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PREFACE.

Iz the introductory words wrefixed to tho new edition of “This
k 1

Bon of Vulean” we have called sttemtion to a remarkable case
reporbed in the pag
Little Girl."

more i1|'|[.'-!-.ﬁh:.l
pretonded ma
proeduced in the

o year after the first appeamance of ',‘l.[:r-
Az if to shew that fiction can never be stranger or
etails of Lawra Collingwood's
Durnford, swers, every one, re-
n of an actual young Tady.

be adduced in jnatifeation of

fhan troth, the
with PPh

duch a fack might, of conrss

nlmost any wild i mb in fickion.  Tnour own case
wi want no such justification, because the wickedness was ona

which such o man as Philip, in his then stage, would be very

ready o comimit 3 but we mention the incident solely to showan
otherwise friendly critic that his knowledss of human nature
and of the crimes which may be considered fairly probable, was
not preater than our owin.
Thoza '|'|']|llI like one of the anthoss, have _-c::lé.-'.ll,'|'r|_|"ri in Palmista
Island, have no need to bo what that colony is, and whera it
Thosza who hove nob ma assured that it 1s no faney sketeh
which is here wiven tion, las produced

Nemory, ot

ainablenn Esta

the seones of the For - t]]-:' people, the climabs;
the background, are all real; the characters alone are fictitions,
Mr, Daraford is copied from ome of the hospitable planters
vnee known to the writer: there never was a Phili p 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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FREFACE,

white men have settled among nes

aes, the mnlitto abounds,

His mixtura of blood, coupls

tha pre jndices of the placa,

wakea hine o most di

reon.. For, in the anthors'

opinion, there can be no g

e way of birth

{{*x-.‘l.'ill, perhaps, to be o Prssian not of the m ry oaste), tin
1.':'.I |I:: 1|:-1'rt i c|'|||::|',._'-\.1 ('|'I-I|!|-_| -.::'::]
life-in tho placs of your birth, whers
they can help i, to enter your hi
¥or,

“ They hate their fathers,” once obzerved a Fronel native of
Palmists, * because they are white; and they despisa
mothers beeausa they are black."

It was the peculisy misfortune of P

i to live your
rafuse, if

51t abt meat with

ip Dt
ta this ||:1||:i]|}._1.' race ; the greater part of this novel shows tha
development of the baser qualities, and the sug ppression of the
nobler, which result from the eve r-present knowledre of o fineied

nford to belong

degradation in & sensifive mind. No cagol in old France was
i than the

ever more keenly sensitive to the irt]

educated mulatto in such & place as . It is

shomeful that such distinetions shonld ba obssrved, but it is tha
fact.

Hartley Venn, to conclude, is well and happy ; ho iz still en
&_'L”-_J. npon the prepamation of the great work, in whish his wife
and =

ister firmly believe ; the other members of the chorus are
ing and prospering.




MY LITTLE GIRI:

BOOK F—IN THE ISLAND,

CHAPTER L

I thio Gront Stormiy Ooezn—thal part of it which is- bounded
:|_|.:." the 'i;;g:_l' of B al on the west, and the consk of Mexico on
the enst (or thereabouts)—lies the island which the French,
when they had it, called Ile des Palmistes, but which the Eng-
lish, on ._,-.I,m-- ik at tha boginning of this L|-':Ii|.lJ.r\. patrictically
14 |.1m,-:1 aftor ﬂl it great an -:] i 1-1 Regent, Prinea Ga orge, The
geoaraphy books eall it I’1|||<,~ George's Tdland still, by ‘f no ong
out of England kuoowe it by any other name than the ill- dos
Palmistes ; and all English ['llr|_=-ll. with the exception of the
Colonial Office, know it by the naymeof Palmiste Island. IS
lies, in its rounded and: grace "I.I.] curyes, like o maiden at rest—
within a silver ring of surf, breaking over the coral reef, in
latitude 18° 8.—a lutitude which I take to be the most lll.-]L"'hb
ful in the 1.1.nrld, eepecially in p counlry where you can ge.L
151-fh],1-|”1 ta live in, and a u]ll-—1 ant sen |‘|t|"l"'.."|l to fan you. In
]’:..]mwtul landl the 2ea breeze blows all the year round—somin-
{imes giving way to a warn west wind, which comes from. the
::u..sﬂhho.mu-r continent, and sometimes lashing itself to fury,
no one knows why, and performing prodigies 45 a hurricane.
It 5= bad ob theso times to be obsea, bocause all the ships go
down, Buat it is pechups worse to ba on shore ; for thers the
poada ave mers roshing rivess; down W 1 the wayfarer is
hurried by the flocd to meet an untimely fate, tha g.ﬂ.lm i

etormy lakes, tn are blown about like leaves, roofs of honscs
ape lifted Tike sheets of paper ; and men, if :]u‘.‘ are so unlucky
as notto get s‘unh- r, are sometimes taken up towards heaven, like




2 MY LITTLE GIRE,
Elijih—only, unlike the prophet, they generally come down
i the: breakage of o good many lega, arms, riba and
Tomes happen to be most easily fmotured. I the
s lnsts lomg endugh, the people, shut in thejr houses,
rved for want of provisions; and while it blows there is
no meing of cooking what they have, It hasits ndvantages ;
for, adter it is over, all the planters who wers shalky bofo ko
the earliest opportunity of going through the formof bank ruplay,
and sxecito universal commiseration for their hand fate, 1z they
enlirge om the thousands of pounds’ worth of canes or eoffos that
the hurricans lias destroyed,  Ones elear of dobt, ﬂ”',‘r’ g0 0n
again. with Iight hearts and renewed hope. Dy some curious
inversion of the laws of political and soeial economy, very faw
gither debtors or creditors, unless they are English, seem tha
worse for their calamitics, I have some ides, though not in
this place, of putting forth a treatise on this important subject
from o novel and tropical point of view., My readers will
perhaps bear this in mind, and buy me, when I do appear, on
the Northern and Temperats Zone System.

After the hurricane, the papers—there are six daily organs of
opinion in the island : two on straw paper, two on a peculing
Tubric something stiffer than tissue, and something coarser thon
homespun, and two on real paper—live for afortnight at least on
thin correspondence which ponrs in. Am * Oceasional Corres
pondent” writes to detail the effocts in his town, an important
centre of ot lenst three hundred people: a  Special™ narrates
the effscts in the adjoining hamlet, half & mile removed : & Ogr
Own " writes from the other end of the ielnd, fully thirky miles
awny : they all sgn their names, and rmn up to town the next
day to reccive 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 tho muse prodites
such mighty throes of the meutal system. And in o month all I
is repaired ; the flelds move again with the Yolow-green canes,
the dark coffes bushes blacken the hillsides, the roofs are all put
on brand-new, the bankrupts have got fresh ests :8, OF refiin |
their old ones through the elemeney of their ereditors, and all is
a5 it was, And in the Iie des Palmistes nothing changes but
the men,

Theso are n heterogoneous race.  They lialike a parti-colonred
pymmid, ingle stone ab the top reprecenting his Excelleney
the Goven The lowest stratum jz composed of Coolies. These

-
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excallent beasts of burden supply the place of the old slaves. T
do not think they are exactly kilnapped ; tut T believe it 15 de-
monatrabla that very fow of them have distinet ideas of their
future when they embarlk on board the emigrant ship off Caleutta
or Madma, On the other hand, their condition is eertainly
improved by thoe step, They get bettor wages and o 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 pesault,.  To bo beaten with sticks earries, however,
uo seépse of personal degradation with it, and generilly hurks
little, mueh less than the docking of wages, which iz the only
altermative. Consequently, despito laws and fines, old Pather
Stick, the first lawgiver, still retaing & certain amount of anthority.
Then, agnin, their ehildren can'go to school, if there Lappens to
b o gehool near; and when they are taught to write, come in
handy at forging leaves of absence, passes, and snch-liks amall
helps to making life pleasamt. At least once in six months, too, o
missionary comes their way, and beguilea the time for half an hour
after sundown by telling them they are going to that placs whera
they will find all their good resolutions. This raises an animated
discuszion for the evening, and holps to fill up the missionary’s
trimestrial letber. He writea this the next morning after acomfort-
ahle dinner, at the planter’s houss, with half o dozen cigars, and
two or thres goos of brandy and soda.  The English eollector of
thosa stray shillings which go to make up the million s year
spemtin this noble work mway read the Dalfhour described as
follows :—* Tuesdoy. IRosze half oo hour befors dawn, Thousht
of h . Rode, on my  journeying, throngh the gigantic
foreat to the estate of Fontaineblean. Having obtained permis.
gion to preach the Word, spent a long time in deeply inleresting
conversation with the Iabourers in tho villaga.  All were eager to
learn.  Alamoodes, an aged Tamnl man of sixby-five, wis pur-
ticularly anxious to hear the good tidings. And T was greatly
pleased with the intelligent Iook of Mounin and Cassis, two
young Indinn women of abont sixtesn, T lent then o faw tracts,
and they laughed, putting their fingers in their mouths in the
artless Indian manner.  Thoy eannot read, but others can el
to them, Inths evening, news came that the husband of Mounia
wis beating her for some alloged misconduct. How sweet it i3
to sow the seed !  Alamondes, poor fellow, was brought in next
morning on & charge of drunkenness ; ot dismissed with o fine
and eantion, I have reason to belisve it was a gonsnd Tha
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hand toils of the humble missionary have often no reward bub
hope."

The next skratum on our pyramid iz coal-blnck. This is com-
posed of all the megroes now left alive, Thirty-six years ago
they were emancipated—a hundred theusand, of nll ages, There
are now about ten thousand,  For, receiving their freedom with
a Joy which argued well for the future, as their admirers eaid,
they proceeded to make a solemn covenant and agreement—nob
on paper, for they had none, and eould not write ; nor by epesial
Parlinment, for they never met ; nor by mutoal exhortation, for
they never talked about it—but by that more certain method,
the silent consent of the natiom, the: inarbicnlate vox populi
They agreed, one with the other, that they wonld 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
atudies on the Sabbath. It Lasbeen o pleasant time with thee;
but somchow they have mot prospered. They are dying ouk.
They live in little patches of garden, where they plant potatoes
and lettuces; bananas, beans, and such things az grow by them-
solves and cost little trouble,  What thiey cannot eat themselves
they sell for rica and ram. 'When they desire to make a foast;
the nearsst planter’s ponltry-yard supplies the materials, They
smoke their pipes in grest peacs, while the vertical sun strikes
upon their roofless hats and penetrates pleasantly through the
woolly protection of nature ; they talk but little, and then of
soothing sabjects, such az the eheapness of rum, the excellence
of their banonas, and their own amazing sagaciiy ; and they
laugh om swall provocation, secing 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 trost them, will build yon a houss whose
windows are of unequal height and differing dimensions. They
laugh when you point out this ineongruity of things ; and if yo
foolishly get into a rage, thoy only laugh the more—bot ot a
distanre,  When they marry, they buy & large mosquite curtain
a8 8 proofof respectability. And their highest ambition isto have
B piano,

"Their wives and danzliters love to go to chorch in white kid
gloves and o pamasol, Their hosbonds follow, walking behind
in bare feet, batterod straw hats, and blue stufl coals.  Or,
if they are richer, they have a black coab and blue stufl trousers.
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The ladies aro mightily devout, and go through the external part
of roligion with great fervensy, The men kneel down, and
continge ]\IILEEH!S, with what is ealled the sweeb, sad intelligencs
of the 'Lulr'm race, till they catch the eye of a friend : then Fou
may see fwo Jnaruv-t vonvulsed with o mighty .-a.tm*-::!u. I mal]\'
qlulf- nwrc-nuc, they go out into the clmlthjnni and laugh on a
tombstone till the service iz over—taking turns to laugh ot each
other, like an Avnstophanic chorns,

By degrees they pet old ; their wool becomes groy : the fine
ealf which once adorned that part of the leg with us called shin,
shrinks and shrivelz ; the heel projects '|_1H|1_|_|_|n1' two inehes or g0
behind, the frame 'fit' bent—but the man isthe same, He does
not J..]JLI'.\' that he is old ; he does not know how long ha has
lived, or how long men usually live, Prosently, to bis utter
amnzement, Lo positively dies, and thinks himself out off pre-
maturely, although he hes numbered eighty summers,  Cer
tainly e has had no winters, hecanse thers is ne winter there.

The best of them go fishing, and are very handy with their
boats.  Some fow have been pushed on in the world 3 bab their
putrons generally drop them, on account of defects which make
them a little lower than those angels we English once took the
raca £ be, The half-educated fellows are very bad specimens
indeed. A i:rm in black clothes, a ]II':JHL.(_} with & book before
him, would be fair types of their morals and philosophy, As a
rule, they drink themselves to death ; and a3 there are, fortu-
nately, but fow of them, they hardly count,

Lot us get a step highier.  The next stratiom i3 the oddest of
all : it is the Chinesa layer. I have the greatest liking for this
folle, 'Thore is o profi undity, conpled with cynicism, in their
look that faw English philosop [:':f'h possess,  They seldom langh,
they despiseall lt"ulth' but themselves, they m: aka maonay 1.11[1
pemtly, live laboriously, fare badly, :hl:zk little, are claver
artizang, ean be relied upon in matters of work ; and, with all
thess virtues, are so clogged and bardened with wice that they
connot rize. To SMgRE l:.l'|I|I.1'|'|I to g nble all di |_'.1 and to do ons
or two other things that Western ecivilisation denounces, form
their ideal heaven, They are convivial, too.  Their gravity is
the result of eduentiog 1 1 it of natire : ikds ;_-':..['l;ml——r;ul'. :udurn_-
nons.  Witness the air of suppressed fun, inssparable from the
nature of the netion, with which two of them carry o pig between
them on o pole, or attend a porledevouring rolizious cersmony,
or let off crackers ab the funeral of & friend, or sell you a box of
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gavdines,  And, morve remarkable still, they avenll alike. T do
not know how they get over the possible complications that might
be coused by this cirenmstance. T suppose care = taken so far
as the riglits of property and the domestic relations are concerned.
At Tonst, I never hoard but enee of any ease in which the national
likeness was taken advantage of.  This was when Ah-Kang—I
Eknew him well : a good fellow, but deficient in the finer shades
of moral | Jirii: -;.|] |L—-r-=L||" into the =l u'l]'l of Kong-Fow, found his |
poor Il.:r"|'|||. Iying dl?.'u:E behind his own eounter,  He thereupon
eonceived the bealliant notion of burying liim in the garden, and
taking his place.  This plan he carried into effect, and for theo
montha drove a good trade—hiz friend’s name ang 1 kitles, I inted
by an imper m- nhw.m e Creole, being all the time on the door-
prosk as follows

Wit KONGFOW  ESQU
IRE LICERSED DEX |
LER I¥ TODAD
0 BETALLER
OF BFIRRETS
W.A—DAY AND JARTIN'S BEST BLACKING.

Then he was foind ent. T forgat how.

Amothier step,  Wooare among the mulattoes, T snppose this
ia the most intel cluss in the community, beeanse they are
always saying 50, For the same reas t]nﬂ.‘ are the most truth.

ful, the lesst nddicted to ths on Ty 1r.1|.]t.-. and backslidings
of linman naturs, the most 1 troatworthy, tha
most euterprising, the ] Y '||| avest.

That no one 1.5-';L enys 80 18 o alear '|uuu| of the malipnity of
other people -:m- lal hints that they hate their fathers for
baing white, and des; thieir 1not [ pr binck : their
enemies maintain thet they have the vices of both races, and the i
virtues of neither ; and, though they have barristers, physicians,
and lawyers of their own, assert that their selencs is wortliless,
their elogquence froth, and fheir law chiconery, When all is told,
I dare say, if they conld forget their blnck blood, they would
be o bad get.  The I‘hil:'_: that rankles in their h-.t.'-er-rw tha i' i] i
tive that sata their blood do o, i# thot while e ru.:,.—, who shalke
handzs with them on the Exehanse, and moet them on ter
equality in the courts of low, will neither cnter theis
git at meat with 1|---J'-1 ] *1'..‘.|.-.|L|,-- 1|||'1n to 1|
Taw, which fortuer
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all the rights of civil equality ; but no law san remova the pre-
Judices of caste. Are they worse off than we in Furopet Are
thera not houses whero we, who grmos the distries of W02, entar
only on a kind of sufferance’ Iocs not the Fauboure St Ger-
main still exist, cighty years after tha Revolution ! Would the
Duke of Bt. Smithiield, whose grandfither began life as a journey-
man baker, and ended as an earl, sully his biue Lloosd by letting
his fair doughter marry me—me, the anthor? And are we,
therefore, dear inbabitants of Bloomsbury, to eat oub our hearts
in malice ¥

Our pyramid narrows.  Next we come to the planters and the
merchants—the English and the Frenel, With the merchanta
we have nothing to do.  Let me try to show yon o planterla
house.  But fivst, for I am tired of iy pyramid, let me clear it
off, and have done with it.  The next stratum is the moverning
body—the officers sent out hT England. Palmiste Island iz
Crown Colomy, Therefore, the officors ars ger ILI....l"i." mett of good
family, if of small means, “Their posts do not enable them, nz a
rule, to save much. Tlot they save a little ; and when the time
comes for ratiring, they have something more than their pension
to fall back Wy, Tin:,' are nob wsually o remarkably beillianb
set of men; but they are generally well bred, and possessed of
tact. The: Governmenkb cark goed on amoothly enough.  Thera
are fow real prievances, and there woald ba no Iaginary ones
were it not for the daily papers, The judges are just ; the Crown
law officers have sufficient ability ; the bishop is pions and
bland ; the Colonial Secretary is cantious : things get put by for
a mora favourable {-]Jlt-ﬂrlu.ni'.:r', and then right themselves, And
the top story, the apex, the crown of the buildine, his Excel-
leney the Governor-Geusml of Prines George's Island and its
dependencies, gives dinners to the dits, balls to soeiety in gene-
ral, receives whom the Colunial Secretary sends fo him, -and
composes long despatehes recommending veforms which will
make the colony a Paradise. He iz obliged to write them, to
show his zeal; thoogh it must be a fenrfol bore.  And, when
they come home, some young elerk in the Colonial Office, who
knowz ag much of Pulmiste as of Timbucloo, annotates the
Inboured thoughts of the experienced stabeaman, anl snubs him,
This done, aceording to rule, the despatches are pub in o book,
and carefully bound up, to be preserved for ever,  There nre now
so many of these hapless children of thought, smothered as soon
a5 born. aod kept as calf-bound mummies in Dewning Street,




8 MY LITTLE' GIRL

that a fow years Sinco they were ¢ -J1|1‘]-"|El;-] to move them all o
the cellurs, Their weight was pressing oub and orishing down
the walls, and it was feared that their presence; longer ﬁ-nt'nuﬂ’t
might possibly veault in the demolition of the whola {'IE:-TLL".
Shades of departed Governors, pensionless wanderers by Brighton
sands, consider with Hmlitudu the Nemesia that waits on the
eontempt of your labours |

CHAPTER IL

Tue estate T am m:\ ng totake you tois called Fontaineblean, All
the estates in the Ilo des Palmistes have thes pretty French
names.  One is called Mon Songe, another Mon Réve,  There is
a Trianon, o 86 Clond, a Sorbee, an Amboise, & Chenoneenx ;
there are Bean Plan, Belle Vues, Riche en Fanx, Delle Rivitre,
Savanne ; there ave Lucie, Fogénie, Adrienne, and Lonise, Al
the poetry in the heart of the owner is lavished on the name of
his estate, “All the came” a3 4 wandering jockey once ohasrved fo
me, * a8 the owners of the'orses in the Derby "—a remark which
seems o throw a new and very prelty light npon horse-racing.

Fontaineblean lay on the comfines of the greaf forest that
filled the centre of the island.  On one side rosa hille—not the
round, indolent hills of England ; but sharp, eager, ambitions
littls mountaing, searped with precipices fifty and a hundred
feet high, jagred with peaks and ent with passes, for all the
world like n row of Alps. Thess pretentions elavations tower
upwurds at least five hundred foet, and are eovered with wood,
exceptin small spaces eleaved for eoffes,  They look down npon
the brond fields of Fontaineblean. Planted with canes, the acres [
stretel down the sloping land fownrds the sea, kindly Mother
Earth rounding, as it were, intoa breast of fectility.  Asthesin
takes his swift, long coumse midway in the heavens, the yellow-
green erops wear o thousand different shades of light—now as
the wind turns up the dark hidden side of the leaf; now as it
flutters oub the bright upper part; now when the cane is in
flower, when it blows about the feathery beanty like the trappings
of n helmet t; or now, when the clonds fly here and thers in dark
shadows along the glovious colours; and always the sea brecze
raises the LDJII.]-.' waves of the field, like the sw peb unrest of a sea
which never knows a storm,

An English cornfield, when the sun slhines upon if; iz a sizht

-
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to admire ; bub an estate planted with eanes, in all their richness
of eolour and beauty of form, is one to fill the oye with those
tears which riseat the contemplation of nabure ot its best—tears
from no divine despair, Lot pechaps from a senee 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 ocenn
where God's finger seems to have lingerad longest, delicately
shaping sweet river-courses, shady glens, ravines, eascades, and
quaint mountain tops, where nature is most produetive and man
most out of sighty the heart is saddened, the eyes dimmed,

Fontainablean was a very quiel plice, and a Ionely. To north
and cast loy the great silent forest, To sonth enly it opened ont :
and standing in the road ope conld ses ten miles of laud—ten
miles, rather, of waving eanas—befors tho soean scemed to rise
up like o wall, and bar the prospect.  Looking over the sailless
gea—for mo ships sver came that way—the mizanthrope might
derive o sense of freedom from fesling that, far and wide, no
land interposed between the headland Lepeath him and the
barren peaks of the Antarctic shores, far o the sonth. Bub ths
broad fields looked hot, l]lil'éi':l':', and parched. Tt was bettor to
turn northwards, and elimbing over the wall which kept out the
deer, and was a nightly gymnasinm for the monkeys, dive into
the plades and recesses of the forest,

I suppose it would have been difficult to loso oneself in ik
One might, perhaps, wander about in it for o fow days; but
gooner of later the end of it must have been reached, Tt is not
very lurge—ten miles one way, by perhaps thirty another. Thera
are faw paths in it ; buk & man has only to keep going by the
gun fo arrive somewhere near his destination.  And then there
ote 1o perils in it Nothing more hovmiul lurks in ite recesses
than the monkey, & gigantic beast—spocies, say, ourane-outang—
of ab Jeask o foot and a half high, There are also deer, the listle
bristly jungle pig, and perhaps o wild eat or bwo—=that is; a tane
cat gone wild ; not a panther or a leopard, or anything of that
nature, understand. There was a tigor. He gob away froma
menngerio, and betook himself to the woods.  Of his end thers
e bivo legemds,  For sonte maintain that Le died of indigestion,
having eaten an old negro whe disagreed with him ; others, with
mare plausibility, affirma that his vature has been changed-—ani-
mum cum egelo, mutavit—that he has been distinetly visible in
the grey of the morning, filing his teeth in bonlders, and that he
lives retired in the mountains—a vegetarian, shunning the ight
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of man. And this they alleze as o proof of tha mildness and
]r!:w:lhi]iiy mduced by the climate of Palmiste Teland. Thers
wns once, also, a erocodile,  Hea, too, tacaped, Leing yeb quito
young, and unfortunately mistook a watar-pips for a cavern op
retveat madeo specially for his behoof, There, many weeks sfiap
wirds, he was diseovered, chokod—a gruesome body : and Eng
lishuwen mnat nesds {ake eonseeutive sodns and b.'s 5z 4 corren.
tive and preservative ogiingt any small matter of putrefaction
that may have entered tliai; bodies throngh ineantionsly drink inge
the water unmived —g thing quite improbable, on the fies of it
anid entirely contrary to their known habits, Lastly, there was
onee found—as the hallads gay, I do not lie—tielf a snabe, the
tail half, How it got thero, where the other half was, whethor
he had @ sistor or o brother, o fathor or a mother, or & dearer and
nearar ong still, in the Jungle, was nevep ascorbained.  And iy
all the annals of Palmiste, no other snake, crocodils, or tizer was
wer fonnd in the whols island,

off agninst this immunit ¥ feom danger, the forest is
almost silent g inexpressibly dreary, Save here and there
the fuint chatter of a menkey, or the oceasional cry of a [y o [
hois, the silence i profonnd and oppressive, Fay birds nre
thera in Palmista—vory faw in the forest.  They have two
natural enemios : monlkave and hurricanes, The former take
doven their nests and destroy their egpgs—all out of pure mischief;
and the latter blow their nests 1 eges and all inko the sea,

Bub besides the mournfulness of jis gllence, the mars aspoct of
the forest saddens if You stay in it too long, For g briglht,
eheary, o s waod, where you may pienis, wander, or bojld
castles of futnre rrent ness, I prefor the New Forest i for o pooti-
eal, dreamy place, wheps you may make poetry and chansons da
geste, that of Fontainebloyn—in I'rance, T mean : for a sweel
smelling, sentimental wood. a placa ¥ oue can walk with
ones love, and fall intg tender tulk of etornity and heaven, and
all sweet hopes and confid I profor a pine forest on
the lower slopes of o Tym ub for a place where death
and decay stire You in tho £ _-_-—'-.-.].---.---, if you stay your
you fall presently to musing on a g life, go to the fores
In the esntre of Palmists you mark the giant
creeper erushing the 1if wmonarch of the wood,
rommd. liin eomntléss arms, think
of gvil hahitz, o o nover shakes them
off, tind liow the g ed With theny They remembor

<18 & ad
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your own, and ahandon hope:  Or when you see the dense mass
of treca—so thick thab they press against one another, so closs
together that they never dream of sucha thing as lenves till they
are thirky or forly feel high—think of men in great cities, how
thick they are, and how they fight for life, and give up all pro-
apogt of anght bub toil, and laboor, and oblivion, kil the end
comes.  Presently you will come—it lics in your path—upon a
large pillow-like mass of green soft moss ; put your foot upon it
—it ginks through to the hip. This was once a great tres. Tt
lies wharo it hias fallon ; its wood 12 votben and wasted : no ona
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 o diseonrse T anes pro-
nounced in my friend Venu's rooms,  He mainteins that sueh o
forest ag T have deseribed would affect him with a lively joy;
and points out how all that T have named wonld botserve to
raise his spirits ard fill him with pratitude and hope.. Nature
can be read in two ways.  Tn all her moods there are joy and
hiepe, and in all there are mockery and despair. I tell of the
forest as it affected me.

There are two or thrcs little watércourses running out of tha
forest throngh the estats, which the simple islanders eall rivers,
These bubbling streans speadily ent out little mvines Tor theni-
selves, and go brawling about among the boulders at the bottom
ns if most lmportant business, nob to be deforred 4 moment,
hurried them down, Here and there they disappear, and you
nay liear them pruombline below. When l_|||_':,' GIETTD, it is to
make & greab leap, as if for joy, into a basin where the wats
runs round and ronnd in o mighty Loy to get awdy, Thesa
vines are darvk and narrow ; the steep, sloping banks erowded
with trees and brambles,  Tich and e forns lutk under the
shadows, orehids slmost priccless are found in the branehes : and
YOu never 51_'.' uny chance meeb any onc if you cars to wander
down the raving, except perhaps 4 bovy of Indisn damsels with
their hair down, performing their ablutions, like Bathsheba of
olil, in the open.

By one of these rivers stands the residence of Fonkainablaau,
It iz a lnrge, deeply vomndahed wooden lounse, with woodon
tiles for roof, all on one floor. All the rooms open inbo each
other, nud on the verandah., They are furnished with & curions
mixture of things costly and tliogs rude, 'There iz o rough,
eommon table side by side with chairs that might do duty in
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Belgravin. A pranoforte which has nover been tuned, and nover
been opened for no ong knows how ANy years, is in one corner,
littered with powder-fiasks and shooting gear ; o tall bookeass,
filled with volumes whosa bitdings hiave ones besn splendid,
but which aré now dropping off the books from damp; a fow
pictures, a great pile of newspapers, and & peneral air of comfort
and neglizencs, maik a drwing-reom where there has been mo
lady for many years. ‘The dining-room is behind : it has a great
tablo and a side-board, both of which wers onee, it may ba pre-  _ L,
sumed, new, but which are now 1mere monmmants of neglectad
mahogany. It has no other furniture, becauss the ohairs of the
house have generally succnmbed to time the destroyer ; and now
ab dinnertime they fake them out of the drawing-room, and
bring them back affer dinner. Mot that they are ever wanted,
for easy-chaira stand on the verandah, and cigars are best smoked
in the cool night air.
Ab the back of the honse, cutside, stands the kitchen of the
Indian cook—a place whenee come s iry things ; but within
which no one was ever known to penetrate, except one man,
He came: ot with pale fass and trembling . They gave
him brandy, Presently he recovered.  But he never afterwards
was known o toueh pudding in Palmiste, I Leliave, too, that he
f died young, And the bed rooms, ench furnished with gay little
iron bedstends and mosquito eurtains, are, like the sitting-rooms,
made to open on the verandah, Thers are not many of thesn
inhabited now ; for the gay days of Fontainebleau are over, and
the groy-haired man who lives there now has littls COmpPaninn-
ship sive that of his son and his nephew.  The socicty of the
town twenty-five miles away has n thing to do with lim, s
is out of it now, amd forgotten ; save ones or twire a year, when
at some great hunting party in the forest lie appears, pale and
melancholy ; and old men whisper that poor George Durnford
is the ghost of himself Time was, they tell vou, when Geores
was tho sonl of the islund, The | er, who got into
such o devil of & mess with his co ul fo sell out : who
came to Palmiste twenty years ago, and bought Fontaineblean :
who married Adrienne—Ia bello Adrienns—niees and ward of
Henri do Rosnay ; whe led the life of tha place, and was fore-
most in everything social and genisl—ean it be the same persond
More of him hereafter, Lot me finish with the houge,
About the verandah, or in the dining-room, or about the
kitchen, are the boys—Indians—who belong to the servics of

———gr—
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the house. There are some halfderen of them, dressed in a
gork of tight cotton jacket, with little caps, looking, as they are,
full of intelligence and life. These, with the bright, fearless
loak in the eyes, and the slender grage 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 mnke the hest sorvants in the
world. Momdacious they ore, it is true, and as destruetsve pa
monkeys; but if one iz geing to be thrashed for Lreaking a glasgs:
it is just as well to gny that another did it Yor gek no more,
if you ave found oub.  Togically, and with respect to immediata
results, they are quite right, It has not yet entered into the
heads of the residents of Palmiste that they might Cliristisnizo
their servants, l'.f'v]lu'|:1_, tha specimens turned oub by the
missionaries ara not encouraging.  The converted Iindoo is,
in mosh cases, precisely the kind of man that ne one will enploy.
And though things may be better in thoss districts of Southern
India which have been largely Christianised, T think that tha
loga aaid abiont missionary labour smong the Indians the botter,

Al the side of the house stretebes itz groat garden, filled with
all sorts of English vopetables, and all kinds of tropical froits,
Here are rows of pines which Covent Garden connot liope to equal,
There are too many for eating, and they ars rotting on the stall,
Hee is an orchard of L tehi kroes, the fruit thot Wirren
Hastings iried to acclimatize in England, but failed, T would
he had succesded. Here are mangocs, with vanills trained
upon the frees.  Hore are custard apples, oranpes, eitrons, and
guavas.  Here, too, are slrawberics, poaches, mulberries, and
grapes. You may look, however, in wain fop apples, pears, and
such things, Thess grow not in Palmiste: and Englishmen,
cating fruits more delicious far than these, gramble that they
cannik gek o peary and would almost go back to England to
Licl ].lll.u:u.

In front of the house lies ita lown—a broad, rolling piece of
ground, set with flower beds, mostly neglected, and planted
round with roze teees.  Bida Ly eide with English flowers are
others which remind you of greenhouses, Kow Gardens, and the
Cryatal Palace, They are not, however, so sweeb a3 our owhn ;
and yonder bed of mignonette fills the air with o perfume far’
more delicate than any of the heavy laden tropical plants,  Hera
15 a sensitive plant.  Touch it: all the leaflets near your finger
elose, and shrink together in a kind of fear. Here is a gorgeons




14 MY LITTLE GIRL.

dracena.  You remember one like it iu the Palm House, Hera
is & honeysuckle climbing up the wall of the honse; and here,
in heavy masses over the verandah, are crecpers which if left
unchecked wonld ¢limb over and ambrace the whole honae, and
tear all down fogether.

My picturs of still lifa must finish. Throw into the hack-
ground  yow of slender palms ; put in, if you can, that glimpan
to the right of a mininture gorge, some fifty foet deap s mark its,
treo ferns, tall and symmeivical, with their circled glory of
leaves ; throw in for light, the soft, white mys of a sun that
wants yet half an hour of setting ; 1et your air be warm and
mild 3 let a Vaeeze, cool and crigp, from the south-east, blow
through the branches ; while, from the camp of the Indiane, not
far away, imagine—for you cannot print it—a confused murmuar
of tongues, cries of children, an oecasional quartel ameng the
women, the monotonions Leat of the fumtun, and the drone of
the Indian storyteller. Then tey to faney that you have lived
in all this go long that Furops with its noisy ]ﬂ}iﬁq_;_.-_‘ and ]-_'”g.
land with its fieree battle for life, and London with s fovered
pleasaves and Litter sorrows, seem all dresms of o formor exist-
ence : that the soft lassitude of the climate hasz 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 s to sit at early dawn on the verandah, with a cigar,
and see the day rise over the hills; or, at evening, watching the
sonthern éross, and letting your thooglits roam here and there
unchecked : your chief hope—save of moments when a sicknoss
for home comes on you, and o yesrning for the life and Vigonr
of England—always to go onlike this » to have no siekness, to foel
no sorrows, to be tormented by oo sympathy;, to make no alter-
ation or improvement, to dream life away, to eat the lotos day
by day, in & land where it is, indeed, always afiernoon,

CIIATTER TIT.

Coxe back with me ten years before my tale borine,. W ara
afill ot Fontaineblean, It ia o dark, drepry m':_;]n. in J:unmry—-
cold, though it is the middle of the liot seazom. A fierea
gale, to which the wind blowing about the frecs is a sort of
fringe or outside robe, iz raging somewhers at sea. The min
falls ot intervals in p confinuous sheet of water: doors and
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windows are clesed ; and Gearpa Durnford ia sitting aloma in his
f'|1'r;iri|_.(-rc:-urn, with an untasted bottle of claret hofore him, and a
bitter sorrow at his heart. That morning he had followed to
the grave the wifo who but two days azo wae alive and wall,
From & window elose by comes the prattle of two ehildren, in
bed, but not yet asleep.  To them the dizmal earemiony of the
morning wias a pageant which conveyed no meaning. One of
them hos lost his mother ; and he sits now on his little swhito
bed, a great-eyed, fair-haired, solemn boy of two, with an nneasy
gemze of something wrong, and & growing wonder that the fomiline
hands do not come to smooth his sheets, and the familigr lipa
to kiss lis et | Ji:i;,;'llf.. The other—n year or two "'|I.E'-"I'_. with
blacker hair and datker complexion—in the opposite ligdd, is
singing and lawghing, regardless of the nurses injunetion to
make no noise and go to sleep.  He iz cousin Phil, And fhe:
little two-year-old is Arthur Durnford,

The baby voizes do not veuss the lor 1y menrner in the
roont cutside them. e sits musing on lis briel thres Foars
of love and happiness ; on the dreary scene of the stormy morn-
ing’s funeral ; of death ond of sorrows that come to mae. the
brightest promise. e thinks of the day when he bromght
home his young bride, flashed with Joy and heope; and of hep
cold waxen features when he took the last look at the fair
fnce that hnd vestlod at his hoprt, The hope nnd vigour of 1ils
seem suddenly taken out of him, and he shudders as he reme.
bera ths long years to come— perhaps thirty or forty—alone in
misery. For all sorrow secms to be endless when it begins ;
and, when the pain dies awny 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 raiges his head ; and then, for the first time, he sees that he
18 not alone,

How long she his boen sitting thers, when she came T, amd
how, he knows net. Sheis a young mulitto woman, not darker
than many n black-haired woman of “rovence, apparently about
twenty years of age, Hor jot black hair is rojled up in o wavy
mass.  She holds her hat in her hand.  Her dress is wat and
draggled, but her hands are not rough,  In her face, as she gazes
stendlstly o Duaroford, there s 0 look of mingled trivmph
and pity.

He starts with surprise.

* Marie I—why do vou come here? 1 thonght you wore iy

England.”
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Eho does not answer for a while, and then begine in a gord of
low, measured way—speaking English fluently, bot with some-
thing of a foreign acoont.

“Why do I comp to-night, George Durnford? I think I came
to trivinph over your sorrow, beeanse I heard about it in the
town wlen I landed yesterday, But T heard things as I cama
alomg which forbid me to trinmph any longer. Why should I
Lnum[-]:i‘ You, who loved me omoe, ol Iohve i agmin if T
chose.  You, who deserted me for that good, dead girl—you seo
George, I san be just—would, if I chose, take me agnin fo boe
your plaything.

“ Nover,” said Durnford,  * Woman, can you not understand
that & man can ceass to do evil

* But,” she went on, na if he had not spoken, *Ido not
choose. T will be no man's plaything. You taught me some-
thing, George. You laught me that o woman, to be what a
wonan shonld be, must learm mony things,  We; the daughters
of a despized race, are good enough to be the mistvess of an lour,
but not good enongh to be the companions of o life.  We hava
o year of fondness, and think, poor fools, 1t wall last for ever.
We have but one thing to give you—our love. You take it,
and trample on it. We have nothing Lab onrselves, That is
yours; aud when youare tired of the oy, you throw it away in
the dirt. As I am only one of the many—only o mulatte girl—
I ouight not to complain. It has been my fate, and I acoept it.
Besides, you are a geotleman.  Nob every girl gets an Eoglish-
man for a lover. ¥oun were kind to me ; you put ideas into my
head ; you tanght me things ; yon made me feel, without mean-
ing it, how great a pulf there iz between your race and mine ;
and you showed ma how to pass the gulf,  You did more—not
as o salve for your own conscience, becpuss I suppose your cons
seiencs mever 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 w I.']I. George.  Iiven you will confess I nsed
it well. I have Leen to your greak city—your big, eold, dreary
London. I put myself to sehool there. 1 have learned all that
o woman should learn, and more, Shall T play to you?  Shall
I ging to you?! Bhall T 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 ghall never
be like you "
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Tharnford made an impatient pesture
T must say what T have to BAY. I want to E.'I.:fﬂgﬂll:lﬂl deal,
Josides, it pleazez me-to talk., T have talked to no ons sinea T
left England, and you musk listen,  Idon' think, to begin with,
that I lowe you any more. Tho poor grorant ecreature that
trusted you, and thought herself honoured by having your anm
about her, is gone,  George, ghe iz dead, Al that is left of her
and her life 18 o memory and an experience. I remember, and
I know. She could have done neither. S2he would have gone
awny, back to her own eousing—the swine whe live in the huts
by the seaside, and scramble onee a week for the wretched fish
that will keep them till another weak. She would have married
soma black clown, as ignorant as herself, and far more brutal ;
and wonld have hmn_-__;h.!. lier childran up like their father,
George, where is my boy ¥

Daroford pointed to the bed-room door,

Sha snatched a light, ond camo back directly with little Phil,
gtill asleep, in her arms—kissing and erying over him like a
mad wonmsin.

“0h! Phil, Phil—my darding, my darling ! Could T 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 ba good to her ¥

The child opomed his oyes, looked up slespily, and then
heavily turned his face from her, and was acleep agnin in a
moment.

she teok him back, and placed him again in his eot, and took
BT ]ighi, and looked long and 5:._32&]'.—15[?}- at the other, Bhe
roturned, and sab down again, sighing deoply.

Y Your child is mine, Marie," said Durnford.  * What T swors
to you then, I swear to you now, he will ba 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,

“1k iz my hope that he never will, He will be called—he is
alridy my nephew. T told all to my wife,  She Lad forgiven,”

“When you die, will he, or will the other; have this estata 1™

Durnford hesifated. At last, he looked steadily at her and
gid—

“ My lawful son will be my heir. 'What wealth I have shall
bo his. ¥our son will have a competence : bub I will not—I
canuot, Marte, defrand my heir of what is his,"

Marie sat silont for o time,

3
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Then she began to walk about the reom,

“T am not myself to-night, George, T was angry nsT walked
hera through the forest. Iam only repentant now. The old
love for my poor Adrienne drowns the resentment that filled my
heart an hour 4. I came to :1[:-1.1:1“-1 }'uu—T connot,  Her
ppivit iz in thiz house, T fult her breath as I lezned over the
foce of her boy., T eaw her face as I came inat the door. 1
feel Ber hera now, George.  If I think more of her, T shall see
her, I doses her! Sheis here—before me, Adrienne "—eshe
l.u::nt. forward with streaming eyea and supplicating hands—
“ forgive me.  Forgive the poor passionnte girl that never did yon
any IJ arm, but whaose heart has been filled with bitterness’againat
ol ‘u:.u. lid not wrong me, my poor dear ; and as for him
who did—here, in your presence, I forgive him. George, for
thres long years, far away from here, ameng strangers I have had
but cne prayer every night. I have prayed that misery might
fall on you amd yours. Adrénne, Adrienne—speak to me, if
you cam.  Give me some sign that my prayer was not answered.
Lat e go awny at least forgiven”

As she gpoke, the hurrieane swopt with all ils fury ngainst
the house, The wind howled like an accusing h*mJL E-n..u: ]
rage from biz chair, pale and trembling,

% Woman,” he eried, * you are answered.”

Bt as hm!duu]:,' the- wind 1|m]1pl:|l, and with one last effort
blew back the-shuller of the window. Tluraford hurried to re-
place it ; and with the driving win that came in, like tears of
1.1.-|_.;] repentance, a Emnr dying dove was blown l]JlJl'I”]] the win-
dow, straight to Marie's '|J<.'$<.'n:|.

#T am answered,” ehe said, folding the cventure in her hands.

Neither spoke. Presently Marie foll 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 wopt, saying—

% God ]1‘11.-_, Lum.*} upun me, & smuer

*

Ttwas mzdmghi. ]'-.I:Lh-u 5 [‘rmn her knees, another Magdalene,

“ T'must go,” she said; * butb firal, George, aid me to carry
ont my plan of life. I am going back to London. 1 have gob
a great voice—a splondid voice, George—un voies that will bring
me, they say more money than I can epend. T shall save it for
the boy. To make it useful, I must study and work.  Let me
liave some more money. I don't think it degrades me to ask it of
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yaou, does it7 My real degradation no one knows, over there, You
musk give me money, George.”

He told her how he would Lelp her in England, and give hor
what he had. They were both very quict and subdued.

“T have zeen you,” she said, “and 1 have not cursed youl,
But, oh ! my heart misgivez me. I came through the lonely
forest to-night, and heard sounds that mean misfortune,”

“ Marie, it is superstition."

“Perhaps, L cannot help it If isin my blood. 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
lifo s that my forbune was to come, buf my misery and punish-
ment with it George, was it no bad omen that my ehild tarned
away his faco from ma?  Is it good to come ton house of sndden
death and mourning? Shall 1 begin the world afresh with &
brighter spivit for this night of tears and repentance 1

“Younre shakon, Stay to-night. Take the child to slesp
with yow. In the morning you can go, if you will.”

# No—now, now,” she said. *I cannot stay here, Take
eare of him, George—fake caro of him. Some day, perhaps—"

“Yon cannob go through the forest to night.”

“T must—1I cannot stay here. Farewell, George. T think T
ghiall mever see you again. Pmy God to forgive us both, 1
will pray every day. They say God hears if you go on praying.
And write to me sometimes to tell me of the boy.”

