-
trait by WORTHINGTON.

““ The fertility of this master’s vesources is amazing, and the manual labour
expended on his works would have worn out many an ordinary workman. The
outline engravings are finely executed. The descriptive notes are discriminating,
and in the main exact.”—SPECTATOR.

Two Vols. imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, the Plates beautifully
printed in Colours, £3 3

Catlin’s Illustrations of the Manners,
Customs, and Condition of the North American Indians : the re-
sult of Eight Vears of Travel and Adventure among the Wildest
and most Remarkable Tribes now existing. Containing 360
Coloured Engravings from the Author’s original Paintings.

Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, 10s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children .
A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HawErs. With Eight Coloured
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author,

““ It must not only take a high place among the Christmas and New Vear books
of this season, but 1s also of permanent value as an introduction to the study of
Chaucer, whose works, in sélections of some kind or other, are now text-books in
ewery school that aspires to give sound instruction in English.—ACADEMY.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24s.
3 . . .
Cope’s History of the Rifle Brigade
(The Prince Consort’s Own), formerly the gsth. By Sir WiLL1am

H. Corg, formerly Lieutenant, Rifle Brigade.

“ This latest contribution to the history of the British army is a work of the
most varied information regarding the distinguished regiment whose life it star-
rates, and aiso of facls interesting to lhe student in military affairs. . . .
Great credit is due to Sir W. Cope for the patience and labour, extending over
many years, whick he kas given to the work, . . . In marny cases well-exe-
ewted plans of actions are given.”"—MORNING PosT.

 Even a bave vecord of a corps whick has so often been under Jire, and has
borne a part in important emgagements all over the worid, could not prove
otherwise than full of matter acceptable to the military reader.’—ATHENEUM.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Two very thick Volumes, 7s. 64. each.

Cruikeshante’s Comic Almanack.

Complete in Two SERIES : The FIRST from 1835 to 1843 ; the
SECOND from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best HuMmour
of THACKERAY, HooD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECK-
ETT, ROBERT BrOUGH, &c. With 2000 Woodcuts and Steel
Engravings by CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c

e ——————————

fl
l




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Crown 8\’0, cloth extra, gllt 7s. 6d.

Colman's Humorous Works:
*“Broad Grins,” ¢‘My Nightgown and Slippers,” and other
Humorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN,
With Life by G. B. BUCKSTONE, and antlspiece by HOGARTH.

Cl(mn 8vo, cloth extra, gllt with Portralts i 6(17

Creasy’s Memotrs of Lminent Efonians,

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir
EpwArRD CrEAsY, Author of *“ The Fifteen Decisive Battles of
the World.” A New KEdition, brought down to the Present
Time, with 13 Tllustrations.

“A new edition of * Creasy’s Elonians’ will be welcome. ~ The book was a
favourite a quarter of a century ago, and it has maintained its reputation. The
value of this new edition is enhanced by the fact that Sir Edward Creasy has
added io it several memoirs of Elonians who have died since the jfirst edition
appeared. The workis m;zmmt{y mtm estmv' —Sro’rsx[w

To be Completed in Twenty- four Pa1tq, quarto, at 5. each, profusely
illustrated by Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings,

Cyclopedia of Costume ;

or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Mili-
tary—from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George
the Third, Including Notices of Contempomneous Fashions on
the Continent, and preceded by a General History of the Costumes
of the Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. PLANCHE,
Somerset Herald. — A Prospectus will be sent upon application,
Part XVIII. just ready.

A most readable and inlevesting work—and it can scarcely be conswlted in
vain, whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court,
eccfeszastim! legal, or professional costume. . . . All the fr'zrowo-lzz‘/zogaapﬁ:
and most of t/'ze 'u(mr{mf tllustrations—the lntler amounting to several thousands
—arevery elaborately executed ; and the work forms alivre de luxe whick renders
it equally suiled to the library and the ladies’ drawing-room.”—T1MES.

* 5 Part XIV. contains the Completion of the DICTIONAR Y, which,
as Vol. I. of the Book, forms a Complete Work in ifself. This volume
may now be had, handsomely bound in half red morocco, gilt top, price
£3 135, 6d. Cases for binding the volume may also be had, price 5s. each.

The remaining Parts will be occupied by the GENERAL HISTORY
OF THE COSTUMES OF EUROPFE, m')‘angm' C&f‘o:zolaﬂzmliy

Demy 8vo, half-bound morocco, 21s.

Dnuddin’s Bibliomania ;
or, Book-Madness : A Bibliographical Romance. With numerous

Tllustrations, A New Edition, with a Supplement, including a
Key to the Assumed Characters in the Drama.




d Mili
Georg
ons of
stume;
NCHE
cation,

lted i
. corl
A phs,
wSandl
enders

0 faich
rolzm
y ;'rm
. each,
OR}
ally,

erous
ing

CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 9

Parts I. to XIL now ready, 21s. each,

Cussans’ History of Hertfordshire.

By Joun E. Cussans. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts,
* Mr. Cussans has, yrom sources not accessible to Clutterbuck, made most

valuable additions to the manorial history of the county from the eariiest period
downwards, cleared up many doublful points, and given original details con-
cerning various subjects untouched or imperfectly treated by that writer. The
pedigrees seem tohave been constructedwith great care, and are a vainable addition
to the genealogical history of the county. Mr, Cussans appears to have done
kis work conscientiously, and to have spared neither time, labour, nor expense to
render his volumes worthy of ranking in the highest class of County Histories.”
—ACADEMY.

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, 305

Dixon's White Conguest :

America in 1875. By W. HEPWORTH DIXON.

** The best written, most instructive, and most entertaining book that Mr.
Dizon has published since *New America,’ "—ATHEN/EUM,

SECOND EDITION, demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, 8.

Dunraven's The Great Divide -

A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer
of 1874. Bythe EARL of DUNRAVEN, With Maps and numerous
striking full-page Illustrations by VALENTINE W. BROMLEY.

“ There has not jfor along time appeared a better book of travel than Lord
Dunraven's © The Great Divide” . . . The book is full of clever observation,
and both narvative and illustrations are thoroughly £ood.”—ATHENEUM,

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24s.

Dodge’s (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds

of the Great West: A Description of the Plains, Game, and
Indians of the Great North American Desert. By RICHARD
IrRvING DoDGE, Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army.
With an Introduction by WILLIAM BLACKMORE ; Map, and
numerous Illustrations drawn by ERNEST GRISET.

*¢ This magnificent volume is one of the most able and most interesting works
whickh has ever proceeded from an American Pen, while its [reshness is equal to
that of any similar book. Colonel Dodge has chosen a subject of whick ke is
master, and treated it with a fuiness that leaves #nothing more to be desired, and
it a style which is charming equally for its Zicturesgueness and its purity.”
—NONCONFORMIST.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s.

Emannel On Diamonds and Precious
Stones : their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality. By HARRY EMANUEL, F.R.G.S.
‘With numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain,

i R e e el
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Tllustrations, 75. 64,
The Englishnan’s House :

A Practical ‘Guide to all interested in Selecting or' Building a
House, with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J.
RICHARDSON. « Third Edition. - 'With nearly 6oo Illustrations.
*x¥ This book is intended to supply a-long-felt want, vic., a plain, snonstechitical
account of every siyle of house, with the cost and manner of building ; it gives
every variety, from a workman's cottage to a nobleman's palace.

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume ; afew Large Paper
copies (only 50 printed), at 12s. per Vol

Early English Poels.

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. GROSART.
My, Grosart khas spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic cave on
the perfect rdstovation and preservation of the text; and it is very unlikely that
any other edition of the poet can ever be called for.” . . From Mr.Grosart we

always expect and always receive the final reswuits of most patient and contpetent
scholarship,”—EXAMINER,

T F[g;jfkgy’;(Gz'[gg’ B.D.) |  Complete Collected Poems. :With
Complete Poems. Christ’s Victorie gienilorll;ﬂ-inlroduftgm?.ndfl\gt_es,
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on L_ee Dgréll'* £ 4! 15)‘1 ((’] J "f't
Earth, Christ’s Triumph over | e \?’nl L G
Death, ‘and Minor Poems, | Thm? 05" % B
With Memorial-Introduction and . | 4. Szdﬂcy 5 (Sz;‘ Pﬁ;[@)

Notes. One Vol. Complete Poetical =~ Works, in-
2. Davies’ (Si?’ _?0/271) | cluding all those in ** Arcadia.”