Thiey stood one moment, faco to face. George took her hand ;
and ‘then their fices met. There was no passion now, in that
last embroce,  The memory of the wife came between them like
o epirit.  They kissed each other, like children, in token of for
giveness, and in self-abosement; and then, lifting the latch,
Marie went out into the darkness, and dizappeared,

George Durnford, lighting  cigar mechanically, went ontzide
to the verandah, The Indian guardian, whose duty it was to
make the rounds, and keop off nocturnal thisves, was eoiled np
in & cormer, fast asleep. The storm had died away. A pure sky,
bright with the southern constellations and with a elear lialf-
moon, was overhiead. George's eye foll on the eross of the south
—that heavenly sign that once filled the sailors with hope, Ho
fult the warm, soft air of the snmmer night.  Sitting down, e
presently fell asleep, When he awoke, the day was breaking ;
the mill was lighted up; the day’s work was begun ; and he
pondered in his mind whether e had not dreamt it all,

29
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Little Philip, coming to him at &% o'clock, began to azk who
had taken him out of bed. Amnd, lying on the floor, George
Durnford found a handkerchief with the names of Marie on ik
Then he knew that he had not dreamed this thing. And he Eepd
it-in his heart,

CHAPTER IV,

Mn. Arexawpen MacixTyee nsed to deseribe himself, as a dingy
card on Mr., Dumford’s table testified, as Professor of the (*lassics
and Mathematies, Imsbructor in Foreimn Langnages, Feneing,
Forlification, Hindustani, and the Fine Arts. e was a most
uucumplis]:ml man, YWith the u,t:l:l\]-t'iun of the last-named de-
partment of learning—which, I faney, he inserted rather with
a view to the effect and roundness of the sentence than with any
intention of instructing in the Fine Arta—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 log
of school mathematices. He could really fence; ha could talk
Italian, o French, or German, with equal fluency @ and be could
and did swear horribly in Hindustani, Finally, on oceasion, ho
talked about Fortification as glibly as Captain Shandy.

This great lnminary of science was engaged for some years as
private tutor to the two boys at Fontaineblean,  He nsed to ride
over on a liftle pony from his house, some miles off, and ride
back again in the evening, oomefimes, when he stayed to
dinner, Mr. Durnford would leave him an the verandah, amoking
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 Iate years, of going to his own room about
nine o'clock—to obeerva their reverend instructor drink tumbler
after tumbler of brandy and water, getting more thirsty after
each, and more rapid in his despateh of the next. At theoppor-
tuna moment—that iz to say, when ha 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 diffienliies, he
would try to help himself out by another pull at the bmandy;
and when, as always happened, he got into fresh complications,
he would fall back in his chair, and make use of o regular and
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invariable formula. e would eay, guite clearly and distinetly,
“ T am a Master of Artsof the Univorsity of Aberdeen—I'm the
MacIntyre I Then he would become speechless ; and the boys,
with n huge delight, would carey him neck and heels to bed. In
the morning, he wonld rise at six, and emerge with nnclonded
brow. Parhaps, in the course of the day, he would find oceasion
for o few remarks on tempernnes, with an excursus on his own
moderation in spivituous liquora.

He was a small, spare man, in glisses, with sandy hair, a pals
face, and a red nose.  He lived by himself, ina little honse of
three rooms, two miles down the road.  He had no pupils except
the two Durnfonds, and ot odd moments-an unessy consciousness
wonld'seize him that when these went he would starvae, Nor had
he any fricnds to help him.  The voice of ramonr, which aggra-
vates o mun's vices and subtracks from his virtues, said that he
went drunk to bed every night. As to his antecedonts, there
were many reports,  Some said that he had been in the army,
but was cashiored for ewmbemloment while he was adjotant ;
others that hie bad been a courier, o billiard-marker, all sorts of
things, Humour lied, of eourse, He had been none of thoss
thingas. He had, after a laborious and meritorious carveer at
Abordeen, “gone in® for Scoteh mission work in Constantinople.
Here ke preached the Gospel to the Jows, till he preached his
belief away. This becoming known to his employers, ha was
turned out with igpominy.  Then he wandered about tho Levant,
living mo one knew how,  After a faw years, he turned up again
in England, snd beeame s lecturer to some society. Difficulties
about the money ensued, and Mr, Maclntyre onee more left his
native shores.  This time he came to Palmiste, with & latter to
Mr. Durnford, and set up as a public teacher of everything in
the principal town. Troables of all seris fell upon him, and he
removed to the other end of the island—partly to escope: them,
awd partly to coach Mr. Duraford’s boyse,  He had & way of in-
troducing remnrks—which ot first gight appearsd to ba of the
profoundest wisdom, nnd took in the unwary—with a m:l.giaaLl-zrjnl
ond Abeedonian “*obsairve”  He was sententions and deferent.
He had no morals, no principles, no self-will, no eolf-control.
All his better qualitics wors wrecked on the quisksand of drink;
and of the hard-working, hopeful days of Aberdeen, nothing was
left bub the kuowledge he had aequired, and-a habit of industry
which nover deserted him, He waz not, it must be confessed, the
best tutor possible for boys. But education in Palmiste is difficult,
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Mr. Dumnford liked to keep lis bovs ab liome, Thote wig
less harm to be learned there, at all events, than in the hof, un
healthy town where the college stood.  And wven My, MacTutyra
conld teach them mere book learning. So thoy stayed at loms,
and grow in years and stature.

In appearance they were s differont a3 in manners.  Fop

Philip, the elder, was strong, sturdy, and overbearing. Arthup
was slight, delicate, and yislding. If Philip wanted anything,
he always had it.  Philip, too, wanted everything. The best
pony was his, the best dogs, the best gun. Ho was the cleverer
—the favourite with Mr. MacIntyre - gharp of tongae, and cool
of tempermment.  DBut ho was not popular,  Acthur was. By
his soft, feminine ways; by the gentle sympathy which ha
showed for all alike ; by the kindly eraco of his manner, which
he inherited from his mother, hie won affection where his consin
only gained fear, The children ran after him when he walked
throngh the villaze; the women eame to him to adjust their
differences ; the Indians, when they had a petition to offer, op
a point to gain, which was nearly evory day, waited till thay
could get hold of the chota sahib—the Tittls master. Philip,
thongh he pretended to despise this populanity, was secrofly
annoyed at it. It rankled in his heart that he, for his park, com-
manded no man’s affection. Dy degrees, too, as he grew up, he
began to ask questions about himself These his uncle puk
agide, quietly but firmly. And gradually & sort of feeling of
inferiority took possession of him. Thers was snmething—
what, he never guessed—that was not to be told him: £0TI0-
thing that had better not be spoken of, something that made him
different from his eonsin. It was the gevm of what was to grow
into & great tree—a tres whose fruit was poigon, snd whose very
shade was noxious, But at this time it only etimulated 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 sueesss in Tife,
These—for the hoy's knowledge of life was very small—he
imagined to be ehiefly skill at shooting and riding, He did both
splendidly. Arthur did both indifferently.

Mr. Durnford seemed to take but little notice of their pro-
gress..  Still, from a word here and thers, they knew that he
watched them. Nor could Philip complain, when his unels mave
him the best horse and the costliest gun that conld be got-in the
island, that he was overlooked, There were few times when the
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grave man eonversed much with them. Somotinies ab brealfast
—that meal which means, in a IJ];LJ:L{:L’a lmuﬁ[-r an u;u-!:,,' dinnar
ab half-past eleven, when the work of the day, which has gons
on forfive or six hours, 15 move than hall over, which iz followed
by two or three honrs of rest and lagy talk—ha wonld relax, and
tell them long stories of English life and youthful adventure, at
which their fases were st aglow, and their hearts beating with
excitement,  Or he would set forth the perils of a young man’s
coivrse s Inding litlle ; letting them know some of the tempta-
tions that He in the way of life ; telling them something of the
battle that lay before them ; and—for George Durnford was now
a religions man—backing wp 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 then, the power of
will that will help thom to do it On Sundsy mornings, they
would read the service of the Clmreh, the thres together—Phil
taking the first lesson, and Arthar the second. By this srrange-
ment, the younger boy seemed to get all the teaching of Christ,
and the elder all the passion and rebellions selfwill of tho
Israelites,

Cnce a week or so they generally rode, the two boys together,
buf semetimes Mr. Dumford with them, to seo Madeleing,

Madeleing, some three years younger than Arthur, was the one
thing that kept the boya alive to s senso of the social side of life.
She, like them, was motherless; and, liked them, lived with her
futher, M. de Villeroy, on a sugar estate, his property.  She was
everybody’s pet and plaything—a bright little black-haired
beauty, whose lnnghter kept the howse gay, and whose wilful
ways were law. M, de Villeroy was one of those grand Freneh-
mén—some day we shall 2ee thom all in their proper place again
—whose manners are the perfection of courtesy, nnd whise ideas
chiefly date from a time when Louis the Sixtecnth was king ;
or, to speak more truly, from time when Francis the First
was king. ot that his own birth dated from either of those
reigng.  He and hiz were colonists in Palmiste Teland 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 eall himself
marquis. He had s profound contempt for roturiers, and leld
that gentleman was a name that belonged to him by Divins
right ; but he held, too, that the name involved duties—and
truth, honour, and bravery were the thres points of his croed.
For Christinnity, 1 fear that, like too many of his countrymen,
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ho considered it as an admirable method of imparting notions of
onder to the vulgar ; and though he would not openly scoff at it,
yet, when alone with his friend Durnford, he wounld et fall such
slight indications of a contemptuous toleration as almost jnstified
the priests in calling him o Voltairean. Voltaire—or M. Arouct,
a5 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 eultivated of the fl-'-‘lf'l“il}'. These, how-
&ver, forbore to carry to their bitter end the Ingical conserquences
of their convictions, Nothing in social and political ELOTOMY
could belogieal, All must be compromise. But what the Re-
volution took thirty years to achieve wonld, he maintained, have
been accomplished by the liberality of the divinely appointed
rulers of things in ten, without hloodshed,

“Oheairve," said Mr. MacTIutyre,  Mirabean was a gentloman.”

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

Weo munst nok, however, waste time on 3, de YVilleroy. He
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 Més standard of o gentleman’s ideal ; Mr. Mac-
Intyre, altemn ately précenting the example of a scholar—various,
if not profound—and the drunken, helpless helot ; the ipnorant,
ehildish mass of Indisns 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,
Lut us bear these thingsin mind, and remember in the story to
come how ever so little an accident may mar the growth of the
moet promising tres,

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, 1t was some
little time, he could not himself gay how it began, since the fael-
ing had sprung up, that I have alluded to, of his own inferiority,
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As yeb it was but 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,
anid went out, in the early dawn, morose and sullen, Prozontly,
when Arthur joined him, and they walked abont with their
arms round each other's necks in boyish fashion, the ghost
vanished, and Phil beeame himself again.  They got their ponies
gaddled, drank their ecffes, and rode off to meet the tutor,

Presently they eame npon him, plodding slowly uphill, on his
broken-kneed Pozw pony, with his hoge straw bat on and his
eigar in his mouth.

" Obsairve,” observed tho philosopher, as they turned to go
back with him, “man's just the cresture of habit.,”

He pronounced it * halibit."

* 8o be i5," said Phil, who immediately guessed that his in
structor had been more than unsually deonk the night before;
“Bomebody else has made that remark before you Mr Mae-
Intyre”

* Don't take the word out o' the mouth o' the prophet of the
—T mesn your tutor, young man,” said Mr, MacIntyre. " Man,
as T =nid, iz the erenture of habit."

Lhey rode on in silence for a while, wailing further light from
thie sage,

This presently come,

*“Of all habits that flesh is heir to," he went on, %let me
cantion you apninet infemperance.  Whiskey, in my country,
may be taken in moderation. Brandy, never. You will ob-
asairve that it furs the tongue, confuses the brain, and prevents
that crderly sequence of thonght inseparable from metaphessical
study. Take the advice of one who has seen the world, young
men ; and when you go into it, ba caraful to stop-at the fourth
or fifth tumbler,  What is {aken after that gives headache.”

“Have you a headachs this morning, sir {

* Philip, your question pains me. It is true that T have head-
ache, the resnlt of cating umperfectly cooked steak last night.
Dt your question, in conpection with my warning and asdvice,
might seem—T only say seem—to imply suspicion that I had
been drinking last night.”

" Not at all, sir,” said Phil. - Bteak is indigestible. Lot me
bring you a boktle of soda whon we get in”

L 1“ ‘J_r'u'}m o goed lod,” answered MpcIntyre, “and I think 11
ne "
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He took it, and they presently fell to their studies till break-
fast. The day passed sz vaual till the afterncon, when the clatter
of hoofs told the approach of visitors. They were Mudeleine 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 usnal,
wonted to appropriate her.  Already the girl was conscious of
herself, 8he took the uwsual femininedelight in being pet
and coressed : and accepted the homage of the boys with m
that seems to come naturally to beautiful women, She
was born to be admired.  Women who have that destiny accept
it withont any murmuring, and with no surprise

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

“ Wever mind, Madelving,” hio said. * You can play with
Avthur if you like ; but when we grow up you'll marey me”

% Indeed, T shall not,” she guid.. "1 am g to marry
Arthur,” and went amd held up her face to be il by that
Binshing youth.

“Arthur!® snid Philip, with great contempt. Why, T can
turn him over as easy as Boe

Heo canght Lis eonsin by the shoulder, and turned him round,
thirowing him off, so that he tripped and fell with his fave to
the ground.  Arthur, however, rose to the cecasion ; and spring-
ing np sbruck him smartly in the face.

The battle lasted for a moment ouly, and Philip stood victor
ions:  Madeleine ran to the resene of her prostrate lover,

L a'l.'.'u_'rln eried. * 1 believe what ]'l-::'..-]_.ll.l.' sy of you
I will never speak to youa

i And, pray, what do peaple say 1" asked Philip,

“ They say that you are cruel and selfish; that you tease
Arthur and vex him ; and that vou waub to get everything for
yoursell Go away"

qr)

Philip went away. It wae the first time the boys had struck
each other.  He wazangry with himesell, angry with Arthur,
1

angry with Madeleine. And in this mood he strolled along. till
he found himself ab the stabless Then he thought he would
have n ride. Going into his own pony's box, hie found the
syce had not mabbed lvim down, or even touched him since
the morning, and was now sitling—a gaunt; tall Indian of =ix
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feet—eating rice in perfect unconcern. Phil's temper boiled
over.  Heflew at the wan in a fury of mge—kicking, striking,
and cursing him. The poor groom was first appalled : and stand-
ing up sideways to the wall, he lified his leg and coversd his
face with lisarms, as some small protection agninst the blows,
At last they beeame insupportable, and inself-defonce 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.
COur ewn noble vernscolar, when Jjudicionsly used—eay, by the
mate of an American sailing ship, or an able seaman ifi our
merchant service—can do o good deal; but its resources are
miserable indeed compared with the strength and vivacity pos-
sezsed by its sister branch of the Aryan family,

Phil had picked np this knowledge, Ho used it now, ponring
ouk great volleys of insult—words which he had often heard, bug
never used boefore; terms which conveyed reproaches he did not
even understand-—on the head of the offending groom.  He,
for his part, ouly looked scarved ; until, stung beyond all endor-
ance, he pushed the bay back into the sbruw, seized the great
wooden bar of the loose box, and brandished it over him,
erying—

 Bastard, Tl kill you 1*

Phil looked at him, bewildered, Then, snddenly, he ssemed
to take in the whole force of the word, and instead of offering
any resistanee, or making any retort, lie seemed to be suddenly
crushed, and covered his face with hiz handa,

The groom put down the bar, and began to tromble. Then
he fartively—something after the manmer of a biirglar ¢n the
#tage—stole out of the stables.  Between the stables and the
nearest canes there was wn open space, eleaved for some purposs
or other, of a quarter of a mile.  Aeross this he sped, half donbled
up, in long strides, and was lost in the canes,

Three weeks elapeed before he showed up again ; then he was
bronght back & mouiment of emaciation. He bad been
hiding in the forest, making predatory excursions at night to
the nearest cnnes, and on these he bad lived. The watchman
apprehendwd him, and marched him in at daybreak, brandishing
his long stick with an air of great fmportance and grandeur;
the mizerabls prisoner, who was about two fest taller than his
captor, slouching along after him, And when he came to the
honss, sceing Phil alone on the verandah, Le foll, & mere masa
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of terror and despair, and grovelled before him. Phil Eicked
him up, and ordered loftily that e should be sent back to tho
stables.

But when he was laft alone, he was, for the moment et tunned.
Suddenly, it all burst npon him. Without other evidence than
tha mers inzult of the Hindoo, he Lnew it was trua,  The posi-
tion he held in the house ; the superior consideration in which
Arthur was held ; the silence of his uncle about his cwn father
—all were proofs to him. He rose and came into the open air
as mizerable a8 boy conld well be.

Suddenly, Il--wa'.'.-r, anothor thought etruck him.

Tmusine that you have heen bro ll"hL up to believe—nnt Ly
being tanght in so many wonds, but by power of association—
that thers are two distinet mees of |||||||:\..|]H|. that God has
made one for mastery and the other for sul "I..L‘l'l'l'l : that whils
it is your duly, as the soversign, to Tale wisel

Iy and mildly, you
eannot but feel a certain amount of contempt—proporiion -.,<l of
coursy, lo your wizdom snd mildness—{for tha | wwoerned race.
Bupposa you havo goue on, being neither wvery wise nor very
mild, till your contempt has become overweening, and your prida
of race excessive:.  Then suppose, in the height of your arrd-
ganee, you hear suddenly that you ara an 1| JI'H| ir 3 that you
helong to the mace you despise ; that you are nnthm-r mon 10T
loss than one of the humblest of them. This was Phil's thought.
Like the first, it was not a conjecture, bub & cerlminty. Littla
as he knew of the wickedness of the world, he knew well enongh
that illegitimacy implied black blood: nothing elsa was Ll---\-‘-hl].lllj
in Palmiste, He thought, too, of his black wavy hair, his pale
olive skin ; and he mor aned in his agony.

There was one more test.  He lo oked at his nails.  Beneath
{hem waz the blue stain that the Afiican blood always leaves.
And he gave up all hope.

Then he zat .,]-.-.l.']] and =obbed., Tt all seomed =o el ; it

(=]

was =0 strange and 8o dreadful. The pride of life: was gone,

Nothing was left but shame and degradation. He cronched
ATONL l'.]u., trees, and wonld have Lu- d for death, had death oc-
eurred to him as even n remote possibiliby. He sat motionless
whila the weirht of his griel I-uur down hiz voune shonlders.
As ha sab there, the sun got lower. [:'!'l'"-ul‘iﬂ.l.'.' it disappeared
behind the hillss Long fingers of fight eamo ont, vibrating a
gort of wood night to the w - nnd then it became dark.  The
dorkness weighed upon him.  He got up, and wandoped oub
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thinking how he shonld go into the house ; and fonnd himself
near the stables. Thers he saw some one with a J::Jup. It
ssemed as if the lnmp was unsteady, shifting about like a light
at a masthead.

After studying this phenomenon for a little time, he went to
discover its canso. I regret to say that he found his preceptor,
Mr. MacIntyre, very drunk indeed, making shots at the stable
daor, with the view of gettiog out his pony and riding home to
dinner.

He had been left alona all the afterncon, and finding a brandy
bobtle in the immediate neighbourhood, had finished it, with
these disastrons results,

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

“ Obsairve,” snid Mr. MacIntyre, “the mind of man, s you
will find from o study of the Fhilosophy of the Condestioned,
Las & tendency to—to—"

Here he fall over the bar that the groom had left hehind him.

My, MasIntyre,” sapid Philip, “you're drank again."

“*Young man, no—no, young man. The aurry ot breakfast
was prawn ca—ourry. It always makes me so.”

A thought struck the boy.

“Mr. MacIntyre,” he said, *did you know my father?”

*¥our father ¥ repeated the drunken seamp.  “Of course I
know your father. Mishter Durnford’s your father, and Marie's
your mother—pretty livtle Marie.” Then he began manndering
on—* Pretty little Marie, pretty liftle girl—wouldn't speak
to me"

*Maria—what Maria 1"

* Marie—never had ‘nother name.  Went away—went away
to Eneland— died™

Philip turned away and left him, and presently he heard the
pouy, 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 onee, for hie naver even contradicted them.
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CHAPTER V.
Timg passed on.  Philip said nothing of ‘his diseovery, only he
became quister. The boy of fifteen In a year changed into a
tall, resolute young man, who might lave been taken for two
and twenty. The light moustache on his upper lip proclaimed
his manhood. Boyhood grows more mapidly into adolescence
under the hot sun of Palmiste, and his: firm step and upright
carringe announced one who, ot suy mte, geemed ready to make
a fight for it.
Ho never, but once, alluded to his conversation with Mr.
MacIntyre. DBut ome day, after  long silence, Arthur being out
of the way, he reminded the tutor of what he had told him.
Foor Mr. MacIntyre was thunderstruck. He remembered abso-
Lutely nothing of it
o Tall me,”" lio gasped, his face becoming fearfolly red—"tell
me exactly what I said, Phil. Ah! Loand, what an eyil spirit
brandy 33."
Phil told him.
“ T suppose ik wos trie,” hie added, cavcleasly,
Mr. MacIntyre rose and went oot on the veeandah, looking
round every corner to see if there were any listeners - about.
Then he opened every door—thers were seven in the room—and
| Inaked in each chamber. No ope was ab hand, ‘save in Ll
[ dining-room. Iere thers were two of the Indian boys smusing
{lemselves with a rude dramatic performance ; for one had put
on-a poir of spedtacles, and, with an empty bottle in his hand,
wag stoggering up and down, like one who was well dmnken,
while the other looked on and applanded.  Mr, MacIntyre him-
gelf wore glasses,  He could nok, of course, imngine that the
representation was & description of himeelf; but, asa friend of
discipling, he felt bouud to inflict chastisement, and aceordingly
i horsewhipped the one he caught, who had been doing nothing,
| and then he came back flushed with the exercise,

Bitting down again, and pouring out a glazs of brandy and
wator, he sighed out—

# Yes, Phil, it is trus—more's the pity, my poor baim! It's
just awfu', the wickedness of the world: W fight agninsk it,
we philosophers, but we do awiu' little. It's quite true. 1
FLil, no one knows it, I know it, because I hrought you Liere,
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n wea bib ﬂtillg of ei;_-;htr.'r'n :II:-'.-nl]!n', and told the folk FOu were
My, Durnford's nephew. And Mra. Durnford knew if, for her
husband told her.  Eh, she was good. Thers must hoa Heaven,
boy, for some people—if there's an afterlife af all, which I vara
much doot.  We, who have had our backelidings, wonld not ha
comfortable in the same place with her and her like, They would
huve their own apairtments. T sometimes think, Phil, I should
Le ]mppim' down hl.‘ll..‘l'i'l-'_l near the Bar”

" And no one snspects 1

“ 1 sometimes think M. de Villeroy suspeetz. He's just a devil,
that man. He finds out everything, Last week ho came to me,
and teld me that he'd found ont how T had—"

“Well 1" For the good man stopped.

“T think I'll take another glass, Phil. ¥es, thank you. You
wore saying—""

* Whot Lecame of miy mother, then ¥

1 don't Jhoow, Phil. T can't tell youn. She went away.
Your father told me she went to England,  Afterwards he sajd
that she was dead. Bhe was ladys maid, companion, humbla
friond, whatever you eall iy, to Mrs. Durnford before her mar
viage. And remember, Phil, that she waz the handsomest
women in the island. Hovdly a touch of —"

% Stop 1" shouted Philip, erimson—* stop, T won't hear it

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

J.'Llli’], for guml repsong of his own, he forbore to inform A,
Dumford of what bad passed between himself and Phil.

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

“If you ean spare five minutes, sir," he said one avening when
Mr. Durnford had smoked hia cigar, and was ghowing the usual
gigns of deparbure to his own quarters.

# Cortainly, Philip—what iz it 1"

He st down to listen.  Then Philip beoan, with consider
able trepidation, but with a certain dignity of manner, to explain
Limself,

“¥You know, sir, that T am past sixteen? Mr. Durnford
nodded. “And I think you will allow me to ask you if my father,
of whow you have tald me nothing, gave me at his: death any
means of enteringlife, I have seen, sir, for some tima, that thers
are points connected with our family history that you do not wish
known to me. T shall never ask for information. M y lather,
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g you bave told me, was in the army. I ask for nothing moro
Ie was u gentleman, becavse you are a gentleman,  That be did
nothing to disgrace himself in the eyes of the world, I am
gure."

“*In the eyes of the world? No,” said Mr. Domford.

“That ia all I wanted to have from your lips. Now, &ir, am
I & beggar I—that is5, am I wholly dependent on yon{"

Mr, Durnford did not answer for a fow moments,

“ I am glad, Phil, that this talk has been held between us, Té
el have come, soomer-or lnter,”

# Why should it not come, sict”

% No: reason ab all—mone.  Omly, fomily business is always
disagreeable. Lot me tell you, once for all, that your father's
money was placed wholly and unveservedly in my  Lands
for your benefit. I have done for your benefib what I eould
for you. Yo will be, at the age of twenty-one, the master of
four or five hundred pounds a-year. It iz notmuoch @ but with a
i‘“'f"i*-::.'-’:'lh it is plenty."”

% TE will do, siv,” said Philip. " T am glad it iz 30 much.”

Tt what profession will you take? You are not a book-
worm.  The law would do little for you. The chureh ¥

“ Impossilde"™

i Quite so, n8 T was nbout to remark, Then, what are we to
do with you 1"

“1 shall po into the army, sir. At leash, T can carry o
sword."

“ And use- it too, Phil, T think. Wea will {
afterwarda” Bub they never did.

Horly that year, while the hot rains of January were still
goaking into the steaming earth, and the snan was vertical at noon-
day, thers was bronght a rumour—vagus at first, but too soon
confirmed—that cholera had appeared in the principal town, Up
to that day, choléra had been unknown. No SCONTHO OF 1]{:321'-
lonee hod ever fallon on the island that insurance companiea
ranked mather higher than England, and on which they put a
tropical per cemtage ontof mere fun, and with the cheerfulness of
men who are cortain to make their money. Nobody ever died
young, oxcepl from drink. Nobedy 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
flhireescore years and ten, fully told. So that when men first
Lieard that the eholera was come, le_v laughq-j,

about this
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Thete wete varions Imonrs as to its origin.  One zaid that a
captain of a caclie ship had put ashore, being then in quarantina,
and having spent the gvening with four friends, had gone back
at night to his ghip. DBub the four friends diod next day: and
thars wis no one totell whether the captain had left the ship or
not, for all his sailors died.

Others said that it was produced by the ghameful oxcesses of
tha Chinamen in pork. This was disproved by the fact that no
Chinaman died of cholera at all, They went about in great
glee, with mighty uplifting and pride of heart—rubbing thewr
hands when they came upon 20me Poor Negro doubled up by
the enemy that seized him so suddenly and killod him so easily.

Others, again, attributed it to the Dritish Government. That
malignant power—conscious for many years of the foe that
throntened the island—deliberately, and with malice prepense,
had laft unguarded all the avenues by which it might enter. The
editor of the most respectable paper, daring to say that the en-
farcement of the quarantine laws had been more rigid than usual
of Jate years, was seb upon, one starry evening, by a dozen
public-apirited mulattoes, and horsswhipped, That is, they
began to horsewhip him ; but a soldier happening to come round
the corner, slung his belt and dispersed them, devions, rapidly
flying. An ncconnt of the affair appeared in both of the straw-paper
organs next day, in which the brave assailants were held up to
publie admiration as patriots of the decpeat dye. They were
sompared to Timoleon, fo Bratus, to Harmodius, to Mirabean, to
Boulougne, to Oliver Cromawell, to Wilberforee, and to Tonssaint
L'Ouverture, ‘They were to have been brought befors tha
magistrate for assault; but he gnd all the officials of his courk
died of cholera, and the affair dropped. And as the pestilence
grew worse, men's hearts failed them for foar.  The town of St
Denys had a population of some sixty thousand. These were
dying at tha mte of three hundred & day. Al day long, endall
night, the prisoners were kept at work dipging graves—nob
single graves, but long common fosses, fifty fect long and eight
foet deep. Thers was no time to make coffinz.  As fast az the
bodies were brought, the upper part of the shell in which they
were laid was slipped out, and the sand coversd them up.  The
priests—is there any fearlessness like that of a Catholic priesti—
stood all day by the grave chanting the monctonous funeral
strvice, burials going on all the time. Now and then one of the
gruvedigers would be struck down, and carried off, shricking

3
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and erying, toa hospital, for ifa Black is ones taken to a hospital
he abandons hope ; and should he come out again, is received by
his friends—not with the rejoicing that would await one risen
from the dead, but rather with snch disappointment as grootad
Martin Chuzzlewit when Le came back from Eden,

The shops were closed; the wharves deserted ; the strects
empty, save for the frequent bearers of the dead. Most moursful
of all was the absence of mourners, Yon might see a little pro-
cession slowly moving down the strest—one big coffin and thres
little ones. Following them, not some young and stalwark
Tmourner—unot one whosa life was still before him—=Uut & Poor
old down-bent black, the grandfather of the little ecoffing, tle
father of the big one, hobbling sideways after the dead. Or if
it was one who had lived long and in high esteem, lis eoffin
would bo followed by two or three out of the hundreds wha
counted him friend, and who, in better times, would lave
followed him to tha 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 wonld go at
dead of night, or in the carly morning, and exeents their dread-
ful tazk.

Englishmen got together—they always do in time of danger,
T onee was in o French ship with some half dogen English pas-
sengers.  Uno was the most foul-mouthed blasphenions man I
ever met—abafl the fo'd'sle, that 3. Wa had very bad weather
for a week. For one whole day we thought we should go down,
Involuntarily, we of Great Britain found ourselves grouped to-
gether by the davits, holding on. Cuoth the bis

* Since we are to go down, we English will

hemer—

stick together,
and let the damned Frenchmen drown by themselves, TIs there
any fellow hera that can say a short prayer '

It was a dreadful punishment to him for his eyil life, that ha

couldn't remember even the shortest in the whole Chnreli
Service ; and I am quite sure, 8o staunch an Anglican was he, thab
he would far mther have gone to the bottom with no prayer at
all, than with anything extenmporaneois or irregular, I]:;-.'en the
petition for rain would have comforted him.

However, in 8t. Denys, the English merchants sat together in
each other's offices. They drank a good deal of brandy in thoss
days, in little occasional nips, that touched up the liver if they
did not keep off the cholern, No business was done of any kind,
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nor was there any pretence at ik, No clerks came—these were
mnostly mulattoes, and kept themselves af home, with the shutters
lhalf-closed, sitting in a horrible cirele in the dark, and with a
fearsome fluttering at their hearts.  If they perceived an internal
mmbling, they took o doso of chelera mixture, If any ona said
hie felb nnwell, the rest sidled from him ; and if one was actually
gaizad, thoy generally oll ran away. The doctor in charge of the
hospital—he was not a Frenchman, nor was he English, and it
wonkl b invidions to proclaim hisrace—ran avway from his post.
He hind a strugple of some days between fear and honour. A
last, as the sicl were brought in more thickly, honour Iost gronnd.
Hefled : * L'existonce, hegaid, * avant tout"” It was an honest
confession, and proved a sort of markyr’s ereed ; for when he
came back, after the thing was all over, and the hospital awept
up againg clean and neat, he was astonished to find that the
Government—DBritish, of eourse—was taking a harsh view of
the matter, and that he was kicked ouf in disgrace.  The straw-
paper orguns made c:apii;t! out of the event. The writer of one
crishing article erammed for if, like My Pott's young man.
John Huss, the early saints of the Church, Savonarola, Cranmer,
Bir Thomas More, and Louis the Sixteonth furnished illusteations
for this admimble treatise.

Nostrums came info great nse.  Mon, ab other fimes sapposcid
to be of sound mind, went about peppering their noses with
camphor powder,  Some swathed their bodies with flannel, and
enmoworeas little asthey possibly conld.  Somewould at intervala,
apply cold ice to the back bone—others, warm water. Others,
again, would breakfast off bitter beer and boiled eggs, and dino
on brandy and water and soup.  One man wrote to the paper
calling attention to the fach that fow Englishmen diad of cholera;
and that, as he had recently diseovered, the English solonists
always washed every moming, all over, This he recommended
to his own countrymen, a5 a thing not, indeed, suddenly to be
adopted, but to receive that serions attention and thought which
the gravity of the step demanded.  For himself he confessed ha
sometimes wasled his feot ; but ranly.

One poor Briton pearly came to terrible grief. He was a
maoriner; and one evening, finding himsalf, some miles from St
Denys, overcome with liquor, he foll down by the wayside and
E].!.I.Illbﬂ'l‘l!ﬂ. Kative policemen, coming by with a cart, gathered
him up as ome dead ; and & grave being already prepared, they
Yaid him in it, fortunately removing the shell. ~ The English

5—=2
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clergyman read the sarvice, with sorrow for the poor fellow sub
off 80 suddenly, whose very name was unknown, and who lay
tliere perhaps to be looked for, many a weary day, by wifs and
childron.  He had finished, and they began heaving in the earth,
As soomn as it fell upon his face, the shock awakened him,  Start-
ing up still unsteady, he beman to bawl ont, * Aoy thers —
ahoy 1" The aborigines fed, howling in terror ; nor would they
ever accept any other version of the story than that it wasa
veritable post-mortem appearance, o spestre, that rreeted them,
And the churchyard is hannted 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 pork
But he always swore he would never get drunk again in

“ilmiste,

They were not all cowards. Brave deeds were done, Fore-
most of all, the brave deeds of the divine Sisters of Mercy. If T
die, poor and alone, forlorn and deserted, may oneof thess mings-
tering angels come to me with her sweet, unlovely face, and
passionless tenderness of hearb! Then may she meke me n
Catholie, or a Ritualist, or anything she like ;—all for dear
memory of the things I have known her sisters do, For to
thent all duties are equally holy and equally divine. Tothem i
nothing loathsome, nothing revolting: no form of dizease o
suffering too terrible to help ; mo acenmulations of misery and
poverty, no development of sickness, sufficient to keep them
nWay.

Is it Eﬁ!', withoub :IJ:-!.‘[tiinnEHg i ]ix'[rlé.; man’s name, to mention
his deeds?  Perhaps Lie will never seo it in print.  This iz what
he did.  In the height of the cholem, two coolie ships put into
port, both with cholera raging on board.  They wera promptly
sent off to quarantine off au islet—a mere rock, bulf a mile across
—twenty miles away.

Thence, after some time, news came somehow to Palmista that
their apothecary was dead, and the eaptain, and all the English
sailors bub a fow.  And all the eoolies wers dying with eholers
Who would gothere?  One young army surgeon stepped ont, so
to epeak, from the ranks. To go there was to go to certain death.
It was a forlom hope. There would be no one to help him, no
one to talk to even ; no one to attend Jiine 3f 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
Fs a mere charnel-house, he turned into a hospital—a Hotel

1L,
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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 baclk half, at least, of his flock, veseued from death,

It iz a herpism that iz beyond the power of any Victoria Croas
to roward 3 and when it fires the blood, and sets the heart aglow
of him that reads it, tho doer of the geste has his fittest crown of
glory, though he never liear of it

In the country, sway down at Fontaineblean, they were com-
paratively safe, Fow cases happened on the estate in the earlier
gtage ; but, when it begun to leave town, it broke out in the
country. Mr. Durnford took no precautions. In these matters
he thought it was like o battlefield. You could not, he said,
davize any armour against o cannon-ball.

# (Jbeairve,” said Mr. MacIntyre, taking a nip of brandy,
# gome men are killed by a bayonet thrust.”

Tt one evening, when Phil and Arthur came home from a
stroll with their guns, they found MaeIntyre in a state of wild
alarm on the vemndah., 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 dranghts, e had taken a bottle and a half
without the smallest effect s and now Mr. Maelntyre, seeing the
boys go into the bedroom, retreated to the other side of the
house, and bezan to drnk the rest of the bottle, glad to be re-
lieved of his eharo,

There was very little hope. They sent off a dozen messengers
for as many doctors. But, with the utmost speed, no doctor
conld arrive befors 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. Buot, in the morning, come eollapse,
and comparative case. The dying man lay stretched upon his
back, breathing painfully, but conscious.  Philip bent over him,
and whispered, with dry eyes and lLiard voice, while Arthur was
gobbing on his knees—

* Father, tell me of my mother ¥

Mr. Durnford torped lis head and looked. He swould have
spoken ; but a trembling seized his limbs, and his eyes closed in
denth,

He was buried the next morming. All the people on the estate
went _tﬂ the fuperal,  But Mr. MuacIntyre was absent. For, in
the night, o thought siruck him, Tt was Lub a week since he hod
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received, in hard cash, the half year's salary dus to him.  Now
he saw his oconpation gone. Without any chanea of finding
employment in the island, he would be left stranded. He was
staggered ab first.  Then he reflected that no one know of tha
payment except his late employer, How if he could got tha
receipt?  Bo, when the funeral procession slarted, Mr. Maelul yre
gtayed behind, no ona noticing his absenee.

The house elear, he stole into the dead man's room,  His desk
was open, just as he had left ik, Here was o chance which it was
impossible to resist,

“It moakes my heart blecd to wrong the lads,” said Mac-
Intyme, wiping his eyes; * but one must consider onesalf”

Then he looked out the receipt from the file, and pub ik into
his pocket. That done, hegearehed for the private account bool,
which also fell into his coat-tail pocket.  Then it occurred to hiu
that it wonld be an admirable thing to gt a whole year's salary
instead of a half, and he began to hunt for the previous receijt,
This he could not find, though he searched everywhere. Bublia
found something which interssted him, and he wrapped it in
brown paper, and took it also awny with him. Tt was a hig,
fat ].'IJ':Z']i, with CI:IS:]S_. and o small lotier |1::|::|.]u|:!]{. marked
“Private.” He went down to his cottage, and cutting open the
alnsps, he read it from end to end.

It woe o eort of drregular journal, besinning sixteon years be-
fure. It opened with o confession of passion for Marie,

“TE this girl were but a lady—if only, even, she were not
eoloured —I would take her awny and mar'y her, Why
should L not marey her?  What difference would it make to
me whether people approved of it or notd , . .

“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 wers three short nokes, kept for
some unknown reason, addressed to his wife; but without date.

Mr. MacTntyre, in o fit of abstraction, took pen and ink,
and added a date—that of Philip's birth, Thers was another
paper in the journal : the certificate of marriage of Georze Durn-
ford and Adrienne de Rosnay.  Ho took this out, aud, shutting up
the journal, began to refloct.

T T T ———— i """
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In the afternoon, when the sun grew low, he went to the littla
(Catholie ehureh which lies hidden away smong the trees, sbout
threa miles from Fontaineblean,

Just then it was shut up.  For Father O'Leary, the jolly Irich
prieat; who held this easiest of bencfices for so many years, had
only Intely succumbed to age; and in the disturbed slats of the
colony no priest had yet been sent down. The presbytéro was
glozed, 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
ghutter from the hinges.

Hanging on the wall were the church keys: He took thess,
and stepped across the green o the vestry door, which he opened,
and wenk in shutting it after him, whistling very softly to him-
self.

Then he opened the copboand, and took down the twe duplicate
repisters of marriage.  They were mrely used ; hecanse in thot
littls place there were few people to get married, except the
Indians, who always went before the registrar. Turning over
the leaves, which were sticking together with damp—Father
('Leary was always the most caveless of men—he come toa place
where one double page had been passed over.  The marriage im-
medintely befora it was dated twenty yesrs sines; that after it
sizteen. He looked ot the duplicate register. No such omission
of a page had occnrred.

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 wiluu:sa, the mark
of one Adolphe.  Then he robbed his hands, and begen to con.
gider further.

After this, he gob the forms of marriage cortificates; and filled
ene up in doe form, again signing it with the namae of the
deceased Foather (OPLeary.  Then he replaced that one of the two
books in which he had written the forgery, put the forged certi-
ficata in his pocket, and the other register under his arm ; then
lacked up the cupboard.

When he had finished his forgeries Lie looked into the church.
The eetting sun was shining through the wess window full upon
the altar, set about with its twopenny gewgaw ornaments. Ho
ghook his head.
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# A blind superstition,” he murmured.  * We who live onder
the light of a fuller Gospel have vara much fo be thankfal for.”

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

He hod no servant, and was acenstomed, when he did nog
dins at Fontaineblean, to send an Indian boy to the nearest shop
to buy some steak, which he eurried himself  He went into the
kitchen—a little stone hut buailt at the back of the cottage—lit
a fire of sticks, and proceeded to burn the register and Mr
Durnford's private journal.

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

AL this rate of progrezsion,” he remarked, * I sholl ba a
twol'month getting through them, Lot us bury them

He duga hole in the coruer cloze fo his house, buried his
books, piled the earth over them, and cooked his dinner with a
cheerfnl heart,

4 A pood doy's work,” he murmured. " Half & year's salary
gained, and the prospect of a pretty hanl; if good luck serves
Marie dead, O'Leary dead, one register gone, the certificates in
my possession.  Master Phil, my boy, the time will perhops
como when you will be glad to buy my papers of me."

Mer. Durnford’s death showed that he had become a rich man.
All his property wentb 'h_j, will to “my gon,” while of Philip no
notice whatever was faken.  Only thelawyer wreote him o letter
stating thot by a special deed of gift, dated some years back, a
s l:}r Iii“]]ﬂ:." Wwas Ii'.l'l'ljll over to ].litll.. 'L'l']llu]l JIIH] I.ﬂ.'{':u accumi-
loting at ecompound interest, and had now amounted o five
thonzand l?iﬂlllrlé. This, at Palmiste interest, was five nundred
pounds a year. As his father had told him, it was his gole
provision,

Philip’s heart was stung with & sense of wrong. That no
mention was made of tmu—t]l‘lt through all his life, he-had not
received ona word of acknowled: gment or affestion—that he had
been evidently regarded as s mers incumbrance and o debt,
rankled in his bosom. He said nothing, not even to Mr, Mae-
Intyre—who, now that he had no longee any further prospect of
employment, began to turn his thoughts to other pastures. Bub
he brooded over his wrongs ; and now only one thought possessed
him—to escapa froma place which was hounted by shame.

Arthur, too, wanted to go ; and ther lawyer and adviser took
paesagtes for the boys, and gave them propoer letters to those who
webo to take care of thom in England $ill they were of ago.
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M. MacIntyre, the day befora they started, came to say fare-
well. He had an interview with each of his pupils seporately.
To Arthur, by way of a parting gift, he propounded a set of
maxims for future guidance, including a ruls of conduet for
morals, which he recommended on the ground of having always
adhered to it himsalf : and he left his late pupil with a heavier
purse, and consequently a lighter heart. Mr. MucIntyre in all
his troubles, had never yet wanted money. Asa Scotchman, he
never spent when he could avoid spending.

Hie conversation with Philip was of greator imporbance, With
much hesitation, and an amount of nervousncss that one would
hardly have expected of him, he hinted that e was possessed
of certain information, but that the time waz not yet arrived to
make nss of it. And then, biting hiz nails, he gave the young
man to understand that, if' he ever did use it, he should expect
to ba 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 ab once
And how much money do you want "

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

“Buppoze my information proved your mothor's marrisge?
Suppoze that 8 man—I'm not for saying that I should bo the
man—hbrought all this to light 1"

* Poor Arthur 1" said Philip.

“That's not the point,” urged the other. “To be plain.
What would that informstion be worth§”

T don't know.”

“ Should we say five thousand pounds ¥’

“ Yoo mean that T am to give you five thowsmnd pounds for
giving information which you ought o give for nothing? Mac-
lutyre, you'ra & scoundral.”

* 1k ! mon," replied the moralist.

 “Can you give me these proofs T eried Philip, his voice
rising,

“No, I cannot—not yet. And perhaps I never shall be able
to dogo, Whether I do or nob depends upon yourself  And
don't be viclent, Mx. Philip Durnford, Hemember," he added
with a touch of pathetie dignity,  that you are addressing your
old tator, und a Master of Arts of the Univairsity of Aberdeen.”

“Go to the devil,” said Philip, “and get out of this. G,
[ eay |

I am grieved to say that Arthur, who was sitting outside, was
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etariled by the fearful spectac
with Philip's hand in his ol
ing his movements,

It was all done in & moment
the corner, snd his pony’s hoo
down the road,

Arthur looked up for explanation,

*Never mind, ofd boy,” mid Philip.  * The man’s a scoundrel,
He's a linr, too, T belisve, Arthur, give me your hand. T have
Tt ].'Lfn,']:l.' o food deal.
nber that. Wha r happeng—yon shall not b wronge
The next might the ¥ Were s
Lieadlands of Palmiste lav low on i
towched them with his

Arthur took off hia

“When shall we seo
with a sob in his throat,
B Moy il | ]'|-=:l]|n:',"' aatd T iEiE".
ekly

le of his reverand totor emerging
ar, and Philip's right foot acoelerate

Mr. MacIntyrs vanished round
{3 wero ap

lily heard rinl:-_-:n:g

But T won't wrong oL

illn !I_.]:'_ away, Th
the sun sek, am

gic painter's brush,
ipy and waved it
the dear old place again, Phil 1 he said,

It will bo to me & memory of
wintment, Never, And uuw, old boy,

. I and my commission ! T am going to forget
it all.

orrow andd

od there, with the bright look of liope and fearlpas
that 0 soom goes out of the eves of youth, and
lifting his long black hair, a possibla—ppy i
gomething in eviry man's life f

3
the sea breess

e
y 18

"i.'l:"|li. al

or onee to have thirilled with the warm
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BOOK W —AT HOME,

CHAPTER T.

Hour in England. Tt is ten years later on, We arein Groy's
Inn, on acertain Saturday evening early in the year. The cham-
Vars where we ave met, like most of those in that ancient hostelry,
have the appearance of untidiness.  Unlike most, they are clean
and carefully dusted. The forniture is well worn, bub eomfort-
able—easy chairs with bits of the padding sticking out hers and
there, and the lesther pome in parts.  The books are thoss of a
man who regards binding less from an artistic than from 8 useiul
point of view, and is mot careful to preserve their beanty. In
other words; the books are greatly battered. There is one table
litbered with papers : among them may be sven somo in a girl's
handwriting. One of the book eases is filled altogether with
books mot 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 & work-basket.  On the mantelshelf stands a glass
full of violete. There are antimacassars on the worn old chairs
and sofius : and amid the peneral air of bachelordom, pipes, and
lazy euse, there is, one feels, a suspicion of some younger ele-
ment, the handiwork of a girl—the breath of youth snd grace—
in these rooms whese walls are so dingy, whose ceilings are so
blaclk, whose furniture iz o battered.

The temant of this room is My, Harlley Venn; who is now
standing on the heasrth-rmg in the act of receiving his visitors,
Of these, one iz his old friend Lynn, of the Inner Temple—a
grave man who seldom speaks and pever laughs.  Ho is sitting
by the five with a pipe in his hand, not yet lighted, stroking his
heavy monstache. The other is our old friend, Arthnr Durnford
—a tall man now, of foue or five and twenty, not long come up
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to town from Oxford : aman of slight proportions, and somewhat
stooping shoulders, He wears his fair hair rather longer than
most men, and a light fringe adorns his upper lip. A face
of more swestness than power ; a face which may command love
and respect, but scareely foar; o fice at which women glance
twics in the stroot, beeause there are in it such vast possibilitics
of tenderness. He has not been s suceessful student—if you
measure success by the schools A second closs rewarded his
labours, it is brue ; and Arthur relired content, if not greatly
leased, at the reanlt, Buccess ho did nob greatly care for ; and
16 wes too rich and too lazy to descend into the arena and fight
with other men. DPoverby has its rights as well as its daties ; and
among these iea preseriptive law—often enough violated—thak
the rich should Leep out of the battle. Remember bluis, if you
please, Messienrs tho Archbishops, Prime and other ministers,
Deans and dignitaries ; and next time you condescend to forward
your invalnable, if prosy, contributions to current literature, re-
flect that they are taken—and would be taken, if they were bad
anough to eorrupt the taste of a whole generation—for the name
that they bear.. Then, be humble ; or, hotler still, don't send the
rubbish ot nll—T mean the words of wisdom—and let 2ome poor
penny-a-liner get the guineas.  But Arthur Durnford’s disposition
1ed him rather to seclude himself, and to forget that, with all but
a chosen few, life is a conflict. e was born for but one objeet
dilattants literature—the investigation of the nseless, the recovery
of lost worthlessness, the archaological investigation of forgoiten
lumber, But of this, his high mission, he is yet all unaware,
and is ab present slarting quite unconscionsly in that road which
will eventually lead him to dislinetion. Tor the rest, o heart as
inpocent and alife as blameless as any girl'a, and, like that of
most girls, a life as devoid of any getive interest or any benefit to
other people. Some men are born 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 Arthar, 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, & 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




MY LITTLE GIRL, 45

father was a private pupil at 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—+oing thoss things and
practising those arts by which fortunes are made, did he noti™

Arthur lnughed, and eaid such was the case.

« Pulmiste Island is of & more simple natore than Londan,
Tynu; that is the reason why you and I, in spite of our merit,
have not gob money.  Now that you know Mr. Arthur Diurnford,
we will proceed to elect him, if you please, an honorary mem-
ber of the Chorne”

The ecremony of election gone through, Arthur took an easy-
chair, and Venn proceeded to put bottles and glasses on the table.
Then he took upa position on the hearth-rug, and, with his coat
taile under his arm, torned to Lynn—

“ Tl preliminary ortion, Lynn$™

% You make it,” said Lynn, who had by this time lighted his
nipe
: P\'mm bowed solemnly, and put on an air of great meditation,
stroking his moustache. Presently he began—

i It i3 eustomary, at the election of & new member inkto this
society, to instruct him in the nature of the duties and respon-
sibilities he is about to undertake. In the mysterics of the
Cabeiri—"

i Pgss bwo thonsand 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 Lodily pain
before receiving the terms of an oath so tremendous that the sa-
crets of the eraft have remained undisclosed from the time of
Solomon and Hiram, King of Tyre, to the present moment. Tha
fraternity of the Chorus heats no poker, and administers no oath ;
and one penaliy ouly awaits the offender—wa expel him,"

% Was any one ever expelled ¥ asked Durnford,

% One, sir, was only lnst week expelled for levity. His nama
was Jones.  Jones, atleast, will naver more be privileged to sit in
the Chorus."

Here o lond knock was heasd at the door. Lyon opened it.
It was Jones.

The orator, no way disconeerted, shook hands with the new
arrival with a greater show of delight than his words absolutely
warranted, saying, as he pushed him into & chair—
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“Why do you eoms here, man, void of shame? Did you
nob distinetly understand that you wers never to appear agasin
on Choruz nights 1"

The new-comer, who was asmooth-faced, bright-eved little man
in glasses, sat down, and immediately began to teinkle.

“1 como as & simple spectator,” he said. “I cannobt keep
BWAY.

¢ From sport to sport concealment'a guile

!'j’{"}':l on this heart of mit

And when the worm provokes a smile,
I drown the grief in-wino,"

“ Why,” enid Venn, “ho is positively deingitagain! Miser-
ablo man | was it not for this we expelled you ¥

% Tt was" said Jomes with a groan. “Itis chronic, Tam
truly wretehed.”

“gilence, then; amd you, young candidate, listen, The
Chore was established ten years ago as a refuge for the unsue-
cosaful. It was intended to answer the purposes, in a small
degree, of a literary and arbistic club—admitting, however, only
those professional unfortunates who can achieve no success, 16
iz a club of the unfortunate. When fortune comes to one of us,
he shakes his wings and gors:  We who remain wrap ourselves
in the cloak of poverty and neglect, and meet mischanee with
smiles. Of the original twelve who formed the first brotherhood,
thera remain but Lyon and myself. We do not eare now greatly
to enlarge the circle.  Jones, here, was admitted five years ago.
Ha iz but a chicken in disappointment, and has only jost
begun to wait, I hove: already told you that be was expelle
and why.”

6 Wot,” eaid Jones solemnly—

oWk for & erime he-did, nor eauss
He broke their own or nntore's lawa 3
But for :-_hll.j:nlc trick he had
OF guoting what he learnt and read.' "

Arthur bagan to feel as if he were standing on his hend, Tha
other two took no noties of the interraption.

“ Bociety takes no heed of these unfortunates. They are legion.
They oecupy that middle ground which izabove a small success,
and cannot achieve a great ono, Lynn, here, would sgorn to be
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an O1d Bailey barrister.  Yet he could do it admirably, Hegoes
in for Lquity, sir, and gels no eases, nor ever will, Jones, T
am sorry that you must be excluded,  Jones, among - ofher
things, makes plays. No manager has yet put.one on the
stage.”

*The manager of the Lycenm is reading my last play now,"
said Jones,

"He always is” said Venn. @1 amm, for my own-pact, a
writer. 1 write a great deal. Soma evening, when Jones is not
here, T will read you a portion of my works,”

" Pray," eaid Jones, * why nob when I am here o

“ Becanse,” said Venn, *the last time T read you an essay yon
fall fast gsloap. "

1 did," eaid Jones ; so did everyhody,”

“T have, at times, offered my productions to editors. They
invariably refuse them. Under thess circumstaness, I retire into
myself, and put together the Opusculs which will one day be
eagerly hought by an admiring public. On that day Lynn will ba
made Lord Chancellor, Jones will got a play acted which will run
for three hundred nights, and the Chorus will diszolve,

“You are to understand, then " aftor g pause, during which
Jones pulled out his handkerchief and wiped his eyes in grief at
the prospect of dissolution—* that we meet here weekly bebween
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
eommantary on passing evente which will contain when published
an admirabla collection of maxima ealeulated both to inform and
istruct.  They are chiefly of a moral tendeney.  Excluded hy
our misfortuncs 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—yon remember
Dolphin, Lynn 1"

He grunted.

“UObeerve the dissatisfied aiv with which Lynn receives that
same.  Dolphin aspired. Ha now edits the Liaily Cuzelle, and
paye a fabulons income tax, Dialphin was not a greaf man, OF
all the exeellent remarks that have been made in this room
Dolphin'a were the poorest.  Waterford, too, another instance,
He now leads n eirenit. Jones, what are you pursing up your
lips about If you have anything to say, met rid of it

“1 was thinking of Tennyson's lines,” said Jones, with great
goftness of manner,
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+ Prato not of chance—the name of loek
Ts blown the windy wags about ;
And yeb I hold, without & dounbt,

i progpers most whe has most pluck,

& Are those Tennyson's words 1" asked Durnford, taken off his

gunrd,

o Yo will find them
of % Tn Memorizm, " said Jon
with the well known lines—

s the two hundred and fortieth page
es, readily. #The stonza beging

¢ Palloon, that throungh the feecy ring
OF bosomed elowd and motiled sky,
Floatest athwart the wondering eye,
A wingtd eagle without w ings," "

¢ And this ereature” said Voon, * aspires to be a dramatiat,
Tet me finich. The one unfailing rule, which is alone incapable
of being rescinded, is the rule of supeess, ALY mWAan who sune-
coeds is turned out.  Ipso facto, he ceases to bo a member of the
gesneiation. SUCCEES is of all kinds, and we admit of no excRss
or palliation—the offender goes.”

S How if he write s book which does not -sell, bub is yeb

praised 1"
# e may, when his failure is quite established, remain with
ps.  More—we allow him to be domned any number of times,

Jones's works, for instance : his novel—"

Here Jones visibly blushed.
o Tt was really very bad, and no one took the least notice of it

—_not even the reviewers, Tid any one buy a eopy, Jones P
T bolieve,” he said, * that there are still a few copics on the
In;‘h]éshers’ ehelves, Thesecan bohad now at & reduction. The
published price was thirty-one shillings and sixpence.”
“ Yonr posms, Jones T
My poems,” gnid the bard,

give them to m¥ country.”
w1t is very liberal of you. I will presently detail my own

experiences of failure. Sulfice it now to remuck that I have never
gueoeaded in anything You will find in me, sir, a8 my friends
have alrendy found in me, & very Tupper in posse. T am the o¢-
presentative man of mediocrity—am I not, Lyon ¥’

The grave Lynn nodded.

t wips 1ot meant to be sold : I
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ve you—as Jones is not wholly acquainted with
you e a good listener, as you ought to know
something about me, and asit gives asort of early Bulwer-Lytton
or even & Smollett-lilke aie to the evening's talk—a brief sketch
of the carecr of an unsuceessful man,  Jones, will you kindly
undertake the bottls and juz department 1 Lynn, be so good as
to put the kettle on.  Dunford, my dear boy, take talmceo, and
hiolp yourself to drink.  Claret 1a there, which I do not reecom.
mend.  That bottle of ehampagne is ramarkable for its nge. Tt
13 eoeval with'the Chorus,  Ten years Lave pazsed since it left
itz mative public. It is nob to be opencd, but stands there for
respectability’s sake. There is port, if you like—it iz not good,
Sharry i5-in the middla bottle,  You can open it, if you please ;
but I should not advise you to do s, The bottled bose T can
sbrongly recommend, and the Irigh whisky is undeniable. Jones
you thyming wretel, what will yon tale? Lynn, I have your
pemission to talk to-night.™

" Btop I" said Joves. Have yom got anything to say befora
he beging, Lynnt Have you, Durnford§ This is your only
ehanee.  For my own parl, I can only sy, with the poet
Wordaworth—

*Wot the whole warbling ovevs in coneort heard,

It siopa bird, ™

1—"and quickly, for Jones is

"

LA Siie fa th

4 Proceed, Vonn" &
bubbling with another «

“Lwill try not to be tedious, T bewan 1ifs mather well, for T
gof inte I 3-8 collewor, and netudlly gnined & eonsiderabls
quantity of p I also learned to wear my hat at the back of
my head, to despisa ttaile, to run billz, to malke Latin verses, to
régand seience and mathomaties with a proper and - reazonable
contempt, and to consider Eton as the apex of eivilization—
ancient and moden,  Bo far, T ressmblod olther bove, Oeca-
sionally T wos flopeed.  And T very eatly formed the germ of
that grand ide h'I hove since made the gubject of an
edmirmbly casay,

Jones wagred hiz e zolemnly ; whother from admiration,
tuvy, eympathy, approval, or some other emotion, was never
known,

“ It is that all the mischiefs of the world aze due ta the insuf.

b manmer in which boys are flogged. Some, sir, T am
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aehamed to say, ATe WEVET floprged at all. Jones, you wera nover
flozged.

w1 was mot,” said Jones. «Tf it i any extenuation of my
miaster's crime, 1 may mention {hat he often caned mo.”

@ [ knew it," Venn metur ped, with an air of trinmph. Thera
aie subtle influences ahout the older and more glassieal instro-
ment. 1b produces an eifect which in after-life is only to be
dutected by thess who have made an eatly aequaintance with it
Caning is merely o bratal mode of inflisting fear and pain,  The
P jetry of punishment ia in the bireh, The actual prrformance,
1 admit—the merc physical proress, gither nolive or passive—
o Toxds little food for reflection. Put when T thiok of the effects
wpen the sufferer, 1 am carried away, gentlemen, gfferor. There
o the Anticipation, so full of tumultuons fears and hopes, with
its corfainties ns 4o the fature fact, and its uncertainties a8 ta
vigonr and duration s ifs bracing influence on blio WVolition, ita
stimulating effect on the Fortitude, its enltivation of patient
endurance, All this, m¥ friends, i3 truly poetieal. Congidler,
pext, the After-glow, The Afterglow is, inileed, & magnificent
combination of epnentions.  Nobthing that I con remember Lo
hiave experienced comes TEUT it. It lingers like the tavilight ;
and, lilkke the snmmer tiwilight, it lnsts all night. Tk warms lika
the memory of a good action, O the blush of conseious virt
Tt is a8 soothing as the absolution of & bishop, Ii removesas
ALY CATES 1S 8 confession, and it wipes off sins like a pilgrimage.”

He paused for s moment and looked pound,  Thepe wis. a
synrmnr of applouse; Jones pobbing his leg with o painful air of
sympathetic abistraction.

% Lot ns go back to Eton. T weas in the sixth, and atond well
to get into King's. U nfortunately, the vacaney that ehould
Tave boen mine came too lnte by half an hiour. I had till twelvo
on my last day, and o messenger bringit ] MEWS of a vacauoy
arpived, having loitered on the way, ot half-past twelve. Tho
min, gentlemen, died young. I say nothing aboub Nemesis—1
merely aske you to ohsorve that he died young. 80 I went to
St, Alphege's. You, Lynn, were at tho same time at Trinity. A
st. Alphege's, which is not a lerge college ;. we passed our tinie
in intellestual pursnits, which were nob amnong thosa encournged
by the Senate. This body, Durnford, which resembles a similat
institution at Oxford, haviog, after long consideration, found onk
the mosk nseless branch of scienca and the least nsefal method
of studying elassical literature, has fixed upon these ns the only

e
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means of arriving at any of the University distinctions, T eontd
not do mathematics, az T have sald ; and, as they would not let
me take elussical honours without knowing how to graduate the
common steelyard, and such usoful seraps of knowledge, T was
fuin to go out in the Poll, Sir, if it had not been for the invan-
tton of that infarnal steclyard—an instrument whick I hava
nover seen, and nevoer had the least neceszity or desire to gradu-
ate—I shonld this day have bein o Fallow of St Alphege’s.

* Having failed here, I returned homa, I found my family in
roma little confusion, M v brothor JJ@!J—;.'u-u have met Roh,
Lynnt"

Lynn nodded,

“ An excellent follow, Tynn—most good-hearted man, though
he had his faults "—here Venn rubibed his moss meditatively,
“Diob had just taken a stand. He announced, resolutely and
without any clance of misunderstanding, that he was never
going to do any more work. The line he took was this. He
gaid : *T am not eloyer enongh fo gat money, I am clever
enough to look at other people getting money. Porhaps a life of
contem plation, for which I am evidently intended, will lead t
creater results than o life of work, I simply, therefore, say to
the world in general, and my family in particular—Keep ‘me,
Give me s suflicions ¥ to eat and drinl.*

* And how dild the world receive this demand ¢

“That very small portion of the oxternal world which ever
heard if, declined to interfere.  But out of my father—who,
though quite nuable to sen Bob's logical Pposition, conld not lot
him starve—he got a sufficioncy to eat, and more than a suf-
ficioncy to drink, However, Bob having taken this nnexpectod
line, T had to keep myself s and did, oftes a fashion, till Bob and
my futher disd. Poor Bab | Yoo remenbor him, Lynn, coming
out of the Crown, with his elbows squared, quite drunk, and
Arguing with the policeman? Admirahla Eraits of character wops
in that man, His wifs allowed him o shilling a day, and his
whole study latterly was how to make the most of the monay,
It went in six drinks ; and each drink involved a pips and an
animated discussion in the tap-room.  Bob, you s00; misealen-
Iated his forces. Ha had not the Physique to stand up against o
long eourse of ledsnre, and he sucenmbed. When ha died, at
the early ama of thirty-five, ha sent for me, and made over ta ma,
Wwith his nsual kindness and thonghtfuluess of heart, all he had
b give me—the eare of hiz 1if uud-boy,

]
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i At this time T was working for m living—never mind hiow,—
T got it, but enly jost gotb it Every attempl that 1 made to do
anything better for my=elf failed. I had no enetgEy, thay said,
of olse nio porseverancs, oT.I0 luck, or no determination, and 20
op. You know the kind of talk. The frnits of life turned,
when 1 touched them, to Tiead Sea apples,  Then I eomplicated
matters by folling in lowa.

s Did you ! said Lynu.

o Yen 1 was in love. Oh, ¥es;

%, amel for some months after,”

# T mever knew that ]!-I'fuTl"."
{or aome months Before 1

venturml to s

# What did she say i
a®hn said, f No,' inb very Jerided and resolute manmet. I

did not mueh mind fhat, aa I did the way in which ghe behaved
afterwards. 1 mad then the discovery thob there is nothing in
the world which mo puils gul and inflates o woman with pride
than the fact that sho lins hiad the heroism to refuse a mat. For
ok loast three months aftar my pejeption, them Was the mightiest
{eminine clucking ever Lenrd abouk ik Her sirength was ovel-
fasked, they said ; and all the family went t0 Madeira with her.
2o one asked ofter my 8 reneih s and 1 stayed in London, and
was regarded as a sort of snvolontary munderer.”
% Did she die, then 1 agked Lynm.
¢ Oh. no—not nboall,  She, come back, very fat. She is in
i v = etill numarried, and likely to confinue s It miny
able : but, in the interests of huel ande, T do hope
yuly heroic virtue may never be

non noy
gonmil nnehant

that such o model of wom
AT

i ] also,” eaid Jones, ** bave biad my share of blighted affec-
tions."

peked Lyno.
=t unfortunaie attachment
, dream was pleasant while

 Tlave you, too, been in loved”
o have” sighed Jones. A m
'::;'lnf.-:-'e-:ﬂ:-'.n} attachment. Yet the

—an
it Ingted.”

He held his head down, blushing modestly, and went on i 8
broken voice—

HOARD 'Il-:}'—E]n1=r§.=,a—1‘;‘inflanr—-'-nl.- of the Princesses. Mot my
fanlt originally—mine to norse the passion.”

s Which was it 1"

“ The prettiest, g

Pyt how, when, where could you speak with the Prin:

cosal”
“We never interchanged words; but the eye gpoka—it
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soventy yoards. Poor thing | she's maried now: T hope gha got
over it. I did, after a time,"

Venn bearing the interraption with an air of sufforance, e-
sumed his history,

“Getting over my love difficulties, I resolve to fall into love
no mote, and went ont of society. I have kept out ever sinca ;
and, on the whole, I prefor being out.  Then I begon to write :
and the real sfory of my failure beging, You see, T wes mot
absolutely obliged to do anything when my futher died, hut I
fondly hoped to make literature a stafl, Tthas never been to me
even a veed, I had, of course, faint glimmerings of suceess,
gleams of hope. Every time Tantalus stoops to the water, he
fancies that this time, at least, he will reach ity and I think that
every now and then he gots a fow drops—not cnough to quendgh
his thirst, but enough to revive hope, My gleams of sucoess wers
like that poot convict's drops of water. They led to nothing more.
I faney every sditor-in London knows ma now, They say, * Oh,
here’s Hartley Venn again ' and I £o into the rejected pizeon-holes,
Bo complets is my failure, that even my own people have ceased
to believe in me—so complete, that I have ceased to belisve iy
myaelf"

He poused ; and mixing a glass of whisky and water, drnk
balf of it off,

“ You will remark—procesding on the inductive method—
those who God destines to fuil, e endows with excallont spirits,
Jones iz o ¢aso in point—

* Why should sorrow o'er this farcliead
Diraw the veil of black despair
Let hor, if ghe will, on your head :

Mino, ot loast, abe still will spare,”

This waz Jones's interraption.

“Tam, also, myself a ease in point. Lyun is not, which is
one Teason why I fear he will some day dosert me. My own
equable temper ia not, however wholly due to birth—partly to
circumstances, Yoo will understand me, Lynm, when 1 explain
that when guite a little boy T used to gleep in the same bed with
wy brother Boh™

* Not the least in the world,” obsorved Lynn.

*Dearmo ! The way was thiz. We had o wooden hed agninst
the wall. Bob gave me the inside, and ineisted o my lying quita
atraight on the edge, while he rolled up in the widdle, DBy this
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arrangement, T got the wood to sleep on and the wall to keep my
back warm, with snch small corners of blanket as I could wrest
from Bob as soon as he went to sleep,  If immediate effects lod
open repining, I inewrred punishment at once. T learned a
lesson from Bob, for which I have nover ceased fo thank him, in
resignation—cheerful, if possible—to the inevitable. ‘Whenever,
as happened to me this morning, I get a MS. sent back, 1 say to
myself, ¢ For this were you prepared in early life by the Wood
aund the Wall""

Guoth Jomes readily—

Yo remember, of course, those lines in Bunyan, quoted, I
think, by Lord Willbewill? Observe the pecaliarly Bunyan-
esque turn of the second line, with its subtlety of thought :—

* He that ia dawn may fear no fall ;
The monk may wear his hood :
Give me, for moral warmth the ‘l"l-ﬂ“r

For moral bed the Woed.

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

“ Thank you very muech,” said Venn, not emiling. “T have
only one o two more observations to make. The curions in
the matter of unsuccess may consult, if they think fit, my un-
published Oposenls.  They will find there, clearly sob forth, the
".I.'I.I.E‘,' Eympt(?ms I.}f A 1] H'l'lil'l,'ll!'L‘*l!-Ei!i.rl'lI man. l].lhuh', ]U:‘I n'l::l:'l-' !.'la ku”“‘“
—not to be tedious—first, by hiz pood spivits; as I have said;
secondly, by his universal sympathies; thirdly, by his extraor-
dinary. flow of ideas ; fourthly, by a cerfain power of seeing
analogies ; and ffthly, by his constantly being in opposition, Af
all times he is a heretic, The mere fact of a thing being con-
stituted by authority is sufficient to make him gee, in more than
their te foree, the argument on the opposite side.”

“ You remember,” interropted Jones, with a sweet smile, © the
lines of—"

.Stop, Jones," eried Venn, T will not endura it Lyun, I
have finished.  We. will now, gentlemen talkk of generml
topies.”

They tallked, sz usual, till Jate in the night. Tt was past thres
oelock when Venn said—
 This reminds me of & pagsoge in my essay on *The Art of
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Bueeozs? T will read it You. The night is yet young. Where
are the Opuseula §”

They looked at each other in dismey. Venn searched for the
easny everywhere; not finding it, ho remembered that ha had
taken it to bed with Lim tha night before, and went nks thia
nextroom to get it When he raturned, with his precions paper
in his hand, the room was emply, and thors was sounds of
rapidly retreating footsteps on the stors ; for all had fled,  I1,
shock his head in sorrow rather than iy & 1, and looking at Lis
wabeh, murmured—

“A general Exodus. They havs left the Desort of the Exodus,
Past three o'elock | An hour's sleep bofore daybiriak is worth
three after it Shall T have wy besnty sleep? No. Tha
eultivation of the intellect before all. Hartloy Venn, my dear
boy, had you always borme that in mind you would not now ba
the Wreek you are”

He sat down agd read, with an admiring aiv, the whols of hia
long paper from beginning o end.  Then ke gave a sigh of
contentiment and weariness, and went to bied as the first gray of
e spring morning was lighting up the eky,

CHAPTER II.

Hantrey Viss—whase account of himsslf to Arthor Wig, on
the whole, correct—is; ab this time, o man of eight and thirty
In the coursa of his life he heg tried a good many things, and
failed in every one. He possesses a littlo income of hetwesn
threcand four bundeed a Year, comfortably housed iy Consols,
where: he allows his capital to lie undisturbed, being as fres as
&5 any man in the world from the desira to got rich,  Ho is by
actual profession a barrister, having been ealled twelve FeaTE ngo
at Lincoln's Tnn. . But aslie has nover opened a law book in his
lifs, or been inside a court of Justice, it may safely be nsserted
that ke would Lave great difficulties to encounter in the sonduct
of any case with which a too eredulous solivitor might entruet him,
Friends, anxious to see lijm * get on,"” onee persnaded him to buy
& partnership in an army coaching establishment, the previons
Proprigtor retiving with a large fortune. Al went well for g year
or two, when, owing to eome of their pupils never passine, and
both himself and his partner being hopelessly bad wen of busi
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ness, they found themselves, ob the hezinning of ona torm, with
two pupils to teach, MNaturally, the affairs-of the institution gob
wound up after this, Hartley being the loser of the fiftean hundred
or g0 which he had anvest A for s share., Then ibwas that ha
yotived to Giray’s Inn, and t ok those chambers whers we now find
hint.  Hathen became, as ho was fond of ealling himself, s litemry
man—~thiat is, he began that long gories of Cpuscula of which
mwention lms already been munde. They wera nover published,
becanse: editors invariably declined to accept them : no doubt
they were quite rirht, Hewas full of rending and scholarship—
full of ideas; but he never quired that way of putting things
which the British publie desires

He disliked revizion, too, wiici bored him 3 and ho had a habit
of reading his own things over and over agin till he got to know
them all by heart, and ti 5 appeared beanties. To
gome men o cengor ia al ey, I hove often thought
of settine mysclf up as o prof 1y adviser, ready to rend,
porrect, gupoest, and oub doswn, ab o muel per page—sny ten
pounds, He had a sort of uneasy cousciousness that life would
[isE awiy with him withont bringing any sorh of leudos to him
and though, from foree of habit, he still kept note-books, and
coversd acrea of paper yearly, ho had begun to look upon his
works as preoions pr en for his own reereation
and instroction—a tr isdom for those years of old
age when his ideas would begin to fail him. Thers & hundreds
of men like him, Header, thou who hast never looked over a
proof shesk, ave there nob within thy desk solloctions of verses,
shests of essays, bundles of tales, which it is thy secret pleasnro
Lo read and read, and thy secret hope to publish ¥ Deny it nok
We, too, have had this time; snd thers iz no such delight in

reading the printed page—especially when the world has received
the glorious possibilities of tha

it eoldly—as in gloafing 0¥ 3
manuseript.  What is the misers joy, as he rans his fingers through
the gold, to the young wrilers as he gite, door locked, pen in
hand, as modest over the tpndor {ancies of his brain 45 any young
girl ab her toilotte over her chi
Venn is & smooth-faced man, with a bright, {reeh cheslk—in spita
of late hours—and o light motstache,  Hishairiaperfeetly straighty
and e shows no signs of gelling gray like Lynn,or bald like Jones.
His face is long, with a somes 1 T sion of wealks
ness—and 4 long drooping 1
nose, Iipis not o tall man, and his shoulders stoop somewhat. He

1

s, tho melineholy and pafleciiva




MY LITTLE GIRE. 57

hos skill an air of youth, which I think will never leave him, even
sehen Iiis hair s silvery white. And his expression is one of very
greal sweetness | for he 1= ona who has el.l'_p'mimill.ies for-all. '1']1{:3"
talk of him etill at the butteries of his old eollege, where, in his
hot youth, he played many & hirmless frolic in his cups, and
whera he endeared himeelf to all the seevante. Indeed, it was
o other than Hartley Venn who bearded the great Master
of Trinity himself on that memorable night when, returning
pnsteadily from o wine, he necosted the Doctor leaving the lodge,
and thero and then ehallenged him to a discussion on the nndure
of Jupiter's satellitez. 1t was he, too—but why reeall the old
gtorics ! Are they not chronicled at the freshmen’s dinner table,
handed down to posterity like the Legends of King Arthurl
Tha waiters at his favourite places of resort regard him as o
personal friend.  They whisper ascrets a3 to the best things up;
hide away papers for him ; tell him even of their family affuirs;
and sometimes eonsult him on matters of purely personal impori-
ance, Tt was throngh Hartlay, indeed, that I first conceived the
idon that waiters are human beings, with instinets, appetites, and
ambitions like the rest of us. Itz veally the case. Andabthe
Tritish Museam, sucli was the esteem with which the attendant
—he knew all their names, and wounld ask -after their wifes and
familiss—rerandead Dim, that he used never to hove to wait more
than an hour to got his books.  And this, as every one who nses
the reading-room knows, is the height of civility and attention,

An indolent, harmless, good-hearted man, who could not ran
in harness ; who eould do no work that wes not exlfimposed,
and who did no work well except the self-imposed task ot which
hie had been labouring for twelve years—the education of his
little gzl

Yverybody in the Inn—that is, everybody connected with tha
administration of the place—knew Laura Collingwood. Every
body, too, felt that the production of so admirable a specimon of
the Eoglish maiden reflected the greatest eradit on all partiea
conternsl—on the benchers, the barristers, tho stndents, thea
porters, and the laundresses ; but eapecinlly on Mr. Venn,

Tt was about twelve wears bofors this time, when Veun first
took his chambers, and in the very weel when Mrs. Peck, his
lautidress, began her long carear of usefulness with him, that he
found one morning, on returning from the Museum, a little child,
with long light hatr and large bliue eyes, sitking on tho steps in

the door-way of his staircase, erying with texror al an evil-eyed,
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solemn old Tom eat, whowas ::mu raf herin o threatening man-
ner bahind the milings,  Unwashed, :lufl,, 1_'|._1-|,]1," -:]rs,,.ptqlql thia
little rosy-cheeked damsel of six touehed V enn's soft heart with
pity, and he proposed ab fivst to purchase apples, a proposition
which he enrried into offect ; and leaving her with a handful of
good things, proceed led upstairs with o view to commii to papar
somo of those invaluable thoughts which were seething in lis
brain.  Presently to his astomishment, the ehild ﬂ-il.r'u. ed him up
like a little terrier, and, sitfing down gravely upon the hearth
rog, bepan to talle to him with perfoct confidence. Thereupon
he perceived that here was a new friend for him.

*What iz your name, absurd little animal ¥ he asked,

¥ Lollie Collingwood."

“And who sve your amiable parents, Miss Tallie Colling-
wood, aud what may be theie rank in life? Where's your mother,
little ome§*

% Mother's dend.”

* Father, too 1”

“Got mo father,  Grandmother told me to sit «till on the sbepa,
Only the cat eame.  Here's grandmother.”

Grandmother was no other than Mrs. Peck hersolf. Later on,
ghe explained to Venn that ler d: g liter, w he had left her to £o
into service, and was o *likely sort o' zal" to look at, had come
back to her the yeur before with L]..:- ahild,

% Snid her name was Mra. Lu’u:'-fu-.-ml Said hor hushand
was dead. Ohl deara-desr-nane! Said he was a gontleman.
And here was the baby—geat girl :1]|'. ady. And then she I,jn. d
away and died. And never o word abont her husband’s relations:
and the ehild for me to keep and ll;  And bread's rose awiul,”

Hurtley took thechild on his knees, and looked b it morn
{:ECE:I'[T As Lt qu]u-’d thar t]{'ll" 1.1.'1;.1[ a sad ||:;|:|_ ]||-'|.-_.r "ﬁ'l.'.’ll.]il. |_[.
the little girl tumed up her face to ]|.m, and langhed, putting up
her lips to be kissed with such o winning grac .-TI,.|L ll.%l..l_ CYES
1001 OVEE.

“ Il help you with the child, 3Mrs, Peck,” he said : © dow't be
afraid about i, VWill you be my lLittle gind, T.oll

*“I'se your little givl now,” =aid ‘the child. And they gave
cach other the first of s iy 1|Lr:u and kizses
E Now, T ul: hera' with grandmother, 1"] 1[-. go fo geb somo
things for you.”

Hu hior down, and went o the estallishment of a young
lady, with whom he had a nedding sequaintance, devoted to thi
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dressmaking mystery. The lady, by greab good luck, had a
complate st of clothes for sale—property of somebody elso’s littls
girl, deceased—and by invitation of Venn went round to his
chambers, where, first by the aid of warm water and soap, Dama
Nature's handiwork was made to look elean and white: and they
with needle and thread and scissors, the child was arrayed in
what to her was nnspeakable grandeur.

“ That's my littls girl, Miss Nobhs," said Hartley, looking at
the result with beaming eyes.

“Well I'm sure, Mr. Venn! You might have the good fusta
nok to throw your child in my testh, I do think.”

“ My good soul, T didn's.  Are your teeth broken. Tok ma
look at thom ™

Vienn, you ses, was younger then,

“ Ha' done mow, Mr, Venn. You and your little girls, in-
doad 1

“ My dear Miss Nobbs, you and I, T am sure, linve the greatest
possible respect for each other. Do not lest me be lowered in
your eyos. The child iz the grand-danghter of my Inundress, the
aged but still industrions Mrs, Peck.”

“Snuffy old woman ehe ia! T can't think how you can have
her about yon.  And that is her grand-danghter?”

*Thiz 18 her prand-danghter—NMizs Laura Collingwood, T
propose, Miss Nobbs, to devote a portion of my leisire moments
to the eultivation in this child of those mental accomplishments
and graces which have made you the admiration of the quarter.”

#Good grmoions, Mr. Venn!—you'd talk o donkey's hind lez
off.  Don't be ridiculons I

* And secondly, Misz Nobbs, I propose to ask your assistanes
in providing her with a set of suitablo elathes®
“Now you talk semse. Lob's see—sholll want six pr of
two pr' of boots, thres new pettikuts, four pr’ of—yes four
pr of !

“Let us not go into all the details,” said Venn: T need
hardly say, Miss Nobbs; that in sclecting your oub of the many
talented and tastefil costumitres in our avistooratio and select
neighbourhood, I rely entirely on that professional skill
which——"

“Lord, loxd 1" eaid Mizss Nobbe, “if all the gentlemen talked
like you, where shonld we all L, T wonder? You let the child
eome to mo to-morrow, and then Il doall I con for her, Yo
:ﬂ-i:luf]nl man, I do believe, My, Venn, though you are so full of
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#Take a glass of wine; Miss Mobbe, and drink the health of
Lollie

This was the beginning of it all. Next daythe child was brought
round, solemnly armayed in her new splendour, to b 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 hie had tanght the ehild, who
was wonderfully quick and intelligent, to read. Then he laid in
an ijmmense stock of picture books, and gave them to hislittle girl
na fast ns she could read them; and then he tanght her to

Thres or four years passed on in this way. The aflernoon
lessons hnd never been interrupted, save when Venn went away
for n fortmight or so in the autumn. They had gradually
lengthened out, so as to take up nearly the whole day, Lollie
camé now betwesn eleven and twelve, and did net go homs till
six, areangements being made with a neighbouring purveyor 1o
gend up Iuncheon to Mr. Venn every day at two, which was
[ollie's dinner, She was then ten or cleven years old—a child
with long fuir curls hanging down her back, knuekly elbows, and
. snch as most young ladies of her age may show. Only
es 18 much the same a8 when Venn picked her up on the
doorstep, with a soft, confiding expression. She promizes wull
—little: Lollie—to grow up into a beantiful womon,

CHAPTER IIL

Tar most perfect love and confidence existed between Har Ly
anil the ehild. They were o steangely. assorted pair. He told
T.ollie, almost as scon a8 she conld 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 kuew what he would think, what he would say,
what he liked. Her whole lifa was in him, and all her thouglits
borrowed from his.  For him, the gitl liad become o necessary
part of his existence, Her edueation was his pleasure ; talking
to lier the only society Lo hud ; she the only person in the world
whio seemed to eare about what he did and how he did it
When sha was ten or cleven the child had a fever. Then
Haztley kept her in his own chambers till she was well again,
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Her g‘r‘ﬂ!ir]m'\‘l-i!'ﬂ' eamie, too—deeply resentlol at being put out;
but afraid to murmor. When she hovered bebween life and
death, and |1m[t]q_-d, when delirions, of green fields, it was 'I-[:'L:L]n!.r
who zat up night after night, watching her with anxions eyes,
while the old woman elumbered in the easy-chair,  And when
ghe got better—for if was bright spring weather—he took heg
away up the river for a fortnight ; whers they rowed, and walked
and talked, and the rozses come back to little Lollie's eheeks

There' was no question of affection botween them, becanse
there wans no'doubt, Do you think Adam was :alwn;.‘s ]'r-':lﬂlel'ih:;
to know whetlier Eve loved hiim 1 Rubbish | He knew sha did.
As for Hartley, what had he to think about bt the girlt What
had the girl to think about but Hartley? Whem had she to love
exeepthim?  What grace of life, what sweetness, what joy, what
hope, but in him—her guardian, her teacher, hier proteetor?

The fortmight 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 plessure.  She had befors the
story, beging, one mors bresk in a month by the sea, Dt this
was nob the snme thing, because there was a third persun with
them: This was how it eama about.

It was autumn, and Hartley was meditating lis usual Tadef
flight to the seaside.  The girl was sitting in her vsual ploes in
the window-seat, with her feet up, a book in her lap, and in ber
hands some Little work,

#Lollie,” said Hartley, * how should you like to go to the sea-
gids with me 7

Sha jumped off the seat with & cry of delight.

“T am not guite certain whether I ean manage it ; but I am
going to try. I shall ask my sizter to take you.®

Her face fall

“But that won't be going with you."

“Tshall gotoo. Tdsten, Lollic T want you, as you grow up,
togrow upa lady. I am teaching you the things that Tadies are
supposed to learn at schools,  But thers are some things which
I cannot teach you, These yon can only learn from a lady. 1
refer, my child, not to those little dialeetic peeuliarities, if T may
eall them ae, of our neighbourhoed—"

i Oh, Mr, Venn, don't say T talk like a little atreet girl"”

* ot to thosa idioms,™ e went on, as if obliged to g8t rid of
one sentenes hoforo he eonld 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 nlways said I behaved very wall.”

% Bo you de, Lollie; my child ; and you have always been thae
biost of litte gixls. That 13 the resson why you are going to ba on
your best behaviour now. Pub on your hat, and walk parb of
the way with me to Woburn-place, where Sukey li

Bukey was Miss Venn. Her real name was Lavinia; but her
lrothera—Hartley and the unfortunate Bob already mentioned—
agrend early in life that so ridiculons a nome should be suppressed,
anil changed it, without her comsent, to the homely name by
which she was ever after known. She, too, inherited o little
money, with a house, from her father, on which she lived in
considernble comfort, with the old family servant Anne, and o
subordinate maid, She was a fat, comfortable sort of person
now approaching perilonsly near to forty. She had given up
all ideas of matrimony, and chiefly cecupied herself with her
dilfferent curates—becanse she never could quits make up her
mind batween Low and High Church—and with little things to
eat.  Ilartley used to go and see her onee in three months or so

;
oy now and then asking her to come and breakfast with him.
Un these occasions he would provide kidneys—* to keep up the
family tis," he used to say.

Sukey received him with her usnal cordiality, and rang the
Lell for Anne to como up and glipke hands with him.

“1 am going to the seaside for three weeks, Sulkey,” said Ew;
fand 1 want you to come with me."”

It was the very fitst timein his life that Hartley had expressed
any desivrs whatever for his sisler's company, and she was for
the moment taken all aback., It took a copsiderable time to
get her to make up her mind that it wonld do hor good, and it
was not till Anne herself interfored despotically that she gave
WiLY.

“Very well,” said Hartley ; “then that's seftled. We'll po
the day after to-morrow. Oy I forget to say that I am taking
my little girl with me."

His sister changed colonr.

0Tt in for your sake, my dear Snkey,” he said, persuasivaly—
“for your sake entively. Far away from Anne, from your—
your pill-box and your little comforts, sappose you wers taken
ill? So Lollie is to go with us to look after you, snd be your
companion in honrs of zolitude,”
Sukey fairly burst out langhing,
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i My hours of solitade, indeed? Hartley, yon are the greatest
h 11,,_11.1_,:.1 T over knewy.  Iam to g0 with you 1!-"1"1“&&" vou avant the
child taught to be a lady. Ob, don't tell me. A lady, indeed
—the .-]»m.r]”_.nr of & Inundress 1”

v Purdon me, dear Sukey. Her grand mamma. oeetpies that
position,  Her father was a gentloman.  Our grandiother, my
gistor o

#Was p hishop, Hartley. Thon't forzeb that, ift you plesze.”

4 We had two, dear..  IE finay bo uncommon 3 but sueh 35 tha
fict.  Inour fomily we had two grandfathers.  One of them we s,
if I may remind yon, nob "-1-'I'kfn]_:| unconnected with the \'i.hn]pmlﬂ
ghie and——"

“Don't be proveking ! Well, Hartley, thonch I must Ay
your taking up with the child at all iz the most rdicalos
thing, and whit you are going to do with her I don’t knew »

yeb—o

after to-morrow, my dear Sokey.  Coma
anid bires .-.f.u-t {o-morrow at ten, That w ill not bie too Jate for you.
At this season, sister, kidneys attain tou sizeand flavour nmknown
a3 the year advances,”

.:'1.!:!:1 thig was l]lEl 1,1.'.,'1,;5? I].l "-'I-':Ji.l.';: I.ﬂ,l]i.l-;“- 501 ]II:‘T :'i]i:t“.ll[ﬂlt.