Complete Poctical Works,  in= | g\’“t}} Ptglrz’alt, M?ﬂo?’al-fmm;
cluding Psalms I. to L. in Verse, | Sl}; on, ‘:315?\)1’ ?n % oe{;f IO
and other hitherto Unpublished 1‘ dney, aﬂ, otes, iree Vols,
MSS., for the_ first. time. Col- | 5. Donne’s (Dg,- 3(0]”3)
lected and Edlt?d. With Me- | Complete) Poetical Works, in-
morial-Introduction and Notes. | cluding the Satires and various
Two Vols, | from MSS, With Memorial-In-

3. Herrick’s (Robert) Hes- | araueibyed Mowsd i)
povides, Noble Numbers, and | [£7 the press.

* X Other volumes are in active prepayation.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s.

Fairkolt’s Tobacco :

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and
its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries.
By F. W. FairuorT, F.S5.A. A New Edition, with Coloured
Frontispiece and upwards of 100 Illustrations by the Author.

8 A wery pleasani and instructive history of tobacco and ifs n::_ocz'm‘_io:zs, whick
we cordially vecommend alike io the wotaries and to the enenies of the much-
maligned but certainly not naglected weed. . v .  Full of interest and in-
Formation.”—DaiLy NEws,
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Hlustrations, 4s. 64,

Faraday’s Chemical H. tstory of a Candie.

Lm_:tures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition,
Edited by W. Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown SVO;?O—HI extra, with Illustrations, 4s. 64.

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature.

A New Edition. Edited by W. Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous
Tllustrations,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d.
Finger-Ring Love :
Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.—Earliest N ofices; Supersti-
tions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and
Wedding Rings ; Ring-tokens; Memorial and Mortuary Rings ;.
Posy-Rings; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings :
Remarkable Rings, &c. By WiLLIAM JonEs, F.S. A, With Hun-
dreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries.
* Enters fully into the whole subject, and gives an amount of information
and general reading in rZ_’er‘eﬂc& therelo which is of wery high interest. The
00k 75 not only a sort of istory of finger-rings, but is a collection of anecdoles
in connection with them. . « o The volume is admirably illustrated, and

allogether afords an amount of amusenient and information which is not othere
wise easily accessible.”’—ScOTSMAN.

" Oue of those gossiping books which are as Tl of antusement as of instruc-
tion.”—ATHENEUM.

THE RUSKIN aIMM.—-Squére crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s 6.
gilt edges, 7s. 62.

German Popular Stories.

Collected by the Brothers GriMM, and Translated by EDGAR

Tavror. Edited, with an Introduction, by Jou~N Ruskin.

With 22 Tllustrations after the inimitable designs of GEORGE -
CRUIKSHANK. Both Series Complete,

“ The illustrations of this volume . . . . are of quite sterling and adiiirable
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales whick
they illustrate ; and the original etchings, as I have before said in the A ppendiz to
wy  Elements of Drawing, weve unrivalled in masterfuiness of touch since Rem-
brandt (in some gualities of delineation, unvivalled even by him). . «. + Tomake
somewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifving glass,
and never putling two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exer-
cise in decision and seveve drawing which wewid leave afterwards little to be learnt
i schools.”"—Extract from Introduction by Joun Ruskiw,

One Vol. crown Svo,r cloth extra, gs.

Gilbert’s (W. S.) Original Flays:
“A Wicked World,” ‘¢ Charity,” “The Palace of Truth,”
‘‘ Pygmalion,” ¢ Trial by Jury,” &e.

“ His workmanship is in its way perfect ; it is very sound, very even, very
well sustained, and excellently balanced throughout.” —OBSERVER.

e X i T R AR - R T T e




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

One Shilling Monthly, Tllustrated by ARTHUR HOPKINS.

The Gentleman’s Magazine.

Edited by SyLvaNUs URBAN, Gentleman.

]N seeking to restore the “GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE™ to the position

it fornierly held, the Publishers do not lose sight of the changed conditions
under which it now appears. While maintaining an historical continuity whick
dates back to the reign of Gearge the Second, theve will be no attempt to burden
the present with. the weight of a distant past, or to adhere slavishly to traditions
the application of whick is unsuited to the altered conditions of society at the
present time. It is sought to vender the Magazine to the gentleman of to-day
what in carviier times it proved to the gentleman of a past generation, New
features will be introduced to take the place of those whick disappear; 75t the
most important rvespects, however, the connecting links between the present and
the past will be closest. Biography and History, which have always Jormed @
conspicuons portion of the contents, will retain the prominence assigned thent,
and will be treated with the added breadth that springs from tncreased fanrili-
arity with authorities and miove exact appreciation of the province of the
Biographer and the Historian. Science, which confers upon the age Special
eminernce, will have its latest conclusions and forecasts presented in a manner
waich shall bring them within the grasp of the general yeader. The Philo-
sephical aspect of Politics, the matters which affect famperial interests, will be
separated from the rivalvies of perty, and will receive a due share of atlention.
Awcheology (under which comprehensive head may be inciuded Genealogy, To-
Bography, and other similar maiters), Natural History, Sport and Adventure,
Poetry, Belles Lettres, Avt in all its manifestations, will constitute a portion
of the contents; and Essays upon social subjects will, as heretofore, be inter-
spersed. Under the head of Table Talk mallers of currvent inferest will be
discussed, and _facts of historic walne will be presevved. A Work of Fiction by
some novelist of highest position will run through the pages of lhe Magazine,
and will be illustrated by artists of Eknown excellence. With a Sull sense of
what is involved in. their promise, and with @ firm resolution to abide by thetr
pledges, the Publishers undertake to spave o exertion thatl is necessary to secure
the highest class of contributions, to place the Magazine in the first vank of
serials, and to fit it to take ils place on the table and on the shelves of all classes
of cultivated Englishmen.

* * Now ready, the Volume for Fanuaryto Fune, 1877, cloih extra,
price8s. 6d. ; and Cases for binding, price 2s. each.

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 31s. 6d.

Gillray the Cavicalurist .
The Story of his Life and Times, with Anecdotal Descriptions of
his Engravings. Edited by THomAs WRIGHT, Esq., M. A., F.5.A,
With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings.

Gold ;
or, Legal Regulations for the Standard of Gold and Silver
Ware in the different Countries of the World. Translated from
the German of STuDNITZ by Mrs. BREWER, and Edited, with
additions, by EDWIN W. STREETER. %
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 64.
7 K %
The Golden Treasury of Thought:
AN ENCYCLOPEDIA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times
and Countries. Selected and Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with a Map, 3s. 62.
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Square 16mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, 25 per volume.

The Golden Library .

Bayard Taylor's Diver-
sions of the Echo Club.

The Book of Clerical Anee-
dotes,

Byron's Don Fuan.

Carlyle (Thomas) on the
Choice of Books. With a Me-
moir. 1s, 6d.

Emerson’s Letters and
Social Aims.

Godwin's( William )L ives
of the Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the
Breakfast Table. With an In-
troduction by G. A. SALA.

Hobnes's Professor at the
Breakfast Table.

Hood’s Whimns and Odd;-
#ies. Complete. With all the
original Illustrations.

Irving’s  ( Washington)
Tales of a Traveller,

Irving's  ( Washington)
Tales of the Alhambra.

Fesse's (Edward) Scenes
and Occupations of Country Life.

Lamb's Essays of Elia.
Both Series Completein One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, and

other Pieces. With Portrait, and
Introduction by EDMUND OLLIER

| Mallory’s (Sir Thomas)

Mort d' Arthur : The Stories of

King Arthur and of the Knights

of the Round Table. Edited by

B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING,

| Pascal’s Provincial Let-
fers. A New Translation, with
Historical  Introduction and
Notes, by T. M'Crig, D.D.,
LL.D,

Pope’'s Complete Poetical
Works.,

Rochefoucanld’s Moxims
and Moral Reflections., With
Notes, and an Introductory
Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE.

St. Pierve’s Panl and
Virginia, and the Indian Cot-
lage. Edited, with Life, by the
Rev, E. CLARKE.

Shelley’s Early Poems
and Queen Mab, with Essay by
LEIGH HUNT.

Shelley's Later Poems :
Laon and Cythna, &e.

Shelley's Posthumons
Poens, the Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley's Prose Works,
including A Refutation of Deism,
Zastrozzi, St. Irvyne, &e.