Time passes on lus way; and, as is his wont, takes from ono
to give to another,  Little Toliie grew from a rosy-faced ehild to
o woman—nob so rosy, not so brimful of mirth and glea ; Lut
bright, happy, intelligent, and beauntiful. T you know the tima
—it may be n yeor, ik LY b it wonth, it may be a day or on
oy, o u.r:nlulmh to circumstances—yhich separates the ehild from
the womom 1 It isa curions fime.  Wateh the young maiden of
sovenbeen. You will find her fitful, fanciful, inclined to long
roveries 3 sometimes impationt and petulant.  The old habits of
thonght ave passing away from her, and the new oncs are ns yok
etrange and awkward. It is a time of transilion. It lasts buta
little while ; for soon the sweet spring breezes blow, the buds of
thonght and faney open into blossom, and your child 45 & maiden,
Lompestiva viro—fit for love,

1t is at this time that Venn's little girl has arrived. Hartley
i3 consciong—dimly conseious, of a change in her. At fimes an
uneasy feeling cvosses him that the old childish customs must he,
goma time or other, modified. Then he pots the thonght from
liiin, ghid fn get rid of an 11tt]ﬂ=1’|fm:|t enbject, and tinnga g0 on
the game ox befure.  Nob that Lollis' thinks any Ell.tu“u will syer
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eome. To her, lifs menns reading, playing, waorking, in the ald
ehambers : -and 11"_-1511[._- means going up the river 1o t.l'l:! BUIMINER,
or to the theatre in the winter, with her guarlian.

¥ wr-n« e of those which eome in April,

It iz Sunday ineacly 8
a July |1u. and make the foolish blossoms open ok

s Warm as
wide in a ot fulous confidense—which no exp wrience con shake
that the East wind 1 dland :m-l his been comfortably buried.
" Cgurage,” they say, lika Charles Heads's Buarg cryndian f—fﬂ-u- P
e paiira ex, 1o diable est mort” Taking advantage of
tha weathier, 3Lr. Venn has b -1:--||. his littla girl to ]-..--.uu il
and they aee flo atinz on the 7 iver basking in the sun—L --IIL-,
holding the strings Vo ocens Iy dipping lis zeulls inthe
water to keep 4 little way on i » boat,

o 'y been thinking, Loilie,” he Lerins, after halfan honr's
silemoe.

i Don't let us think now, Took ab ha flecks of sunlight en
the water,” she teplies, “and Lo ]m l1--.--. are green already.,
Jan you not writd & posm ou the . Venn ¥

i W hat we are to do with each ~-~I|-'- " he went on, without
noticing her intermption. #We can't go on for ever like this,
"\']'IE].IL“

# Ton't, Mr. Venn.  Tabus be happy whila wo can, Listen,
chureh bells—the churgh belle 1 she went on.
o me to chureh, Mr. Venn? Why

There ate thie
* Why have you never fak
do wa nok go, ik other people®’
s Thopa are varions reasons why f-»-.' o, none of which seem
applicable to us, Jollie: ! wo
are mob Tes] ble. Toor w
clean ; but persons of no oceupaty 'r-n, and cert .1:.-Ij.- not ||-~['\-|:|,‘:‘.-
abla, Then, s pood many Workh people go because it is tha
custom : it is mob our cus DBecase they wont to wear their
wve nio hest elothes at all, Beeansse

hest clothes @ wo, 1||'-.--|.'l'
they want a little variety ond exc itement : you and T fake onr
"nul BT -_r-- ouk of religion and devotion

it 18 TEspoC ..|.-'||- :

]_r|.| asnre lesa sad |'|.
—whish we o not fecl,

She was silent, 8
eort of separation betwean her and that respec
ghe could only koow the o taide.

# Pt when we do feel religions, we shall .go, ghall we not ¥
ghe asked,

Venn nodded. To was {ull of thought on this mew quostion
of the ﬁ.[ fat

af pres

yma: ghie felt that thers was o

ol
table world of which
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“Iere is & water-lily for yon, Tollie—sit steady—the first of
e season, . . . . Let us number up your seeomplishments
dild.  You ean play the pinno—~that js something. Yoy eamn,
sing a hittle—nob miueh, it s e your voice boing, as Sitkey
wotld say, what Providenes made it "r'ury odd that they pat all
the fuilures on to Providence !  You can read, and talk and write
French. You kuow Latin; though why I tanght you Latin T
r]-:l]j'l ]-inl:?l'l.'l'..l

ST ik was only to read Horgen with yon,” s1id tha girl, half
pouting, " I really think you might have taught me something
ulse.  With his wine, and his lyre, and hiz ebaryal egotism.™

“He should have besn heps today, lying ab your feot, Lollia,
erowued with myrtle, Playing on his lyre angd singing, as he
ioated down the sunuy river, to the spring—

* Diffngors nives, redonnt jam graming CAmpiE,
Arboribusque comap,*

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

*The vear, for hor reasans, koeps changing her BRARONS §
Now the lenves to the Torruca return, and the croens to Kew.
Earth puta off lior seal skin, and. olad on har real akin,
Smiles pright through her blossoma at Spring with its sunshine and
dow "’

Yenn lnughed,

“¥es, child ; that is, T beliave, how Horace might have weitten
had he lived in these litter days. You know how to tonsh tha
tender place in my heart.  If we have any prids, it i3 in certain
portions—unpublished —of the Opuszeula, where an imitation
touches—we only say touches—the original.  But we were talk-
ing sbout Florace. I introdiesd youto him, you know, Surely
you would like him—the fat liitle man, melancholy becauss he
ig getting older—to be with us now '

“Yes pretty well ; only I auppose he wonld have tired of usg
rery soom.  We are not grand enough for him, you know, Cwvid
would have been better, Ha would have told us stories like
those wo rearl topether in the ¢ Metamorphoces,” ahant Cephalus
and Proeris, for fustanos, Bub, no. T think T don't eare much
for yourold poets. T tall You what wa will do when the somiap
comes, Mr. Venn : we will come here with Alfesd do Musset, and
tead *La Nuit da Diécembre,’ for contrast, while tha sun is lhigh
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over our heada, in the shade of a willow—shall wel I sometimes
think—" here she stopped.

#What do you think, Lollie ¥

A child, you sea, can tell yon-all; but in the transition etata
the thoughts grow confused. For then the mind is like a gallery
of pictures li t tip with eross lights, so that none can be properly
goem;  he half blushed.

#{3a on with my accomplishments, My, Venn.”

e Wall we left off ab the Latin, As for Greek—"

% Wo, T will ot learn Greck. Yoo may translate things to
me if you like'

# At the new College for Ladies, T belisve they mako the
domeels learn Greel. That shows: your prmuhtc to be un-
founded.”

SN aver mi [|_|.E I won't learn Grael.”

“TWell, then, I fear yon have come to the length of your
knowledge. Stay, it is nok every girl of eighteen who has read
Hallam, or who L::c.'n-': the literature of her L,U'l.l]'ltﬁ_'p half so well
as you. Upon my word, Ls illis, T begin to think that our sys-
torn of education 15 B suecass ‘,t-:m are o very learned little
person. A fow ologies, and we should be perfect. Unfortunately
I don't know any, not one—mnot even the ol DEY of li.:l.ljl]"'
nasty things in pnnlr How long is it since the education
began! Twelve years. You are L"J:-_'I]I.Ll: en, child. We must
think about "—he stopped for o momay nt—* about sending you
to the new college, to carry off the prizes,” he went on.

8ha shook her head, and he rowed on—Lolly thoughtfully
dipping her gloveless finger in the bright water, as the bont
floated along under the buul

“{ould we not come always and live in the country, Mr
Venn? Why do people choose to spend their lives in a greak
town? See, now, wo conld have a cottage, my grandmothar
and I, and you *-H-,:u]:l have a house, like t]| I.t one, only smaller,
with willows over the river, and a sloping lawn, We would
gib out in the aic all day, and read and talk."

1 And never got 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
ghould like to put them all down as they come to me, and then
bring them to you”

“Why don't you put thom down, my little girl?' said
Haxtley, looking in her face with his kindly eyes * Why not
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come to med And if I can’t answer them, we will Ly to find
somebody who can.  Tell me some of them,”

* Ihardly remember.  Only the contrash of the quiet and
beanty out here with London mokes ma snd sometimes, when [
cught to be happy. Do vou think T am grateful, Mr. Venn 1

“It is T who am not grateful, Lollie, 1o you kuow all Not
have done for me

“No. Lam sellish. 1am always thinking of what you v
done for me.  What have I donei”

“I can hardly tell you all, Lollie, T will tell you something.
14 is about bwelve years now sinee T made out, quite elearly and
unmistakably, what fite bad in storo for me The prophetic
voice said to me, ° Hartley Venn, You are no good, You aren
porson without common sense, without Energy, without courage,
You must therefora maka up your mind to obseurity, You will
not be able to marry—you must not fall in love. You hael
Lettor resign yourself to live in your chambers uniil you require
anurse” I eaid, ‘Very well, my vencrable sistars of the fatal
spinning machine. T would have asked a fow questions; but
perhiaps, ag it iz easier to usk than get an anawer, I had better
hold my tongue. I nccept the position, ladies, with & general
Irotest agninst the inequality of things. I accept the position,

erhaps,” I went on to say, with withering irony, * I may not
be 5o proud of your handiwork as to wish for o continuance of
my kind.  ¥ou may break up my mould, if you please, and ae
5001 a8 you please. Tt won't Le ‘wanted agnin,’ They hadn't &
word to gay in roply.”

“I don't understand,” said Lollie—* that i3; I only half un-
derstand.  You mean that you had not enough money for mar-
riage "

“Exactly s0; and that T did not see m y way to gefting any.
The prospect was not alluring. But then, you zee, that com.
Eﬂumtiug power in Nature, whom, I think, the Romans should

ave made a goddess, one who would go abont administering
compensatory gifts, gave me—you, child; and I have been
happy ever since, wilching you grow, and become wiser snd
better ; trying to show me what a lady ought to be, and getiing
Younger myself in eatehing the enthusizsm of your youth, My
Littls girl, you have been the sunshing of my Lifa!"
The tears came into Tollie's eyed,
“You are too good to me, Mr. Venn. T will trv and remen-
o—2




41 MY LITTEE GIRL,

ber what you have said to-day. But don't zay it again. Never
gay it again, please”

W lLJ. nn[‘ my child "

6T don't know. When you said that T was your sunshine—
ah ! whet, then, is my sunshine A clond erossed the river,
and it eeemed as if your sunshine was suddenly taken away. 1t
is ﬁm]-»h_ foolish—1fo |'|.||.-\.|‘! '* ghe repeated, langhing; * bub
please dom't say ik again.

YVenn was ]'E"\-\.lil:llf on his skulls, and looking in her eves with
a vague sort of anxiety. Her cheek was flushed, and her lips
frembled, She held out her hand to him, and smiled.

“ Forgive me. L am yOur little girl—your daughter—your
ward—and FOU ATe my—

Mot your father, child,” returned Venn, hastily. **Tere ia

Teddington, Lellie. Let us have mo more comfessions.  Tell
me some of your thoughts while we go back, and keep a lock-
out.. Remember that day when you rn me into a tree at
Clieveden Woods"
Oh, what fun it was " she langhed; *and it took ns half
an hour to get the hoak outb again.  Now, then, we shall be hack
in'n quarter of an hour. W ]1‘1[ ghall T tell you—some of my
old thoughts? I used to think that if I was rich—wvery rich,
you know—what a different world I would make it. I.'I-'{‘P].’
poor man's house should be clean, every poor man shonld Ta
taught not to drink, there should be no eruel want in the winter,
hread and conls should never fgo up,’ and the world should nok
know what was meant by the word bunger. Those were doll's
thoughts, vou know. Then I used fo think, when T pot u Jittle
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 gob older still ; and now I think what
one person could l!n if ]j[, had the 81.||'1'|""L|.‘! and the w !IH with-
out any money at ail."

“ How wonld he do if, and what would he do?"

% Ho might live among poor people, and find ouk the way to
help them without making them dv]urluirt:{-. A man conld do
it, 1f hs was not always trying to make people go to chureh.
A elergyman might do it, if he was not like thoss I see about,
Bk [IIJIL"JI.!:. will do it; and the people are getting worse and
woras,"

“ on't think too much of the ]mu!-]i: Lollie "
“Bot I must think of them, Mr. Venn. Do I not belong to
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themi? Do I not live smong them? They are all good to me:
and it goes to my heart that I hove been taught so many things,
and cin do so little. "Well, then, you see, I think about other
things—myself and my lessonz, and you, and the déar old
chambers, with the chairs dropping to pieces.  1FT wero rich, I
should wover tho choirs, and get o new carpat, and bity you o
new dressing-gown, and have the walls painted over again, and
make Lhem so fine that we should hardly know each other
ngain.”

“They do for uz, Lollie."

A, yes—they are delightful old chambeora. Do vou know,
Mr., Vienn,” she went on, with a gigh, 1 shonld like to know
some young ladies. I don't mean like Miss Venn, but fuite
young gitls, like myself T ses them walking in the squares
with cach other and their govermesses, 1 swomder what they
talk abont. Do you know '

“T knew a young lady once,” answered Yeun, meditatively,
*5he used to ask everybody if they liked *In Memorizm,” and
ghe nsed to talk anbont dress a good deal,”

“1 suppose in thome louses about Tavistosk snd Bwssell
Squares they have everything they want. Plenty of amusement,
with all nics people—ladies and gentlemen. They maka all
their interest in study, don't you think? With their opportn-
nities, you know, they ought to. They are always trying to do
good to each other. They never have bad tempors, or sy
unkind words 1o each other, like poor people. They don’t talk
seandnl like poor people; and they are not always thinking of
finery, like poor girls—not always craving for excitement, like
my claza. 1t must be a delicions thing to bea young lady.
‘Manners makyth ye mam,’ a8 T read the other day. Isn'tita
funny thing to say? But I should like to see how manners
makyth yo woman, I imagine the life of one of thess young
ladies. When T see one walking alomg, looking =0 quiet, and
thoughtful, and proud, I say, ¢ My dear, you, are very happy ;
you have no frivolons or fuclish tastes, becansa you are so well
educated,  You have read all the best books, vou know how to
dress tastefully, you do not speand more than balf 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.! Every
woman muet think of love o little, you kuow, Wa are happy
so—isn't that the reason, Mr. Venn! Then, I zee them going
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to chureh, It miusk be o besutiful thing going to chirch—all
kneeling tomother, withont a thought except of goodness and
1'L"]i-"'i.l'.l-tl. You can tench me, Mr. YVenn, and edocate me to all
gorts of things; bot you can neve 1' make meo like one of tha
young ladies I see as I walk about.”

#7 don't want to, Lollie. I like you best as you are, Tt
ma pull herin.  Now then, child, take cars how you step.”

They went back by tmin, and dined together ab seven ; then
up to Venn's chambers, where Lollie, who was very guiet and
thonghtful, made tea.  After tea, she played for him one or twa
of his favourite * Lieder oline Worte," while he smoked o pips
by the fire side, and looked at his little girl,

She wasz a tall j_.:i1'|. now—mnot little at all. Her ].i']l" hmir had
darkened inte bLrown, her blue eyes wers of a deeper colour.
Sho had a perfectly oval face; her mouth was gmall, and her
lips perhaps a little too thin, tremulous ; her nose straight and
--.har cut, her chin slightly—very slightly—projecting—jnsk
enough to show possible stremgth of ‘will.  Hep wealth of hair
wanted no artificicl poads to-set it up and throw it off as it oy,
like an Apocalyptic crown of virtue, npon her head. She was
dreased in a bloa alpaca, hi]];l-{l_". and tastefiil.  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 s if they knew,
without any t|:||q. where the my lay. As she played—Dby
the nptorned aye, by the trembling lip, by the fixed paze—yon
knew that her tnu] wag in the lL1'I-.~]{!-. far pway.

Veon looked ut her lovg and earnestly.  What was he to do
with this treasure—this pearl of maidens, that he had picked
ouk from the very gutter and made & princesst Did you evee
mark, in some roupgh, squalid field, rank with ecarsa grass, foul
with potsherds and rubbish, some swest wild flower, hlossoming
all by itgelf-—the one .-1[1.1_\;l|~ protty thing in the 1'1I|IIlJfr|I1I~]r
Nature iz always providing soch wild flowers.  Ower the rainous
wall she trmins the ivy, on the hroken-down ramparts she plants
the wallllowser ; ahe will not that any thing shonld o on without
some tonch of ]IL’ZL'.l'l:.' to redeam the t. On the seas are the
lovelicat sunsets, in the Desert the Llnl-m'ﬂ of Tsraol had theie
mirage, S0 you have seen, in some coarze, rongh |}l 1ee in Lon-
don, in some reeking manuficturing town, among fazes blotehe Iy
faces smirchad, ll.i'--'-z bezotted, fares sl irp with tl sld. hanger,
faces heavy with tho 1|*"tr_||||:1r.|r|u of erime, faces valgarised “':
common and stupid vices, faces low, bad, basy, some one face i




MY LITTEE GIRE, i |

a erowd, a0 bright, so purs, so beautiful, so loffy, that it scemad
to radeern the ugliness of all tha rezt. And sach was the facas
af Lollie. ) _

Venn put down his pipe, and gtood Behind her as ghe played,
&he looked up in hiz face withont stopping.

“Yon arn happy, child ¥ ho asked, taking her face in hia
hands. and kissing her forehead in his paternal way.

i Ag if T am not always bappy here I

A eold ehill ]_m,-.:s{-d throngh Yenn's heart ; for he then, for tha
firat timee, perceived thab there was another sido to this picture,

CHAPTER TIV.

Aworiier side to the pictura! Yea  For twelve long years the
girl had been growing at hiz feet, coming to him daily, sitting
beside him as he unfolded the treasures of knowledge to her, and
tanzht hier, within the bonunds of innocenss, all he knew himsalf,
She came in the morning—she left him about six; for sight
hours or g0 she was his constant companion. Then she went
away, oub of his thoughts—aecording to his habit: and he went
to his clul, to his restanrant; to his half-dozen friends, talked,
stuoked, drank brandy-and-water, and came home again,

Anid what did she do?

Bhe went home—what she called home—to Paddock’syow.

Thare was once, in the old times, an unfortunate young person
whoss fate it was to be half her life an animal —T belisve a cat,
if my memory, & treacherons one at best, does not play me falao
the other half she might spend in the ordinary delightfal fizura
of the girl of the peried. Se, too, Melozine, danghtar of Pres.
gine of Avalom, and wife of the Enight 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
gkin of a serpent.  Little Lollie, very early in life, realised that
her life was Lo ba something like one of these ladica—of whom,
however, ehe had never heard.  From ten to six, or thereabouts
—Sundays as well as week days—eivilisation, light, ease, clean-
liness, comfort, eultuve ; all the plessores that can be had in
talking, lenrning, writing, and mnsic ; o lifo of affection, thought-
fulness, and eare; a time spent with & man so moch elder than
herself that even now, that she was grown up, she looked upan

= 0 B . n 1
him sz almest her father, and loved him as much az any fathor
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eonld be loved. From ten to gix, o swoel innosence of trust,
the growth of twelve years' intercourse, of the cutpouring of
eomfidence which she could give to no other person in the world,
From ten to six the modest pride that the gitl had in being the
object of all this grace and tenderness in her Dohemian pro-
tevtor,

But from six to ten, Puddock’s-vow.

To know Poddeck's-row arvight, you must visit b at least
every night in the week,; ab each successive seaszon.  As the pro-
greas of my story might be hindered in the deseription of eight
and twenty nights, let us only give a fow general details, Lol-
li's grandmamma oceupied o firsh floor—four and sixpence the
two rooms—in the Row, and was considered a rich and fortunata
woman, She had only oo set of rooms: to attend, and Venn
only gave her six and gixpence o week for all her motherly eare's
and Lollie did not know that her own pension money, weskly
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 virtos there could be but
one opivion, and but one of her beauty. She was the pattern
of the court; and momlising mothers, when they were sober
enough to point the moral and improve the tale, were apt to fix
her success oz a theme, and narrate her story to cm'}-il-.;__; li:ll.lngh-
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 Indy ‘at the end of the court, who worked bard all the wesk
and got drunk every Saturday night, and was wont to come oub
at h‘-‘k!l"-'ﬂ, with her hand to her !:I.l','ll.!ll |_‘1'I'.."r||:__; alowd unto thae four
winds, * Ob, Lord, how bad I be! Thers wers the family of
five brothers at No, 2, who fl'll,lg!]t- moat I]:i;_{]'l.iﬂ j" l]:ii-]"”'r tlin
other three looking on.  There were two or throe lsundresses of
the Inn, who wers even worse, s regards personal habits and
appearanes than poor old Mrs. Peck, and envious of her superior
fortunc. There was a swarming population all day and all night ;
thers was no peace, mo quistness, no chance for anything bub
cndurance.

J*LLILd in the midst of a1l this the poor girl had to spend her
evenlogs and her nights, Bometimes she would cry aloud for
shame and misery. Somelimes, when she was left alone, the
sqnalor of her surronnding eircimstances would appear 50 dread-

ful, s0 intolerable, g0 miserable, that sho would resolve to beg
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and implors Mr. Venn to take her out of them, Sometimes
she would shut out the world around her by building castles in
the air, and 2o forget things.  Only, as time went on and things
did mot change but for the worse, she found & huu-‘nui::;_: daily
more dilficult to keep up the illusions of hope, and persuade
herself that all this would have an end.

The poor gmndmother was o trial. T am sfmid the wicked
old woman purloined lLalf the money that Venn gave her for his
ward, and pat it into a stocking.  She was not a niea old woman
to look at,  She had disagreeable Labitz.  She was not raticent
of speech.  She was interested mainly in the price of the commoner
kinds of provisions, such s the bloater of Lestherlane. And
when she was in a bad temper, which was often, she wus o
Nagster. From habit, Tollie always lot her go on till it was
bed-time.  Then, at least, she was free; for the: little room at
the back belonged to her. She eould have comparative quict
thers, at any rate. The old woman preferred sleeping among
her pots and pans, as she hnd been brought up to do, in the
front Toom. Desides, she was afraid of her grand-daughter, and
yot prond and fond of her, She folt more comfortable when
the ehild was gone to bed, and she could nag all to herself—
audibly, it is trus, and with the assistance of a littls bottle con-
taining some of Mr. Venn's brandy. On the whole, she was
well pleasied that she had but little of the girl's sociaty. For
like will to like; and many were the cheerful little gatherings,
not unenlivencd with gin, which took place on that first flaor,
what timo Lollis was gone to the theatrs with Mr. Venn, with
ancient contemporaries of this dear ol Woman,

L think I see ber now. “Tout ce quiil ¥ & du plasaffronx.” An
antique * front ™ alwayas twisted awry over & brow—marhled, in-
dead, but not with thought A countenanes in whish deep lines
wore marked with a decper black than coversd the pest. Hmall,
cunning eyes: if you lead a small, ennning life, your eyes do
most inevitably become small and cunning of aspect.  Fat lips,
such s might ecoma from ulways eating roast pork—the greatest
luxury with which Mrs, Peck was acquainted. A bonuet never
removed day or might. A dress—but, no, let us stop.  Is there
not a sort of gacrilege in describing, only to mock at her, a poor
old creature who was what the conditions of lifs made herd Let
us bring honour and revorenee to old age.  For Mrs, Peck no
moreshall ba said. To her virtues very kind, Hartley Venn was
Yo ull her funlts very blind.  She cribbed everything, She never
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cleaned anything,  She smashed everything. Shecheated, Tub
gha was Lollie's grandmother,

Tollie's education we have snfficiently deseribed. It had, as
s have hinted, ono capital defect. Thers wos not one word of
refigion about it Venn—mnob becanze he was an infidel, which
he was not ; mor beeauss he wished to make am experiment,
which was not the ease; butsimply oubof pura earolezaness and
indifferanice, and becanse he never went to church himself—
tanghit his little girl no religion whatever, She knew, from
reading, something—the something being the most eurions med-
ley possible, from a mixture of every kind of Latin, French, and
English authors. Venn respected muidenly innosence #0 far a5
to keep harmful haoks, as he thought them—that is directly
harmfal—ont of her way ; but he gave the child first a liferary
taste, and then access to writers whose ideas of religion were
more @ mixed ” than would have been good for the most mas-
cnline intellect. The Bible she had pever even seen ; for tha
ouly copy in Venn's possession had, many years before, tumbled
Lohind the bookease, and was th st o view.  And of ladiea
ghe knew but one, Miss Venn, who etill asked her to tea once or
twice a year, treated her with exemplary politeneas, and sent her
away with a frigid kiss, Miss Venn, you Ses, wis suspiclous,
She always fancied her brother was going to marry the gitl ; and
therefore made it her business to try and make her understand
the great gulf which comparative rank establishes between peopls
—prandehildren of bishops, for instance, und grandchildren of
laundrosses,

She had two lovers—past and rejected, bien entendn.  Omno
was o gallant young lawyer's glerk in the Inn, about her own age,
who aecosted her one moming with a letter, which sha handed,
unopened, to Venn, It contained honourable propozals,  Venn
descended to the eourt where the aspirant was waiting for an
amswer, and there and then administered a light chastisement
with a walking cane ; the policeman—ho of the big beard amd
tha twinkling eyes, not the thin one—looking on with a grim
bt decided approval,

Then there wis Sims the baker. A quite gentesl young mam
of a Sunday, if you see him got up in his best, blue tie, and flower
in Iiis button hole, with a cane.  He attacked the fortress through
the rrandmether, ond persupded her to accept the first offerings
of love, in the shape of certain funcy ones, which greatly p]-‘.':lséll
the old lady. To her sstonishment, the child threw the gifts
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oub of window ; aud Ar. Venn went round the next day and
had o sericns fallk with the young man. Ha put on mourning
the next Sunday, and walked up and down the Gray's Inn-road
all day in the disguise of & mute. DBut Lellie never saw him
en his silent sorrow was thrown away, and he returned to his
sally Lunns.

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

It was between nine and ten o'clock that she left Gray’s Tnn
for home—not five minutes' walk, and one. which she always
took alone. Here she had a Little adventure.  For as slis was
striding fast along the pavement of Holborn, she becames awars
of & “ gentleman ™ walking beside her, and gazing into her face,
1t was one of these moral uu!‘:.r.[,;«,'r Common e1]¢,u_e__.;||_ in London
sireets—venommous but cowardly, and certain to recoil harmless
hefore a littls exhibition of daring, He coughed twice. Lollia
Inoked F.-'[]'ﬂi:.;ill- before her.  Then he took off hiz ||:|t., and _q||.g|'|;|:g
something to her.  Then, finding sha took no notice of him, he
took her hand and tried to pass it under his aem,

“Wo are old friends, my dear,” ho said, with an engaging
smila.

She sliook him off with terror, erying ont;

There were afew people passing at the time who wers astonished
to eee one gentleman take another gentleman by the coat collar,
and kack that l_'f-ls'll--mrm into the gutter.

*Insulted o lady," eaid the champion to the bystanders, and
going back to Lollic,

“ ¥ah " ered the little mah, |':!|’\_l:-|:|]f: rounid him.,f-'ﬂ‘ e wrag
dawn. And when Lothario emerged from that civele, his hat was
buttered in, and probably a whole quarter's salary of mischief
done to his wardrobe.  The moral of this shows how prudent it
i mot fo be faken at a disndvantage. Also that it is best to ok
ap at onee i you dre kicked into the gutter, and to eross the
vond ; and, thivdly, that as the mob iz sure to join the winning
gide, 1t 139 best to be the victor in all sbreet encounters, Some
historians give no moral atall to their incidents: for my part,
my morals ave my strong point,  When I do not give one, it is
only because the moral may be read inao many ways that even
three volumes cannot streteh a0 far.

* Permit me to see you safely purt of your way ot least" said
Lollin's knight.

He was a gentleman, though apparenily of a different kind to
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Mr. Venn, being very carefully and elaborately dressad, His
face she hardly noticed, except that he had a small ond very
black monstacho. But sha was o frightened thab she was nob
thinking of faces,

i | live elose by,” she said,  * Permit ms to thanlk youn, sir, for
your brave interforence. 1 have pever been iusulted before,
You have done me a greatservies.  Good night.”

Sl held ont her hand' with o pretty grace.  Ho took it lightly,

ised his hat, eaying—

# 1 am very happy. Perhaps we may meet agein under mora
firtunite cirenmestances. Au revoir, mademoisells ; sana dire
ien. !

She smiled, and turned into Gray's Iunroad. She looked
round onee.  No; her champion was a sentleman—he was nol
following id he speak in French i—* An TOVOIr,
sans dire adien.” nd herself saying the woeds over and
over again, Nonsense l—of course ghe would never see him
again ; and if sho should, he was only a strangor to her.

She told Venn in the meorning, who flew into o g'l.'{‘q'l.'.i- rage,
aud promized always to take her home himself when she left his
rooms later than six.  In the course of the day he calmed down,
1 peil an oration—I am gorry I have no space for ib liere
—on the nature and properties of the commen or street enoh,

CHAPTER V.

Promacoras onee compared Jife to the letter Y. This letter, start-
nga trunk, ]-.]4_-_<|_]'||'i_'; diverges into two branches, which Teplesen
respectively the two lines of life : the good and consequently
liappy— that is the thin line to the right ; and the bad and con-
:-'il'.'l.':ul.“!tllj' miserable—tlhe thick black one fo the laft, Itisan
elementary comparison, and hardly shows the sage at his best.
For as to happiness and misery, they seem 1o ma gomehow di-
pendent on public opinion and the length of o man's purss,
A man with a hundred thousand a year may really do anything
—not only without incurdog ignominy, but éven with a cerfain
amount of applanse.  He will 'il-."., of conrse [JT-’!'Z'L:L--: murder as
one of the Fine Arts, nor will he eheat at whist, and he will have
little difficulty in resisting the orlinary temptation to comuib
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burglary.  Dub for the poor man publie epinion i3 a mighty
enging of repression.  Virtue is his stern, and often bitter, portion.
Public opinion exacts from him n lifa strietly maral and rigidly
virtuons.  In all places except London, it forces him to go to
chureh: ina AN e, it drivez im I‘Ii:||.\-‘u|:|_'\1.':'|_rri_-1 with a Li]'i_c]..—_
stick. The rich man, in whose favour any good point—even
the most mdimentary—is scored, may be as bad ag'he pleases ;
the poor man agninst whom we seore all we ean, is just as bar
as he darea to be.  This is one ohjection to the Pythagorean
eomparisnn.  Another is, that voung men never seb off deliber-
ately down the thick line. It is, T admit a more erowded line
than the other ; but then thers are constant passings and re-
passings to and fro, add I have seen many an honest fellow, once a
roysterer, brudging painfully, in after years, along the narrow
and prickly path, dragged on by wife and ehildren—though cast-
ing, may be, longing looks at the gallant and careless men he has
laft.

1 knew that follow, Philip Durnford," an old friend of Lis
told me, * when-first he joined. He was ehy at first, and seemed
to be feeling his way. Woa found ont after awhils that he could
do things mther better than most men, and more of them, Ti
you eared about musie, Durnford had a piano, and could play
and sing, after a fashion. He could fence pretty well, too,
played billinrds, and made a little pot at pool ' altegether, an
accomplished man.  He was free-handed with his money ; nover
ecemed to care what he spent, or how he spent it Queer thing
about him, that he waz o smart officer, and knew his deil. 1
think he liked the routine of the regimental work. Somehow,
thongh, he wasn't popular. Something grated, He wps nof
quite like other men ; and I dow'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 teying to be better than
nnybody else, and Lo used to flourish his confounded reading in
your face ; eo that some of the fallows were afraid to open thei
lips. We didn't seem to care—eh 1 about John Stuart Mill.
Then, he wouldn't toke a line. The fist man wa can underatand,
and the man who preachies on a tub and distributes tracts, and the
army prig we know, and the rending man ; but hang me if we
could make out a man whowanted to be eve rything all af ones, and
tho best man in every line, I can assure you we wero all glad
when we heard that Durnford was gending in his papers”

hat 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 1510
the thick, the left-anded one, with the mob. This is very sad ;
beeausaswe shall have to see more than enough of him. You see, he
wanted patience. He would gladly have won the Victoria Cross,
Bt there was nothing in that way going just then. He would
have liked to climb quickly up the tree of honour.  Dut this is
a tres which can be only attempted under certain conditions.
Had he been a drommer in the French army, aboub the year
1700, he might have died Marshal of the French Empire.  Bub
he fell not upon the piping times of war. So ha went in for
boing o dashing young oflicer : rode—only hee did not ride 2o wisl]
s some othors : pamblod—only not with the recklessness that
bronght glory to others; and was a fast man, but without high
spiritz. In personal appearsnce he was handsome, pax! ionlarly
inuniform.  His cheek showed—what is-common enough in men
of the mixed breed—no signs of that black blood which always
filled his hoart with maee whenever he thought of it.  His hair
was black and curling, his features elear and regular. Perlnps ho
might have been an inch or two taller with advantage ; whila
his chin wns weak, and his forehead too receding,

Always weak of will, his heroie element has now, thongh he
iz only six and twenty, almost gone out of him. Hge looks for
little beyond physical enjoyment of life: he hag mo high aime,
no purposes, no hopes.  Worse than all, e has no friends or
belongings. 8o his heart is coverad with an incrustation, grow-
ing daily harder and deeper, of gelfishness, cynicism, and un-
belief. When the devil wanted to tempt him to do something
worse than usaal, it was his wont to show him his finger-nails,
whers lay that fatal spet of blue which never leaves the man of
African Li-_-:ggp:]t., 1.||_|;.|_|J-_;i| hiz blood be crossed with onrs for a
doren gencrations, Then he waxed fieree and reckless, and was
ready for anything, If the consciousness of descent from a long
line, which has sometimes done well and never dome disgrace-
fully, be an incentive to o noble life, surely the descent from a
lower and inferior race must ba o hindranes,

He thought nobody knew ik, and trembled lest the secrct
should be discovered. Everybody knmew 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 tosether, and formed o conelusion and gaid

nothing abiout it, being gentlemen and good folloswz
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No brandishing of the sword in fronk of a wavering line of red ;
no Ieading of forlormn hopes—nothing bub garrison life and eamp
lifs : whatshould a young mando?  Here my former informant
gomes again to my assistance,

“ Durnford,” he said, "used to be always trying to ontpace
gome ofher 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 execlusive ; and a fellow with o nose like a door-
knooker always thinks himself the handsomest dog in the regi-
ment b Well; you see, Durnford was o mulatie, an octoroon,
or n gixteenth-oraon, or something. He'd read in a book, T sup.
pose, thal mulatboes were an inferior race ; so nothing would do
for him but showing himself an exception to the rale by proving
himselfl our superior—all tho same as making himself out & hird
by trying to fly. He muddled away his money. But, bless you,
he conldn’t really chuek. Chucking iz a grand gift of naturs,
eultivated by a course of public school, army coach, and garrison
life. Durnford did not understand the art, Now, young Blythe
of ours, when he heard of the step vacant, wrote to his governo
about ik, “Well, the governor actually sent him the money, in-
stead of paying it into Cox's, The youns begoar serenmed with
delight. 0, Lord ! he said, look what the governor's done !
And chucked it all in & fortnight, without purchasing the step at
all. Durnford could never come up to that, you know. IHe
didn't drink mueh: but there was ona thing men liked in him,
If loo was on, Durnford never played sober against men serewed.
Always reputed the soul of homour in that respect. But he
wanted too much. He would have liked to be popular ameng
all classes, and he was popular among none,”

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

“I believe,” hio said, with some plausibility, © that a fellow is
popular if ke is balieved to be better than lie seems. Cine mnan,
A, iz a frightful villain, bot ke loves and respects B, nnother
tremendons scoundrel and ruffian, beravse Lo thinks him pos-
sessed of some noble and elevating qualities wanting in himself,
He once eaw B. foss a halfpenny to a begpar, and say, “Poor
devil'! Now that showed a fine vein of native generozity. ¥ou
don’t like & man you think to be warse than yourself, becauss he
must belong to such a devilish bad lot; and the formuls of I
the big rascal, is always that he ¢ may nok be a religious man, by
gady’ but there are some things which ha would uot do.
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Well, yon see, that poor beggar Durnford was believed to ba
worse than he really was. Ho did it himself.  Used to scoff af
religion : which is bad form, in my opinion—religion heing the
business of the chaplain ; nnd 1'd just as soon seoff ab the adjutant
or tha E{‘I‘flll‘l'lflll-]]'lill'i-:'ﬂ'. That did him harm x and in 5.|:.|:iL{'- of hiz
riding and fencing, and all the rest, he really had very littla
51.['E]J'.:';]:I: in i':'i:-{ hll'j:lr.. ]"|:E|->'|.'.':< ._-':'|i||. hie l:-:[l,frll-||_"

‘When we pick up Philip, which is on the evening when his
— oy it was he—gallantly cams to the resoue, he has oot yot sold
out, but is enjoying the beginning of o long furlough from Malta,
His affairs are not yet -:||,'-:'=|_:"'!'.||.l"I though he has ook ['I|:|'.'\:_;g'|'| a COl-
stderabla |H.l|'l£"-!:| aof his fortune ; havine less than half of it Eg‘!"“‘l
and a good pile of dobte, whenever it shall suit him to pay them,
I fear that tha a ount hizs old brother olficer gave af him was, on
the whole correct.  Certainly, Philip Durnford, having had a
six years' rum of “ pleasure * and dissipation, knew most things
that are to be learned in that time, and was almost beginnine ta
think that the years had besn purchased by too greatan expendi.
ture of youth, health, and eapital.

When the girl left him, he stayed for a moment looking after
her, as she tripped up the street with her light and broyant step,
and turning on his heel with o sigh, stvode off westward., Ha
went to Arthur's elaly Not finding him there, he went to his
lodgings, and eaught him reading in his usual purposeless, stu-
dious way.

 What are you going to do, Arthur,” asked Philip, lighting a
cigar, and taking the best easy-chair, * with all vour reading ¥

* Bpare me," said Arthur. “I am oneof the men whe am
always going to do everything. Frankly, it ¢ useless. T want
gome one to pull me out of my own habits.  But you, Phil, have
got energy for all the family."”

“Tve used some of it to pight,” snid Phil, laughing, and telling
his story.  “Buch a pretty gitl, Arthur. Ol | such a beantiful
girl—tall, sir, and as straight as an arvow. T should like to mest
her agnin, I don't believe too much in the sex, but T do believe
in the possibility of my making a fool of myself over one, at
leaist; and, by Jove! it would be this one”

“Take care, Ihil."

“Were you never in love, Arthur? Coma naw, gentls hormit;
confezs,  Was thers not e barmnid in Oxford 1 Was them
never a neat-handed hillis—ne sit ancills tibi amor pudori—at
thie colliege buttery 1"




MY LITTLE GIRE. 81

T have not been in love, Phil.” said Arthur, lifting his fair,
serions face, * sines wo loft Palmisto : and then T was in lova
with Madelgine,”

 Puor littls Madelsine ! So was I, T believe, And where is
ahe now "

“ Bhe was semt to Switzerland, after her father's death, to ba
educated,”

*“The education ought to be finished by this time. Why don't
you g, old fullow, and search about the playground of Europa
You might meet on the summit of the Matterhorn, * Amanda’
be, and ¢ Amandos’ 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 o 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—LPhilip being
honie on furlongh and Arthur just eome up to London—that
thuy had come together at all since the old days in Palmiste,

I forgot to mention one eurious thing in Philip's life, On
the first day of the year, some unknown person always paid into
his aceount 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 Ha put it down to a freak of Arthurs. Cer
tainly, Arthur had 5 good deal more of his own thon e at all
knew what to do with. But it was not Arthur—who, living 50
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 & sourcs whicl
may possibly be muddled and spoiled by the unealled-for tears
of prakitude,

CHATTER VI,

S0 about this time, Harlley Venn bogan to be serionsly tronbled
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 ia
certainly old enough to Le the paps of a girl of eighteen. On
the other hand, wany men of thirby-eight aro not too old {o be
]
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the lovers of girls of eightesn. He conld not put a stop to that
tender little caress. And yot,of late days, he canght himself
blushing, and his pulse quickened, when his lips toushed her
forchead and her lips touched his cheek. Only quite lately
thig feeling of consbraint had sprung up.  Not on her park: the
last thing the girl thonght of was love on the part of her gar-
dian. ‘There was no constraint with her—only that hesitation
and denbt which came from the birth of new ideas within her
The germ of many a thought and aspiration is sown in childhood,
]:l-ing concealed 1n the brain fill the time of adolescenes makes
it appear and brighten into life.

Then Hartley, putting the question of love out of sight, reso-
lutely refizing to admit it at all inte his mind, set himself to
work ouk, a3 he ealled it a practical problem. As he was the
most unpractical of men, the result did not appear likely to
# some out."

He appesled, in his distross, to his sister Sukey.

¥ antve aducated that child,” said lis sister, # 1l she can
laugh at young ladies. You'va pub your notions into her head,
{ill she iz as full of queer thoughts as you are yoursell Sha
{alks shout mothing bat philanthropy, and history, and whab
not.  Shais like no other girl under the sun, And then you
poame and sk me what you are to do with her. Do you want
to get rid of her "

(et rid of her! Why, Sukey, yon must be mad to think
of anch wthing. No. I want to put her in some way—"

“ Of epTning & liveliliood. CQuite proper, And fime sha 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
i wWarning laok at her—% not ab all.  And she is, ag I believe, a
very good girl—spoiled, of course. What do you say, now, to
the bonnet-making ¥

Hartley shook his head.

w3ha shall not work for hier bread, Sokoy. I have takena
decisive step.  I've made my will, S8ukey. You don't want any
more money. Bob's boy is looked after by his mother's people.
And, besides, yon can Ieave him your money, you know.”

T always intonded to,” said his sister.  * Yon needn't go on.

9 " L=
Vou have left all yoars to Laura. Well, of conrse, it's o shame,
and all that. But you can do as you like with your own. Whad
do you want my advice about 1"
% That is just the diffioulty. I want, somehow, to do some
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thing for her that will take hor into a brighter atmosphers, ouf
of the dingy surronndings of lLer life.”

“8he lives with her grandmother, doos she not? At least, T
have always understood that this was the very proper arrange-
mant."

“Yes; where her grandmother lives I have never thought
about till the other day. Sukey, my dear, T am a selfish apjmal.
Tt was-all to ploase myself that I made toy of the child. To
please myself, I watehed her intelligenca grow under my hands;
only to plesse myself, T put into her hend ideas and knowledge.
In my own selfish gratifiention, T have made her ten times ns
well tanght s young ladyhood i= apt to be. I have never
thonght nhout what was to come of ‘it—or of me, And now—
now—she is 8 woman—and I—"

sukey langhed.

"My poor dear Hartley, and yonl—vou ave in love with her !
I knew it was coming, all :I.]hng, O course, it is o blow.  After
all your brillinnt prospects, and the grandson of a bishop, and a
Master of Arts, and o baristerat-law, and o ecliolar, and all—
and—oli | denr, dear! Puot I always expected it, and always
said it If you will kindly ring the bell and eall Anne, she will
tell you that I have prophesied it any time this last six years.”

When o misfortune comes upon you, it iz, at least, a consoli-
tion to your friends to have foretold it, But Hartley was walk
ing up and down the room, not listening.

“In love with her? I in love with Lollie? T have loved
her ever since sho looked up in my face, the vory fivst day I saw
her, and put up her lips to ba kisted. Tn love with hesi I
have never thought of it.  Upon my word, Sukey, I have nevor
thought of it till the Insk fow daya. Tt is nonsense—it is absued.,
Lam twenty years older than Lollie. She looks on me as lier
father : told me so last Sunday. Tove! Am T to think of love,
ot my age? I thought it was all put away and done witls
Bulktey, forget what you have said, Don't mise up befors me
tho vision of o life with such love asthat  Tat me go oun having
the child's childish affestion and teost, Tt is all T am it for. 1t
ig more than I deserve,”

Hartley was- not o demonstrative man, Tt was rave, indesd,
that the outer erust of a pood-natured eynicism was broken, and
the inner possibilities loid epon,

*Ask her, Hartley, if she can love you,"”

“No, no: and loga all thet T havet?