White's Natural History

of Selborne. Edited, with addi-
tions, by THOMAS BROWN,
EiLLS:

* A series of excellently printed and carefully annotated volumes, handy in size,

and altogether attractive.”—BOOKSELLER.

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s.

Gosse's King Evik :

A Tragedy, By EDMUND W. GOsSE. Vignette by W. B. ScoTT.
“We have seldom seen so marked an advance in a second book beyond a first
Iits merits are solid and of a very kigh order.”—ACADEMY,
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Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 5s.

Gosse On Viol and Flute.

Second Edition. With a Vignette by W. B, ScorT.

Half-bound, paper boards, 21s.; or elegantly half-bound crimson
morocco, gilt, 25s.

The Graphic Portfolio.

Fifty Engravings from * The Graphic,” most carefully printed on
the finest plate paper (18 in. by 15 in.) from the Original Engravings.
The Drawings are by S. L. FILDES, IIELEN PATERSON, HUBERT
HERKOMER, SYDNEY HALL, E. J. GrEGorY, G. D. LESLIE,
W. Smarr, G. Du MAURIER, Sir JoHN GILBERT, G. J. PIN-
WELL, CHARLES GREEN, G. DuranDp, M. E. EDWARDS, A. B.
HouceHToN, H. S. MaRKs, F. W. Lawson, H. WEIGALL,
and others,

]

““Contains some of the choicest specimens, both of drawing and wood-engraving.
Admirable in defails and expression, and engraved with rare delicacy.” —Dany
News.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 21s.

Greekes and Romans (The Life of the),

Described from Antique Monuments. By ErNsT GUHL and W,
KonNER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited
by Dr. F. HUEFFER, With 545 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Tllustrations, 7s. 6d.

-Greenwood’s Low-Life Deeps :

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including
‘“ The Man and Dog Fight,” with much additional and con-
firmatory evidence; * With a Tally-Man,” ‘“A Fallen Star,”
“ The Betting Barber,” ‘A Coal Marriage,” &c. By JAMES
GREENWOOD. With Illustrations in tint by ALFRED CONCANEN.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 75, 64,

Greenwood’s Wilds of London .

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience,

of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By JaAMES
GREENWOOD. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by ALFRED CONCANEN.
My, Fames Greenwood presents himself once move in the character of © one
whose delight it is to do lis humble endeavour towards exposing and extirpating

social abuses and these hole-and-corner evils which affict society.' "—SATURDAY
REvVIEW.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 45, 64,

Guyot’s Eartlh and Man J

s or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind.
: With Additions by Professors AGASsIz, PIERCE, and GRAY. 12
on Maps and Engiavings on Steel, some Colou ed, and a copious Index,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,

d'on Hake's New Symbols -

/ings, Poems. ' By THoMAS Gornon Hake,
BERT 5 The entire book breathes a pure and enncbling influence, shows welcome
SLIE, originality of idea and tllustration, and yields the highest 2reg/ of imaginative
PIN- Faculty and matyre Bower of eXpression. " —ATHEN £UM.
.. B. o FL ZOSAVIOE o o e i F
ALL, Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Ilustrations, 7s. 64,
» s

Ao Hall’s (Mrs. S. C) Sketches of Irish

hel Character.  With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by
‘ DANIEL MAcLISE, Sir JoHN GiLgerT, W, HARrvVEY, and G.

— CRUIKSHANK,

* The Irish Sketches of this lady resemdle Miss Mitford’s beautiful English
Skelckes tn “Our I illage, but they ave Jar inore vigorous and Picturesqgue and

| bright.” —BLACKWOOD'S Macazine,
:Nd Three Vols. royal 4to, cloth boards, £6 6s.
ite - . g
Historical Portraits
= — Upwards of 430 Engravings of Rare Prints, Comprising the
; Collections of Ropp, RicHARDSON, CAULFIELD, &c. With

Descriptive Text to every Plate, giving a brief outline of the most
important Historical and Biographical Facts and Dates connected

ing with each Portrait, and references to original Authorities,

a ot b e diloy g

¥, Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 365,

o Haydon's Correspondence & Table-Tulk.

£ With a Memoir by his Son, FREDERIC WORDSWORTH HAvDpon.
Comprising a large number of hitherto Unpublished Letters from
KEATs, WILKIE, SOUTHEY, WORDSWORTH, Kirxup, LeiGH
HuNT, LANDSEER, HORACE SMITH, Sir G. BEAUMONT, GOETHE,
Mrs. SIDDONS, Sir WALTER ScoTT, TALFOURD, JEFFREY, Miss

< MITFORD, MACREADY, Mrs. BrownING, LockHART, HArLrAM,
I and others, With 23 Illustrations, including Facsimiles of many

N interesting Sketches, Portraits of HAYDON by KEATS and WILKIE,
ne and HAVDON’s Portraits of WiLkiE, KEATS, and MARTA FOOTE.
e ¢ There can, we think, be no guestion of ils interest in a purely biographical
AR sense, or of ifs literary merit. The letters and table-tall forme a most valuabie
contribution to the social and artistic history of the time."—PaLL MavLL GAZETTE.
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 64.

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works,

In Prose and Verse. Including the CrEAM oF THE CoMIC
ANNUALS. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Two
Hundred original Ilustrations,

“ Not only does the volume include the better-known poems by the author, but
also what is kappily described as © the Cream of the Comic Annuals, Such delicious
things as * Don't you smell Fire !’ * The Parish Revolution, and ‘ Huggins and
Duggins,” will never want readers.”—GRAPHIC.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Photographic Portrait, 6s.

Hood’'s (Tom) Poemns, Humorous and

Pathetic. Edited, with a Memoir, by his Sister, FRANCES FREE-
LING BRODERIP,

¢ There are nany poemns in the volume which the very best judge might well

suistake for his father's werk.”—STANDARD.

Square crown 8vo, in a handsome and specially-designed binding,
gilt edges, 6s.

Hood's (Tom) From Nowheve fo the

North Pole: A Noah’s Arkmological Narrative. With 25 Illus-
trations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES.

* The amusing letterpress is profusely inlerspersed with the jingling rlhymes
which children love and learn so easily. Messys. Brunton and Barnes do full
Justice to the writer’s meaning, and a pleasanier result of the harmonious co-
eperation of anthor and artist conld not be desived."—TIMES.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 64.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous

Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns,
and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Fac-
similes, and Illustrations.

Two Vols. royal 8vo, with Coloured Frontispieces, cloth extra, £2 5s,

Hope's Costume of the A nctents.

Illustrated in upwards of 320 Outline Engravings, containing Re-
presentations of Egyptian, Greek, and Roman Habits and
Dresges.
¥ The substance of many expensive works, containing all that may be necessary
to give to artists, and even fo dramatic performers and te others engaged in
classicai represeniations, an idea of ancient costumes sufficiently ample to prevent
their offending in their performances by gross and obvious blunders.”

H zzcﬁef; s The Troubadours :

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages.
By Fraxcis Huerrer. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125 64,
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.

Howrne’'s Orion :

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By RicHARD HENGIST HORNE,
Tenth Edition,
 Orion will be admitied, by every man of genius, to be one of the noblest, if no?
Lhe very noblest, poetical work of the age, Its defects are trivial and conventional,
IEs beawnties intrinsic and supgreme.” —EDGAR ALLAN Pok.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d.

Howell's Capital and Labour.

Including Chapters on the History of Guilds ; Trades Unions ;
Apprentices ; Technical Education ; Intimidation and Picketing ;
Restraints on Trade ; Strikes—their Objects, Aims, and Results s
Trade Councils ; Arbitration ; Co-operation ; Friendly Societies ;
the Labour Laws, &c. By GEORGE HowkgLL,” Author of “ A
Handy Book of the Labour Laws,” late Parliamentary Secretary
to the Trades Unions of Great Britain.

; Atlas folio, half morocco, gilt, £5 55
The [talian Masters :
Autotype Facsimiles of Original Drawings in the Biitish Museum.
With Critical and Descriptive Notes, Biographical and Artistic,
by J. ComyNs CARR.
* This splendid volume. . . My, Cars’s choice of examples has been dictated
by wide knowledge and fine tact., . . The majority have been veproduced with
remarkable accuracy. Qf the criticism whick accompanies the drawings we have

not kitherto spoken, but it is this which gives the book ifs special value,”—PALL
MALL GAzZETTE,

Small 8\;0, clotﬂ?tra,?(;.h
Feux d’ Esprit,

Written and Spoken, of the Later Wits and Humourists, Collected
and Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH.

¢ This thoroughly congenial piece of work . .. Mr. Leigh's claim to praise is
Lhreefold : he has performed the duty of taster with cave and judgment ; ke has
restored many stolen or strayed bons-mots to their rightful owners ; and he has
exercised his editorial functions delicately and sparingly.”—DAILY TELEGRAPH.

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, -145.

Fosephus’s Complete Works.

Translated by WHisTON. Containing both. ¢ The Antiquities of
the Jews,” and ‘“ The Wars of the Jews.”

Small_Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lamd's Poetry for Clildren, and Prince

Dorus.  Carefully reprinted from the recently discovered unique
copies.




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6.

Kavanaghs® Pearl Fountain,

And other Fairy Stories. By BRIDGET and JULIA KAVANAGH,
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MoyrR SMITH.

** Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them ws delightful as the
best of Grimme’s ‘' German Popular Stories. . . ., For the most part, the
stories ave downright, thorough-coing fairy stovies of the most admirable kind,
o o o o My, Moyr Smitkh's illustrations, too, are admivable. Look at that
white rabbit. Anyone would see at the first glance that ke is & rabbit with a
mind, and a very uncommion mind too—that ke is a fairy rabbit, and that ke is
Posing as chief adviser to some one—without reading éven a word of the story,
Again, notice the fairy-like effect of the little picture of the faivy-bird * Don't-
Jorget-me,’ flying away back info fairy-land. A wiore perfecily dream-like ir-
Pression of jairy-land has hardly been given in any illustration of fairy fales
within our krnowledge.'—SPECTATOR.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 75, 64.

Lambd’s Complete Works,

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with
many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and In-
troduction; by R. H. SHEPHERD, With Two Portraits and Fac-
simile of a page of the ‘ Essay on Roast Pig.”

A complete edition of Lamb's wrilings, in prose and verse, has long been
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to kave laken great pains
to bring fogether Lamb's scatlered contributions, and kis collection contains a
number of pieces whick are now veproduced for the first time since their original
appearance in various old periodicals.”"—SATURDAY REVIEW.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 1os. 64.

Mary & Chavies Lamb.

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and
Notes by W. CAREW Hazrirr, With HANcock’s Portrait of
the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions
of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s Works, and numerous Illustrations.
¢ Very many passages will delight those fond of literary trifies; hardly any
Dortion will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and hissister.”—STANDARD,

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, 18s.

Lamont’s Yachting in the Arctic Seas;

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neigh-
bourhood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By JAMES LAMONT,
F.R.G.5. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LIVESAY.

* After wading through numberiess volumes of icy fiction, concocted narrative,
and spurious biography of Arctic vayagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and
genuine volwme., . . He shows much tact in recounting his adventures, and
they ave so interspersed with anecdoles and information as to make them anything
but wearisone. « The book, as a whole, is the most important addition
made to our Arctic literature for a long time."—ATHENEUM,
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 64,

Life in London ;
or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With
the whole of CruiksmANK’s Illustrations, in Colours, after the
Originals.

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 64,

Linton’s Foshna Davidson,

Christian and Communist. By E. LyNN LiNToN. Sixth Edition,
with a New Preface.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 64.

Longfellow’s Complete Prose Works.

Including ‘‘ Outre Mer,” ‘‘Hyperion,” ‘¢ Kavanagh,”  The
Poets and Poetry of Europe,” and * Driftwood.” With Portrait
and Illustrations by VALENTINE BROMLEY,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Longfellow’s Poetical Works.

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.

“ Mr. Longfellow has for many years been the best Fnown and the most vead of
American pocts ; and his popularity is of the vight kind, and rigchtly and Jairly
won, He las not stooped to catch attention by artifice, nor striven to force it oy
violence. His works have faced the test of parody and burlesque (which in these
days is almost the common lo! of writings of any mark), and have come off un-
harmed."—SATURDAY REVIEW,

THE FRASER PORTRAITS.—Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with
83 characteristic Portraits, 315, 64,

Maclise’s Gallery of Illustvious Literary

Characters. With Notes by Dr. MacINN, Edited, with copious
Additional Notes, by WILLIAM BATES, B. A,
“* One of the most interesting volumes of this year's literature,”—TiMEs,
““ Deserves a place on every drawing-room table, and may not unfitly be removed
Sfrom the drawing-room to the library.”—SPECTATOR.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2s5. 64,

Madre Natura v.T e Molock of Fashion.

By Luke LiMNER. With 32 Illustrations by the Author.
FourtH EDITION, revised and enlarged.

“ dereeadly written and amusingly illustrated, Commen sense and erudition
are brought to bear on e subject discussed in it."—LANCET,
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Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5s.

Magna Charta.

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, nearly. 3 feet long by 2 feet
wide, with the Arms and Seals of the Barons emblazoned in Gold
and Colours.

e A full TI"‘ll‘l:I'Lthﬂ, w1th Notes, on a large sheet, 64.

(,10\\ n 8vo, cloth L\lra, 75. 64.

Maid of Norway (The).

Translated from the German by Mrs. BIRKBECK. With Pen and
Ink Sketches of \01 wegian Scenery.

&:mall 8\'0. cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 64.

Mark Twain’s A dventuresof TomSawyer.
With One Hundred Illustrations.

¢ The earlier part of the book is to ownr thinking the most amusing thing Mark
Twain has written, The hunowr is not always wuproarious, but it is always
genuine, and sometimes alinost pathetic.”—ATHENEUM.

A book to be vead. There is a ceriain freshness and novelly about if, a prac-
teally romantic charvacter, so to Speak, whickh will make it very attractive”—
‘SPECTATOR.

*.% Also a Popular Edition, post 8vo, illustrated boards, at 2s.

Croun 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrutlons, 7s. 6d.

Mark Twain’s Choice Works.

Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With Life,
Portrait, and numerous Tlustrations.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Mark Twain’s Pleasure Tvip on the

Continent of Ewrope. (* The Innocents Abroad,” and ‘‘ The
New Pllgnm s ngrcss ”)

Two Vols. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 18s.

Marston’s (Dr. Westland) Dramatic
and Poctical Works. Collected Library Edition.

§¢ The * Patrician's szgfzfcr’ is an oasis in the desert of modern dramatic
literature, a veal emanation of mind. We do not recollect any modern work in
which s*a!ry(ffbo?tﬂ/i! are so freely developed, except the ¢ Torquato Tasso’ of
Goethe. The play is a work of art in the same sense that a play of Sophacies is a
wwork of art ; it is one simple idea in a state of gradual development . . | “The
Favourtte of Fortune' is one of the most important additions to Hhe stock of
LEnglish prose comedy that has been iiade during the present century.”—TIMES,
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.7

Marston’s (Philip B.) Al in AU

Poems and Sonnets.

Mawrston’s (Philip B.) Song Tide,
And other Poems. Second Edition.

H“a.ndso.mél-y- h:-xlf-i;ound, India Proofs, royal foIi;), £10%; Lars_)ﬁg i’s[p;
copies, Artists’ India Proofs, elephant folio, £20.

Modern Art :

A Series of superb Line Engravings, from the Works of Distin-
guished Painters of the English and Foreign Schools, selected
from Galleries and Private Collections in Great Britain. With
descriptive Text by JAMES DAFFORNE.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edgés‘,w%.r. 6d.

Muses of Mayfair .

Vers de Société of the Nineteenth Century. Including Selections
from TENNYSON, BROWNING, SWINBURNE, ROSSETTI, JEAN
INGELOW, LockER, INGoLDsBY, Hoopn, LyrroNn, C. S. C.;
LANDOR, AUSTIN DoBsoN, &c. Edited by H. C. PENNELL.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s., a New and Cheaper Edition of

The New Republic ;

or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an English Country House,
By W. H. MALLOCK.

 The great charm of the book lies in the clever and artistic way the dialogue
is managed, and the diverse and various expedients by which, whilst the love of
thought on every page is kept at a hugh pitch, it never loses its realistic aspect.
o oo Jtis giving high praise to a work of this sort to say that it absolutely
needs to be taken as a whole, and that disfointed extracts here and theve would
entively fail to convey any idea of the artistic unity, the careful and conscientions
sequence of what is evidently the brilliant outcome of much patient thought and
study. . . . Ewnough has now been said to recommend these volumes to any
reader who desives somelhing above the wsual novel, something whick will oper
up lanes of thought in kis own mind, and insensibly introduce a higher standard
into his daily life. . . . Here is novelty indeed, as well as originality, and
to anyone who can appreciate or undevstand The New Republic, it cannot
fail to be a rare treat.”—QOBSERVER.