—32
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“#Shall T ask her, then T

“You, my dear sister?” he replied, langhing. *He that can-
pot woo for himself is mot worth being wooed for. No.o Teb
thines be as they are.  Only I should like fo seé & way —"

% At any rate, there is no such gread hury.”

1€ sho had any creative power, it might be worth while to
make her o novelist, But sho hasn't.  She only imitates, like
ozt of her sex—imitative animals. Man, you sce, originates,
Woman receives, assimilates, and imparis.  In a higher state of
civiliention, women will be teachers in all the schioels from Xton
downwarde, Flogging, I suppose, will then—"

# Hartley, do be conseeutive.”

i I'yp tried her at writing, and she really mnkes very eredit-
able English verses, Her Latin verses are o failure, prineipally
becauss she will nof study the acenracies of language.™

iE '1":.11 ||1...||"I mest 1o & Vil EI;I.T-' tai ri]ll her L:‘.|i.'|| i-r

“Why not? OF conrsa T have, We mad together portions
of Homee, Ovid, Virgil, and other poets. Laollie is a very fair

Latin scholar, I assure you.  Well, I suggested that she should
write o novel :-and after o great deal of trouble, wo concocted &
]:nlr:-L. That was lust year. We went up the river, and elaborated
it all one summer's afternoon: Tt waes o eapital plot.  Threa
murders, which all turned out to be no murders, & bigamy, and
the discovery of a will in & bandbox, formed the main incidents.
Unfortunntely we couldn’t string it togother. The result was
not satisfactory ; and wo took it oub one day, tied a great sbond
to [1', and bured it §:|,|||_']j|||'|_'|." above Teddinston Lock. It liea
there still; in a waterproof oilskin; so thoat when the river i
dredged for treasure in o thousand years' time it may be found,
and published ns a tare and precious relic of antiquity, There
wo are, you see. We can't be li ry or musical ; our gifts and
graces are so wholly receplive, that we cannot even become a
strong-minded woman, What are we to doi”

“T'm sure I don't know. I only half understand what it all
means."

1% means, Sukey, plainly, that the time is staring ma in tha
face when I must do something for the child which will bring
her into the world, and—and—awny from my old chambers
where the atmosphere, very good for children, may prove dele-
torious for & young woman,”

i Tf slie conld be honourably married,” said Sukey.
1 suppose,” murmured hee brother, * that would be 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 =ome of thosa
problems which, as I am net a mathematical man, do sometimes
g0 sovely worry me.  Married, of conrse | She shall be married
next woels."

“ But to whom, Hartley 1 Do not lough at everything?

“Ehi" His face foll, *Toba snre. I mever thought of thak,
Thera is Jones—but he haz no money ; and, besides, T ghonld
eertainly not let her marry Jones. And Lynn—bub lis iz poores
than Jones, and T should not let bim have my little girl.  Then
thers 13——=Sukey, you lave Hooved one problem ouly to raise
another and o worse one.  To whom shall 1 marry heri”

He put on his hat, shook his head mournfully, snd wont
away. Next day he propounded some of Lis difficulliss to
Lalhie,

“ And go, after a long talk with my sister, the most sensibls
woman that at present adorns the earth, she gave me, Lollig, the
angwer to Lhe I.'iIH'.'-.'. ot I have bean l_j'{luh]i_“-'nr m::,'_z.'_-]r with for
#o long.  Bhe says, my child, that there is ouly one way: you
must Lie comfortably snd hononrably married. Her very wonds."

0, 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 1"

“ Don't maise difficulties, Lollie,” he said, in a feeble Wily.
** After all the tronble we had in getting Sukey to give us the
right answer, too."

she langhed again,

1 suppose I am not to be maerried unless T like

*Why, no—I suppose nmot. No. Oh, cortainly not. But
you will like, won't you i

“ And who am T to morey 17

“Why, you ses;, Lollie—" T grow confidential. “*The
fact iz, 1 don't know. Jones won't do.”

0, dear, mo, Tlois too—too—undignified.”

“Mr Lynn T

* Certainly not, Is there any one elsel”

# Notat presont, my child. Dt we shall sea. Let ns look
around us, Tomdon is a great place. If Tondon won't do,
1|lErF:i]'.‘= all England ; besides the rest of Great Eritain, Berwiok-
upon-Tyweed, and the colonies,”

“What does it all mean, Mr. Venn?® she nsked, sitling at
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ff Last Bunday you were falking in
n-are-not going 5, or anything, are

J1|~ shook hiz head,

‘T have not u;.'unc]ml you, have 11

He patted her cheek, and shoak his hiead again,

*And you love mee a8 mucli as always, dow't you 3"

"'.'H'--r--, Lollie, more,” he said, in a quesr, consieained voica,
lerstood nothi

Easatt Do you think 1 am not grateful to vout”
don't talk of itude.™

¢ I do nob love you onouzhi  Qh; Mr YVenu,

nps it would have heen well if he had spoken, then, the
.'Lu.Jl rose to his lips—

t iz that T think you can never Jove me a8 I love you—na
15 your guardian, but your lover; no longer a
b the hungry passion of o man whe

woman's love, and yearns for your lov
But he was silent, only patting her el & grave and &l

lenk way.

“Would you really like me to be married, Mr. Venn'?"

Ha lett her, and began walking about ; J--r the apecte
ho had deliberately refused to zee stood b liim ¥ noe to
face—thn BpECLTS of another foe ) SWER ter, .IU.'.'?LL]IL..
lovely, But he faced it still

* Can there be a better ¢ for a girl thon to be married,
Laollin? T wish what iz best for yon.”

“Would it be 11‘wt for me to give up coming here every day

¥ Mo, child, no,” he veplied, passionately.

“Then why want me to

“ It wounld breal et not to see you here every day,” Lo
went on, not daving to' look her in the fage. * Bat—but—
there are other things,  Laollie, [w:|.||L you 1u be happy during
thoze !-m-' hours 'l'|]ILJ] you ara not with me.”

She tur u-:l[ red, and the tears came into her ayes

“T1 have beon, ag usual, & =e " e smid, I have
only, since r"thI'-]-.l-:. realized in o small degres what a difference
there is, of my making, betweon you and the people in whose
midsh you live. .uUn., vou are & lady, DBelisve me, thore is no
gitl in all England bettor educated than yourself. T think, too,
thare is mo girl s0 benutiful.

]
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She looked at him with surprize.  He had never hefore even
hinted at the possibility of her being beantiful,

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

 Alind," he went on, carcful to guard ngainst possible error,
“1 only fhink o, I've gob mo experience in these things, you
Lnow"

AL sheyeplied.  * And wery likely you nre mistaken. I
suppose all gitls like to be beauntiful, do they not? And you
aro 10t in such a very preat hurey to see me away, married, or
anyt hi::g elge, are you i

He amiled in lis quesr way. Hartley Venn's smile was pe-
enlinr to himself—at Ioast, T never met anybody else with it.
There was always o sort of sadness in the curve of his zonsitive
lips. Mo emiled with his eyes first, too, like tho damsel in
Chaueer,

"t Hir syen greye and glad also,
That langheden ay in hire semblaunt,
First or the mouth by eovenant,"”

#XNok in a hurry st all, Lollie—only I thonght 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
weed  Enough' of sentiment, aud of confidences anough, W
will rajoice.  What does Horace say 1—

* Hie dies vera mihi foatus—'*

* That is delightful,” said Lollie, clapping her hands, * Whan
you begin to quote, I know you are happy again.  Leb ws have
no moro talk of marrying, Mr. Venn.  One thing, you Jennovwr,
she said, placing her hand on his arm—**T coulid NEVEr TATTY
anybody but & gentleman ; and, as no gentleman will ever love
me, why I shall never marry apybody af all ; and we shall go
on being happy together, you and T—

‘11 'y n quo moi gl af ses iddes L,
Gt Ia retto—gai, lica, live,""

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
hor happy face, the old porter rabbed his eyes, the policeman
assumed an attitude of respeetful attention, and the cadz who
loafed about for odd jobs became conscions of something in the
world superior to beer and a dry skitthe-ground.  Whenever I
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et & maiden bappy in her beaunty, methinks, in my mind's
eve, I sea again Aphrodité springing up anew from the cccan,
Happy Aphrodité! She reigns by no virtue of her own.  She
is mot wise, or strong, or prescient ; she does not hiold $he thread
of destiny ; she is unconnuected with the electric department ;
¢he has no control over the weather; she is mot consulted in
the distribution of wealth or honours; and yet sho is Queen
amonug goddesses, Empress over gods—Regina Cali,

CHAPTER VIL

Thae dave

pazzed on, and Lollie thonght no more of her chame
pion. 1 jonght of her ; and, whon he tock his walks
ahroad, more often than not bent his steps down Oxford Street
and Holborn, praying silently that he mizht chance upon her
again, He might have walked up and down Holborn for ever
om the chanee-of seeing her agnin, and yet missed heraltogether.
TBut one day, thinking of something else, ho was walking round
a square in Bloomsbury, when, raizing his eyes from the grounid
—1 believe he was thinking of hiz bets—he saw the maiden of
his exploit tripping along a fow yards before him. There was
nio mistaking Der.  She came along, with o light, elastic step,
full of youth and health, with her frank, sweeb face, her deap
hlue eyes, and her tall, lithe figura: only by day she looked ten
times as well as by night.

She, too, saw him, and blushed.

Philip took off lis hat. She hesitated a moment, snd hetd
ot her hand,

] onght to thank you properly,” she said. 1 was very
mmch frightened.”

Philip took her hand and tarned. The girl went on, and L
with her. You soeo, it was one of the radical defects of her
education that she positively did not know the dreadful “wrong-
ness ™ of letting o man, nob properly introduced, speak to her,
and walk with her

6T ghall tell Mr. Venn T met vou,” she said.  * He will ba
glad.  Come and ses him yourself, for him to thank you."

“Way I ask—excuse ma, but I do not know AMr. Venn"

%fle iz 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,

FPhilip did not know what to gay.  Aa he walked along by
her side, ho turned furtive glances at her, drinking in the lines
of beanty of her face and form,

Dy you live nopr here ¥

#No—I am here by aceident. T am livitg in 8t James's
Sirect, in lodgings. I am on leave from my regiment,”

“1 don't think," said Lollis, “that T should mueh like to ba
an ofticer,” She always took the male point of view, from
hakit. T shounld like best to ban writer, 8 dramnd ist, or per
hapa a barrister.  Bub Tshould like to wenr the uniform.  Ones
I saw a splendid review ab Windsor, when the Viceroy of Egypt
was hera.  Are you in the cavalry §"

“No. Iaminthe line

“Why do you not go into the cavalry? It must be delight-
ful to charge, with all the horses thundering over tha ground.
Do you like your profession 1

* Yes, I suppose so—as well ag anything.”

“You know,” said the girl, *it iz absurd for o man to fake
up with a thing, and then take no interest in it. I should like
somnathing I eould throw my whole heart into.”

“I could only throw my whole heart away upon ong thing,”
Philip replied softly, and with a half-blush : for he was afiaid
lis was m aking a foolish observation,

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

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

Laura received the remark as ome of profound philesophical
impirtance.

*That is a very curions thing. Nota right thing at all. T
shonld think it would be so much hetter to put your heart into
work.”

“Tell ma,” 2aid Philip, in & half whisper, *“do you not think
love & worthy object of a man's lifa 1"

“I really do not think anythiog about it,” said the girl.
“And now T must leave you, becanss I am going down here,
ind eo to the Inn.  Won't you comes in and be thanked by M.
Veom i ¥

* No, it is enongh to be thanked by you. May I—am I im-
pertinent in asking yon—will you tell me your name 7"

“I am ealled Lanra Collingwood,” she auswered, freely and
frankly. < What is yours
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# Philip Dumnford.”

* Philip Durnford—I like the name. Mr. Venn has a frien
your name, but Thave not met him yot. Good-bye, Mr. Diuroford

# (Jne m IIII'||I."'|l Shall we no vor meek in g

Ha looked so sentin Lanr af lax '|i1'|'_f.

“You look 2 re going to ory. I thinlk weshallsy
likely [
Phil grew desperats. His hot Sonther
T must speak—langh at me if you I
ing abouk Ox in lopes of meeting
o the sweetest-looki
Lo say it, when I L

ransom. L

and—and—1 ax

—T love :.-':'!'I.l‘I
ed ab him wit

bad . 1_||r| .I:']I:ll:nj"I h.‘.'l

‘-».ru- irze I do.

sho l-'|_|-.'l. A ¥ w. You see, T've no

oo 1n marrinze matters, ! L sk WMr. Venn what ho
He told me the othor t:n;-' he should liks

saye aboub 1t first.  We must

n & hurry, you know.”

; avar man had ton proposak

experie
thinks ol
me ji.:ItTi'

neyaor da
Suraly, the
l'..l ip felt as il b
WY nul Yol
He hesitats
T have been ‘u-l:- lin
and unecoutl, |
+ T wonder '-'.'I!:.L for h
Lot ms wait,” h L VEry &
s Yo say. J. HI WOokE I.'.':. 4k lieva -.l'|||‘.' t]| at
as T said,  And mecet ms Let me learn to love yon
more, and try and teach you to love me"
T will azk Mr. Venn”
i hilip, with a sharp pang of conscience, *do nob
£ e ones mors first, and leb me speak to
ghall tell him. “Will you promize me ao

"
oy,

ask him. Wt
you again. Theny
e L

much? Meet
# T promize,” snid Laura, # Bif—
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“ Thanks—a thousand thanks.  You will meet me to-Imorrow,
and you will keap the secret.”

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

Lollio went in to Mn Venn. Tt wos four in the afternoon,
and tho sage was hard at work on' his Inst 850y,

“I thought you would never come, child, What did Sukey
sy ¥’

4 Miss Venn is better, and much obliged for the papers ; and
oli, Mr. Venn, I've had an adventure, and T've got a seeret I

W hat s the adventure, Lallio ¥’

“That is the secret. T will tell it Fou as soon 1& T can.  Tell
me, Mr. Venn, ia it wrong to have o gocpet 1™

¥ That is o wide question, involving a profound study of all
casuistry and debated points from Thales to Mill. I wonld rather
refer you to their works gonerally.”

* Whll, then, may T have a secret 3

* Xifty, oy dear, if you will. You look a great deal hetter to-
day, Lollie; and if this east wind would be good enough to go
away—whers would it go to, and what becomes of all the othey
winds when they are off duty i

* Eurus keeps them in a bag, yon know.”

“ 5o ho does, 5o ho does,  Well, in spite of the cast wind, lot
s go and look at the shops, Lollis”

They did ; ond at tem, after a little music and talk; the girl
went hiome as usual, bub feeling strangely cxcibed,

Lat us follow her newly-founid lover, and tall how Lis evening
Was spond,

Just mow this part of the day was usilly devoted to the
billiard-room of the very respectable elub to which ho had been
elected on his arrival in England, He was an indifferently gooil
player—nowhere in good company, bt could held his own in
bad. He had no scientific knowledge of the angles of the table ;
he: handled hiz ene clumeily ; and was not within thirty-five
points in a hundred of the best players at his club. Bogides, la
was not really fond of the game ; it was the money element that
mide him play at all; and lie pever cared to play without liaving
from half-a-crown to a sovereign on his pame.  Philip” was that
yary comimon animal, a born gambler. Now, poolalways presented
the sttsaction of chance; so Mr, Phil played much more at this than
ho did at billiards, Fie genernlly ot put out of the game among
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the first, Still, there iz always o large element of lndk ahout it ;
and though you are knocked out, there is a chance of a bet or
two on the livea left im. It was a mild enongh afinir—three-
shilling pool and shilling lives, just enough to keep the spark of
gambling alive. At the pool-table, sz a matter of course, Philip
picked up a fow frends—Captains Shairp and Bmythe, lata 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 wall at most
games, whether of chanees or skill. They have a habit of making
friends with new members of the club ; thouoh 1t s obsarverd that
thesn friendships geldom lnst lonp. And yet, Smythe and a'.“.“ﬂl.l.l-l]_}
were twa of the most agreeable, polite, open-hearted fellows it is
possible to conceive. No men corrected the marker's mistakes so
goftly : no men called to the waiters for a drnk 1n 8o jolly and
affable & tons.  Yet nobody caved for their society. Perhapa the
eaptains were {o blame for this. Who knows] On the other
haud, people might. be wrong in whispering away their fair fame
The fact iz indisputable—they had the misfortone to be disliked.

.l"]l“i.l:? Darnford know :':-'-':'||i,||!_:' of all this when he Ii-rim*-l his
elub s and so, in two days’ time he nodided to the caplaing as
they chalked their cuea for business, chatted in a week, and was
a friend in a fortnight. Perbaps, if Smythe and Shoirp had
known the exact amount of My Philip's balanes at his agents|
they might not have been so free and open-handed in the matter
of cigars.

It was om the evening of this, his second meeting with Lanrs,
that Philip dined at his club, and went quietly info the lilliard-
room after dinper, intending to play till nine, and then go to the
French }:l:a:_;l 'i.l'i';l'\-TJ'- he had a stall—cenive II].' li](" .‘-m:{l]llf row.
The evening proved a sort of torning-point in his career ; for,
unluckily, he pnever went to the French play at all,  His fwa
friends had also two friends with them—very young fellows,
with the air of wealth about them. In a word, pigeons boing
plucked. Two or three other men were playing in the pool with
them ; among these was young Mylles, cornet in the Huessam,
the most amiable and the silliest young gander in the elub; a
little Tooked dewn upen, because his father had been connected
with the soap-boiling interost, { Shinirp, when Phil proposed
to put down his cus and go—

“1f you would stay, we could make up twoe rubbers. Pray
don't Bo- thiat ix? i you can |-~[:J._'|'.Ir
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Tt poured in torrents. Phil looked out into the web strect,
hesitated, and was losh

The card-room was cosy ensigh—bright and warm ; l]ml:gh
the min pelted bard against the windows, and cume spitting
down the chimney into the fire. Ower the firaplace hung the
ustnl rules against henvy bets and pames of chance—a fact
which did not restrain the astute Hi::u.lrp. He aald; after o
rubher—

“ By Jove! whist is a very fine game, and & very noble game,
and all that ; but at the nsk of being Limnght an gz, I must
gay it iz not exciting enough ko:pleass ma,”

Captain Smythe concurred.

Sa did Phil. He hated whist with all his heart. He was &
bad player,

# T really think, now, if you will excuse me, T shall po to tha
play. 1t is past temalready, and I want to see Mdlls. Dufont."

“ But you can't go out in this min, you koow. It's absurd to
hiave & cab to cross the sireet in.  Wait o hit”

Phil wailed. Ancther rubber was played throngh, Smythe
walked to the window, threw up his arms over his head, and
yiowned lowdly.

S $|||'_I."1,|||1’u. I:E|'rﬂl[:|III qaid {:ii.iui.]'lr.

#* Boam 1" said Phil

®We might have a little something clse for o change, eh 1"

®AL," said Smythe, ® we might. Confound it, thoongh, we
can't play here, and "—puolling out his watch—* I've gokio most
particular appointment at eleven.”

& T haven't had a hand at loo for—let me see—six months, 1
know, if it's a day,” said Shairp.

His friend had ten l.rll'lliI'L!tilllll&—l.“'l'.'!'l.'lllli'i"l. in ten seconda

One of the party mever played at loo, and left them, The
younger pigeon, who had just got into newly-furnished ehambers,
anid—

“ It paws s0 with wain, or we might go to my diggings. What
nbaw it is! One's boots would be sopped thrwough before one
could get into & hansom.”

50 they played at the elub.

“ Just ten minntes, you koow," eaid Shairp and Smythe.

The ten minutes grow into an hour gnd o halfl The stakes
wore doubled twice, and the game was* guinea unliml’.r.'-l,_" when
the pigeons were so thirsty that they risked ringing the hall.

# Braniy and soda, waiter,"
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The drinks arived, and with them a hint thab they wers
breaking the rules of tho elab.

Phil was the heaviest lozer, and with his money ho lost what
is of much more valuo ab gomes of chance—Nhis temper.  He
anzwered the polite message of the sorvant with an oath Two
minutes afterwards the steward came.  Civilly o pointed to the
rnles hanging over the fireplace, and asked the gentlemen to
dosist.

Bhairp and Smythe zaid he was qnite right, and mentally cal-
eulabed what 1_|_|,-‘-_"' il won by handlmg t tha money in their
pockets

But Philip acted difforently. e said

% It's an infernal silly mule, that's all I've got to eny.”

1Tk is the ruls, sir," said the nettled gervant,

% Then d—mn the rale, and you toe.” And he tovk the card-
bonrd from the nail it hang on, and tora it inlo a8 dozon pioees.
Some fell in the fender, some in the five,

“T ey, Duroford.? zaid Shaivp, ©1 thi
gtromo.™

Phil lnoghed. The man said he mush report the act to the
gecretary, and left the room.

They played till there was a single. Then everybody but
Philip and oue of the two pigeons had had cnough. "They wera
either winners on the night, or had not lost. So the y

nk that's rather

the party of seven adjourned in two four-wheelers to the pigecn’s
ahambers.

Here, when the five was lighted, ar 1]1]."..']“1 in w'l the quality
of their host's liquors, the pame went on. A fresh place, new
cands.

b Ay luek will chiange, you'll see,” said Phil,

But it did not, and as all his wady money was gone, he pub
in IO U's, written on ecraps of paper, and signed P. I, with
an apology,

L ‘|. man can't carry the bank of England about with him,"
ha aaid,

# I aupposa he is good,” whispered Shairp.

 Dight as theme |LJ "roplied Smythe,

Ho 1.|.I.I..:|. went on, snd Ifim two 1'*]'|=]]f.1.;1 took Phil's paper as
rendily as their young pigeon's nots

The game weaxed warm ; tho sta hu gob: high + their hoz

emptied two geld-topped scont-hottles filled with R-.-

i
{
erelgns oub
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of his dressing-case on to the elaret cloth of his' eard-table, and
they were gone in three ronnds.  The bottles held fifty upieco
too.

#2ly uanal lock,” growled Philip.  *“Looed aguin.”

4T pever saw :Il]]:'ﬂ].lit':;.‘: lika it." said H:llj‘i]m. & Tk st burn
though, and we need not hurry.™ '

H (th no—play for ever if you like heah” said their host,
s was getting rather tipsy.

[iut Shairp and -“'ti‘l.}'t-h{‘,, who had esrned their money, gob
fiflgoty, and began to feel very sleepy.

Shairp nodded in (his chair. Smythe looked at his watch
every fow minntes, althoush there were three French elocks in
thia rooms, chiming the guariers, and his own watch had stopped
nb hinlf-past three

Phil's lnck had not turned, and he was very much exeited.
His head ached, his eyos ached, the brandy he hod deank had
wade his leas feel queer, and his temper was what o gentleman's
iz when Iuck Das besn against him all night,

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

Little &illy, honest Mylles was now the soborest of the parly—
always excepting the two confederates—and he was only kept
ottt of his bed in his father's honse in Eaton Square by the feal-
ing that he eoght not to be the frst to run away, 28 he had not
lost much,

Phil was inaccurate, and Mylles covrected him more Lhan onee,
The others supported Mylles's view, and this riled Phil. At last,
when Phil exclaimed—

# Somebody has not put in again,” he looked pointedly aeross
the table,

4T put in,” zaid Shairp, wide awske. T know mina; it was
two half sove and a shilling."”

“ 1 snw you,” said Smythe, quite careless whether the assertion
possesstd the merit of truth or not.

I l:-rll'l"ﬁ
Cognatis macnlia similis forn.

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

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

“You did not put in, I know,” suid Mylles quietly, © Isaw
who put in.*
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i That be d—d * said Philip, hig features ewelling and his
lips twitching.

The cornet turned o little pale.

Tf you mean Fhose words, T must leave the room.”

i (ppsider them ropeated,” said Philip, in o fury.

i T must go,” said Mylles, rising.

G0, then, and be d—d to you e

To two persons present it did not matter.  Their end was
sorved—for the night, The three pentlemen who heard it wers
<hocked, and ran after Mylles; but he could not be prevailed on
o come baclk.

When thoey rel
rately, with lat

«T tell ¥
thinking whot

wrned without him, Phil was laughing immaode-
tor half real, half affected.
what T'm longhiog at” he gaid. "I wms

g
a seene Thockerny would have made ont of all

t. would nevor have behaved zo0 to any-

CETAY, N I
t of the men.

the sob
ashamed, and the parky

II'|-':|'; II'|II.I; i
| - Bt - - iy i X
of the T O U'a—n

1 a promise to aamil

separatod.
oo deal heavier L
cheqnes the next m
It was broad dayli
As he felt for the latch

in his pockets
e Wiah I'd gone there,” e gighed.
Morning hronght ropentance. He sont his cheques ; he send
in his resignation to the elub he songht out Mylles and apolo-
. and then—most fatal act—he met Smykhe, an 1 aecapted
il of that gallant officer’s to pul liis mame down ab tho

1 atall expecte
_went homo to bed.

and therefore tolerably lute,

cey, lo found the ticket for the stall

gisad

CHAPIER VILL

Ir you wank to see M arguetite waiting for Faust, as likely aspot
as any to find her is the loft-hand walk, below the bridge, in
St. James's Park—that part of the walk whi 'h is opposite to the
Foreign Office, and has an nmbrageous protection of leaves and
branchies. I am told that the British Museum is another likaly
place, Certainly, it has nover yel been satisfactorily explained

South Kensington is greatly

why 50 many pretiy girls go there.
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frequented by young ladics 1.'.'|m. delight in 1‘hni!-:'_. innocent dally-
ings with a serions peesion which we call o flivtation, According
to some authorities, the ( ‘ryefal Palaeo is the most likaly place of
all. But my own exporience leads ma to solect St. James's Park,
There, between the hours of ten and one, or bebween thres and
five—because Murguerite dines with her family at oTE—y i
may always see sone pretly rosy-cheekod damsel strolling apipa-
rently with no purpose except that of pontle exercise, up and
down the shady walks, Sometimes zhe stops at the water's edge,
and confemplates the ducks which adorn the lake, or impatiently
pushes the gravel into the water with the point of her parasol,
Sometimes she mokes great play with her book, But alwiys
she is there first ; for very fear, poor child, that she may miss
him, And he alwiys comes late;

On this !]:1|'[5=‘.|JFHL’ morning—a fresh, bright m.--.]-ning in Iﬁ]'a‘}r
—the east winds having pone away earlior than usual, and the
leaves really beginning to feel tolembly safe in coming ount; a
young girl of eighteen ia loitering up and down, with an anxions
nnd rathor careworn look.  Bix Ben chimes the quarters, and
peopls eome and go.  Bot she remains, twisting her glove, and
biting her lips with vexation. The appointed time was half
prst ton.  She was there at a quarter before ten. Tt is now
elovion.

#And he said he wonld bo thero punetnally,” she murmurs,

Presently she leaves off tapping the ground impotiently, Har
cheek flushes; her eyes begin to soften. She hesitates ; sha
turns into the shadiest part of the wall, while a manly hesl
cotes erunching the gravel behind her: “Chere is no ons in the
wallke but a policeman. He, good, easy man, as one nsed to the
ways of young people; and sz experienced oz the moon hepself,
turns away, and slowly leaves them alone

* Laura," whispers the now-comer, taking both her hands,

She makes no pretence of being angry.

“Philip 'and you promised to be here at Lialfpast tom”

*1 could nob help it ehild. Regimontal duties detained me®

* Bub your regiment is at Malta,”

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

Lovelaca himself never told & greater fib,

And presently thoy sit down and tall.

“8eo what I have bronght for you, Laur,” gavs the loven,
lugging out & pair of enrrings, in the child's eyes worthy to ha

(f
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worn by a duchess. © Will you wear them, and will you think

of me every time you put them on ¥

Laura t:ui’ce:a the carrings, and looks np ab him in o gove and
serious way. She has none of the little coquettish ways of girls
who want to play and spor with thoir lovers, like an angler with
a fich, That was becanse sho h 1l nover associated with girls of
lyor own age ab all. Btraightforwarnd, and perfectly trathful, she
answered him now with another question.

« Will you tell me again what you told me
— the second timo we ever mel 1"

T told you that T loved you, and T agked you to marry me
Tell me in return that you love me a VEry little, If you give
mo back & tenth part of my love for you, Laura, I should be rich
indeed in love.”

# T den't koow,” ehe
#1 like you. You are a gentleman, and— and handssie, and
you are pleasant Then you fall in love with me, which, I am
surn, must be a gilly thing to do. That's against you, you know.

iut how am I to know that I love you ol
o g you wantb to ses me i
¢ Yea " sho answered frankly ;
« D you love anybody else P
# Oh no.”
@ Do you think of met”
« Why, of conras ; T've been thinking of nothing elsa, It isall
1, evon,” she added, laughing,
hat is his name, yonr

when we meb last

angwered, looking him full in the faoe

¢ glza T should not bie here now.”

so strange. 1've been dreaming of yor

# And you have said nothing to Mr.—n
guardian ¥’
" @My, Venn? No—nothing., T only told him I had osscret,
and wanted to keap it for the prest nt."

o Good child.”

¢ Then I told him yesterday that I was coming here— all parkof
my seerat—ab half-past ten,”

% You told him yon were coming herat” said Philip, starting
up. “Then he is quite sure to come too,”

My, Venn is s gentleman, Mr. Durnford,” said Laura, with
oreat dignity. * He trusts people altogether, or not at all.”

@ Py Jove " murmured Phil, © he must b a remarkable man,”

« M. Venn told me to keep my secret as long as ever 1 pleazed.
8o that is'all right. And now I must tell you fwo or thires
1]-_1]]5_.:_5 abouk myself, and we will talk abont love and all thab
afterwards, if you Jike.”
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No 3 lot ug talle about love now, Nover mind the two op
throo things.”

* But we must, you know, Now, listen, Who do you think
I am? Tell mo honestly, beesuse I want to know, Quita
honestly, mind. Don't think you will offend me.”

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

“Ah,” replied Laura, “ 1 never shall be like them.”

* But, child, you are a great deal better. Yon don't pretend
to blush, and put on all sorts of little affectations ; and you
baven't learned all their tricks"

“What affectations—what tricks §*

* And I like you all the better for it Now, tell me who yon
are, and all aboub yourself.”

“ My mother was a poor gitl, My father was a gentleman—
I am glad to know that. He died before I was born, M ¥
grandmother is & poor old woman, who gets her living by being
o loundress in Gray's Inn, And 3f 1t had not been for Afr
Venn, T should have been—T don' know—anything. He took
me when I was five yoars old, and hus been educating ma ever
since, T never spoka to any lady in my life, excapt Miss Venn,
his sister. I never go anywhere, excopt with M. Venn ; and T
never spoke to any pentleman, except Mr. Venn's most intimate
friends, until I met you. I have no relations, ng friends, no
eonnections. I belong to the vory lowest stratum of Tondon
life. Now, Mr. Durnford, you have all my story.  What do
you think of it

His face wore o puzsled eXpression,

“Tell me moro,  Huve you mo brothers 1

# No, none.”

“That's a good thing. T mean, of courst, it is alwaya best to
be without brothers and cousins, Don't you think so

“Idon't know. It must bo nies to have one brother all to
yourself, you know. There's g large family of brothers, grown-
up brothers, living next door to my grandmother's. They gat
tipsy every Saturday evening, and fight. I should not ljke
brothers like them. To ha gure, they are stonemasons,”

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

Lollie burst out Inughing.

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

- iy

i —
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ToD
of course, ever 20 much He must be thirty-seven, ab
]' 'Illl
“0hf” F J|'I||-~ face lengthen ¢ And does Me Venn
rar—mever make love to oI o 11-1 own acconnt 17

ler.
I aha erisd—"Mr, Venn mak 'm" lowe to
ice thet he wants me to marry genkle-
L. That was .-.,.-., T arrecd to mest you again.’
‘Sp there was no love for me at all,” said Philip,
I‘1 wish yon wouldn't tall like that,” replied the girl, I've
lvendy.  What more can Tsay?  Yon ‘Lﬂu.ll me if 1

| ].h!._tllul the lo
“ Oh, what

me, ]]" 5

told yon 1

lav len:  Of conrse I do not. Then you asked me
if 3 OF conrse Ldo, 4 if T have been thinking
abont vou,  OF ecoursa I have, MNow, - sir, whal moro do you
Wi

' Laura, if you loved me, you would 1-! to see me again ;
genie pulse wounld beat, and : your face would flush , when you met
me. But you are e old and passionless, You ]‘u«.-w ?_liis own
facn fushing—* that T thivk of no one but yon You Jknow thak
— that there 15 1 -ﬂms” in the world T would not giveto w u: you.
And yet yon play with mo &5 if I weren -»1.||. o of marhle”
Slie looked at him-in a Lu--. of surpris:
#T don't understand you ab all. W 1| ot am I tozay? Yon
61l e you ]u,-.-{t me. Th -I makes me very proud, because it 18
t thing to be loved by o gentlenan, I am grateful. What

re do you wintl My pu L.':.ll_"-"&h:t. beat any faster when 1
» you ¢ o e

not o bit. If it did T wounld

¢hat it is you want me to do, and I will do

fell you. V
it. Rut of course you would not like me to tell you s nything
but the truth.”

Sha looked at him with her full, nest eyes.  His full hefora
them. They were so repronchful in 1||- ir innocence and purity.

#T want nothing, Laur,” he said, in o hosky \uur—‘ no-
thing, Ouly I love you, child 1 you must be mine

i Un" ghe replied, clapping her hands, Then I will tall Mr.
Vonn at onse.  He will be glad.  And you shall come up with
we to seo- him.”

T amy afraid. that will -hardly do,” said her lover, feebly.
“ Wo. Listen, Tanea dear. My, Venn knows yon E. v seerot;
en you permission to kesp ik, haso't he ¥

and lins

'Y,
“Thien we will keep it.

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

*“*Mr. Venn, I have done what you wanted me todo, T have
mirried a man who loves me—who is a gentleman ; and T have
done it, first, becanse you will be pleased, and, secondly, because
I love him too.' "

She pondered a 1ittle,

“ T wonder if that iz right. Don't you think T ought to tell
him at opee §"

“Oh no—certainly not vot, Not &l we are actually married,
Think how gratified Mr. Venn will be.”

Bhe was not yet satisfipd,

“I will think ever it " ghe snid, A, Yonno always: save
that going to bed is the best thing for bringing your opinion
right.  Whenever he is troublad with anything, he yoes to bed
eatly, and in the morning he is always as heppy as over. T am
fuite sura he would be very glnd to ba told all sbout it 6t ones.
Some day, how proud and happy we shall all be to have Enown
him.™

* Very likely : and meanwhila, Launra, nothine will be said to
him."

* No—T will go on keeping the seoret. But, Philip, it will
o togather np the river

O

be g0 delightful when wa can all threa |

&
Do you know the Bells of (hs Y1 Wa often go there in the
sumtier, row down the river, You Enow, have dinner, and row
back agnin in the evening for ‘the Iist train,  Thers s nothing
in tho world o delightful *

“Bub if we are married. you may nob be able to be so mueh
with Mr. Vean,”

Her face foll,

*“Tell me,” ehe enid, Marringe does not mean Ehat T am to
bo separated from Mp, Venn, does it 1 Bocanga §f it does, T
would nover uarry any one. Mo, not if he loved mo —ia much
83 YU say yon do.

* Marriage, my littlo innocent ek, sqid Philip, Inughing,
" menns somelimes thiat two Peopleare so fond of eanh other that
they never want anyhody else's society at all. But with yon

and me, 1t will mean that we ghall L 2o proud of eaclh other, 5o
olad o get

Pleased with each others soniety, that we shall he
Mr. Venn, whom you are so fond of, to share it with us. Ha
ghall be with s ail day if you like, na many hours in the day ns
You spend with him now. ” Byt all the rest of the day you will
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spend with me, and my lifs will b given up to make you
happy."

She looked at him again with wondering eyes, softened in
eXTEREiOn.

“That sounds very pleasant and sweet. 1 think you must be
a good man, Are you us good as Mr. Venn ¥

T don't know how good Mr. Venn is.”

7T conld tell you lots of things about Mr Yenn's goodness.
There was poor Mary. That ig four years ago now, and Twasa
very little girl. I don't know what she did ; but her father
turned her away from his doors, and ghe was starving. T told
Mr. Vann, and he helped her to get o place in a theatre, whero
sha works now, Poor Mary | 1 met her the other day; and
when sho asked after Mr. Venn, she burst ouf crying. Then
once, when old Mrs, Woeks's son Joo fall off the ladder—it waa
n ferrible thing for them, you know, becanse he broke lis leg,
and was laid up for weeks, and nothing for his mothet whils e
was in the hospital—Mr. Venn heard of it, and kept the old
woman till Joe came out of the hospital agnin. I saw him, ons
Sunday, carrying a leg af mutbon him wrapped up in the
Oserver. to Mra Weeks's lodging. - And I think Joo would cub
off his head to do good to Mr, Venn."

Big Ben sbrock twelve

“ There's twelve o'clock. And he will be wailing for me.
Good-bye, Philip. I must make hasto back.”

“ [{eap our secret, Laura."

% Yos: he said T might. Good-bys."

o Muet me here next Monday. To-day is Friday. 1 will ba
here at ten..  Will you ¥

She took his hand in her frank and honest way, and tripped
away, Presently, sho come running back,

« Pleass, Mr, Durnford,” she sid, * give mo some money for
A I cannot bear that he should wait for me.”

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

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

He lit o cigar, and strolling round the ornament il water, begnn
to think,

What did he mean to do about the girl?

At this point he havdly knew himself, excopt that he was
madly in love with her. It was but the third time they hod
saet. . He loved her. The passion in hiz heart was horn a full
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flower, almost at first sight. He seemed now no longer master
of himself, a0 great and overwhelming was his desira to get thia
girl for himself, DPut how? He knew very well that there was
little enough loftof the original five thousand. How could he marry
on u subaltern's payt How conld he take this Young lady, with
Lier wery remarkable education and history, her quaint aud un.
conventional ideas, and her isnorance of the waorld, info his regi-
ment? And lasily, how about Mr. Venn1? Thers was another
thing. When she secepted him—which she did, as we know,
after & fashion quite unknown to fiction and littls practised in
real life—when she listened to lis tale of love, it was all in
relevence to Mr. Venn. The very frankness with which the
imnocent girl had received his suit was galling to a man's pride,
especially if it happen to be a man with a slrong sense of por.
sonal superiority.  Haod lie been o huneliback, had hia lega been
bowod and hia bask double, had L been an idiot and erdtin, she
could mot well have been colder or less enconraging.  She did
not love him, that was clear ; but was Lo sure that all this inng.
cence was real¥ Could o London girl ba o brought up as to
liave no sense of the realitics of lifot Would it be possible that
a girl would accept a man, promise to marry him, on the very
first offier, solely because her guardisn wanted her to MAITY & gon-
tleman 1

Bomg men's passions are like o furnaee, not only becnuse th
are 20 hot and burning, but also becguse they are only fanned by
cold air. Had Loura meb her lover's fond vows by any cor-
responding affection, he would have tired of her in a weok. Bat
she did not, as we have seen. Mot him with a cold look of
astonishment.  “Love you! Oh dear, no. T eanuob even tell
what you mean by love. Yes, I love M, 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
10 marry somebody. And yet poor Corydon loves her still,

Corydon, meditating theso things, and trying—ts do him
Justice—to repel and silence certain wicked voices of suspicion
and evil prompting which were buzzing in his ears, slow] ¥
walked round the ornamental water, and emeorred into Pall Mall,
Un either shoulder was seated a littls devil, one of the kind
chiefly employed for West-end work—young, but highly pro-
mwising aud wellinformed,

“You love her” said one, “She is young and innovent,
unsuspecting and eredylons,”
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“ She does not love \.'r-ii." othier : **she anly wants to
plense the man ghe really loves.

And go on, nnmst ||-r1I||-*u~n.1.-  imps ave wont, while
he sauntered y " o prey to all kinds
of imapinings 1 ml doubts. h:h.mn- after all, the imaginings
came from the depths of his own birin, .|L.-| not from any litt o
impa at all; and cert wi of these animals does
pre gemtb enoTmnons -I ] -i_-----.'-'l:..n-.- philosopher, and
wines thoe times of

G ks BN Lk

the *sweet "'\-.IIIII‘. il

Mr. Barham they hove not been
131.-||1uu:].1l'. Liafora I'-x --u:-iil‘ If they have any functions to
d think they are used chicfly
), whose strength of will has

perform in this generation, I shao
to influence men like our poor Pl
been corrupted by evil habit, by vanity, by false shame—to draw
resent the bad as fatal, inevitable,

I

a veil over what 15 _'---»1 o T
gnd not really so bad as has | le s

Wow, as he turned the corner of ".‘- aterloo Place; a thing befell
him which must roel wn the special work of the Cl
of the Metropolitan Secr v Force. T may secn barsh in
my judgment, bt thi

Thoere came heating
gpur Street to
down Fall M:
keen sounse of t itness ¢
the profession, they had selecto | 1||.-» us the fitteat place to ad-
verkise a gtacle ut the Vict Theat The ways of this
cuTion budied folle alf s, food !’-::'I']"l'll ol
rofleckion. 1 y soen the bearer of a sandwich, on one side of
which wns mnseribed the legend, tremblo ' and on the
athar words mors sacred than may here be lightly written, heavily
dronk ontzide a publie, while a friend engaged in making known
tha Coal Iola and the Poses Pl s wins oxpostulating with
him on his immerality. The | preacher had not
takeon his own text to he !Lu pri g igexac lu the same
ag that by which the Cambridee ondergy adug
who confeses that there is hut one God and Moh
prophet, passes that barrier to distineti
wherein Lo ling to master Paley’s ® Evidences u] Christianity,”
and goss o his native lond and to Tslam,

Thia _||_u1 \T proce =~|H.L consisted of thirteen men. On tho
proud shield which each bors in front and behind was blazoned
a scene of almost impossible splendour and magnificence, while a
gingle lot the whole to ba rend by the curi-

wener of Cock-
_I.. v Plazo, with intent togo
anmted sandwiches,  With that

o ..]‘\.‘..l‘.'\w l.i.i"“!ll ruis

things w

|::1|:-::.-l iz his
I thoe Little Ga,

=
=
E_
E
£
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ous, a8 Lhe ]'|_'|_;_;-E-.-‘|.lﬁf. stroamed JrLE by o T[ff‘l nia's 1E::1|].'L.H
* Btreaming past” is poetical, but acarcaly correct, Tt matlier
shuflled past.  Most of the knights, or esquires—sentiferi—wera
men well stricken in vears: their fuees lined with L]l'-"g!il. or it
may have beem experience.  After zome five or six Tad pissedl
:'l.iu::;_:, ong expenenced I'{-r-lill;__: ag of red noses, Theip dress was
shabby and dirty ; their looks wers hopeless and blank : some of
them eeemed fo have onee been gentlemen ; and the spectator,
looking of the men who carded rather than the thing they bore,
was totiched with a sense of pity and fear.

Poor Helots of our great London. You are paraded, T sngpect,
by the philanthropists— parhupa it i the groat seeset unsuspected
work of the Society for the Suppression of Vice—who make you
earry a ghield to hide their intentions and E[iTe ¥OU Onlecessiry
ghame, They spend their money upen you—not too much, it
15 troo—that wi may have before our eyes a constant a_;:;nmljl._:
of the effects of drink.  March ! Bands of Hopa, with colours
flying and muosic playing ; s ln," and strensthen
resolution by speeches and hymnz Buaton your way home, look
af this poor ereature of i Who was onee delicately nortured
and corefolly’ brovght up—a seliolar and gentlemsn—and
tremble lest you give way. TFor the sandwich men maqn drinl,
drink; drink. Better to have thess woshegone fnces hefore ug o=
wi walk down the atreet than tho ]_!u_'l-:_:'.|-:|_-'_-.L'||_|i_,||_ !IL':-S.I:. sfag-

ng * Sursum, cor

gering foolishly in front.