*«* The ORIGINAL EDITION, iz Two Vols. crown Svo, 21s., may also
be had.

: Squaré 8;;, ;Iotllzrarn, Tm numei'oﬁ;Illuslrratic;ns, 9s.
North Italian Folk.

By Mrs. ComyNs Carr. With Ilustrations by RANDOLPH
CALDECOTT.
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MOORE’S HITHERTO UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Frontispiece, gs.

Prose and 1. erse—Humorous, Sativical,

and Sentimental—by THOMAS MOORE. Chiefly from the
Author’s MSS., and all hitherto Inedited and Uncollected, Edited,
with Notes, by RicHARD HERNE SHEPHERD.

“ This volume 7s mainly derived from manuscript sources, and consists entirely
& inedited and uncollected Pieces in prose and verse. The Note Books and
Common-place Books of Thomas Moore, together with o large mass of correspond-
ence and the original dranghts and manuscripts of kis principal writings, have
been for some time i the Dossession of the present Publishers, and were found on
examination to yield so miuch miatter of permanent literary interest, that it was
thought advisable to Blace them beyond reackh or chance of loss in case of the
fitture dispersion of, these autographs., No piece, either in prose or verse, appears
79 1‘/}:.&‘, voluse, whick has already appeared in any of the editions of kiscollected
works,”

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette
Zhe Old Dramatists .

Ben Fonson's Works. | - ANeRRDN, SHbmt -
With Notes, Critical and Ex- et ) Skt sl
Planatory, and a Biographical tons of the Iliad an| yssey.

Memoir by WiLtiam Gurrorp. | Marlowe's Works.
Edited by Col, CUNNINGHAM, ‘ Including his Translations. Edit-

Portraits, price 6s. per Vol,

Three Vols. ed, with Notes and Introduction,
Cimpman s Works by Col. CUNNINGHAM, One Vol.

: 1]
Now First Collected, Complete Maﬁiﬂger 5 Play-f-
in Three Vols. Vol, I, contains From the Text of WiLLIAM
the Plays complete, including the GIFFORD. With the addition of
doubtful ones ; Vol. 1L, the the Tragedy of * Believe as you
Poems and Minor Translations, List.” = Edited by Col. CUN-
with an Introductory Essay by | NINGHAM. One Vol

Feap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

O Shaughnessy’s ( A rthur ) An Epic of

Women, and other Poems, Second Edition.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 105 6d.

O'Shaughnessy’s Lays of France. '

(Founded on the ¢ Lays of Marie.”) Second Edition,

Feap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6a, I

O'Shaughnessy’s Music and Moonlight :

Poems and Songs.
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Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully
bound in cloth for the Library, price 6s. each.

The Piccadilly Novels ;

PorUuLAR STORIES BY THE BEST AUTHORS.

Antonina, By WILKIE COLLINS.
Mlustrated by Sir J, GILBERT and ALFRED CONCANEN,

Basil, By WILKIE COLLINS,
lustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT and J. MAHONEY.

Hide and Seck. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Illustrated by Sir JoHN GILBERT and J. MAHONEY.

The Dead Secret. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Mustrated by Sir JoHN GILBERT and H, FURNISS.

Queen of Hearts. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Ilustrated by Sir J. GILBERT and A, CONCANEN.

My Miscellanies. By WiLkIE CoLLINS.
‘With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. CONCANEN,

The Woman in White. By WILKIE COLLINS.
Illustrated by Sir J. GILBERT and F. A. FRASER.

The Moonstone. By WILKIE COLLINS.
Illustrated by G. Du MAURIER and F, A. FRASER.
Man and Wife. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Ilustrated by WILLTAM SMALL., )
Poor Miss Finch. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Iustrated by G. Du MAURIER and EDWARD HUGHES,

Miss or Mrs. ? By WILKIE COLLINS,
Illustrated by S. L. FILDES and HENRY WoODS,

The New Magdalern. By WILKIE COLLINS,
Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and C, S, RANDS,

The Frozen -fo]’- By WILKIE COLLINS,
Ilustrated by G. DU MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.

The Law and the Lady. By WiLKIE COLLINS,
Hlustrated by S. L. FILDES and SYpDNEY HaLL,

The Two Destinies., By WILKIE COLLINS,

"y Also aPOPULAR EDITION of WILKIE COLLINS’S
NOVELS, post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s. each,

Felicia, By M. BETHAM-Epw.
! R : -EDWARDS,
‘With a Frontispiece by W. BowLEs.

* A noble novel,  Its teacking is elevated, ifs siory is symipathetic, and the #i
of feeling its perusal [mt:es. behind is that mnore ordinarily devived j"-mm wlzfsz'(_f?;f
poctry than from prose fiction. Few works in modern Fection stand as high in our
estimation as t75.”—SUNDAY TIMES.
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS—continued.

The Queen of Connaught.
The Dark Colleen.

A novel which possesses the rarve and valuable quality of novelty. . . . The
scenery will be strange to most readers, and in many passages the aspects of Nature
are very cleverly described. Moreover, the book is a study of a very curious and
interesting state of society. A novel which o ::zqz'eh‘mdar showld miss, and whick
people who generally shun novels may enjoy.”"—SATURDAY REVIEW.
Patricia Kemball. By E. LYNN LINTON.
With Frontispiece by G. Du MAURIER. ; :
* Displays genuine humowr, as well as keen social obseyvation. Enough graphic
portraiture and witty observation to furnish materials for half-a-dozen novels of
the ordinary kind,”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. By E. LYNN LINTON,

With a Frontispiece by HENRY WOODS. .
¢ In her narrowness and her depth, in her boundless loyalty, her self-forgelting

passion, that exclusiveness of love which is akin lo cruelty, and the fierce

Jumility whick is vicarious pride, Leam Dundas is a strviking figure. In one

quality the authoyess has in some measure surpassed herself.”—ParL MaLL.

The Evil Eye,and other Stories. By KatuAriNg S.MACQUOID.
Illustrated by THOMAS R. MAcQuOID and PERCY MACQUOID,

B\ Cameos delicately, if not very minutely or vividly, wrought, and quile finished

enough lo give a pleasurable sense of artistic ease and facully., A word of com-

mendation is merited by the illustrations.”—ACADEMY.

Number Seventcen. By HENRY KINGSLEY,

Oateshott Castle. By HENRY KINGSLEY.
With a Frontispiece by SHIRLEY HoDSoN,
© YA brisk and clear north wind of sentiment—sentiment that braces instead o
enervating—blows through all his works, and makes all their readers at once
heallhier and move glad.”—SPECTATOR.
0}58?3 ! Sesame ! By FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Illustrated by F. A. FRASER.
A story which arouses and sustains the reader’s intevest to a higher degres
than, perkaps, any of its auihor's former works.,””—GRAPHIC,
Whiteladzes. By Mrs, OLIPHANT,
With Illustrations by A, Hopkins and H. WooDs.
V¢ A pleasant and readable book, written with practical ease and grace.”—TIMEs,
The Best of Husbands. By JAMES PaYN.

Illustrated by J. MOYR SMITH.

Fallen Fortunes. By JAMES PAYN.

Halves. By JAMES PAYN.
‘With a Frontispiece by J. MAHONEY.

Waiter’s Word. By JAMES PAYN.

Illustrated by J. MOYR SMITH.

“ His novels are always commendable in the sense of art. They also possess
another distinct claim to our liking : the girls in them are vemarkably charm-
ng and true to nature, as most pecple, we believe, have lhe good [fortune to
observe nature represented by girls.”—SPYECTATOR.
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS— confinued,

The I’V(lj} we Live Now. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
With Illustrations.
The American Senator. By AxTHONY TROLLOPE.

W My, Trollope has @ true artist's idea of lone, of colour, of harmony: kis
pictures are _one, and seldom out of drawing; he never strains after efféct,is
Aidelity ifself in expressing English life, is never guilty of caricature.”—
FoRTNIGHTLY REVIEW.

Diamond Cut Diamond. By T. A. TROLLOPE.
8 Full of life, of interest, of close observation, and sympathy. . . . When

My, Trollope paints a scene it is sure to be a scene worth painting.”—SATUR-
DAY REVIEW.

Bound to the Wheel. By JOHN SAUNDERS,
Guy Waiterman, By JOHN SAUNDERS,
One Against the World. By JOHN SAUNDERS
The Lion in the Patk. By JOHN SAUNDERS.

“A carefully written and émm;]uZ story—a story of goodness and truth,

which is yet as inleresting as though it dealt with the opposite qualities. . :

The author of this really clever story has been at great pains to work out all

ifs details with elaborate conscientiousness, and the result is awery vivid picture

of the ways of life and lhabits of thought of a lundred and fifty years ago.
. . Certainily a very interesting book.”—TLIMES.

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By W. BESANT and JAMES RICE.

** READY-MONEY MORTIBOY may also be had in
illustrated boards, at 2s.

My Little Girl. By W. BESANT and JAMES RICE.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By W. BEsANT aud JAMES RICE.
This Son of Viulcan. By W. BESANT and JAMES RICE.
With Harp and Crown. By W. BESANT and JAMES RICE.
The Goldern Butterfly. By W. BESANT and JAMES RICE.

With a Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER,

*' ¢ The Golden Butterfly * will certainly add to the happiness of mankind, for we
defy anybody to read it with a gloowty countenance.”—TIMES.

NEW NOVEL BY FUSTIN McCARTHAY.
Two vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 21s.
Miss Misanthrope.

By Justiy McCartHY, Author of “‘ Dear Lady Disdain,” &c.
With 12 Illustrations by ArRrHUur Hopxins,
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Crown 8vo, red cloth, extra, 5s. each.

Ouida’s Novels.— Uniform Edition.

Folle Farine. By Ouvipa. | Pascarel. By OuIDA.
Idalia, By OUIDA. Puck. By OuUIDA.
Cll.!a’?fdo.f. By OUIDA. Dag‘ 0f Flarzders. By OUIDA.
Under Two Flags. By ouwa. | Strathmore. By OvIbA.
Tricotrin. By OUIDA, | Two Wooden Shoesey Ouina,
Cecil Castiemaines I Signa. By OUIDA.

Gage, By Oupa. | fn a Winter City. py ovioa,

Held in Bondage. py oura. | Ariadné.

By Ouipa.

CHEAP EDITION OF OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra (uniform with the other Volumes of the

Series) 5s.
- A
Ariadné.

By Ovipa.

 Quida’s new story, ‘ Ariadnd, is not only a great romance, but @ great and
consummate work of art, vemarkable beyond anything whick she has yet given
us for the combination of simplicity, passion, severity, and beawuty. The work
stands on an altogether loftier level than anytiung previously attewmpted by its
awthor. It is as compicte and crowning a lrinmplh of the skill of the writer
that, out of materials so simnple, with no accessories in the way of plot, and only
four principal dramatis personz, she showld have wrought a resuit so rick in
| colour, so beautiful in Propertions, as it is of the sculptor's skill that he showld
be able to transform the solid and skapeless marble into the counterfert present-
ment of life. "The pages are studded with epigrams and short and felicitous
Sayings, wherein much wisdont and knowledge of human nature are enshrined,
In an @sthetic age like the present, the artistic element in ihe book will be gene-
rally a recommendation, It isasw work of art that * Ariadné’ must be Fudged ;
and as suck we may almost venture to Pronounce it without fault or flaw in its
beauty.”—THE WoRLD,

MRS, LINTON'S NEW NOVEL,
Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Tllustrations, 215,

The World WWell Lost.

By E. LYNN LINTON, Author of ¢¢ Patricia Kemball,” &c. With
12 Illustrations by HENRY FRENCH and J. Lawson.

{ MISS JEAN MIDDLEMASS'S NEW NOVEL.
il Three Vols. crown 8vo, at every Library.

Touck and Go.

By JEAN MipDLEMASS,
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each.

Cheap Editions of LPopular Novels.

[WILKIE CorriNs' Noverns may also be had in cloth limp at
256d." See, too, the PICCADILLY N OYVELS, for Litrary Editions.]

Zhee Woman in White. By WILKIE COLLINS.
Awntonina, By WILKIE COLLINS.
Basil. By WILKIE COLLINS.
Hide and Seet, By WILKIE COLLINS.
Lhe Dead Secyet. By WILKIE COLLINS,
The Queen of Hearts. By WILKIE COLLINS.
My Miscellanies. By WILKIE COLLINS.

The Moonstone,

Man and Wite.

Poor Miss Finch,
Miss or Mrs, ? By WILKIE Coriins,
The New Magdalen, By WILKIE CoLLINS,
The Frozen Deep, By WiLkIz COLLINS,
The Latw and the Lady. By WiLkIE CoLrins.

Ready-Noney M, 071100y, By WartEr Besant and JAMES Ric,
The Golden Butterfly. \ :
By the Authors of Ready-Money Mortiboy, "
Lhris Son ‘_’f Vulean, By the Authors of ** Ready-Money Mortiboy.”
My Little Girl. By the Authors of ‘¢ Ready-Money Mortiboy,”
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
By the Authors of Ready-Money Mortiboy."’

With Harp and Crows.

By the Authors of ¢ Ready-Money Mortiboy."
The Adventures of Tom Sazuyer, By MARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe.

By MARK TwaAIN,

By WILKIE CoLLINs,
By WILKIE CoLLINS,
By WiLKiE CoLLINS.

Oakshott Castle. By HENkrY KINGSLEY.
Bound to the Wheel, By JOHN SAUNDERS,
Guy, Waterman. By JouN SAUNDERs,
One Against the World, By JOHN SAUNDERS.
The Lion in the Path. By JorN and KATHERINE SAUNDERS.
Swr{y Tim. By the Author of ““ That Lass o’ Lowrie's,”
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Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 10s. 64.

Plutarch’s Lives of [llustrious Men.
Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical,
and a Life of Plutarch, by JoHN and WILLIAM LANGHORNE.
New Edition, with Medallion Portraits.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait s.na Illustrations, 7s. 6.
Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works.

With BAUDELAIRE’S ‘¢ Essay.”
S Poe stands as much alone among wverse-writers as Salvator Rosa among
painters.”—SPECTATOR.

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3s. 64.

T he Prince of Argolis:
A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. MOYR SMITH.
With 130 Illustrations by the Author.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125. 6d.

Proctor's Myths and Marvels of Astrvo-
nomy. By RICHARD A. PROCTOR, Author of ‘*Other Worlds

than Ours,” &c.

“ The chief charm of Astronomy, with many, does not veside in the wonders
revealed to us by the science, but in the lore and legends connected with ifs his-
Zory, the strange ancies with whick in old times it has been associated, the
Falf-forgottern myt to which it has given bivth. [n our own limes, alse, Astronomy
| has had its myths and fancies, its wild inventions and startling paradoxes. My
object in the present sevies of papers has been to collect together the miost interesting
ofz these old and new Astronomical Myths, associating with them, in due propor-
Ziom, some of the chief Marvels whick recent Astronomy has revealed to us. To the
Former class belong the subjects of the Jfirst four and the last jfive essays of the
present series ; while the remaining essays belong to the latter category. Through-
ount I have endeavoured to avoid technical expressions on the one hand, and ambi-
; guous phraseology (somtetimes resulting from lhe attempt to avoid technicality) on
Zhe other. I have, in fact, sought to present my subjects as I showld Wish to have
snatters ontside the vange of my special branch of study presented for my own read-

ing.—RICHARD A. PrOCTOR.”

| Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Prometheus the Five-Giver

‘ An attempted Restoration of the Lost First Part of the Trilogy
1l ‘ of Aschylus. .

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, 125, 64.

The Final Reliques of Father Prout.

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the
Rev. FRANCIS MAHONY, by BLANCHARD JERROLD,
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In Two Series, small 4to, blue and gold, gilt edges, 6s. each,

Puniana

or, Thoughts Wise and Other- Why's. A" Newr Collection of
Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c.  In Two Series, each
containing 3000 of the best Riddles, 10,000 most outrageous Puns,
and upwards of Fifty beautifully executed Drawings by the Editor,
the Hon. HucH ROWLEY. Each Series is Complete in jtself.

A witly, droll, and most amusing work, Profusely and elegantly illustrated,”
—STANDARD.

" Crown 8vo, cloth extrs, gilG, 75, 60— ———
The Pursuivant of Arms »
or, Heraldry founded upon Facts, A Popular Guide to the
Science of Heraldry., By R PrancHE, Esq.,, Somerset
Herald,  With Coloured Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 IMlustrations,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75, 64,

Rabelais Works.