Phil stood and watched them diddging the caba,  Ope by ona
they got serosa that difficult and dangerons cormer whers thens
ought to be an island every throa Yards to protéct us, Presently,
the bearer of the lettar I arrived on the kirb and fell into line,
Plilip dropped his cigar and started, The man was looking
straight before him.  Tis fuce was perfectly white and pale, anid
without hair.  His locks wers of o stlvary white, although e
could hardly hove been much move than fifty. His noge—gy fat,
prominent organ—was deeply tinged. with red ; his mouth was
tremuolots ; erow's-foet loy under his eyes, which wers small,
bright, and cunning, seb banenth light-brown or reddish ey ITOWE,
The aspeet of the man, with his white liair; smoofl Iilu‘l-. rei
nose, and bushy eyebrows, was so romar leable, that muny people
turned to look af him as they passcd,

Philip walked with the procession, keeping behind him,

Atall hat, well battered by the sborms of life, & thick EJ:.::q-lj;'u_-,knt.’
and-a thin pair of Tweed tronssas, seamed to muke all his dreas,
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Prezently, Thilip touched him on the ehoulder,

The man turned upon him with a glare of tervor which to a
policeman would have -pUI\Lu volumes.

Philip looked at him etill, but said nothing. He shuffled
along with the rest, trembling in every limh. Then Philip
tonched him on the shonlder again, and & l'--l in & low veice—

¢ (henirve, My, Alexander MacIntyre

The ex-tutor looked at him in e stopid way.

#T know you, men,” said Philip. * Come oub of this, and
|:|l”~:.>I

They were at the corner of Jermyn Strect, To the surprise of
Lis fellows, lettor I suddenly left the line, and dived down
Jermyn Street, They waited n little. He was joined by a
:_-:.-n|_:,--|||;'],'||5I :l.|||i_ (1 roa few moments, i_-_' 4]5[151'.1? .!Ii.$ ]II!JII].

throngh the boards, and leaving thom on the pavement, hurried

aAWaY.
This was what passed,

¢ You will remember mae pae M oeaid Philip. L am
Philip Durnford, There is my card. Get food, el thes, rL-'-|_ Lo
mreh drink, and come to my lo ht o' elock this even-
iz, Here is a sovercign for you,
Mr. MacIntyre spoke not a '.'.'-]]'Li, 1\ll.1 took the coin and
watched his patron go stiiding awa len he bit the sovercign
to see if it was good—a dreadful proof of his late misfortunes
Then he langhed in o queer way, and looked back at his bo: irds,
After that, of courvse, ha went round the corner Gentlemen
down in the world always do. The e Was 8 public-honse round
the cormer il- fielt in ]na]x--r.n_l where jingled threepence, his
little all, and dived into the hostelry, A moment aftor, he came
& bright, his mouth firm, his head ercct, and walked

ngEs-ak

'\'_"'

ont, hig oy
lLiriskly away.

CHAPTER IX.

I the evening, abont nine o'elock, Mr. "IIw’u yra ]11'----\]11:11
himself at Philip's lodgings. He was gr for the
better, With much pr udence he Tad he whola of the
sovereign in effesting an alterst ion in his cubwarnl appearance,
enleulating that his old pupil -.-.m-]d bo ot least good for two or
three more golden fokens of estesm. e swas now, looked ak
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from bohind, o gentleman of reduced means; everything, from
his black eont to his boots, having a secondband and * reach me
down * look, and nothing attaining to what might be called a
perfect fit.  The coat was obfnined by exehange or barter, tho
old pen-jacket having been accepted in lion of payment ; while
the other articles were the result of long haggling and beiting
down, He looked, however, complacently on his new garh, ns
indicating a partial return to respectability.

Philip greeted him with & friendly shake of the hand.

“ Why, man, do you mean to say that a goversign hos done
all that i

ALY gaid his tutor. “ I'll just tell you how I did it. First,
the trousers,  Saxpenes the wan allowed for the old oned, which
I left with him. They're just dropping to pieces with futigue,
Lh, they've had a hard time of it for many years: Then I gota
secondland flannel shivk. He wouldw't give me anything for
the old one. Then I got the coat for my pea-jacket—which,
thongh & most comfortable parment, was hardly, you'll oheirve,
the coat for o Master of Arts of an old nnd réspectable Univair-
ety

“Well—well.  Did you got anything fo eat 7'

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

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

# Bhort commens of lnte, T am aftaid ¥

*V¥em ghort, vem short! Tl trouble you for two—thres
more slices of that beaf. Ah, Phil, what an animal iz the common
ox | You feol 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 (o
ent ; talking, at intervals, quite in his old skyle.

* Obsairve. The development of the grateful fecling, commonly
eupposed to be wanting—thank ye, Phil, one more slice, with
soma of the fat and a bit of the brown—wanting to the savaga
races; must be mainly due to the practies of a higher order of
eating. My supper has lately been the penny bloater, with o
baked potato. No, T really cannot eat any more.  The spirit is
willing—for T am still hungry, Phil—but the capacity of the
stomach is limited. T fear T hive already injudicionsly erowded
the apace,  Is that brandy, Phil, on the sideboard ¥

Fhilip: ross and brought the Lottle, with a tumbler and eold
water, and placed it before him,




108 MY LITTLE GIRL.
“ Brandy,” he muormured. ‘It tins heen my dream. o
long months, T h jnanaged, sometimes, a glass of gin.
brandy —oh, bi asaed consoler of human suffering | Brandy
He was --'Iur- hinge the bottle and standing over it with geeedy
oyes.  * Drandy !—water of life |—no, wa that drooms the
genso of life—that brings us forget Inllu-m of everything, and
storea the fire of vonth—stays the g 1= of hunger. Bre wmdy !
And they say we mustn't drink 1 Oh, P IuI my fuvourite 1:-'1||1|.
for those who hnve memories,

brandy is your --1|L_-. medicine,
He filled a tumbler halt full of spint added o little wator,
and drank it off ot a ¢

ht. Then he looked round, gighed,
gk I.1i-.|'-‘-' l‘.l']_ to J']ll-:la- I

mient, burst into vislent sob-

tomisl

hing. Tl henomens is quite unpeecedented in the history,
an faras P i'_.; knew, of hiz late tutor.

# Nay," he said, kindly, * we ghall man: ige to m wend matbers
gomehow, Cheer up, man. Have anntl
Ar. MacIntyre gove a profound eniff, and 1
his tears,
i Give me a pocket-
[ pawned my last—it was & gilk one—for

¥ "’1-1

|_::_|l'}.l.'|-. up 1.:'.-!1.‘:.:]1

handkerchief first, Phil. T want to hlow
Lom e

my ) DREL &N
ha'penny.”
Philip be
maop up
Then he took ani
“ Toare—ib 18 i
—tears are pr sl from m ' |
tude, of joy, of sorrow,; even of To pentanee, if you think
going to be fi ---.|u| ont. Mina ave none of the They ree tl--u
that revalsion o' feeling projuiced by a gudden and strong ccn-
trast. Obsairve, The man une<pects wly or violently removed

from o state of liopelezs destitution to the :'|w--~|r|>-_t of affiuencs
jer ean always

must either ory or |.'|I.I"|:'l'—-|-'ll 1 not even '-I"""""""|’I
choosa which. I have got dedon t elothes, an old friend ; and my
brains—a little damaged by o I| u-.l life, perhaps—are still greatly
;c|_'|l'||_-'-1-.|1' i ”,r- averag

# And you have b

“ For four mon
Part of the time I was
Associabed Boardmen.

ought him one from his bed-room, and he began fo

ther gl

y destitute '

n a walking adverfiscment,
] npence & day as ono of the
J]u P I| lip Durnford, think of your old
tutor becoming an Azenciated Bourdman | Then I ot drn—IL
mean I fook too munch one day, and they turned me out in the
cold. T starved n day or two, and then got employment ak one
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anil-threspence, which T have had, off and on, evor since, Ik is
noba difficalt employment. There ia littl responsibility, No
senes of dignity or eelf-respect is required. On the Sunday,
there is no work to be done ; consequently, for four months I
have eursed the Sawbath—the Lord forgive me! Don't ask me
too miuch, Philip : it hos been a sad time—na terrible time, Tam
halfstarved. T have had to associate with men of no edncation
and disagreeable habits, A bad time—a bad time” Ho passed
his hand aeross his forehead, and pansed a moment. % A timas
of bod dreams. I shall never forget it, never. Tt will hnunt mo
Lo my grave—poison my nights, and take the plensore out of my
days, Don't ask me about it. Let me forget 1"

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

* The pussions, T have discovered, the follies, and the ambitions
of man depend a'togethier on the stomach, The hungry man,
who hag been hungry for three months, ean only hiope for a goud
meal.  That is the boundary of his thonghts. He envies nona
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 wature, save in the streakiness of
beef'; nonae for those of avt, save in the cookshops. He has no
Latred in his heart, nor any love. And of conrse he has no con-
science,  Obsairve, my pupil, that religion is a matter for fhoss
who are assured of this world's goods. Tt vanishos at the first
ippearnmed of want, Heneo o elovse in the Lord's Prayor.”

“¥ou—I mean your companions bebween the boards—nre
homest, T supposo !

i ﬂ..]l_, well—that's as it mny be, It is one of the ud\'ﬂlltﬂg{'ﬂ-
of the profession that you must be honest, beeausa you can't mn
if you do steal anything, No line of lifs prezents fowoer oppor-
bunities for turning o dishonest peony.  Otherwise—yon see—
stomiach is king at all times ; and if not satisfied, my -young
fiend, stomach becomes God

“Tell me, if you can, how yon came to fall into thes
stratls.”

*“Infandum jubes renovare dolorem. Th I—the Tatin tags and
commonplaces, how they stick. It is a kind of consolation to
ot them, When you =iw me lust was on that unfortunate
otedeion when you treated your old tutor with unwarrantable
harshness. T have long lumented Lhe misconception which lud
Jou to that line of conduct.  Verbal reproach alone would have
been ill-fitking to your lips ; bub actual personnl violence ! Ah,
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Phil! DBut all is forgiven and forgotton. You went away, I
applied to M. de Villeroy for a testimonial, I atill prescrve the
docnment he was good enongh to send me. It is heze."

Ha produced o paper from 2 bundle which he carried in an old
hattered pocket-hook.

i Phere are papers hers, Phil, that will interest yon gome diy,
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. MaeTntyre's fitness for the
post of an instractor of youth. I can nssert with truth that I
have on =everal oseagions seen him sobar ; that AMr Durnford, his
late employer, never detected him in any dishonesty ; that his
maorality, in this :j-:*:ighh:ﬂn‘]lw::-nl, 1_::14 hoen beliaved in by noone
and that, in his terperato intervals, he is sometimes indnstrious”

¢ There, Philip, Think of that.”

¢ You do not show that testimonial much, T supposa?” saul
Philip.

“No,” roplied the philosopher. T keep it as o proof of the
judeecial Blindness which sometimes b5 men of good sanse
M. de Villeroy iz dead, and so it matters: little now, Do you
know where Miss Madeleine is 7

“No. In Palmiste, T sup

“There yo're wrong. She's in Tondon, 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, T misdonbt. Why dow't yon
marry her, Philipt She's got plenty of money, Arthur will
marey her if you don't.  Give me Arthur's address.”

# You want to borrow money of him, I supposa i

“Np., I want just to ask him to gire me money. You're not
ovar-rich, T'm afrid, Philip, yourself, my Inddie,"

Philip langhied.

“ My father gave me five thousand pounds, All that is laft of
it iz in our old agent’s hands in Palmiste. I get ten per conk,
for it. As I only got a hundred and fifty last February, o good
lot of it must bo gone.  And I've had another littls dig into the
pile sinea than."

“ Ay, ay I—that's bad ; that's vera bad, Bub perhaps 4 timo
will come for you as well ae the vest of the world,”

yOGHE,
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* Arthur can help you, and I devesay will Buf you musk
not tell him too much.” )

* I do not intend to tell him anything,” zaid the man of ex-
perience, loftily.  © Except lies.”

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

“Twent to Australia from Palmisto, Bpent all my money
in Melbourne, trying to gat Sumulhing to do, and at last T got
put into the school of a little township up couniry, where my
ohief work was to cane the brats. Such an awin’ set of devils |
That lasted o year. Then thers came a terrible day,”

He stopped and sighed,

“1 shall never forget that day. Tt wasa Baturdny, I remiom-
ber, 'The boys were mote mutinous than usual, and I caned them
ill—there were thirty-five, And when one was eaned, the others
all shouted and langhed. At twelve, T road the pPrayers pre-
seribed by the authorities, with my usual warmth and unetion,
Then I dismiseed the hoys. Nobody moved. There was o dead
silonce, and T confess T folt alnrmed. Presently, the five biogest
boys got up, and appronched my desk with determined faces. I
had a presentiment of what would happen; and I turned to fes,
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 lnid on. They gave their reverend dominie the
most awful flogging that ever schoolboy had.  Nome too small,
gir, 0 have a cot in. None &g forgiving ns to shirk his tom.
Not cne, Philip, relented at the last moment, and spared soma of
his biceps.  Pairfoct silones reigued ; and when it was over, thay
placed me buck in my ehair, with my eane in my hand ; and
then the school dispersad. What T felt, Philip, more than the
ignominy, was the intenss pain, A red-hot iron might projuice a
similar but mot a greater agony, if applied repeatodly on overy
suare ineh over o certain ares of the body. A thirty-handed
Brinrens, if hie turned sthoolmaster, conld alone rival the magni-
tude of that prodecjious cowhiding,

“ Next day I Ieft the town, It was during church time ; but
the boys were waiting for me, and as T stole out with my bunidla
in my hand, they ran me down the stroet on o mail, singing
“Dirucken Spwnie ! That was a very bad time I hod then,

“ I tried Bydney after that, and got on pretty well in Lnsiness
—till T foiled; and then the Judge wanted to refnee my cerbifi-




becanse, he said, the books wers frndulently kept  That
st true, for thay wore not kept at all, So I CAmo away, and
got to the Capes, A p Phil—very poor, and dull ; byt
the drink iz o il 15 cheap, 1 learned to :\.]j.cl_ﬁl."_
Drutel, and was very near marrying daughter of & Dulch
farmer, well to do, only for an unlucky accident. . Just befors
the wedding, my ¢l fate coused ma to be arrosted on g ridicy-
lous eharge of embesslement.  OF course, I was acquitted ; bak
s onght to ha prosecuted for defamation of
d—ruined me by stating that T only eot off by the skin
teath, ba
y baek to E went down to see my relations,
My cousin, only four times removed—the baillia of Anchnatoddy
—ordered me ont of his hios 1l wadna oive me bite nor sup,
Then' I came up to town, and v [ am, ever sines, Yo won't
do mu an ill tarn by telling Arthur my st y, will you, Philip ¢

“ Not T; particalarly as i v only told me hLalf of it."

“ May bo—may be.  The other half 1 keep to myself."

It was ¢ I o dlicl, for an
[wa DX [ar i [I]i'".l:l lifie
his old pupil’s respeck for

» the jury understood English imparfectly.

gland, and

g the second half wers one or

b might not have added to
othor adventires he
y and partly outof o fear
X |_-_-_|.-|_|_.-_|-.1_

L way in which ha

EF T

1
'|l|"'|':'-i-_1.

The astonishing t
all hia tronkles. ‘Tl

his energies or spir

cmerged from
to be without any effeet upon
\ lezs about loss of character,
ectly deveid of moral principle, ho came up, after each
sastar, seemingly refreshed by the fall. Mother Ifarth revived
him ; and be started anew, generally with a faw pounds in his
pocket, and always some new schome in his head, to pray upon the
eredulity of good and simple men,  That he had nob Yet enc-
ceeded, argued, ho consider il want of mther luck than ahaones of
maorit.

His projects wers not of very extraordinary cleverness, Dot
he was unseropulons enongh to snecesd, Cleverness and freedom
from seruples do somehow seem the tws main requizites to produce
the suscesa of wealth, The clavorest rogina becomes the Helyas
. Hz 0 known, for instanes,

lstone will always, if
he spends £20,000 on the eq maks him o baronst.  Bot
quite lately a new feeling had coms over Mp MacIntyre. Ha
Was beginning to doubt himself, Top fonr months he hod lived

1

to gok into the Housze of Lords,

man, often the most rawvy
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on abont three half-crowne a week, and as the days went on, and
he saw no chaneo of escape, he grow more and more despondent.
It was a new sensation, this of privetion. He suffered for the
first timo 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. Ttheu-
matie twingea pinched him in the shoulders. He was fifty-thros
yoars af age, He hod not a penny :-'\.EI.‘.'Ii'-\.IF nor o frond to KE'L'E
liim one. In the evening he crapt back to his miserable lodging,
brooding over his fate; and in the morning he erept out agoin to
his miserable work, brooding still,

But nowa change, unexpected and sndden.  Hine illm Inehrymee,
Hence those tears of the tulor, wrung from a heart whose power
of philoaophy was undermined by a long-continued emptiness of
stomach, That night he slept on Thilip's sofa ; and the next
day, after taking a few necessariss—such as a shirt, a waistcoat,
collar, and sp on—from his benefactor's wardeobe, making philo.
gophical reflections all the while, he devoured a breakfast of
enormons dimensions, and proceeded to eall npon Arthuor,

“¥ell remember, My, Philip Durnford,” he said, putting on
hiz hat—*"by the way, lend me two or three pounds, which I
ghall repay from what I get from Arthur: T must have a bettor
hat—ye'll remember to forget the little confidential narmtive T
imparted to you last might. It is not always possible to pre-
serve the ]n'm[erl.u'n of a philosopher, and to know what 1},1'":;3
ghould be =aid and what coneoaled—qume dicenda, que eelanda
gk I told you mors than I should. But I trust to your pro-
mige."

He found Arthar at work in his usual purposeless way. That
is, he was surrounded by a great pile of beoks, and had a pan in
his hand.  Arthur was not happy unless he was following up
some theory or investignting some “point,” and had & 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 autiquarians and archmologists. But thers was u tone
about Arthur which impressed My, MaoIntyre with a senso of
constraint and awlkwardnesa, Philip hie somehow falt to belong
to his own stratum of humanity, With Philip he was at ease,
and conld falk familinrly. Arthor belonged to that higher and
colder lewal whers Elfit:TE-ErML was E?\SE'I'ILEHL and any contidences
of the criminal Christian would be out of place. Philip, for in-
stance, had insisted upon his fortifying his stomach against the
mwness of the morning air with & glass of brandy before going

]
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out. Arthur, on the ollier It l, offered him nathing: Lind,
giving him a chair, stood leaming agninst the mantelshelf, and
contemplating his visitor from his height of six feet.

I hope you are deing well, Mr., MacIntyre,” he beoan,

“T am not deing well,” replied the Seotehman : @ I'm daing
very badly."

“T do not ask your history sinde T saw you

“Mr. Arthur Dumford, you are my old pupil—I mny add
my favourite popil—and you are privileged to say what Yo
please, My lifeo iz open to any question yon may like to sl
The failure of o schoolin Aust ralia, through my —mny firmness in
maintaining discipline : that of & prosperons place of business in
Sydney, through an unexpected rise in the Bank rate 3 and the
breakdown of my plans in Cape Town brought me home in g
condition of extrenie penury, From this T was rosenad by the
generosity of Lientenant Philip Durnford, who has most liberally
assisted me out of his very slender 1e—his very slender
means.  Ask me any questions you like, Mr. Darnford ; but
do not, if you please, insinuate that T have anything to con.
crnl "

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

“Well, well,  Ounly, the fact 18, Mr. MacIntyre; I remomber
that the last timo T saw JOU, you were receiving punishment from
Philip's hands for some disgraceful proposals.”

“Pardon me—DMr. Philip was under s mis the, This, T be-
lieve, he will now seknowledwa, T hava forgiven him,"

“I hope lie was mistaken, Anyhow, my opinion of you,
formed as a boy, could not posaibly be favourabls,”

“ At the time you speak of, T was enffering from deapsomania,
I am now recovered, thanks to having taken the pledge for o
torm of years. Now expired.”

“ What are yeu doing now 1"

“ Nothing."

“ What have you been doing 1

* Starving."”

T What do you want to do "

“I want you to find me soma moniey. I car
pay it back, becauss I am too poor Lo promise anything,  But
it you will advance me fifty pounds, T think I can da something
with it

Arthur took his cheque-book, and snt down, thoughtfully,

“I will do this for you, I will lend you fifty pounds, whieh,

romiza fa
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B8 you are i khrifty man, cught to lask you six months. You
will spend that time in looking abont you, and trying to get
work. At the end of six months, if you want it, I will lend you
ancther fiffy. Bub thet is all T will do for yon. Aund T shall
epecially-ask Philip not to give you money.”

Mr. MacTntyre was not profuse in his thanks, He took the
eheque, examined it eorefully, folded it, and put it in his
pocket.

“1 knew you'd help me,” ho eaid, %I told Philip so this
morning. Can Iforward you in your stodies now? The pheelo.
sophieal system of Hamilton, for instance” _

* Yes ; naver mind my stodies, if youn please. Ts thers any-
thing else I can do for you ¥

#T do not ca’ to mind that there is. Tl look in again, when
there is. Have you seen Miss Madeleine, Mr. Durnford, sinca
aha cama to London ¥

“Maodeleine? No. Iz she in London? What is her addreas ?
—how long has she been hera i

T dare say I conld find out her address,  Bat it might eost
money.”

Ha looked o cunning as he said this, that Arthur buarst oub
langhing,

* You ars a cool hand, Mr, MacTntyre. How much would it
coat f—five pounds "

¥ Now, really, Mr. Arthur, to suppose that & man ean run all
over London for five pounds! And that to find the wddress of
your oldest friend.”

* Well, twenty pounds ?—thirty pounds? Hang it, mam, I
st know.”

*1 should think," eaid the philosopher, meditating, “ it might
be fonnd for forty pounds, if the money was paid at onee®

Arthur wrote another cheque, which MacIntyre put inta his
pocket-book as hefora,

* This does not prejudice the fifty pounds insix months' tima §°
he said.  “Very well. I remember now that' I have her address
in my pocket. I followed her home and asked a sorvant, Hero
1t is—No. 31, Hatherley Strect, Faton Siuare”

* Did you speak to lier ¥

“Is it likely ¥ replied Mr. MacIntyre, thinking of his boarda

* Confess that you have done a good stroke of business this
morning," eaid Arthor, * Ninety pounds is not bad, You can't
olways gell an addrees fop forty pounds.”

§—2
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“8oll an address? My dear vou mistalea me altopether,
Do not, if Yl '|| i1 tmagine that I am one of those wha
sell such little informat ion a5 I possess. Temember, if yon
pleasa, that you are addressing a Master of Arts of an ans
cianb——
“You are -!"'

y Mr. MacIntyre,” said g'l.1l!:111.
s away from drvink, and——

dy reminded yon that——"

Mr. MacIntyre"

cazhad Doth his cheques, and, taking lodmings,
y such small 1 za5 thesimplest civilis L!*trn
a5 & hair-brash, linen, and a two.gallon cask of
eI ]v'- ordere l the servant to keep a Lr tle-always
1 his hands, lit a pipe, and began to

ki '[u .||] T
Ha v 4
procecde
dermands—
".l'Fli'-I-i_'l'. Ti
01 :IIH hob .
meditate,

CHAPTER X,

in England.
eine, before leaving her native fsland,
lean lﬂ take farawell of [} |r|.1|_l_

IT was quite tn Madaleine wa

['..i'.!'.:1- Years & e Mads
had ridden over to Fontain
ahe had spent s0 many happy ds iys.  The house was un.
ed and shot up, Lut the mansger of the estates was sars
ful to keep it in repair, It all looked as it used to. The canes,
clean and well kept, wavine in the su mlight, in green and yollow

and -t} 1

iy ; the *|n|| busier than ever, with its whirr of grind
']'n smell of the sugar; the :I|\|-r|_ vats of
e, and the whirling 1||1| ines,  Buk the ald
ger strewn with its cane mats and chairs ;
5 wers opened for her, the house felt chill and
wched the keys, shrinking

and 'l-'-'|ll.]| the do
damp,. Shelifted the piano-lid ar
hick with a ory of fraoht., It was like a vai the I--.1--v
ked, and thin, and strident was the sound, Iu the boye’
study were their old school-hooks lying about, just as they had
left them ; in a drawer which she aponcd. soma papers seribblaid
with boyish sketches. Ode of those represented o gentleman,
whose features were of an exaggerated Sootelh type, endeavonring

to mouut his pony, The animal was ture upon him withan

a0 01
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air of reproach, as onesaying,  Sir, you ane dronk again.' This
was. inseribed at the bock, ¥ Philippus fecit.”™ Then there was
apother and more finished effort, signed Arthur, of & girl's head
in chalk, Perhapa the merit of this picture was slender; but
Madeleine blushed when she looked ot ity and took lLoth pictures
away with her,

There was no other souvenir that she cared to have; and leaving
the house, she paid a visit to the ganden. Oh, the garden |
Where once had been pineapples were pumpkins ; where had
bocn strawberries were pumpkins; where there had ones
been {lower-beds, vesetables, or shrubs, were pumpking
Pumpkin was king. He lay there—green, black, or golden—
basking in the sun, He had devoured oll, and spread himsolf
over all.

So Madelsine come awny ; aud under the maternal wing of the
Bishopess—whose riglit reverand husband, as happens once in
two years to all colonial bishops, had business connected with
his diocess which Brought him to England—was duly shipped to
Southampton, and presently forwarded to Switzerland,

Education. Her guardian was 4 Frenchman by descent, a
Swiss by choiea. He had enlarged views, and brought up the
girl as a liberal Protestant, e had her tanght the proper
amount of aceomplishroents. He made her talk English, thongh
with a slight foreign accent, as well ns French ; and, what was
mueh more ;II1]:IuI'i;'|l'.'|1 FUvia her ideasas to i!ltlu|it‘lil1UllC'J and un-
conventionality which sank deep, snd mounlded her whele
character.  Insomuch that one day alie anponneed her intontion
of going away and setting up for herself.

“Tam of nge,” ghe enid, * “ I want to see the world a liitle. 1
want to make up wy mind what to do with myself”

Old M., Lajandio chuskled,

 Bes what it is,” le observed, “to bring up a girl as she
onght to ba hrought up. My dear, if it had not been for me, you
would af this moment be wanting to go into n convent.”

She shook ler head.

“T know the sex, child. You belong to the class which takes to
religion like aduck to watar, This being denied you, you will take
to philanthropy, usefulness, all sorts of things. That is why T
L'Il.'lll,;ilt you English, because England iz the only country pos-
sible for a full exercise of thess virtues, Then you are of &
tempemament which would have induced blind submission in o
wian, and makes o delightful ohstinney in a froe womun,"
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HTpan my word, my dear guardinn—"

“And then, my child. thers is another quality in you, which
would Lave mada you the mo; tapturous of sisters, which wil]
make you the best and mest devoted of wives, You will MArey,
:'lt:t'..!r[l.:'i:'.'".'.l’

“If ia possible,” ghe s
tdoes in most people’
as a part of my Jife.”

€

aid. Tt may o
. But I donot o

» i my way, as it

ou are vich, Madeleins.
fair share of heauty.
but not such splendid hair ps Fours, or o
are pgirls as tall ag You, but fow with so

“ Don't, guardian," gaid Madeleing, w
halfblush. T wwapld rather you told me of i
“T know the gex, Itell you,” repeatad 1ha dman. “* Wheg
[ was vonmer—al what a thing it is to ba g =T qun
profound study of thesex, T is quite true, My leing, thion
wmm only an old man that Eays by that even Madama Recamier fe.
gelf) in her hest days, had not & mope finiz] lo tlian
You will suceend, my child, You will be ahls tq MAIry auy
—auy one you please.”

“You do not imagine, T
with the first rieh v
if there was no
lowa

You have—wall, mors than Yol
Black hair and bl A, A )
Binclk hair and bl OVES ars comnion 2
52 bright. . Tharg
l-a |;.:.:'1'a|.'l.'."l

h a little mone and o
. .-

i

i

suppose, th
. man wh tellsme
thing in the werld for

[ amto fall in lowa

** Most women,” woent on lier eritic, * like £a by ninrried to
lord and master, I propliesy for 3
husband will be contes to-obey rather 4]
child, you shall see thes world, Lot me o
friend, Mis, Longworthy, who will ek ag y
will find yourself richey than you think
money is in the English funds, and the intepe
o by fresh gbook, g now;, my ward—I will
is best to ba d; AL

The eld man attended her o the
her, went throngha 1
Lie took down a volume of Vaoltaires P} I
and wazzed his head over the Wisdom that he
“ Independent,” he R RUITITY “ Iich, 2o
think, not supersti s, not infaeted witly
Inntliroy itiful. She will do. T

y Wpping his own £ rehend,  #Yon hove done we

fl
that your
ominand, 8o,
rrite fo onr
rone; Yoo
All your

i been nged

relant; able to
nanlar prejudices,
edrn loin, mon ami
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When revolutions come, and lines of thought ave changed, it is
good to have such women at hand, to steady the men. Franes
rules the world, and the women rule France. Heint it sounds
epigrammatic.  Has it been zaid before ¥

Ho to England Modeleine came. A chaperons was fonnd for
her in the widow of an old friend of M. Lajardic—a cerbain Mrs,
Longworthy, who was willing—and, more than that, able—io
take her into society. They took one of these extrempely com-
fortalile little housea—the ront of which is so absurdly ot of
proportion to their size—close to alonsquare : a house with its
two littls dmwing-rooms and greenhouse ab the back—a little
narrew a3 regards dining-room sceommoidation, but broad enough,
as Mrs. Longworthy put ity for two lone women,

Madeleine's chaperone was only remarkable for her extraordi.
nary cozinesz and love of comfort, A eushiony old lady—one
who sat by the fireside and purred; and, when things went
badly with her, went to bed and stayed thers till they come
ronnd ogain, . An old lady who went to church oviery Sunday,
and, like the late lamented Doke of Bussex, murmured after
cach commandment, * Never did that: mever did that” So
that the rles of prohibition did not affect hor own sonscience.
For all the rest, she entiraly trusted and admired Madeleine, and
NEVeT 8Yen ‘L'-l‘[:tl]!’l’_'ll o011 & I‘i."l:lll.l[l}"t-]'..'lllt'l.! '\'l':iLEI JIEE'I'.

Madeleing was what her guardion described her.  Tn her pre-
gence wost men folt themeelves above their own strabum, Thers
waz'a sort of gulf; and yet, witl all the men's experience, the
clear light of her eyes seomed to vead so fur beyond their actual
ken,  If sheliked you, and taiked to you, you came away from
her etvengthened and braced up,  Beautiful, she: certainly was,
in o way of her own: sbriking, the women ealled her—a word
which the sex generally employ when they feel envious of power
and physique beyond their own. Rolls of black haiv; a pale
and ealonrless cheslk et gmall and firm moith ; clear and ;.-h:”-l.]:lr
defined nostrila; eyes that wers habitwally limpid and soft,
which yet might Hash to sudden outhreaks of storm; and n
ligllm bayond oll expression - grcieuse, A womoen who eould
talle ; one whom young warrlovs, having to take her in to. din-
ner, speedily “felt beyond them altogether; ona who lifted o man
up, nud made him breathe s purer air.  This is, T take it, the
highest function of woman. We cannot, ag a ruls, run eomfort-
abily in single hamess, bat are bound by the laws of our being
to have o mate of some kind. Itis surely best for us to find one
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whose sense of duty is stronger than our own, and whoss standard
i |I'i'_:| T, -'lu"'u-l;' &Y have ta do all thie work - but wa want a fallow
in the harness to show us that the work is good, and that it be-
hioves us to do it well,

Madeleing was not, it is certain, one of the girls whom a cer
tain elns= of 2mall poets love to styla "n]ﬂ:]ing," “ pet Amoret,”
“aweet little lily.” Not for any man's toy : no animated doll
to please for a while, and then drop out of life; nor yet that
dreadful creaturs, o “woman's rights” woman. Perhaps she
was oot elever enough.

Arthur Durnford ealled upon her the same day on which he got
the address. Hea was a Tittle preparad to gush, remembering the
little sylph with whom he used to play twelve years aza. Bt
there was o opportunity for gushing.  The stately damsal whio
vose and greeted him with almost as moch coldness as if they
lind parted the day before, silenced, if' she did not discomeert
him,.

“I knew that we shonld meet again some time.” she said ;
“and [ had already written to Palmiste for your address, Mrs,
Longwarthy, this is my old friend, Arthur Durnford, of whon
I hnve so often told you.”

He saw a little, fat old lady, with a fies like a winter apple,
erinkled and ruddy, sitting mufflad up by the fireside,

* Come and shoke hands with we, Arthor Dharnford,” sha
eried, in the pleasautest voice he had ever heard. “1 know
your father when he was & wild young fellow in the Hussars.
Lot mo look at you. Yes, you are like him. But he lad bilack
hair, and yours is brown., And you estoop—I suppose becanse
you read books all day. Fie upon the young men of the present !
They all read. In my time there was not so much reading, I
ean tall you, but o great deal mors love-making and merriment,
Now, sit down and talk to Madeleine.”

he lay back on her enshions, and presently fell fast asleep,
while the two talked.

They talked of Palmiste and the old days. And then a sort
of conatrint came npon them, becsuse the new days of either
WEerd i IIE';.rll'll'I.'.']j_

“Tell me about yourself, Arthur” said Madeleine, “Iam
going to call you Arthur, and you shall call ma Madeleing, just
a3 we used to.  Mrs, Longworthy—oh, she is asleap,”

* ¥o, my dear -only dozing.  Wake me up by telling me
sommething pleasant,”
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%1 waz going to tell Arvthur that T am sure you wounld like
him to conie here a great deal—I ghould.”

 That ought to be cnough, Mr. Durnford. Bub I should, too,
W arve o pair of womnen, and wa somedimes sib and nag at each
other. Don't look abt me so, Maddy—if we don't actually do it,
we somebimes want to. Come a great deal, Mr. Duraford.
Come ag nearly every day o you can manage, It iz very good
for young men to have ladies' socioty. Woe shall civilisa you®

“You ars very kind,” Arthur began,

“But I must say one thing, 2o nob come early in the morn-
ing. I consider that the day ought to ba & grand processional
trinmph of temper.  That i3 why I always take my breakfast in
bed. Handle me delicately in the worning, aud a child may
lead me all day. Come, if you want to ses me, in time for
luncheon, ak two; if you want to see Madeleine, at any time she
tells you.”

“ Anid how is Philip 7" asked Madeleine;

¥ Who iz Philip 1" said Mre. Longworthy,

* My consin, the son of my father's brother™

“ Your father, my dear boy, never had any brothers.™

¥ Pardon me, Mrs. Longworthy.”

i3he shook her head, and lny back sgain,

% And what is your profession, Arthuri®

I have none."”

4 What do you do with :.'I'E-LI‘!'.iI‘]F?I'

“I1 waste time in the bost way I ean. I rvead, writo a little,
make plans, and the days slip by."

“That seems very bad. Come snd help me in my pro-
fession,”

“What is your profession 1"

""Uome some morning at ten, and T will tell you.  Send Philip
to call upon e

Az Arthur went out of the rosm, he lieard Mis, Longworthy
-H.,i;l.'l.]]g-—-

“I am not wrong, I am quite right, Gecorge Durnford was
an only son.  And so was his father, The D Melhuyns, quite
new peopla, told me all about it."

A sudden light flashed upon Arthur's mind. He Ferr, in thak
way in which knowledge of this sort sometimes comes. that
lljlliijll was lig ]'l.'l.]f-il]_\ltlll_"r, ]lu WiE |_:|;-1-|_.-|i|| :..f |'[.‘ 111._- r._-:;ﬁ._"md
with himself ;- set up all the ohjections ; proved to himself thet
the prepoudurance of chances wis against 16 morshalled all the

=
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n]‘-;’-nail.‘ I".'E-]l'!‘!-.!-.'_: fll';'.:l YaIn I.Ell.:.-.i. -\.I.l!.l.'..l:li.i\.:l"l-' -;:;_,'5_._|;_|| of [||_|_: ‘::_l,i'_h
of his couviction,

CHAPTER XI.

Lor Arthur went o mnd, the szme
“ How muech did .‘~r.-.!nr..-. G

dreas i asked the man of ]
Arthur eolourad

“ Well, we did drive o baveain,. Why 4id you nob sond i
"

Lo me ¥
; I'.ii-'l-u becaisa I did not | ettt if 3 B :'-'Ir":t:l'. e Lsa,
'.'.'.;L:: me as Lo w

t ik would have ::‘-;L-; i
v Madolasi
¢ addross. ¥
il :-:!||,'I: Wi

.I'“- lier YOurs
“1 l."il'lx ]\I..._l'-'u ||||.|
il T.
“But, my
thing. Madele
“Oh” end
muely my
life in
biigdn ] )
LCCOMm] monts which et mlibe
the |!-'.|I|u for the
ture who hum h
an iden oy EILO nAarrow
L do pot think, Arthur,

Arthur.  We are diffi aTent, 1.-~:|.
_l &M on ]1. a do |llt'u ntal,

[ don't go into gociaty
iy element in
civeulate,

worman, 1

when the
ve, andl the soue for the dear |
ik she sings ; the mind with
in whicly it liag 1
wy idea of hapy
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Iess iz quoite
]I.i! il wor

1 WElE Of

Madeleing is not,”
v el brousht up
sht up by & man : full
& way thot the
ible {0 amuea
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“A lady, and not bronght up-by ladies ¥ said Arthur,

“T was in ‘society’ the othar doy: five and twenty young
ladies, whispering bitter things of each othar, burating with
envy and malice, I want a gitl who does not look on all otlier
girls a5 rivals end enemies” I talked to one of bhm. "

*“¥ou did not expect the poor girl to pour oul her soul at the
first interview,”

“She had very little to pour. That litile waz poured, T
came awny early.”

** That is not socicty.  Come with me to sea Mudeleine.”

The other, who was in his bitterest mood, sneered in reply,

“ They ara all alike, Every woman wants to bs admired mogn
than any other women in the mom. That is {he firsh thing.
Without that there i no real happiness. Thon they want to
be vich: not because (hey niay live well, for they do not under.
stand eating and drinking : not for the sika of art, becanse they
only know the art chatter, If they fult art, do you think Eliey
world dress as they dot No, #ir; they want money in order
to make their acquaintance envious,. For thomaelves, what »
woman desives and likes most in the woeld is to he kepb warm.
Give tha aquaw lier blanket, or the lady hor eushion, and she is
boppy.  Warmth, wealth, admiration : thoss are the thros things
the desives, What ean we expeet? Read the Lterature nbont
woman, from Aungerson o the comio papers. W have conspired
together ngninst the sex. Wa have agreed to keep them foolish
andd vain—io limit their aspirations to diess : and degeed wil]
o have suceoeded.”

Avthur langhed,

*Tika: tha Nowgnto Calendar, Phil, to raprezant manhsad,
if you like, Just a5 wall exagoerate: the faults of womon and
make them represent womanhood. Women love admiration
becansa it is an instinet, Their influenee is through their branty,
Itz a not spread by nature to entrap and eately bliom, in oedor thit
they may be lod heavenwanls, — Wild bensts, like you, wha
prefur the woods, full of pitfalls and snaves, to the soft green
glades—"

““Rabbish," eaid Philip,

" Not rabbish at all.  Don't despise women—don't ery them
down.  Go in for marrying, and try the domestio happiness you
deelyim apainat™

* All which means that You aredpris with Madeleins yourself,
T'supposs, I 13, perhape, the hest thing you can do, But look
ot the other side of the piclure. Suppose that what wo eall the

_._

e g

——
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higheet kind of life—by which you mean, I take it, the calm
cultivation of all that 13 artistic, unhiazsed by passion and undis-
turbed by regrets—is out of your reach, beeanse you can't afford
ity don'k you think it prudent to say, * Young man, you are not
ibended to marry.- Do nob be an accomplics in the production
of & generation of panpers,  On the other bamd, got as much as
you can out of Life with the resonrces at your |ii-.l'.--.-_<1],' .
# Every man mney lead the higher life
 Pechaps, if ho remains unmarried. What kind' of higher
Lifis 1a that in which one tremlles ab the butelier's bill, and eats
out his heart thinking of the children's future? And, besides,
your higher life—what 13 it% DBash! Wine, love, eong | Get
what you can, and ] gods the rest. It is their care, T
suppose—this * rest,’
But he did enll on Mads iz, Wentto soo her the very next
day. Madeleine was alope, 88 it was one of Mrs. Longworthy's
sick days—or, as she pub it, one of those days when temper got
the better of
Mudelvine was not so uneonstrained with hin az with Arthur,
Perhnps it was something in his loo k—pirhaps the memory of old
childish guarrels,  People very seldom take kindly in after-lifo
to those who have teased tliem as iren.  She was colder than
to Arthur—asked but few questions of him, and turned the con-
verstion on things general.  Philip, in his unhappy way,
fad at his Teception, beeause ho koew how Arthur had been
:||||'||.-'—}'l'l'|i|.ill_'.: it down ag due to that fotal taint of blood,
*“ Do you like the army ns o profession 1" asked Madeleine,
*There is not much to like or v in ib," he replied, care-
]l--'.w_El'u'. * Tt doea o
“To-carry oue along—yes,

=

el
W

¥ O
L

nok as the highest object of

" roplied Philip. “T know
gin life. My life consists in g retting

a3 mnch GIOYIHGnE BS MYy 1ncome wi il it 1'-::.'.' low .|i_1u;-..r

sy they not T

AL the same time; sup] in for tha higher kind
—Very odd t]lill:_:_', Arthur ing abont the higher life
—I supposa [ should do it beeause I enjoyed it best. Do you
not think =0 1" i

“Yeaz DBut ane ou

1 ¥ "W
£ nbont anjoyment,

dogs think aboub enjoyment.”

Pardon me—1 oulysaid that o
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# Thera is duty, at least,” said Madeleine.

o ‘['._-s_-m}'eluting e Ei;;'h!,!nn'l L".I'ﬂilllf' fulfillad. When T have
got throngh those, thers is nothing lsft but to fill up the time,
a3 I said, with as much amusement, enjoyment, frivolity, what-
aver you like, a8 my money will cover.  As we ars old acquaint-
ances, Madeleing, it is just ns well that I shounld not pretend to
anything bot what Tam. Now, tell me, if I may be impertinent,
what you think T ought to do "

1 don't know,” she satd,  * Life iseo ternible a ﬂ:i:ng at best,
so full of responsibilities, of evils that must ba ficed, and
dreadful things that connot be sappressed, that I don't know
what to say. It seems to me as if the whole duty of the rich
man—"

€T am not o rich man,”

“ The man of leisnre—the man of onlture, wers to throw him-
self among the people, and try to raise them—"

i You would make us all philanthropists, then 1"

“T hardly know. If only—without socicties and organise-
tion—people would go among the poor and teach them: help,
withont money, you know. But one can only do oneself what
ona feels right.”

Here, ot least, was & woman different from the type he had sct
up the preceding night—different, too, from Laura,

“Ton are talking to & mere wan of the world,” sxid Philip,
rising. “ We have no ides of duty, you know—only a few
elementary rules of right or wrong, which we call the laws of
hopour. My friends, for instance, always pay up after each
event, On the other hand, it is dangerons to have to do with
them in the matter of horses —and they will take any advantage
that faitly offers inthe way of a bet. W like gathering in club
smoking.rooms, drinking good wine, smoking zood eigars.  Wa
like to be well dressed, to do certain things well, such as riding,
billiord playing, and so forth——"

* But, Philip, docs not this lifs tire you i

“T assure you not in the least.  Greatly us T must fs1l in vour
eyes by the contession, I deelare 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 laxurions staff of Im'rsr.m;.
beadles, and relieving officers to help them. Yoo say they are
badly taught. Where, then, ars the schools? T meet with the
poor man in fhe strect, and read of him in the paper.  Ha has,
it sippears to ma, two phases in his character.  He either fawns
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begs or tries torob. T am told th
I the smmmer, which ho & i
nobhing left for the wintor, If I we
el b pitiod by cl f

do just

t divectly I was hard up, |
+ What is the poorman to med
VA TS Tm e H

same th
him nothing: I .da pot
]L]l"|l1'.

k-gab 1
ek Lo s

about lifs

riues,
Madoléine loaked af lini with nsloni
““You are frank, i
are quite

atd.  “ But beli
you th

& me, yom
tha [roor, whom Yo

han your friends
liave sympathy,
L RS o
s0 much abont

ilies pigs;

s 1
repilied Philip.,

"EBuk I am sorry yon told me what you arm
have examy 1 yon.”

A wondrously softened look did pass over Philip's eyes.  Ha
was thinking of the girl whom he was to meet the next day,
Love,” ha said, “ the old story. If T am to he reformed, |
veotld rather meat my fate (hat way than any other. Forgive my
bluntness, Madeleine, You zes I do not Belone ¢

. |

nxions that you should know me as T am."

il yon

[ shall wait for A woman's | N

ng to your world."
It iz really a botfer ome than
FOIIS, 8, wo have our little fanlts: and wa may be
slow for you, and sometimes—what j= it, that quality for whish
the French have no word, beeanse they never undorstand if 71—
what is it that people are when they not only do their duty, but
overdo it 1?

“ Bub do belong to my wi

1
i

You mean your world is sometimes prig
“That is ths word—uot & lndy's word, I know: but M.
Longworthy tells me when T m ke mistakes. And this word
does s beantifully fit itz Yes, pripeish, COualy
English and Germans are that, I cannot tell why. But coms
into my world.”

]:'hi:ifl shoolk his head.

“You are OT1 OIe 81

e L
Z151T,

of the stream, and T am on the othar,
and tho stream is wideni 8. -Arthuris on your side. too, Wo
can still talk. The time may coms when the river will be sa
wide that we cannot even do that.”
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"I think T know what you moan,” she replind.  * Cross af
oneey and -stay with os—with those who—wha Jova you, in
memory of old davs"

“ You cannot cross a river,” ha aaid smil i, withont a brides
of a boat. Just at present T see none, The bridiges are all
higher up, behindme ; and soare the boats,  And the two paths
are getting farther and farther apart, Good-bye, Madeleine,”

Ho left her with these words, Very oddly, they recall my
illustration from the works of Pythaporas a fow chaptors back,
That must he beoanse * les eaprits forts se rencontront.”

“ Tell me," eaid Mr Longworthy, at dinner, “ what kind of
man ig this Mr, Philip Durnford,”

 Hediz not go tall a5 Arthur, has black hair, a Black moustache,
ani large, soft ayes—almond-shapad syes,”

“Oh! Did you ever see eyes like his anywhere else 1

"“Yes, they are like the eyea of the mulitioes in Palmiste ™

“Humph " eaid Mrs. Longwort hy.

“He dresses very well, and ho tallks very well,.  Only, my
dear Mra. Longworthy, yon Enaw what I told you about the
garden of Fontaineblean, when I saw it Jnst.”

(L} _1-‘.‘.".5.”

#Wall, Philip Ih
grown with pumplkins,”

vrEs fr

s mind is like that garden—all over-

CIAPTER XIL

“LET us have," gaid Venn, trimming the [m!:p on Charus night,
“a cheerful evening.  What fresh disappointment has amy one
o communicate 1

“ A lawyer," said Tynn, “whe would have genb me some
cases hos abseonded with other people’s money. That is all that
has happened to me.”

“He may possibly soms back." said Jones. “My manager,
who had aceepted my play, is a hankupt, Porhaps Setehos,
who tronhles everything, ruined him to prevent the play coming
out. I monrn for him,

#4 He was not fair to ont ward view ;
He wan not wice to gee -
Hin loveliness T nover kncw
Until ho smiled an me" "
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“ As an honorary member of the Chorns,” safd Arthur, © T can
hardly be expected to have any misfortunss—consequently, I
have none.”

S Thie" said Venn, with a beaming face, “i5 quite like old
timaes, l ton, have hed my l. |~1[]u-‘1|r1nfn.. I had spent tha
laat 1'-'.'!.']\!* months in revising and poalishing the Opusenla,
They ara now as com| leta as Greck statue. I proposed them
to a publisher. He kept my letter for a month, and then sent
me o refusal. Tt i his loss pecuniarily, the world's loss intel-
leetually.”

“1t s n*rj' aad,” k\'111|_-'|.‘||i.m.-5 Jonea, ¥ And yet , I dare say,
you woulld notexchange your literry fame for |.|} dramatic
]:|ﬁ|:.' 5

i One great compensation of affliction,” Venn obeserved, “is
the law of self-esteem.  No man, whatever his drawhbaoks, woulid
changs with any other man, We admire oursclves for onr very
afflictions,  We lie on our I;;,l of torture till even the red-hot
gridiron becomes a sort of 1 mattress and then we pity
the poor devils grilling next to wa.  Following oub this idea, as
I intend to do, I shall write a Iife of that Jew whosa testh King
John pulled oot day by day. I shall show that he rather
enjoyed it as he got on, and looked for it every morning till the
tecth were all gone,  Then he talked about it for the rest of his
lifa, 8o, too, the old woman, who hugs her theumatism to her
heart,”

el Boom,
[HWwers

“ Ooreelves are too much with om: §
Sl at the marror do we wasta on
Little we seo in Natore that is ours,

Wa give onrselves our praize—a sordid boeon,™

Jones made the above e hich fell unnoticed.

" Another compensation, d Lynn, * may be got from the
megnitude of m1 unez, To have had more funerals than
.;L:];.']_IU-I,'__'.' ('.ll_ 30 gtinetion on ANy Wi, To hiay 3 ]|;;||_
more M35, rejected than anybody else eonfors a distinetion upon
you, my dear YVenn.”

“ Lot ns change the subject,” with a blush,
ghowing that he fe 16 the dehicacy ment, 1 have
now fto snbmit to the Chorus a echeme by which all our fortanes
may be made.”

He drew forth a bulky manuseript, tied with taps. They all
rose, and began to look for their hats, with one aceord.

w
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Venn replaced the roll in the deawer with a sigh,

“¥on may sit down again,” he mid. *You will be sorry;
some time, not to have heard the prolegomena to the scheme.
But T will 1-r|[_'r' read the prospactis, You are aware, EJL'ﬂ:u[:l.-:,
that a million & year is collected for the Conversion of the
Blacks"

“ Tt fa-q fact over which, in pennilezs moments, T huve often
brooded,” said Jones.

5 Then,” said Venn, trinmphantly, #let us mise the same sum
for comverting the Whites.™

“ What are we to convert Lhem to 7"

# T ghall give nothing for converting anybody,” Lynn growled.

“ Don't talk like an atheist, Lynn; becanss this is a philan-
thropie scheme, and, besides, one oub of which money may ba
mode.  We shall christianize the world. We shall teach tha
people that their religion neads not econsist in going to chureh
overy Sunday, ond sometimes reading o ‘ chapter.’ ™ We shall
begin with the House of Lords. Thers i & great feld open
among the peers and their families. The Housa of Commons
—which comes next upon my list—will, after a few years' labonr
among them, be so changed that tho constituents won't know
their own members agnin.  No mome putfing into office becanse
# man makes Limself dispgrecable cut of it ; no more bolstering
a messure becanse it is brought forward by & minister ; no more
legislating for class interests ; no more putting off for a better day,
And, above all, a stern sense of Christinn duty which will limit
every speaker to ten minutes, like o Wesleyan preacher at a field
mecting,  Next to the House of Commons, we shall take tha
Inns of Court. O, my readors ”

Y ou are anite sure that you are not gquoting from the pro-
legomena 17 said Jones,

“ Pardon ma—1I waz about to f]l-li_'__:ht you with ]lt-l.'!:nps fit)
fine a piees of declamation as you have ever heard. Now you
ghall not have it,  The Inns of Conrt will be taken by a sories
of door-to-door visitations : and the mizsionaries, who will noi
b highly paid, will rece pecial allowances for repairs to that
pack of their dress most likely to be []Ijllrf.'-.L If one convoerts o
barrister, hie shall be promoted to the conversion of the bench,
If one comverts a Judge, ha shall be still further promoted to the
conversion of certain ex-Lord Chancellors. In the army, after
afowr months of our work, you will find so great & change that
the officer will actually work at his profission ; the same rules

¥

v 8
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will be maintained for officers as for men—those abont getting
drunk, and so forth. And in the navy, similar ;._{---."-E effects will
be produced.  The best results will be obtained in the tradi ng
clazsra.  Ior then the grocer will no more sand his EngaT a.m].
mix his tea; the ;mh].:..m will gell honest drink ; and all shall
be comtented with a modest profit,”

S0 course,” said Lyon, “the missionaries will behave in
exnclly the same way as if they were at . ]1|1|l}1|]pmu or Tim-
buctod—go inand ouf, uninvited : and, like district 1.1:-||r,nr g, they
will l.-l-|-.l.' any :IIIEII. riinent obser 'I.'..'I,‘.,'l-.l]l'\_-\. the oy Jh[e._]?l_"' ;b

“OF course ; and the consequences will be part of the day's

]

M
I quite approve of the scheme,” said Jones. Only, I don't
B iy own-share in it

“Yon are to be secretary, Jomes. Tt is your name that wa
shall puk forvward ®

Then I retire™

Do not, Jones, let o promising scheme be mined at the very
outtet by an obstinate "&{'[L‘I."]l].ll‘-:- What matiers if the 1.-|.<_|||_||
does scolf 1*

Ent Jones waa obdurate,

“ Then, Jones, yon shall have nothing, while Lynn and T will
divide all the protits. I goon o a second scheme This will
not be go luerative, but still zafs. Tt § 18 ]'_||,||_!:||:|:| g lasa, gent 1o e,
than the establishment of a Royal Lite TATY L.;lh mre—a colleg rn_-
devoted to the art and mystery of writing—not, muh wstand, for
the old and worn-out purposes of Lumm.m-r thought, but for the
modern E-II']I e of conveying amusement,

It sounds well,” gaid Jones, © OF eourse, az-it is the Jro-
ject of the Chorus, it will fail.”

* Fair pledges of & fruitin] tree,
Why do ye fall so frat ¥’

* And now listen to the prospectus, which you will find to ba
||l AV Il lll.'l' 'I.'|']|,.{Z| "I,' Xk CAe,

ROTAL LITERARY COLLEGE,

‘he promoters of this institution, bearine in mind the
enormons increase in the 1!*-]-lli1lmu the consequent increass in
the number of readers, and the m-:_'\-,_lt} of ]:rm—nlm-- for their
daily, weekly, and I!lIH-Ih]I]".' T J',:| reme nts, propose to establish &
colleps Lv.lu-n-lj. for the training of popular uuhuc.ul:,. They

g
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have ohserved with pain that, in apite of the efforts of able
editors; & greab deal of time is still spent in providiog papers
containing thought. And though a large nnmber of these leaders
of popular amusement care nothing for the merits of & paper,
providad it be written by a well-kuown mnn, thers are yet a
faw who stndy to present their readers with whas they require
lepst—food for reflection. Among other objects, it is proposed
to prevent this lamentable waste of time and energy ; aud, in
duing a0, to anticipate the tastes of the aza and the wants of
the reading publie. Literaturs, in fact, is to be reduced to o
sciencs,  The increased demand for literary men by no means
represents an increased supply of genins.  On the contrary, the
promoters are of serions opinion that gening was never at so low
an ebb as at present, and the art of writing upon nothing,
althongh ithes not yeu been systematically tanght, never at &0 high
a piteh, In order to convinee themselves of this, the promoters,
by means of a sub-ecmmittes, have earefully studied the whola
popular literature of the last twelve months. Thoy are happy
in |H‘i;||:__'. abla to raport that there has not Leen, so fur as their
labours have permitted them to discover, a single new truth
introduced to the British publie, not a single good thing said,
nothing old newly set, and not one good posm by & new man.
This they consider highly satisfictory and gratitying.  And it is
in the hope of perpetuating, improving, and extending this
state of things, that they desira to found the Royal Literary
College.

*%In the ordinary course of events, it cannot be bub that
an oceasional gening will arise.  Should such appear by any
accident among the stadents of the eollege, he will ba promptly
and firmly expelled.  But the college will gladly welcomes any
ome, of either sex, who, having a quick memory and a facile pen,
is quite justified in comsidering himself a genios: and avery
allowanee will be made for the weaknessos of humanity, should
any student give himself, or herself, the airs of genius.

“*As students of both sexes will be admitied within the
college, the promoters, considering how great a stimulos poverty
is to work, will encourage, by every means in their power, eatly
martiages, In case of hushand and wife being both students,
arrangements will be made to enable them to starve together,
with their innocent progeny, outside the collegs waila No
chaplain will be appointed, as the promoters desire to consider
he college quite undenominational. In deference, however, to
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o chapel will be built, in which servies will ba
idays, in gs many Chrislinn denominations as time
liall will be set apart for the more advanced thinkers,
vill not, however, be allowed to smoke during the nle]m.-,
of orati IT14,

L T he oreg f the College will be Commemoration
|3:'._'-'. ld  Iram Day, (1d Chronicle Day, Senndalons
firoms ,],. and Momoirs Day, Horace Walpole Day, Doawell
I Freneh Play [:' . On these days will be celebrated
3 I!]u--u- great men who, by their writings, hava
Iz for o] 1.'|r._, o '|.:|||4 ztorehonses for ['I
arist student will 1 vexpected to produce a panegyrie
i ]|.- own line,  These whic I, in the opinion ul: l||" BXAMInNers,
have most ment—{from the 3..1~1 iy Lokl will
b printed and kept for one month. J.]ll safil students
will tead them out in the college Iiadl ; But no one will be com-
pelled to liston.

“FThere will be no holidays or vacations. Ewery student
nt r|I.| ften ns le please On Sundays con-
il for infending axenrsionizts.

receive the

vy will not, on any ace
lente,

tinns r..:- achola 1-=||'| g and degrees, if any
{: s shionld be 1--.1:'.-!

or erudition : or
¥G II|:|_"'--'.:iI-I'. demand the exercise of
reflect on the glory and dignity of light
il ba pub I.uh' I led; and, on a
offence, shall be disgracefully expelled, N
be made to the offering up ||_ prayers for any

tiona. These;

W .]II"|I ara nof :.'l'f -'|IIE:-.' .-<-".‘.!|;|EI 'l.'.'i;l |::_. i -::.-".'.'lil_ FE ]_--ll VWA

Heme will be divided into several s

0], Toerny.—Students will 'Il- rocaminien led to take a
yoar's gourse at this, after the regular thres yoars at any of the
other bramches.  Sovernl gentlemen will be invited to lecture
from time to time. M. Iu waing on the Art of Obscurity and
Apparcnt |5'--|-H: ; also on the Art of Going on for Ever. 3Mn
swinburne on the Attractiveness of the F -srlmldl:: 1, :m-] on the
Melody of the English Langusge. Mr. Tupper on Catching o
Weasel Asleep, applied to the British public.  Mr. Buchanan on
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tha Art of Selflnudation. Mr. Rossctli on the Mystery of
Medieval Mummeries; also on the Fleshly School and on the
Art of Poetical Pretension. Mr, Tennyson on quite a new
gubject : The Yawning of Arthur ; or, Guinevere Played Out.

¢ Tha sgtudents will be required to read the mortal and
perishable works of some of thess pocts, They will also bo
examined in the poems of Southey, Cowper, the iniitations of
Pope, and the magazine poetry of the duy, particularly that
which decorates the monthlies,

s ¢TI, The second branch will be the writing of essays.  Itas,
of course, superfluons to say that AJKH.B. will bo invited to
undertake the departmentof Commonplace and Glorified Twaddle,
He will ba assisted, provided their services can Lo sevored, by
tho anthors of the monthly magozine essnys. A large nwmber of
u[-.'r;__:j‘umn, including the Master of the 'l"ulLliJ]J: and several of
the bench of bishops, will be asked to imstruct in reeling off
¢ goody” talk by the foob or yard, as required, for religions papers.

5 Cortain essay writers will be exelnded altogether—among
them will be Emerson and Oliver Wendell Holmes ; while bot
a sparing use will be allowed of Sir Arthur Helps.

# ¢ The anthors from whom eribbing will be recommended aro
Btoole, Adidison, Goldsmith, and Jolinson, Montaigne will also
L largely used.

“ LTI, Historiean Anticies,—This department is exceed-

in;;l;-' difficult to AFTADTE, t i fl(li:-.'d that Canon Hingﬁ]‘-}' may
be induced to give a lecturs on the Historical Forgiveness of

Sina, bazed on that celebrated essay of his where he has shown
that Laleigh's sins were forgiven because o baby was born unto
him. Ho may also be asked to give over again his Cambridgs
course.  The pentleman who writes the weekly articles in the
Salurday abusing Mr. Froude will be invited to illustrate the
method of establishing a raw, and always pegging at it. Ha
will also be asked to give a lecturs on Mr. Frecmnm, ecalled
‘Mol ot Moimfme. Dut the arrangoments for the historieal
:':Jume are nok yeb completed, and the promoters beg for furtlice
Lime,

1TV, We come next to the leading articles.  On this head
it will only be observed here that the paper which haz the
largeat cireulation, whatever that may be, will be chosen as the
model.  The Safurday, the .'):g.u:crﬂn'ur, tho Freminer, and o fow
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other papers which occasionally address the intellect, will be
excloded from consideration.

2N, The department of novels will recaive the most careful
attention, and the most profound study.,  All the students, with-
out any exeeption, will be required to poss throngh it; and no
student shall receive a degres, a diploma, or any certilicate of
honour, until he has produced a three-volume novel, complate,
finished, and ready for the publisher. The professor of the
branch should be, if he will undertake the duties, Mr, Anthony
Trollope: Thera will be lecturess to point out the secratsof
manafagtore o all the sub-di ipal of these will
ba the religfous novel, in which the works of Misz Yonre and
Mizs Wetherell will, of eourse, form the st uselul guides to
the gtudent. Lord Lytton will serve for the student of the
sentimental, the political; and the hizhly coloured uoreal.. Thera
will be several forms of the muzsenlar novel, including the rollick-
ng, the [_“il[]‘hti.l.'!! 'r.|'!'-!'l_. the am --h.’:,-.]. 1he El‘ir'-‘.-|:l|_".1.'[r"" |,:;'I,|.-~||.i|_|:_:I
nnd the remorsefal, Cundn, Mhss  Bronghton, Charles and
Heney Kingsley, and Mr, Lawrenee, will bo the chosen modols
for this sul-division.

ng 3 the pris

¢ For the sensational, there can be but one model,

¢ For the plain work of the department, the mere atory-toll-
ing, with poppets for charcters, of course Mr, Wilkie Collins
will Be the suide

“OIF thers should be any stadent who would rashly proposs
to make & picturs of real life, he will be seb to study Charles
Lieade ; but not in the collese, from which Mr Reade's works
will be exi llll]l'l!,

# ¢ The promoters will have great pleasure in receiving tenders
and designs for o building, Nawmesz of candidates will be re-
eeived at onca L‘-]." 1||l:! Ea'ﬁ'l'u:ul'l'.", M llxll.:..l'l‘llr 1I.-|_-:|:;|_| MoAS

* Thera " said Venn, * what do you think of that " He sat
down and wiped his forehead., I have thoughE of yon both.
You, Lyon, shall be the standing eounsel, with a large retaining
fee. You, Jones, shall be professor of the dmmatic art, You
will oheerve that, out of regard to your feelings, [ abstajned
from mentioning this department. T myself shall be the first
warden with a sulary of £2,000 4 year,
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CIIAPTER XIIL

Maprrrme's world and the two worlds of the “boys,” as she
galled them, were all thres wide enough apark.  Woman-likes,
ghe tried to bring them into her own groove, and began by
asking them to dinner. Arthur went with a sort of enthusiazm.
The queenly beauty and the imperiousness of the young lady—
g0 great a contrast to his own shrinking indecision—iired his
imagination. In her he saw something of what he himeelf
wuight have been but for his fatal shyness. TFhilip went tuo, ab
first unwillingly, but presently with a pleasare which astonished
him. His pastime seemed to be to rouse the spirit of antago-
pism in Madeleine ; and he delighted to rouse her to wrath by
opposing to her enthusissm the cold barvier of eynieal selfishness

 If it were not,” she said one night—"if it were not that I
know you exaggerate your opinions, I should hate you™

i T mot hate me,” Philip answered ; * becanse hatred is an
active passion. I dislike a lot of people, but 1 never take the
tronbly to hate anyhody—not even & bore.”

#Then do not talk as if self wes the only thing in the
"||'|'l'.r'l'tl.l..“

# T must, Madeleine, if I talk at all. Yon would not have
silenee at your table, would you? And Arihur never says
anything. Arthur has made a wonderful discovery, which is
going to cover him with glory. Has he told you?”

o Wa, What iait, Arthur §"

Arthur blushed vividly.

It is only a point of archeeological interest,” he eaid. “There
lina been a dispute in the Archaeological Institute for years-about
the number of buttons that went to the shirt of mail, and I have
at last besn enabled to settle the guestion.”

“There,” said Philip, trivmaphaotly, * what did I tell you "

Madeleine sighed. It seemed to her so gad 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 ler, each in Inis turn receiving punish-
ment : Philip enjoying it above all things, and Arthur, because
ho sxw that she was in esrmest, with blushes and shame, |

# It is nll true, Madeleine, avery word,” he said,




136 MYy LITFLE GIRE,

@ 8o it 15" said Philip. “We are a disgraceful pair.”

* ¥on ara the worse, Philip, by far,” went on the fair proacher ;
“when I look at you, and think what yon mi be deipg——=-="

# Bee, now, Moadeleine, bl (11 Ly whnt
Wi CAn l:'|,|_|. and we will have a fry it. of other

wiwn Lo us
on o tub,
A B him

people may possibly have o charm in it which is ur
at present?  Who knows? ] t be preach
while Arthur collects halfpence J| & J|.... [ fan
now.”

“ You turn overythin

“ Barionsly,” Art
1y 28 1
r quite give i.l .
for your ok "-[

ln-

" gaid Madelsi
asted, T osmpyg
. I am afmid, how-
it ean I do't Iho won
not
-"i]-;w often am I
v
yon what & man of J- ire ahould
i ".'-ll'.li._'n' jion of the
1] atruckion in

good work

s Lo the worls

“.1."

antiguarion res
eVEr, ] -':il"”- Tl
want any m

il }'{--—;'.---—-llll
to tell you {
Now,
|.]1_'|. i
poor should ho raise
tha arts of life, by
by maintaining their

J.r||.1ll|_.l |-‘= AT Lo g

T will come to whal She bluzhad a littlea,
and went on :—" 1 have redl woman, who
;T:i'l.'u_':-: .'|li|_ ||| r “':\,‘: L I,lil-' L0 of ¢ onNEn, W hiars .<'|“.1 '\E\].Lh
and finds work for t Vi 1| om a8 much work as
1'“..:; ean e Weask n UeELONE—Wa form na
gociety. 1 ivein the louse, othersin the neigh-
banartio 1t"-- do not lot them w 1 | day, and we gFive them
instruciion in housework, in me wl all sorts of thingzs
that may be useful to them when they marry, as of
them do.”™

“ 1 supposs,
to church three times evory Sunday.

£ Wot at all. Wo never i with their religion. Soma
of them are ) I woare not. We have one
broad prineiple that our work shall not be mixed up with re-
ligion in any way."

l".l--ll':|

t the 0TI
ing them in

for ;

" aaid Philip, the-ir *“they arve-driven

what do you do with their work '
mags W oo .-||.IIJ_:- which hel: ngs to ua. Weo can sell as
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cheaply as any ofher, in gpite of our high wages ; because, you
gee, thore is no middle-man.”

“ Madeleing, you are n Radieal.”

“1 know nothing about that. Tam determined to do whak
I ean to have women properdy paid,  All that come to me shall
geb worle, even if we lose; though I think wa ehall not loss by
it, 80 long as I have any money left. Now, you two ean help
me"

“I never learned to sew,” said Philip, looking at his fingers,

* The girls and women have got brothers and sons.  Wa 11
not find work for them too, but we want to £t up-a night school,
Will you come down and teach 1

They looked at each other with alarm,

*OF conrse wa will,” said Arthur, © if you wish it.¥

Y Then ecome to-morrow,”

They wont.

It was in Westminster that Madeleine's © house stood : pro-
perly speaking, thres or four small Louses knocked into one
They went with her at seven o'clock, both foeling horribly ill at
CHTE

She took them upstairs into & room made out of two by
taking down the wall betwean, where a dozen boys were as
sembled, under the care of a youngz man whoas pale chiecks and
thin fizure concealed n vast amount of courage and enthusinem.
With him—a young martyr ko the eanse which nearly kills its
soldiers—we have hera nuthing to do.

“This is our sehool,” said Madeleine,  Mr. Hughes, thess
twa gentlomen will try to do something for us—if you will put
them in the way.”

Mr, Hughes bowed —but looked sispiciously ‘at his two new
assistants,

** Come, gentlemen,” he eaid, “there are Your pupils—ths
wors advanced boys.  Mine are down balow "

He divided the boys into two sots, oue ab either end ; giving
Philip care of one and Arthur that of the other,

“You will be firm, gentlemon,” he whispered. “ Don't lat
any single step be taken to destroy discipline. 'We have to be
very careful here.  Here are books for you.”

Hea gave Philip a geograply, and Arthur a litta book: con-
taining hints or lectures on all sorts of clementary subjects,
chiofly conneetad with laws of Liealth, roles of life, and of
gimple chemical laws.  Azthur gat down mechanically, and
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furned pale when he opened the book ; for of science he was
ns ipnorant as the Pope himeelf In a few moments Philip
came over to him,

# What have you got, Arthor 1

it Hore's seience—what am I to do with it 1"

o] don't know. I've got geography. What am I to do with
that 1"

“ Draw & map on a board, and tell them something about &
conntry. Anything will do.”

Philip went back and faced his class. They were a sturdy,
dirty-faced lot of young gaming, all whispering together, and
evidently dutent on as el mischief as could be got out of the
new teacher. Dehind him was a black-bourd and a pices of
chalk,

i What conntry =hall we take, boysT' he aeked, with an air
of gonfidence, ns if all were alike to him.

i Please, sir, yesterday wo had Central Afries, and® Mr
Hughes told us a 1ot about travellers there. Let's have some
more about Livingstone."

Philip was not posted vp in Livingstone. He shook lis
head, and tried to think of a conntry he knew something abouk
Suddenly a bright thought struek him.

“Tid you ever hear of Palmiste Island, boys 1"

They never had,

# By Jove,” thought Philip, # I shall get on splendidly now,”

Az lie was drwing his map of the island, he heard Avthur, in
& hesitating voiee, beginning to deseribe the glory of the heavens;
and nearly choked, beeause he was cortain that five minutes
would bring him to grief.

He began to talk s he drew his map, describing the dis
covery of the island, the first settlers, and their hardships; and
then, warming to hiz suliject, he told all about gigar making and
coffes-planting.  From time to time, Arthur's voiee fell upon his
ear ; but he was too busy drawing his map, and decorating the
corners of the bonrd with faney sketehes, illustrating the sp-
]'ll’:;|'|':l1||‘|" of L]I\." ]I-.'-.-il]v, Iﬁ-’_ T l;:-:‘:f]h, [:'nim*-'-.- f:l]l'}'i!ﬁﬁ ]_li,_':-—'
for Phil gketehed very fairly—and he did not leok up. Pre
sently he turned round., Al Arthur's boys had deseried their
instroctor 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 breud gin, enjoying the lesson
highly.
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Philip stopped—

“ L eay,” ho said, *this won't do, you know. Go back, you
licys, to your own end.”

* He ain’t no good, that teacher,” said one of the boys, with a
derisive grin.

Arthur shook his head mournfully. There was something
tonching in his attitude, sitting all alone, with his book in his
hand. Perbaps Arvthor had never felt so humiliated in his lifs
before. It was perfectly trae: he was no good. In the brief
five mioutes during which he leetured, e made more mistakes
in astronomical science than generally falls to the lot of man to
make in o lifetime.  Soms of the boys, who had been to national
schools, found him ont in o moment, and openly expressed their
conbempt before seceding to the other end of the room.

“ He ain't no good, that teacher,” said the boy. * Yon &0 on
with yonr patter. We're o-listenin’ to you. Draw us some
move pictures.  Make o white wan latherin' a nigger.”

“Obanirve,” a5 a friend of ours wounld =1y, the instimctive
guperiority of race,

** Boys,” saiil another rising solemnly, “ this one ain't no good
neither, He's a-gnmmonin’ of us.  There ain't no sueh 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 Leart by the ignominy of the thing,
canght bim o box of the ears that lnid him sprawling, The
urchin raised a howl, and falling back from his friends, pulled
the form over with him, 0 that the whols vow of & dozen Tall
fogether. The yells wers terrific for o moment ; and then, seized
by a common impulse, the boys grasped their caps and fled
down the stairs like one boy.

“CArthur  said Philip.

“ Philip 1" gaid Arthur,

“You never experienced anything lke this before, T supposs ¥

¥ Naver

Just then Madeleine hersolf appeared, followed by My
Hughes, All the forms lay on the floor; for in the briel
moment-of tumult every boy had seized the apportunity of comy.
tributing something to the noise. And at either end of the
100m stood one of her new alliss.  Arthur, with his arms help-
lessly dangling, holding the unlucky book of science, Philip try-
ing with lis poeket-handkerehiof to rub ot soime of the pHetures,

Madeleive looked from cne to the other,
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¢ Take this wretched book, gomebody,” said Arthur, as if the
volume chained him to the spot. Do talke the book."

Mr. Hughes took the book, and Avthuor tumed to Madeleine,

T’ n failure, Madeleine," lie said, with & gad sigh, “They
only laughed at me.”

it And what have you been doing, Philip §°

1 'y boen getting on capitally,” he said, trying to elface the
pir and the Chingman. u ]'we been piving o lesson on geo-
HI':L]I]I:.'_II
& Tilustrated,” =aid Mr Hughes, quietly pointing  to the
[t
# Yea, illustrated. I've been telling the boys about Palmiste,
Madeleina; and they actually vefused to beliove there is Aoy
sneh place.”

w 15 mueh mischief done, Mr, Hughes 1" gsked Madeleine.

The question was like a box on the car to both. They
looked at each other, and Philip becan to laugh.

i Honestly, Madeleine” he said, I am very SorTy. We
Lisive done oue best. T thought we shonld have to hear alesson,
and was not ]11'--5-:&11“[ o gi'l.'-.' o lecture.”

& Nover mind, sir,” said Mr Hughes 4T dare say we shall
soon mend mattors ; ond perhaps your pictures smused the
children.’

% You may take me home, both of you,” said Madeleine,

She said no more, though she was greatly disappointed af the
fuilura of her scheme.

o Aadeleine,” said Philip, in the carringe, #T gm inclined to
think that, on the whole, I can serve my fellow-crentures best by
not teaching them.”

“ Ty me 6ain, Madeleine," Arthur whispered.

CHAPTER XIV.

Serrine down in most respectable lodgings, in Keppel Strect,
Tussell Square, with a clear six months befores him of 6o
anxiety for the next day's dinmer, Mr. Maclntyre felt af fisst
more elation than becomes a ]l]l':]l'ei-.'IEI]'n'l'. We must excnss
him. When s man has had seven years of shifts, hardly kuow-
ing one day what the next wonld be like, racking lis brain for
contrivances to keep the wolf from the doar, busy with never
ending combinations for the transference of cash from other
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peaple's pockets to his own, a clear holiday of six months secoms
almost likke an eternity.

After o fow 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. IHie first
idea was to take pupils ; and aceordingly be invested a small
sum in second-hand books, another in reports anid examinations,
and another sum in advertizements, No pupils eama at all,
Another thing he did was to go to a lawyer, and instroct him to
write a certain letter toa firm of lawyers in Palmiste, They
were directed to search the register of marringes at tha ehurely
of 8t Joseph for that of Goorge Durnford with Maris ; to
maks & formal and attested copy of it, and fo send it to London
—the whole being strictly secret and confidential.

And then, this being fairly put into hand, s he fonnd he had
a good deal of time npon his hands, he began to spend it chiefly
in the soeiety of Fhilip, watching him elosely, getting his
gacrets ont of him, communicating hiz opinions, trying to get a
real influence over him,

. Obsairve,” said the philosopher one night to Philip himself,
#4hers are some kinds of men who go uphill or downhill, as-
cording as they are shoved. They have no deliberate choice in
the matter; becanse, if they had, they would prefor the better
path. While they are hesitaling, some one comes and gives
them a gentle shove downwands.”

* What is the meaning of all this, MacIntyre #* asked FPhilip,
ignomnt of the application.

Ay, ay—the wiso man talks in parables, and is understand
not, Ye've heard of Mr. Baxter, and his ¢ Shove to heavy
Christians,' Phil? He was a sagacions man. There may as
well be shovers up as shovers down, I do what I can, bt it's
vera little—vers little indeed. In me, my pupil, you behold an
upshover: in yourself, —one who is ahoyed upwards"

In his casy way, haviog very fow friends and long leave,
Philip fell back a good deal on MacIntyro, Firat, the man
amnsed him; then he took pleasure in his company, becansa ha
flattered him ; thindly, he foll into the snares of a will strongor
than his own, and eonfided everything to him, MaclIntyro, not

¥ any means a deep designing villain, had yet a game of his
own to play, He read the charcter of his ex-pupil, and bazan
to consider Lis own plan almost as good as carried out,

“8en" he seomed to say, while he and Philip sat opposita
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sach other in the evening, smoking and talking—* sea how
goudly are the fruitsin the neighbonrhood of the Dead Sea.
Let me give you a friendly shove in that direction, Ohbsairve,
how sickly is the perfume—how faint the odour of the Jericha
rose.  Lruly, the :q:;:'lca af the plain aro hettor than the grapes
of Eaheol. I have besn myself, all my life, in search of these
fruits ; unsuscessfully, [ adinit, throngh no fanlt of mine. For
T had no seroples. 1 fought for my own hand. I was a bagga
born ; ond, becansa circumstances wero too atromg for me, I om
a beggar now, at fifty-threa. But mine is the trae road, and
your philesopher knows no soruples.”

Phil's secrets wers simple.  The young follow was in debt, o
course, but not badly.  DMore than half of his little fortune
was gone, Mo always had a heavy balance against him in his
speculntive transictions. Worse thon this, he was 1o love,

All these things considered together, Mr. Muaclntyre was per-
haps justified in rubbing hiz hande at night.  What did he do,
though, with those two or three bits of yellow paper which he
weas always reading, holding to the light and examining, befors
he put them up again in the diry old pocket-book which he
carried inside his waisteout|

w1 think,” he murmurs,  that i fhrea months, or six ok
most, it may be done. It shall be done. The pear will be rips,
Bah | it must drop into my hands."

He talked over the love matter. That was the most pressing

business.
W Ye canmot do it, Phil,” he said—* it's beneath yonrselt”
 Nonsepse,” said Philip, colouring. “1 ean muke Do

mésalliance.

w Pardon me, you ean, And if you kpow oall . . . &
Cibsairve, young man, he who—"

W] know, I know. Do not philosophize. I suppose you
cannot imagine such a thing os love, Maclntyre 1"

“ Mo, I think not T've been married, thouzh ; so T know
very well what is nof love”

1 believe you have been everything,” gaid Philip.

i Most things I certainly have. And most things T havé
made notes of.  As, for instance, thot the British oificer does
not, az a rule, marry the ¢l of inferior position whom —"

s Maelntyre, stop I’ eried Philip. Do not try ma too for.
I luve been a gambler, if you like—a profligate—any thiug you
Jike to call me: but I swear that I have never had that gin loid
to my conseience”
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“Aweel, aweel," said MacTntyre, Was T templing you?
You apply a general proposition to a particniar ease. A most
illogieal mee the English always were.” ) .

He shanged the snbject: bug keapt on recurring to it, night
after night'; while Philip, mesting L.-un-..-r, bt ones wwk_ ar &,
was daily growing more and more Passwonately in love with tha

irl,
¢ A marriage beneath your station, Philip,” he said one night,
enigmatically, *would be madness to youn, just now,”

* And why just now §°

* Becanse you will have to take your proper place ; give np
the soldiering and become a connty genlleman—that is, assoon
as you like to hold out your hand and ask.”

* What is the man talking about 7

# Never mind—we gan wait, Mind, I say nothing about the
young leddy.”

% Bhe is too good for me.”

#Na doot—na doot, They always are. She's all that you
imagine, of eonrse, and more behind it.  But, after mouth,
ye'l wish ye bado't done it Eh, what a pity that thers i
nothing short of marrisge | Hand-fasting wonld be eomething.™

It was the sccond time he had thrown out this hint. This
timo Philip did o spring from Lis chair. Hao only looked at
him thoughtfully, and shook his head.

“T must have her, Maclntyre—I must have her, Only this
morning I saw her. Ses, hers is a lock of her pretty hair.
How soft it is, the dear littls lock that I ent off with her own
seissors | And here is her fuco in my locket, Look at it—yon,
with your fifty years of cold philosophy—and warm your bload
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 1

“I'll tell you about my youth some other day,” retorned the
Preceptor—"not now. Well, it's a bonny face, a bonny fice ;
snd & good face, too.”

“By heaven, sir,” Philip went om, *there’s no woman like [
her—not one,

1 There is none Jile her, noue,
Hor ahall bo till our sumimers have decensad,! |

You know, you know—
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i Fer sweeot voice ringing np to the sunny eky,
Tl T well could weep for myself, so wretehed and menn,

And & lover g0 sordid and base,”

Tt iso't quits right; bub never mind.. I feel the touch of her
fingers in mine this moment, man of the ioy veins, 1 tell you
that T feel the warm blush on her cheek when I kissed her; I
licar Lo sweet bones of her voice—the loveliest and swectsst you
gver heard.  And she trusts me,” he wenb on, with a sort of
gol—*she trusts me, and thinks I am good. Good! Bhe 1
not happy with the seerct, poo ohild, She longs to tell this
Mr. Venn, whe isa friend of Arthur's all about it.”

@ And has she told Mr Venn?" cried MacIntyre, greatly
excited.

4 Why, no. Tl hier not to.

“Thon't leb her, Phil, Keep it secrel, Whatever you do;
don't Tet Mr, Venn know.”

Phil was in o hot fit that night, and Maclntyre lat him
down with his simple ramonstrance.

Next day he was despondent, because thi
for & horse he had backed, He began ngain.
.H'l'll.'}ii}'.

# T am going to marry he
My mind is made up.”

#1 knew n man once,” said Maclntyre, filling his tumblee

with brandy and water, ““much in your predicament. He was

in love with a girl beneath him.”
s Now you are going to invent some lies of your own,” sad
Thilip.
MacTntyre hall rose,
“ By, do nob insult your own g
thia full glase of grog, T'd go ab omee
“No, no—1 beg your pardon. (o on with your parable.”
Truth, sir—plain, nnvarnished truth, will
tter than parable.  Thia air,” tapping lue
of truth. T koew the man o
whom T am telling you well. A friend of his had been once an
ordained Presbyterian minister,  He gaid to him: *1 will morrf
yon ]:ri.-.-;Lt.:'_-_\',

y
The marriage is pairfectly good north of the
Tweed, What it is south, I do not know.

nas looked badly
Philip answered,

r, pillar of Presbyterian gerupalosiby.

1f it was not for—dfor

¢ Tt i3 no paral
always b found
reast, “de o wholesals iy

It will be time to

{he cersmony iz completed. Well,
My friend ]ur-|-t'm'uu-r§ tho sorvicsin
1, and nave

maise the question after
Philip, they were married.
liis own house. The question has never been Taise
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will be raised, becanse the marrage turned out happily—in con-
sequoncs of the demise of the leddy.

“Is that true " Philip asked,

“Cnite true. T was the man who married them,”

Mr. MacIntyres powers of fiction are already too well known
for ma to waste any time in comment upon this speech.  No
tear, I have reason to believe, blotted that falsehood from tha
paper where it was taken down.

I was the man,” said Alexandor the Great without a hlush.

" Were you ever in orders—yon 1" asked Phil,

“I—why not! T was ordained, called, set aside, whatevor
you call it. Tt is true that I was young and inexperienced,”

¥ Good Lord, what & man it iz 1"

I began by presching in Edinburgh : but T failed in Ty 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 tha
position, and the sermon half forgatten, I foar 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 thore. T stayed seven years. I converled thres Jows,
who, as I afterwards found, had besn converted by all my prede-
ces20is 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 balisve
my three converts all relopsed, Th! the hundreds of pounds
thoze three raseals cost our sountry. I say nothing, Phil; but
yon will think over my parable, as you please to call it. Mind,
I believe the marriage was pairfectly lezal.  You may find out
afterwards, whataver you plenss, Remember, the Church of
Scotland is not yet discstablished. Tt is as respectable as your
own Chuorch.”

“Truly,” said Philip, saluting him,

“ I say, sirn,” repeated the reverand divine, it is ag respectalilo
is yours. (therwise, I should not be in it."

“ Quite so," said Philip—* quita e0.*

My friend, you gee,” he went on, # argued thus by my
advice: *If 1 chioose, T can at any time investigate the qu::-.-;-alio;::
of legality, On the other hand, my wife will always belieye

10
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hersolf married, There will be mo question of a very ugly
word. because the Chureh will have done her part.! A blessad
. Church to protect the world.”
2l took a sip of balf & pintor
v suddenly

thing it 1s, Philip, {hat there 15 o
He stopped for o moment, o1
go of brandy and water Then his
thick.
i p roal-actoolla 'lessed 'spensation af Providence. What
that friend of mine; in love and all with most beantiful creech’,
¢ Church, impossible to say.” Ha
steadicd himeelf with an effort. * Phil, my dear boy, brandy
always makes me ill Gi' me n ma' hat, ye blettherin' deavil,
telling your stories, and keeping your old tutor ot of hed, GI'
me ma hat, and le" me go. I'll tell ye the rest to-morrow.”
Philip, left alone, began to meditate. ‘The evil snggesiion of
his tempter lay at hiz heart lile a seedling waiting to pot forth
ila leaves: There was, over and above the other difficultics of
the E:-lr\-\.i_li_ thiat of living if he were to ImAarry. A very com-
siderable slies of the five thowsand was gone, thut was quite clear,
About the rest he was not quite clear, bub thers could uot be

eeely hecn

21
“K

wonld have done withon'

much.

e YW ink matters " ]"aE‘. TOTINTE |1- Lo i 1.1.'i'll ;-l"ii. onb, fl'l]-:l. W
will do something—love like tho birds, by Gad. Bub I mus
and will have the :'_"'iL']."

He tock out the locket again, and looked ot the face which
lay in it, with its bLright, innocent smile. As he looked, lis
face :-II|":I'III'.‘[.|..

# ]t is n shame” he said, “a ghame, That seoundeel, Mae
Intyre. Mo, child, no. T will never wiong you,"”

CHAPTER XY.