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and
numerous Characteristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE Dorg,

C_r_own_S_vg; clathi gllt,;\lg numerous Illustratiogs, zmd X héaut-i_fﬁl_y
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 75, 64., a New Edition of

Rambosson’s A stronom 1y

By J. RAMBOSSON, Laureate of the Institute of France. Trans.
lated by C. B. Prrman. Profusely Illustrated.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
. ’

Red-Spinner's By Strean and Seq :
A Book for Wanderers and Anglers, By WILLIAM SENnTOR
(RED-SPINNER).

“ M Xenior has long been Fenown as an interesting and original essayist.  Fe s
a keen dbserver, a confessed lover of “the gentle $porty and .combines witha fine
Picturesque touckh a quaint and efficient humounr, Al these qualities come out in a
st attractive manner in this delightful volume. seialie g B ;.‘we~£;;zz').eev¢t‘!y @

- bright and breezy book, full of nature and odd out-of-the-way references. s e

can conceive of nobetter book Jor the koliday tour or the seasiae, ”—NoNCONFoR MIST.
“ Very delight/ful reading; fust the sori of book which axn angler or a rambler
will be glad 1o have in the side Pocket of Ris' jacket. Allogether, * By Streim and

Sea’ s one of the best books o its kind which we have COME_across for many o long

aay.”"—OxFORD UNIVERSITY HERALD,

Handsomely printed, price 5o,
The Roll of Battle 4 bbey ;
or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Nor-
mandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,

A.D. 1066-7. Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by
two, with the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours,

-
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In 4to, very handsomely printed, extra gold cloth, rzs.

The Roll of Caerlaverock.

The Oldest Heraldic Roll ; including the Original Anglo-Norman
Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the British
Museum. By THOMAS WRIGHT, M.A. The Arms emblazoned
in Gold and Colours.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.
Memozirs of the Sanson Family :
Seven Generations of Executioners. By HENRI SANSON. Trans-
lated from the French, with Introduction, by CAMILLE BARRERE.
A faithful transiation of this curions work, which will cevtainly vepay perusal
—not on the ground of its being full of horrovs, for the original autior seems to
be ratker ashamed of the technical aspect of his profession, and is commendably
reticent as toits details, but because if contains a lucid account of the most notable
causes c€leébres from the time of Louis XIV, to a period within the smemory of

Persons still living. . . . Can scarcely fail {o be extremely entertaining.’'—
DaiLy TELEGRAPH.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra,;)roﬁlsely 1111_15&_3{55:4;| 6d. each.

T/he *“ Secvet Out’” Series.

The Volumes are as follows :

The Art of Amusing :
A Collection of Graceful Arts,
Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Cha-
rades. By FRANK BELLEW, 300
Ilustrations,

Hanky-Panky ;
Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of
Hand. Edited by W. H. CRE-
MER. =200 Illustrations,

Magician's Own Book :
Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c.
All from Actual Experience,
Edited by W. H. CREMER. 200
Mlustrations.

Magic No Mystery :
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls,
&c., with fully descriptive Direc-
tions ; the Art of Secret Writing ;
the Training of Performing Ani-
mals, &c. With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and many Illustrations,

The Merry Circle :
A Book of New Intellectual Games
and Amusements. By CLARA
BELLEW. Many Illustrations.

The Secret Out: -
One Thousand Tricks with Cards,
and other Recreations ; with En-
tertaining Experiments in Draw-
ing-room or ‘- White Magic,” By
W. H. CREMER. 300 Engravings.

DYCE'S SHAKESPEARE.—In g vols, 8vo, cloth extra, £4 10s.

The Works of Shakespeare.

Edited by the Rev. ALEXANDER DycE. A New Edition, being
the Third, with Mr, Dycg’s Final Corrections.

** This edition is not a mere reprint of that whick appeared in 1857, but
Presents a text very materially alteved and amended from beginning to end, with
@ large body of critical Notes almost entirely new, and a Glossary, in whickh the
language of the poet, his allusions to customs, &c., are fully explained,

“THE BEST TEXT OF SHAKESPEARE WHICH HAS VET AP-
PEARED. My, Dyce's edition is a great work, worthy of his reputation, and

Jor the present it contains the standard tex?.”'—TIMES.
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In redyced facsimiIe, small 8vo, half Roxburghe,

The First Foly Shakespeare.

Mr. WriLLiam SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies, Histories, and Trage.
dies, Publisheq according to the true Origina]] Copies. London,
Printed by Tsaac TAGGARD and Ep. BLOUN_T, 1623.—An exact

105, 64,

#5ef1el and far mrore kandy to the Student than sha latter, ”‘ATHE.\'AEUM.

Post 8vo, with IlIustmtions, cloth extra, gilt edges, 18y,

The Lansdouy, Shakespeare.

Beautifully Printed in red and black, in small but very clear type.
/ith engraveq facsimile of DROESHQUT’S Portrait, and 37 beautify]
Steel Plates, after STOTHARD,
ol ,_i—ﬁ__f_‘f_‘l_ﬁ_‘ﬁ T e
Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 18y,

Inc]uding ‘* The Life ang Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley,
with a New Lifa of Stucley, from Unpublisheq Sources ; ¢ N,
body and Somebody,” i Histrz'omastix,” ““The Prodiga] Son,”

‘ Jack Drumys Entertainemenr, iy Warning for Fair Women,
With Reprints of the Accounts of the Murder ; ang *“Faire Em »
Edited, with Introductions and Notes, anq an Account of Robert

reen and his Quarrels with Shakspere, by RicHARD SIMPSON,
B.A., Author of < The Philosophy of Shakspere’s Sonnets, » ¢ The
Life of Campion,” .. With an Introduction byF. 7. FURNIVALL.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with IIIustratiorIs, 75. 64,
Stonboards -

Their History, Wiy, Anecdotes of Famous Taverns anq Re.
markable Characters, By Jacon LARWOOD ang Joun CAMDEN
HorteN, With nearly rop Tlustrationg,
 Even W2 were pypy SC malicionsly nclined, e conld not pick OUL 2l Mpssrs.
and Hotten's Dlu

Larwood 7S, because the £ood things grp 50 numterous as 4, defy
the moss wholesale dtﬁredntz'ou."-—'l‘l MES,

Exquisitely printeﬁfnﬁiEa}L?;_EIQE{ extra, gilt Seer 2 6y
The Smtoker s 7 ext-Book,
By J. HAMER, ER.S. 1




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 1o full-page Tinted
Tllustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sheridan’s Complete Works,

with Life and Anecdotes. ~ Including his Dramatic Writings,
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c.; with a Collec-

tion of Sheridaniana.

“ The editor has brought together within a manageable compass not only the
seven plays by whick Sheridan is best known, but a collection alse of kis poetical
Pieces whick are less familiar to the public, sketches of unfinished dramas, selections
[from his reported witticisims, and extracts from his principal speeckes. To these
is prefixed a shovt but well-written memotr, giving the chief facts in Sheridan's
literary and political career ; so that, wilh Fhis volume i1 kis hand, the student
may consider himself tolerably well Surnished with all that is necessary Jora
general comprehension of the subject of it."— PALL MaLL GAZETTE.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 65. 64.

The Slang Dictionary :
Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal,  An ENTIRELY NEW
EDITION, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged.

“ e are glad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlavged. Froma high
scientific point of view this book isnot to be despised.. Of course it cannot fail to
be amusing also. It contains the very wocabulary of unrestrvained kuinour, and
oddity, and grotesqueness.  In a word, it provides valuable matevial both jfor the
student of language and the student ﬂfﬂf!}r!ﬂiﬂﬂf?‘?ﬁfA_?AHFZMY, =

** with Coloured

Crown 4to, uniform with ¢ Chaucer for Children,
Tllustrations, cloth gilt, 105, 64.

Spenser for Childyen.

By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations in Colours by WALTER

J. MORGAN.

T these transcripls the writer kas endeavoured to preserve the thoughts and

language of Spenser, while presenting the tales in a siniple and continuous form.

The work of one of our greatest poets has ot been approacked in an trreverent

?iﬂ't, nor with any intention of vulgarizing kis fictions by welating them a

Svniliar and mocking manner—astyle too often supposed tobe that most attractive
o the young.”

Imperial 4to, containing 150 beautifully-finished full-page Engrﬁvings
and Nine Vignettes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and
colours, half-morocco, £9 94.

Stothard’s Monumental Effigies of Great
Bpritain. With Historical Description and Introduction by JouN
KEeMPE, F.S.A. A NEw EDITION, witha large body of Additional
Notes by JouN HEWITT.

_ ** A few Large Paper copies, royal folio, with the arms illuminated

in gold and colours, and the plates very carefully finished in body-colours,

heightened with gold in the very finest style, half-morocco, £15 155
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, g5,

Stedman’s Victorian Poets :

Critical Essays.

By EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN,

“ We ought to be thankful to those who do critical work with comipetent skilt
and understanding, with honesty of. purpose, and with diligence and thoroughness
of execution, And Mr. Stedman, kaving chosen to work 13 this line, deserves the

thanks of English scholars by these qualities and by Somelking more;
ke is faithful, Studious, and discerning."—SATURDAY REVIEW.

Large SVIhaI{;EXE;Eg,ihe,

with Ilh;n;{i&,;ﬁ;;g:.

Stow’s Survey of London.

Edited by W. J. Tuoms, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Copper-

plate Illustrations,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Swift’s Choice Works,

in Prose and Verse,

With Memoir,

the Maps in the Original Edition of ““Gulliver's Travels,”

“The * Tale of @ Tub’ is, i my agprehension, the maste
certainly Rabelais has nothing superior, even in invent
densed, so pointed, so full of veal meaning, of biting sa
The * Battle of the Books' is such an improvement on the siviiar conbat in té
Lutrin, thatwe can hardly own it as an

“ Swiffs reputation asq Poet has been in a mannerobscured by the greater splen-
dour, by the natural force and inventive gen
had never written cither the © Tale of a Tub’ or * Gulliver's T ravels,’ is name

wierely as a poet would have come down to ws, and have £Lone down to Zosterity,

with well-carned honours. "—HazLiTT,

Mr. Swinburne's Works ¢

The Queen Mother and Bothwell :

Rosamond, Fcap. 8vo, 5s.
Atalanta in Calydon.
A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 65,

Chastelard,
A Tragedy, Feap. 8vo, 7s,

Poems and Ballads.

Feap, 8vo, gs.

Notes  on “Poems and
Ballads.” 8vo, 1s.

William Blake :
A Critical Essay. With Facsimile
Paintings, Demy 8vo, 165,

Songs before Sunvise,
Crown 8vo, 105, 64,

A Tragedy. Two Vols, crown

8vo, 125, 64,
George Chapman :
An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7s,
Songs of Two Nations.
Crown 8vo, 65,
Essays and Studies.
Crown 8vo, 12s.
Erechtheus :
A Tragedy._ Crown 8vo, 65,
Note of an English Re.

Publican on the Muscovite Cyy.
sade, 8vo, 15,

A Note on C harlotte Bronts.

Crown 8vo, 65,

PICCADILL Y, 33

Portrait, and Facsimiles of

rbicce of Swift T
100, 10F anylhing 5o con-
tire, of felicitous analogy.

%8, of kis prose writings ; but, f je

B
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MR, SWINBURNE'S NEW WORK.
Crown:8vo, cloth extra, os.

Poems and Ballads.

Second Series. By ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE.

Feap. 8vo,_c1_o-tﬁ@, 35, 6d.

Rossetti’s (W. M.) Criticism upon Swin-

burné's ¢ Poems and Ballads.”

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7. 6d.

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the

Pegple of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recrea-
tions, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants,
and Pompous Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited by WILLIAM HONE.

* * A few Large Paper Copies, with an extra set of Copperplate
Tllustrations, carefully coloured by hand, from the Originals, 50s.

 Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Dr. Syntax’s Three Tours,
in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in
Search of a Wife, With the whole of ROWLANDSON’S droll page
Tllustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. HOTTEN.

Tatge post 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, with Hlustrations, 125, 64.

Thackevayana :
Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by
WiILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Inci-
dents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of
his everyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and
Five Coloured Plates, from Mr. Thackeray’s Original Drawings.

“ 7t would have been a real loss to bibliographical lileyature lhad copyright
difficulties deprived the general public of this very amusing collection. One of
Thackeray's habils, from his schoolboy days, was lo ornament the margins and
blank pages of the books ke had in use with caricature illustrations of their
contents.  This gave special value to the sale of kis library, and is almost cause
for vegret that it could not have been preserved in its integrity. Thackeray's
Place in literature is eminent enough to have made this an interest o Juture
generations. The anonymous_editor Jas done the best that ke cowld to compen-
sate for the lack of this. Itisan admirable addendune, not only to kis collected
works, but also to any wmenoir of him that has been, or that is likely fo be,
awritten.”—BRITISH QUARTERLY REVIEW.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Tllustrations, 7s. 64.

Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of In-

dolence.  'With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, apd over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.

—
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Two Vols. crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.; Large Paper copies
(only 50 printed), 36s.

Cyril Tourneur's Collected Works,

Plays and Poems, Edited, with Critical Introduction and Notes,
by J. CHURTON COLLINS.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Tllustrations, 7s. 64.

F. M. W. Turner’s Life and C orvespond-

ence. Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends
and fellow Academicians. By WALTER THORNBURY. A New
Edition, considerably enlarged. With numerous Illustrations
in colours, facsimiled from Turner’s original Drawings.

Taine's History of English Literature.
Translated by HENRY VAN LAUN. Four Vols. small 8vo, 30s.

** Also a New and Cheaper Edition, in Two Vols., crown
8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Small 8vo, cloth gilt, with Portrait, 6s.

Thorean : His Life and Aums.

A Study. By H. A. PacE, Author of ““The Life of Thomas
De Quincey,” &e.

EXTRACT FROM PREFACE.— The nature-instinct in Thoreaw was so strong
that, as I believe, it may even do something to aid in the interpretation of certain
Phenomena of so distant a period as the Middle Age. I seca kind of real likeness
between this so-called * Storc’ of America, with his unafjected love for the slave, his
wwonderful sympathies and atlractions for the lower creatures, his simplicities,
and kis liking for the labowur of the hand, and that St. Francis whose life has
recently been made fresh and real fo us by the skilful pen of Mrs. Oliphant. Aur
claim for Thoreau is @ disinterested and not a one-sided and prejudiced hearing.”

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Timbs Clubs and Club Life in London.

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and
Taverns. By JouN TiMss, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations, {

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 64.

Timbs English Eccentvics and Ec-

centricities : Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impos-
tures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By Joux
Timss, F.S.A. With nearly 50 llustrations. :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

Trollope’s A Peep Behind the Scenes at

Rome. By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
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One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75, 6d,
Zom Taylor’s Historical Plays.

‘“ Clancarty,” ““Jeanne d’Arc,” ““’Twixt Axe and Crown,” ¢ The
Fool’s Revenge,” “ Arlewright’s Wife,”” ¢ Anne Boleyn,” ¢ Plot
and Passion,”

*»* The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s, each.
e e e e e g U
Crown 4to, half-Roxburghe, 125, 6.

Vagabondiana ;

or, Anecdotes of Mendicant Wanderers through the Streets of
London ; with Portraits of the most Remarkable, drawn from the
Life by Joun THOMAS SMITH, late Keeper of the Prints in the
British Museum. With Introduction by Francis Douck, and

Descriptive Text. With the Woodcuts and the 32 Plates, from
the original Coppers,

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Tlustrations, 7s. 64.

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ;

or, The Contemplative Man’s Recreation : being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by IzaAx WarToN 5
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear
Stream, by CHARLES CorTToN. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir HARRIs N ICOLAS, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations.
Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in, by 14 in., 25

Warvant to Fxecute Charles I.

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-
nine Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals.

_Beautifully printed on papér to imitate the Original MS., price 25,

Warrant to Execute Mary Q. of Scots.

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth,
and a Facsimile of the Great Seal,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Ilustrations, 7s. 64,

Wright's Caricature History of the

Georges. ( The House of Hanover. ) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures,
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &¢. By THOMAS WRiIGHT,
Esq., M.A,, F.S.A.

Large post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Ilustrations, 7. 64,

Wright's History of Caricature and of

the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Seulpture, and Painting, from
the Earliest Times to the Present Day. By THomas WriGHT,
M.A, F.S.A, Profusely illustrated by F. W, FArrboLT, F,S.A,

J- OGDEN AND coO., PRINTERS, 172, ST. JOHN STREET, E.C.
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