Pinr, you see, was born for better thi His heart was open
fo all noble impulses, a8 his eye and his ear were attuned to all
harmonies of colour snd sound. He had a guick appreciation—
eould take a broad view of thin He kpew hiz own powers;
for men no more really deceive thewselves on the score of intal
lect than women on that of beauty. If a man has brains, b
knows ik 1 reserve the rights of those that are not clever and
know it. and pretend to be and are prowd of their pretensions
Thuse are the men who go about the world w ith all the luticr
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of tho alphabeb after their names, imposing more upon them-
selvea than on the eredulous public. Ther iz yer another
differance to be made.  Some fow men are proud of the Bipy i,
amnd MALY Ien a6 pmthi of tho divepiz.  The pride of poten-
tinlity lingers long after the power of real work hos altogether
gomne, qu;: after the regret that tinges 1_hf! first twenty years of
an idle man's life. You may see, at Oxford and Cumbridge,
old men who walk erect and proud, still flushed with the
triumphs they achieved a5 boys, and proud still as men ; though
their strangth has been messured against no other competitors,
and in no Jarger battle-field, and though the men they once
defeated have long since eonquered in far greater struggles,
while they liave grown rasty over the combination port,

Philip was now at the age when regrot is strongest.  Af no
time do the possibilities of lifa appear so splandid as at twenty-
five, or iz the conscienco quicker to reproach us for wasted
opportanities. But, after all, what was he to do?  Life iz but
a vague thing to a young subaltern of distinet ambitions, not
clearly seeing what glorious path to take np. Often enough it
becomes a merely ignoble thing, meaning billiands, betting,
brandy and soda, ot talin. In Phil's csse, the lifs he led was
telling on his faco—broadening his features, giving them a
eoarse expression, U lives are stamped wpon our fices.  Does
thers not come o time in every good man's lifs when the hardest
and unloveliest of faces softens into beauty by reason of the
vietory within? Do not by & “*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 Le had lived the
life of men about town, his face would have been coarss as theirs
before the age of thirty,

The colonred blood had something to do with it. Tt helped
to make Philip at once sensitive, eager of distinetion, and vain.
But not everything. Fain would I put it all down to colour.
Mighty comforting thing as it is to ns white men to reflect on
our superiority, we muat be careful about the theory. We may
be. the aristocmey of Nature. To be gurs, the: ereatura who
wallks about in the 3i||'|'i_][t'|y,1|;| of man, with the ]r.-g in the middla
of bis foot ; whosa calf is in front, and shin behind ; whose lips
are thick: whosa hair is woolly ; whose nose iz flat: whose
bruin is small in front and big behind ; who has had every
chance, and has clearly shown that he can do nothing sa well us
the white man—the I\llll'lll'.ﬂ'l!':'l NEgTY, L gy, muak be I"-'E-Ffll'-"\-.l.

10—2
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as o distant consin, o poor relation of humanity, and not a
¢ hrudder™ at all. But as for the mulatto cloes, ] dom't know,
Teke n good quadroon mother. and & good white father, and T
really counot ses why the resulii ron 18 a whit infenor to

our noble selves— the arietocraks |

colour.

wava bad, Tt ||--];--':r.! to mnake
o to himsalf.  Let it be romembered about our Phil,
tor, that, till he was twelve years old and mors T
omied to look on eolonr as the ontward mari of

t the influenes of colour 13 @

Pl
the back
had been acen
a derradod rae

Tt 35 all part of the BAME (i ,.L{..”, Take tha heir of all the
lﬂh:u---- [ mean no the heir of this dis.
1 ear hii 1. in pride ﬁf h.Ll... in contempt for
FESpONEL silitics and 1|1“||.'llll*-! of
m-".u'i 1 the whols world cannob
eltrelinnee . and the virlues of
wh i !: womd om theso,
V.  Supp 1,--. he had been subj ol
treatment, would thors

1ahed ]Il-—ll LB

uraga, p'lun k, and cne

But take the little el
from infancy to the anme teal hing
have been any difference

Mz, ?—[..'l:.il-._i-- would have replied—%I wern much dook
it

#The foture of a boy, sir,” Venn said, one evening, “ may bha
| from an obeervation of his carly habits mmd
pathered, for instamee, o few particnlars
greal men, which throw a wonderful light
When T tell vou, for example, thak

lstoa

entirely prophesic
pre) i 1, I h
from the b *‘lll" "
aftor |
b Stoart Afill, early in life, had to sobmit his
ng Coursd of hitter almonds to core him of ]Jil".ll.:_".: ﬁ'll!lllr
feel ot omce that you understond the whola of the !-'Ilflui-]a
pher's works."

“ T do not, Tor one,” said Jones,

T linve alao heard,” he went on, “that Mr (iladstone was
birched more: than onea for ne Sonday chapel at FEton
Remark that the years pass over his he d present ly he dis
establishes the Irsh Church, And I b a fack that
Mr. Disracli, as a boy, was wont to sit on a rail and suck sweets,
The -‘¥I1:!.|I.l,_:il"'! between 6 e amall circumstances and the after
li f the rn moos subtle, por haps ; but, ones pointed out,

ouzht
It waa
auighit T

r-:hc!- m thint ". onn a}-- wod how an apology
nd than that re |-'||--.,|
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by the evidenee. Te delivered his * Oralio pro Peccatore™ ono
||1ﬂ'||r in wig and gown, The following is a portion :

"[_:muu_.::..u.,q_c, my lud, ‘have been against my unhappy
client,  Brought up under the contempt, or fancied contempt,
of zocicty, o early ms inifested his superiority to thoe ordinary
{ramme I:-.. m,[p:.;ml on the thick-headed by becoming a p*j" I
do not mean assistant mesters of Rogby or "I-J'll.l'l.lnrull-r]: who
are all prigs, bot the common 1r|;:|~" of the London *tL[L‘tS. li‘f':m
m ]||_‘_rr of Halbarn, the tranzition was easy Lo bk angz a ]rrw o1l i
larger seale and in a more extended sphere, E\Lup Ly step, my
Jud and gentlemnen of the jury, you may tmce everything baelk,
not to the want of educstion, because my client wis tanght in a
Nationnl School, amd possesses even now a knowledge of the
Kings of Israel ; but to the fact that, in the circles 1-'.'!11 srein lin
ghonld have moved, his parentnge woas despised—his futher,
E_r»ml:_;men of the jury, h:n'in:__: heen o Larrister-at- -law, and his
mother at one tima a Indy of the ballet.”

And with this as a preface, he would go on to defend his
client.

Yoo may leave oub the preceding, if you like. Dot T would
rather vou read it
Meantime, it 15 the month of May —

* Ca fut an tris donx tong'do Mai
Que di euer zai,
Viont cis olseillon ¢hantant,”

a5 the old Fremch song hes it. Laara has met Philip in all
about gix or seven times—alwayas with ancther promise of
secreny, She is to marry i‘Jli'Ii.p. That iz agreed npon hetwesn
them. It will please Mr. Venn. Meantime, she is tryins to
understand  her Jover.  Ha 15 kind to her; bub nob with the
tenderness of her puawlinn, to whom she compares him, e is
not gentle with her; bat passionate, fitful, uncertain of temper—
being, indeed, in constant conflict with himeclf  Then hie was
suspicious and jeslons. Worse than all, he was always asking
her if she loved him more, if she loved ‘him ok all; if she ever
could love him, Tt wearied and tessed ler—this talk of love, i
¥ What did it mbani” she asked herself over and over again, '
Lt conld find no anawer.

1 don't know, Philip ehe-said. * What iz the uss of
always nsking i
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“ Yo must know if you love me, Lanre."

“How am [ to koow "

* 1o you love Mr, Venn 1

“ 0N, yes Z "—her face lit up af once ; “hut I don't feel at-all
lika that—oh, not in the loast hit. If that is Iu'ru., w]:y, I

[ do not love you.™
p ground his teeth.

ye Me Venn,” he growled.  * Tell me, Laura, do you
like to be with me{” i

- Yoy b is pleasant—an long as ¥Ou are in a gejr.'-l b P —
to talk to yon. T like you o great deal better than when I saw
you firsh, I don't think yon are such a good man as yon ought
tor e begausa I have heard you swear, which is vulear™

“¥on shall make me good, when we are married.”

“And when will that be ¥ she asked, suddenly. * Becauas,
you ges, I will not go on having seerets from Mr, Venn; and I
him goom.

n will give me up,” said Philip-gloomily.

wall.” she returned, calmly ; *that will be better than
Mr. "l'l:lln. To be sure, I am only deceiving him
s idea of pleasing him, OF coursa he will be pleased.”
gighed. * IF only [ felt gquife sura! Bub he told me s
distinctly that T wns to marry a gentleman,  Oh, he will be
1_.E|,-_|-u,:|i_ And T am surs he will lik _'I-'l.'ll.l.rI

“ Ooly wait a little longer, my dear.”

@ No, l’lui'.-- -I will nob wait any longer. Wo. must be
married at once, or I will tell Mr. Venn all shout it. T eannot
bear to have sacrets from him. I believe, after all, you are only
Innghing ot ma beeause T am not a li uly.™

The tears of vexation came into her eyes.

Philip's face was very gloomy. It was in his moments of
anger that the clond feil upon his faes whicl altered his sxpres
sion, and chiunged him almost to a negro. Tt was then that his
nostrils seemed to broadem, Mis lips to project, his checks to
Inthken.

4 Pell him, then,” he returned ; and good-hye,"

IMe turned on his hesl—it was under the trees in Kensington
Gardens, She sat down and looked at him. Thera was 1o
afger in her breast for the spretss injuria forme : none at the
Ipsz of a love, none at the destraction of an idol. For she had
no love, Philip Doroford had sever touched her heart.  To
Please Mr. Venn—Ilet us say it again and aguin—to pleasa M




—— e ——
A —— e E S S 1

MY LITTLE GIRE. 151

Venn, who wanted to sea her married to a gentleman, and be-
canse she was whelly, utterly ignomnt of the world and innocent
of its ways, she listened to Philip's pleading, amd almest offered
herself to him in marciage.  What did marrisge mean? Sha
knew nothive, How was she to know ! She spoke to 1o ocne
bt Hartley Venn.  She never read novels or love poetry, Her
lifs was o8 secluded a8 that of any non.

Her lover was three or four yards off, when lis expression
changed #s suddenly to his old ome. He wavered, and half
turnpd.

# Philip,"” eried Lagra, * come here.”

He turned and stood befors her,

ST think I have made a preat mistake. Perliaps Mr, Venn
wonld not be pleased. Let us sy gau:]-h}'n, anid 2o nWay from
each other fur ever. You will soon forget me; and befors I
liston to any oneosgain, I will take Mr. Venn's advies,"

She spoke in & business-like tone, as if the whole thing was a
mere matter of expediency ; and shook her head with an aie of
the most owl-like wizdom, and lonked more beautiful than ever
It wis one of the chameteristics of this young |il|'-l|:." that sha had
o5 many. different faces az there are thoughts in the brain, for
she l_'1|.'u|;.:r-|.| with each., I think her best was when she was
playing in the evening—Ifar away, in imagination, in somo
Larndizge of her own—alone with Mr. Venn.

Philip's blood leaped up in his veins Al the love and
diisire he bad ever entertained for her seemed multiplied tenfold.
He geized her hand and held it fast

*My Lanra [' ho cried, *my littls bird, my pet! Do wou
thiok I will let yon go? At least, not till I have had suother
chance. It §s all finished—all the waiting and hoping. I am
ready to marry you whenever you like.  You shall name your
own day, amd you ghall tell My, Venn after wo are married,
Only keep the secret till thep."

*How long am I to wait 1" asked the girl.

A week—ten days, not more.  We must wake our prepara-
bong. 1 must get you all sorts of things, darling. T love you
too well to let you go in a fit of passion. If I have lLeen ill-
tempered of times, it i3 because 1 am sometimes troubled with
many things of which you know nothing. Make a little allow-
nnee for me. Yoo, at least, shall naver be tesubled, Laura, my
pet. My happiness is in your hunds, Give it back to me; u|;|:;1'JI
in return, all my life shall be apent in trying to please you”
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“ You frichten me,” she gaid, * You are so passionate. Why
do yui lold my hand =0 hard?  Look here, Philip—T will da
this. To-day is Wednesday. I will mest you and marry you
next Wedneaday, if you like, If you do not marry meo 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 wus loft trembling in every limb.

i 1|.‘|. ._,.,hp,-;-u[,q:n,' i He began ‘tn T |1|-::L how ]‘:l:-l}]J]c wora
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.

Tk 1z my duty, Mr., Dinrnford,” said the agent, “to remind
yoil that you hava only a thousand pounds left. Althoungh it is
invested ab ten per cent., a hundred a year is wot & large
income,"

“You are quite right.,” said Philip. 1t is not, indesd—
too emall to be eonsidered, almost.  But I must ]l:l.w the live
hundred."”

He lodged it ub Cox's 3 aud then went to a milliner's shop and
ordered o complete troussean, to be ready packed in a few days.
They waented to try things on; but he picked ouk a young lady
in the shop of about Laur's dimensions, and told them to try
the things on her

After that he begon to investigate the great marriage question,
heing as yob 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 regiztrar, and
asked what he had to do.

]L appeared to be very simple.  You must restde for the space

{ three weeks in a parish—that had already been dona: buk,
which made it impossible, he must have the names p:.\:—t.u.d. uj
in the office for a fortnight. Awnd g0 he went and bought a
gpecial licence,

Ha went home radiant with i]l]]v.'. and J|.:1[=]-1'z:-.-:-':-=
uiet evening alone, communing with the future.

The next day he went to see how the troussean was getting
on, and bought a wedding ring.  Then he ordersd several new
guits of clothes to be made at once, and a laree stock of linen,
with an undefined feeling that married life meant c\'ur}'t.hi:ni._;
newW.

,:Lm'l gpent a
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That was Thursday's work.

Then came Friday, and, with Friday, o visit from Mr. Mac-
Tntyre,

“¥ou will not spend many more evenings with me,” said
Phil ; “ so sit down and make yourself comfortable.”

* And wherefore not 7' asked his tutor,

“ Because T am going to be married next Wednesday.”

“Gude goide us " The good man turned quite pale, * Next
Wedneaday 1 Is all settled? IE is Laura, of course—I mean
Miss Collingwood.”

“Of course it is Lanra."”

* And how-are you to be married 1"

# By special leence,"

Mr. MoeIntyre looked as if ha 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

Phil turned pale,

“Idiot that Lam ! I never thought about the church at all®

CHAPTER XV].

Wl xnen ordinary cirenmstances, Lollie,” said Venn, on Tuesday
morning, when the child came round— under ordinary cirenn-
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, I feel this morning as if the innocent mirth of
childhood was back again. I fear nothing. I hope everything.
Two eourses are therefure open to us"

“ What two courses 1" asked the girl—always watehful of
Venu's words, and never quite able to follow the conclusions 1o
which thay led him,

*1 onght, 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, peehaps, too uniformly meditative, I duro
gay you have remorked it

‘:I think they are beautiful, all of them,"” replied the flatterar,

“*Akh, Lollie, I ought to be & happy man. I have an sudience.
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— limited ot present, to be sire—which apprecintes me.
Mohnmmed had his Cadijah. But there is another course open
to te  BSee the sun upon the lenves of the two trees in the
eonrt.  Listen to the sperrows chirping with renawed vigour,
They know that the hilarious worn will be tempted forth to
jo The purring of the beeking cat 15 almost andibla
-l-.!';..:_'..,' whistles aoross tho

eujoy the sun.
if you open the window. The pi
The policemen move on W ith a lighter step.  Tha post-

The lanndresses put off their shawle,

SO TR
man bounds as he walka,
Lollie, what do thess things mean ¥

“ They mean going into the ecountry, do they notT" she
replied, catehing his meaning.

# They do, child. They mean Epping Forest. We-will take
thé train to Loughton and walk to Epping, lhey mean o lttle
dinner at the Csck, aud a pint of Moselle, They mean strolling
through the wood to Theydon Beis; and coming homs in the

evening with roses in our cheeks,”

Another time Lollic would have jumped. for joy. Now sha
only loolked up aud led.

4 What is the matter, my little girl 7 asked Hartley, taking
Yer fice in his honde @ You a fortuight past you Lave nob bein
in your nsnal spivita,  To-day you are pale and worn, . Ave you
i

Ly
1l

gars, “I am mot ill; on

. bursting
only—you are od to me.”

His gwn eves fitlad as he stooped and kissed her forchead.

o You are nervous this morning, little one—you must go 1o
Epping, that is cloar."

# It is not only that : it is something else,”

W hat |_--i_;.|_~I Lollie? You can tell e

Tt i my secret, Mr. Venn”

s Well then, Lellie, if that i all, 1 can wait for this precions
BeLTek, So be ij-\.l!.lll.l_'-' aerain.”

i It is & secret that coneerns you.. I think it will make you
liappier—you said once that it would.  Obh, I wish I might tell
you—I wish you woulil let me."

# Little Impatience ! And whal sort of o seerst wonld that
be which I know already? Do you remember the man who
wihisnered his to the winds? Nevertell a secret, child ; beeiuss
the birds of the air may earry it about.”

o 1 have been go unhappy abont it,” the girl went on, through
her tears, L can't sleep for thinkiog of it  Oh, you will be
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ploased—T know you will. But T wish T sonld tell yon. T will
—1I don't care who is offsnded.  3e. Venn, [ am going—"

% Btop, Lollis," ha replied, putting his fincer to her lips—
“don't tell me. See, I give yon pecfoct control over your
gecret il to-morrow. I refuse to listan—T am deaf If yu
try to tall me I shall begin to cing, and then the nearsst cows
will fall ill, and the ealves will lis down and expira.’

She sighed and was silent.  Alas! if only she had spoken.
Fate was agninst her,

They went to Loughton, and took that walk through the
forest. which only the Eastend Cockneys love. In the long
glades which stretch right and loft the hawthorn was in full
blussom ; the tender green of the new leaves, frashly colonred,
and all of different hoes, the soft breath of the JOUNZ sumimer,
the silenee and repose, fell on the girl's spirit and soothed her.
For the momant she forgot the seerct, and almost falt happy.
And yet it lny ab her beart..  Her lifs—she knew so mneli—was
going ta be changed ; how mueh she could not tell. The 1ifs of
two would be, she thorg't, a life of three. Tt was what Me
Venn had wished for her; and yet—and yet—thers was the
ghude of & danger upon her, a forehoding of calonity, which she
tried in vain to throw offf Veon poured out his treasures of
fancy—those half thought-ont idess and halfseen analogies
which filled his bmain and evaded him when he tried to puk
them on paper. But they fell, for onee, on unfruitfil gronnd,
She caught some of them, or only half caught them ; sod then
talk grew languid,

My spirits of this morning seem to have failed me," ha
eried impatiently—

1 Not seldom, clad in radiant hue,
Deceit{ully goes forth the morn.'
A apiritual shower has fallen, and we have no nmbealls,  What
15 it, child " he ssked impatiently, * Why are we so silent
and sad to-duy? Let us be happy. Ave we drenched with the
ehower 1"

Lollie balf laughed, and thoy walked on,

Presently they came upon a woman, toiling along with a baby
in her armg, and two childeen tuddling after them. As they
eame up to her, the woman turned and struck cne of ther
sharply, for lagzing,

*Don't do that, my good ereabure,” said Venn, ¥ Pethaps
the little one is tived,”
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« o' tired and hungry too, sir,” she replied ; * but T've gob
to got him to Epping, for all that, and waolk he muask"
i Poge little man ! sid Venn © Say, ars you very tired I
The child was evidently worn ont.
e are going the same way,” he gaid, I will carry him

for yon.”

“You, sirf—and & gentleman and all I

A Why not? Come, my boy."

Ho lilted the little one in his avms

t Lollia, T am nobt geing to leb you crry the other, Heis
big enough to walk.”

“ Ah, yes, miss—don't 'en mow,"
sirong enongh—ain't you, Jackey A

Then they all walked away together—Venn talking to the

and she telling her little story ; how her husband had

and #he was walking sll the way from

gaid the woman, “ He's

WOITAan,
gob work at Epping,
town with her babies.
# 1 had o comfortable place, gir,” she said, *six years ago;
and little T thought then of the hardships I ghould have to
undergo.  God knows we've been half starving sometimes”
« And are you sorry you martied I asked Lollia
| i Nay, niiss, & Woman is never sorry she married,” replied tha
poor wife, * My man is a real good sort, unless mow and then
when it's the drink tempts him. And then I've the children,
you see. Al well, gir—God cives us the good anid tho bad
together, But never you think, miss, that a woman 18 BoIry
ghe marred.™

“ T raly,” said Venn,

# Are you marcied yourself, sic 1"

#T am not,” he replied gravely.
man ;. and now T shall never marry, I fear."

Tollie Iooked up in his face, over which lay that light clond
of melancholy which slternated in Venn vwith the sweat smils of
hiz mobile lipe.  She walked on, pondering. * No woman ever

sorry for being married.” There was comiort |
i You are happy when you are with your husband 1" she
asked, presently.
The woman tirned sharply upon her.
w Of course. I am happy with my Ben,” she gnid. ** Happi-
| ness with us is not made of the same sorb of studl as with you

¥ arringe 15 4 pontinual sacrament”

gy far T am only halfa

rich folke”

T am not a rich folk," said the gitl, smiling.
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“Well, well—never mind my sharpness, miss. You're one
of the kind folks, and that's all I eare 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
arme; and £o they reached Epping. At the outskirts of the
long town, where the eottagea begin, the woman insizted on the
boy being pubt down, and began to thank them. Venn gave
her a little present of a few shillings, and left Ler trudging along
with the children,

“Thers goes our Moselle, Lollie,” he said with a sigh.
“Always some fresh dizappointment, I had set my heart on
Tt Mosella for yon."

“0h, Mr. Venn! Asif T shouold be so selfish.”

£ All the same” he grumbled. Tt was a stroke of my usunal
bad lnck, meeting that woman.”

The bottle of Moselle made its appearance in spite of her;
but even the sparkle of the wine failed to mise Lollis's apirits
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 honr of the last tin—the Great Eastern,
with its usunl liberality, having fixed the last teain at eight, 50
85 to prevent everybody from emjoying the evening in the
Forest, They walked together to the station—sileut, dejected,
and unhappy.

* I wish—aoh, I wish to-morrow was over I the girl sighed,
when they were alone in the milway earringe,

“ Does that secret worry you, Lolliet Is that the wretehad
cause of your depressiont Forget it—put it out of your mind.”

“Let me tell it you,"

 Womsenso, child” he Inughed ; “as if T wanted to Jmow.
Think of Midas, as I told you this morning,  You shall mot
tell me now,”

“Toll mo once more," she said, “what you would like me
most of all 1o 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 together, never to pet tired, in some country place—the
world forgetting, by the world rgob,”

_ At he bad but snid =01 —for it was not yet too late, and the
girl was :.-E:il'ruing to tall him all,

“1 think, ehild,” he said, slowly, after a pause, “there is
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I should like, before all

v want you to do.
-attlad that for us, you

tat ona thing T renlly
rinid Hap 1‘|'.'. Hot

plae, Lo see You
know. [ haven'k seon Suilay pow for two I0nEDS. AL 15 20
there to-moreow,”

cid Tollie. “Do you really mean—

“ Wot to-mormaw, 8
Ny and tr al:, mean what you sayl

e married 17
Heavens, how Llind the man is! He does nob ses that the
girl's 1.1.|.mf|.!. heart is his; that after all those years her nature is
sht, ong affec-

responsive to his own ; thab s but one thong
{iom, one t'lil.:"\-:uk'rl—-..!ll.h.l'_t.'l she knows it not—the love of Hartley

Venn.

W Aean it he eays, vith hiz tender smile. Of course [
mean ik _H'.: Mect what the woman ganil lu-‘.»._-.'. Ton have
geen how love may survive poverty, hanger, ey 3 and rise
trinmphant over a1l Think what love m l.', l-- wiien thers is no

wmizery to beat it down.
bt i_ Oy E=—"04 lowa,
Tean i riaoe”

“*They go t rather, Lollie."
the nan

real You would like to sce

Thoy are always {alking about love. I

pe that ross to her lips— Yo

people, when they talk of marriage, always mean love "
l to do B, Lil]]lt- On the other huond,

they do not always— Ahb,

it Thges—" sha checl
et

# They am suppost
when ”IL“. !:!].\ l'le ix"‘:"

Fenchurel Street!

Mo mors was said that mighk. The grirl went up to his room
and made him tea; and at he Wlf-past nine she puk on her hal.

o To-morrow, Me 'V enn—iah ' to-morraw—L shall tell you my

gecrek.”
¢t Bleap soundly, li 1ln tied, ond forgeb your gegret.  What

time am I to konow iEY

1 don't guite know, 1 ehauld think, in the afterno Ol

e Vory well, then; I ghall stay in from one till four, sod if .
you do nob come L-w.: I shall "’l"'"'*':' lu.-. gecret is mob ready.

‘I|_1. I.“ thint dol [BY i 1|'-l1'|t -[-!.-1111.!- I-..L'.I..

He stooped to kiss har forehead : but she took hiz face in her
hands, ml kizeed his lips almost paes siomately.

i Always believe,” he gaid, * even if you are nob il
hat T love you, and am 50 |__|.'...1-h|5 tn yan that nothing "‘"I. tell
it. Always believe [ love you, and hoped to please you."

And so elipped away, ar a6l was gone

Did jl.ml-_ have no ecspiciont

"I"“l]

Ha

MNone—nong—mnone.
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was mot, you ese, a man “about town." He r?i.] not think or
snapect evil.  Tepst of all eould he suspect evil in the case of
his little girl. And that she should take bis words s literally
a5 to marry'a man in order to 1rlr_':;|hu him would have struck
Lim as beyond all belief,

And yet it was exactly what she was going to do,

CHATTER XVII,

It iz the moming of Lollie’s wedding day. As the girl drezges
in her little room, she is crying silently, For a great fear has
fallen upon her, the fear that what she is going to do will not
meet with that approval sand praize which she b Brst anticipatad,
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, dranlk
8 cup of ten, and shipped out at ten oclock to meet her lover,
No thenglit, you will remark, of her grandmother! O tha
whols, 1 hardly see liow any could Le expected.  The girl did
not belong to the old woman, Shs owed nothing to her, sha
had not a thought in common with her, she bardly 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 ba made unhappy by conduct of hers Bover
ooclirred to her. Tt was a lovely morning in June, ong of thosa
days when London puts on its brightest aspect, and looks—as= it
always would, were Heaven pleased to improve our climate—
the Empress of eities, Lhrongh the crowded stroets, down
Oxford Street and Llegent Street, without stopping to look at
the gratuitous exhibitions in the shop windows, Luollie tripped
along, with licightened colour and quick-beating pulse,

Going to be married—going to marry o gentleman ! TWhat
would be Mr. Venn's surprise and delight when she went to
him in the avening g

For once, Philip was first at their trysting-place in the parl,

Going to be married. Going to plight her troth—for better
for worse, too, A girl, who, in the absolute innocence of hep
heart, gives herself to bim for no love that she bears him, but
only to please, ae she thinks, another men, Going to be o bride.
groomt He does not look it, as he peces up and down the
gravel, driving down Lis hieels, with & pele face and a troubled
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hould look in better spirits; and
hiz own hetrothed, soon to
ble beneath him, 8o that he

look. Surely a bridegroom &
when he sees the girl approaching,
be hiz bride, why do his knees trem
must fain =it down on @ bench
Then she holds out her hand, and e takes it undonntedly.
« Tasmember what I said, Philip,” she hegan directly. ** Unless
you marry me to-day, I shall not marey you st all; and I ghall

toll Mr. Venn everything,
 Ts that the only love-vow you have t0 give me?” asked the

hirid sgroom.
# (b, Philip, do not fa k like that. Always of love, amd
lovewvows! I tell you again, I do not understand ik, Wt

ghould T say, if not the truth ¥

Philip sighed. Thers was yot time to save himself. The
girl did not love him ; but, then, he loved the girl. Ho had
that passionate longing for this sweet, fair-haired mniden—so
bright, so clever, 50 féiD —whish, I think, can never come ton
man mora than once in his life, God has made ug 8o that nok
+ one woman can be an angel to us. Her excepted—
We grovel to her; we stand upright befors
the head and a half difference between the

[ollia was Philip's angel. And—alas!
the pity of it—there are 20 mANLY MEN who cannot hold their
one woman an angel for longer than the honeymoon ; and nwst
needs ory shame and folly to themselves for the sweet infatuation
which alone makes life tolerable to us,

i (pme, Launra,” said Philip, #T have the licemce in my
pocket—a special licence. Sea hore”  He pulled out the docu-
# The Archbishop of Ca
I thought you would best like a

more thar
we know the sex.
the rest, conscions of
man oand the woman.

menk. nterbury has given his comsent,
you see; 5o that is all right
private marringe”

& (0h, yes,” cried Lollie—

¢ And as we shall have n
ani mothing bot our own two golves, I
ut clergyman—a Seotch clorgy
hich will make you my wife.

—# much best"
o wedding breakfast, no carringe,
have arranged with o
vory excelle man—to perform the
ceremnony for us w Will that do
for you §°

tio had fallen, then, into the pit digged for him.

= Surely, Philip,” she said, * it ehall all be as you think brest
for us: and then 1 shall ¢ell Mr, Venn,"

He had been out of the park into the 8t

Hapsom eab to Keppel Street,

pand, and fook o
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Mr. MacIntyre wos himself standing at the window in the
grovnd-floor front, and came to open the door. Then ha 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
hoarge voice. “1 want to say n word.”

The other room was e, MacIntyre's bed-room, opening from
the first by foldingdoors.  Lallia, Jeft alone, looked out of the
window and waited. As sha looked, a funeral procession catie
from an- opposite honze, and the dismal eortbre passed down the
sbreet.  Then, too, the sky waa clouded over, and big drops of
min were falling. Her heart sank within hoe Truly, an omen
of the worsk. She turned from the window and looked round
tho room. A enrions fragrance, unknown o her, was lingering
abott the corners. It was due to toddy. A small fire waz
burning in the grate, thongh the morning was warm'; and g
kettlo was ginging on the hob, Two or three pipes luy on the
mantelshelf ; and a fow books, chiefly of the Lakin Grammar
class, bought when Mg MacIntyre meditated taking  pupils,
stood upon the shelves. The furniturs was hapd and uncom-
fortable. And her apirits fall lower and lower,

In the other room she heard voiees: If she lad heard what
wiis gaid, she might even then have escaped.  But=zhe only heard
the murmaur,

Philip, when the door was shat, turned npon his eompanion,
with lips and chesks perfectly white; and seizing Mr, MacIntyre
by the shoulders, shook the little man backwards and forwards
a3 if ho had been a reed,

“Villain " he groansd — ¢ black-hearted, ealeulating scoun.
dral.”

* When you've dons shaking your best friend.” returned hig
tator, *and calling bad names, perhaps you will listen for o few
moments to the voics of reason,”

*Go on, thon,”

Fhilip sat down on the edge of the bed,

“I can't do it, MacIntyre—I can't do it,” he murmured.  “t
i3 the blackest villainy.  Poor Laura! poor darling!  Oh, what
stoundrels we ara ! And I, who once was an honourahle man |*

* Hoots, toots,” said tha philosopher,

But Philip was Iying with Lis face in his hands, shaking with
emaotion,

MaeIntyre contemplated his old pupil for a few moments with

11
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a puzzled expression. Then—for he felt wnequal to the ordeal
withont support—he went to the guphoand, and very silently
poured ont just half a glasa of raw gpirit, which he swallowed
hastily. Then he addressed himgell to business, and tried, ok
with small effect, to assume a sympathetic air.

& Ma puir laddie,” he said. * You surely never thought that
I, Alexander Maclniyre, the relecaions goide of your infaney,
wag going to counsel you to tal dishonourable step.  Phil;
ye'll be as legally tied up as it the Archibishop did it. Believe
me, a regularly ardained minister of the Established Kirk of
Santland. If & prines was going to be married, this would ba
the right shop to come Lo, And you, with a licence, special nniil
most expensive, nnd all”

Philip et up aguin.

“1s it true, MacIntyre? Is it really true, what you say

o True, my Phil, every word troe, Shall I swear to it]  Now,
brush your hair and look bright, and let vs go back to the Inzzie.
Hech! man—there's & thunderclap, Come along, or she will be

i
|

frightened.”

He pushed him back, and, sitting down at the table, laid open
a Dible, borrowed for the oceasion from the unsuspecting land-
lady.
it Git down, both of you,” ha began, imperiously.

They sat down opposite him.

“ Have ye got o licencs. Mr. Durnford 1 he asked:  * Goods
A gpeeinl licence, granting you permission to be married in any
parishi Gootl. At any timel Good. In any place of worshipl
Vera good, And by any clergymant Vera good indeed, Young
leddy, your name, if you please. You may write it here

He had prepared two slips of paper to imitate a marriage cet-
tificate. And Philip noticed now, for the first time, that he was
# dressed” for the character in complete black with a white negk-
cloth that would not have disgraced a banjo man, and which,
with his red nose, gave him quite the appearanco of a suparicr
Mute. And, the signatures obtained, when he turned over £l
leaves of the Bible a cheerful piety hecamo diffused over his face,
guite new to his friends and very remarkable to witness. Lollio
looked at the elergyman who was marrying her with an instinelive
fenling of aversion. The ill-fitting black clothes, the voluminois
niecktie, the red nose and pale cheeks, the shaking hand, all tald
her, 53 plain as words could speak, that the man was one of the
great Stiggins tribe of whom Hartley Venn had told her, MNever
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theless, she was in Philip's hands ; and, like the hirds on the
solitary's ixlanid, she had not yet learned to disirust mankind,
Lecauss she only knew one man,

It does not Lofit this page to deseriba with greater detail the
mockery of marringe which Mr. Maclntyre solomnly went through.
Snffice it fo say that, after rending a chapter of the Hible, 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 meinly made up of what ho sill resollected of
tho shorter Catechizm,  What it wanted in nnetion it gained in
doctrine: and though there was little in the discourse calenlated
to assist the bridein her duties of married life, there was plenty
whichi might have been used s arod and staff by the Calvinistic
Chrigtian. Lollie stood frighteped and bewililered, For all
throush the * service,” the thunder hiad heen rolling and erashing,
and the lshitning seemed Lo play over the very honze whers this
great wickedness was being committed,  Even Mr. Maclntyre
was moved by it It was one of those great thnnderstorms which
gometimes break over London, striking terror to all hearts, such
as those which fell upon us last _1.'|-'-:1.1'—.I mean the year of graco
1872—n fierce, roaring, anery thonderstorm,.  Awod as the light-
ning fiezhed across his eyes, and the thunder pealed in hiz ears,
the minister fairly stoppad in his discourss, and mormuring,
“Heeh! sirs; this is awie'l" waited for the anger of the elements
ta subaide, .

But he ended at last, and congratulating tha bride, offerad
P]1ii1'§:' otia of the s[ipu af paper, !il:tri]ili:._; tha other fin*himsalf.
Then he rulibed his hands and langhed—a joyless cackls.  And
then he produced u black bottle and a small eake, and poured cut
thres slnsses of wine, He drank off his own ata pulp, refillad
it, and sot down rabbing his hands again.

This was Lollies wedding breakfast,

Outside, the hail pattered asminst the windows, the thander
rolled, aud the warm spring air seemed chilled again to winter.

Philip said nothing, A look wae in his face such a3 neither
Maclntyre nor Lollis had ever seen before—a sort of wild,
terrified look ; such o look as might be imagined in the fice of
a man who, after long planning, has at last committed a great
and terribla etme ; fuch & look as one would have 3 he heard
the voiee of God accusing him—the voice Philip heard in the
storm, BMen are so. That nnlucky Jew whom the thunderstorm
gternly rebuked for eating pork was nob thi fisst, nor will he be

11—2
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the last, to connect natural phenomens with his own misdoings,
In the storn outside, Philip, with the superstition of & Craole,
hoard 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.

“ Onee again,” he eaid, T musfspeak to you. Tell me whether
it s trus—is it true—are wo married Speak the truth, or I
will kill you "

Y yu ave married, Phil” returned the other. “No question
can over arisa on the legality of the marriage—until—"

# Until when 3"

i [atil you-come into your property. And now, listen, There
i_:._-:l J?i.".-'.llrrl'll-'.\'-—[ |j:|;|'|}' Ay I::ll_‘-IJ'll't]'.rR—ﬂ ]itL!L‘ il.'i'l:'giil.l'-'l'“}'.. If you
wanb to remove that, remembar to take your wife into Seotland,
whenever you please, and live with her as your wife, openly.
Then you need fepr nothing. 1 sey this to make you guita
sortain s but I do not believe there can be any legal doubt.”

Philip looked at him with a surprised air. Then, with great
velief. he walked into the other rocm, whare Lollis was standing
waiting and puzled.

#]aura, my darling,"” he cried, kissing her passionately. My
wife, my bride | we are married at last. If ever I desort you,

may God desert me I
Slhe drew herself from his arms, not bleshing, nob coy, noh
ashamed ; but only eold.
«Wae are really married " she eried, clapping her hands. *1
And now we will go straight to Mr, Venn, and

wasn't eurkain,
fell him,”

The two men looked at each other,

“ My child," said Philip, changing colour, “we et be morried
like everybody else, must we not 1"

s Pt we are, Philip, are we not 1"

4 Yes, dear; but married people always go away for a journey
topether. You and I are going to France for a month, W hen
we come back, we shall call at Mr. Venn's chambérs.”

She stamped her foot.

“T shall go to-day. You said I was to fell him to-day. T will
tell lim. Philip, if you do not go with me, I will go by my-
.":l.!.lf.l,

t Make her write,” whispered the man of experience,

i You eertainly eannot o, Lanes,” said her husband, «¢ That
is impossible. Dut I tell you what you shall do. You
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write him a letter, tolling him all. My, WacTniyre shall take it,
and tell him the partioulars. We have buf a quarter of an hour
to spare, for our train starts ab once, Now, dear"—taking pen
and paper—* sit down and write. It is best so—it is indeed.”

Sha burst into tears.  She declared that she had been decaived.
She insisted on going at once to Gray’s Inn.  If Philip hod not
held her, she would have gone.

Mr. MacIntyro said nothing; only, when he epught Philip'a
eye, he pointed to the pens and paper. Meantime, it wos a
eritical moment ; aud his nose, which he constantly rubbed,
seemed bigger and redder than ever,

* Lanma, you must not go to Mr. Venn today. It is absurd,”
pleaded Philip.  ©8it down, mow. Write; no one shall read
what you say. And it shall be sent at once, But you cannot
go to Gray's Inn.”

Lollia'sat down, and tried to write. Buot she burst into fresh
tears, and waz fain to bury her face in her hands.

% Women are 20, whispered the Scotehman, * Obsairve, In
ten minutes she will be langhing again.”

In less than ten minutes she recovered, snd tried to write,
Philip waited patiently, watching har,

Sho began three or four sheets of notepaper and tore them up.
At last she wrote, hurriedly—

“#Deanest Me, Vexy—My seeret may now be told. I have
done what yon wished me so much to do, I have marvied a
gentleman. T have married Mr. Philip Durnford ; and T am
always, ever and ever, your own mosk grateful and most loving
little girl— ' Tonnme”

Sho folded it up, addressed i, and gave it to her hushand.

“ MacIntyre said Philip, * take the note round, will yon,
this very day? Tell Mr. Venn that my wife and I are gone to
France—probably to Normandy—for o 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 1
5 "dl:}‘iiliipl" she said, taking his limd—* now you are really
AR

“That is my own Laura. Bot now we must moke hastes I
have got your boxes at the station,”

“My boxesi"

“¥Yes. You did not think you were going to Franes with
nothing but what you have on, did you 1"
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to France ab ﬁ.]...-r
ra will be nothing to do but to
ook mo & cab, will

o

T paver thomeht about go
#The tickets ara taken.
make oumselves happy. Now, Muoclutyre,

you I

It seemed stranoe that so reversnd a gentleman should be
ordered in this peremptory way to foteh a eab : bat Lollie was
too much ;-'|,|J|||;|;|_,|,l; 'p'|l I r-"J'L_l|l||.|[___' to feel |_'I'.'TJ}|-"!-‘\L'I-"|- ab thiz
The cab came,

“ Now, my daling ! MaeIntyre, good-bye. Jump in, Laura."

" Pon't for my letter, Mr, MacIntyre" cried the girl
 Mind yon take it to.day.”

And sn they drove off,

Mr. MacIntyre returned to his room,

s Ahaut thiz letter, now,” he said.  * Let me read it."

By the help of the kettle he steamed the envel { LR
read the I Jitile r|':=-|.:\..

He put it down and meditated.

oz I take it :r-.-.:||-L." he gaid.  ©“Why should 11 Poor
bonny little lnesie ! Loves him more 1 her hushand —that 5
clear, Iff I take it, difficulties, dangers, all sorts of things may
pon. If I do not take it, this Mz Venn will never forgive
the girl. Well, which is it—my happiness or hers? A man
or & womun 1 Myself or another!

He meditated a long time.  Croelly selfish and wicked as the
man was, he had been touched by the girl's heanty .m] inmo-
econee; and wonld willingly have .-_e]m'ml himself thiz additional
wickedness, But then there rose up before him the vision of a
eourt of justice. He saw himself tried by s jury for mock
marringe,  He knew that the law had been broken.  What he
did not know waz, how far the offence was ¢ |'i1n1':n'l:., or if it waa
eriminal at all. Then a cold perepiration broke ont upon him.

“Tob us hide it," he said—let us hide it. Perbaps we can
devise some means of pre venting this man Venn from Knowing
it—at all events, just yeb

And eo saying, he ]ln-]ll-l the letber inko the freplace, and
watched it borning into azhes,

“And aa for Master Phil,” he murmured—*why, Tll give
him just two months to cure Lhim of this faney, snd bring :Ialtll tU
the eml of his money. Then, we ghall see—iwe shall sea, Tha
great card has to be ]:5.3_‘-.'&.1."

il and

HEun
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CHAPTER XVIIL

ST ax i1l at ease to-night,” said Hartley, on tha Wednesday
evening, when Joties aud Lyon found him at the Rainbow, %I
am low-spirited. Forebodings, like the screech-owl's mew, oppress
. Laura wus to have told mo some Hr:mri ]u'-:r:a of’ news
touday, and has pot come.  Then there was the thunder. Iam
afraid of thunder. Engineers cught to turn their attention to it,
Dring me some bitter beer, Georpe—unless the thunder has
turned 1t sour.

%1 like this place he went on.  “Itis quiet, The muatton
is- good, the beer is good, and there is an ecclesiastical air about
it. The head waiter resembles an elderly wverger without his
gown., The mansger might pass for & eanon: and as for the
carver, 1 have never known any one beneath the {].J'EI:iLjf of a
prebendary prow bald in that singular manoer.

“Life, Junes,” he continued, in the course of his dinner, iy
be compared to a banquet. You have, perhaps, often snticipated
this camparison.”

“Not L" said Jones—"mot T, myself, But Longfellow has,

4 Life is but an endless banquet,
Where we still expectant sit ;
Bo not I'.!I':i-lil n cold wet |l!||'|||||-:|--l:.I
Drmunping all thy neighbonr's wit,
168 Chops for one ; and for another,
Turkey stufled with truties gay,
Only bread for me, My brother,
Tarn the carver's oye thiv way.
¢ Let ua nll bo up and enting,
With o heart for any slice :
Beef grows cold, and lifs is l||:--:1.i|:|;_r :
Fuss the chnmpagne and the joe" "

Venn repeated hiz first words, and resumed the topic.

“When it comes to my turn to be servidd, the nobls host,
addressing ma with o countenance full of benevolenes and friend-
ship, eays, ‘ Hartley, my dear boy, take another disappointment.
It wonld be bad manners, you know, to refuss, esides, I am
ok quite cerlain how a rofusnl would be received. 8o I bow and
sniile: ‘Thank you, my Lord. One more, if you please, A Yery
little one, with grevy.”

"Gravy ! Is gravy the allevintor—§"

“lizavy, Jones, is the compensator. 8o T get helped again,
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and ﬁi;]] when the ]1]:._!_|'- pomes back to me. In tha I']E}-tl’”!lllﬁfjn
of good things, no ons is comsulted ; bof, by tacit agreement wa
show our good breeding by pretending to have chosen.  So, too;
I believe, when convicta at Portland converse, it is considered
manners to fake no notice of each other's echnins, I might ]"-l-'l':fﬂ‘l'.
perhaps, pudding and port, such as my neighbour gets, Bub I
am resigmed.”

ghed heavily, and went on eating his dinner with a
tremendons appoetite,

“Tat us have,” he said, when they had finished, “a Chorus
ni:_\.r}-;{.. Arthur Dornford 1s coming. Not a J‘ﬁ,‘.;l'liﬂl-" Chﬂl'l'l-?l but
o Chorns of emerzen I hope it will not thunder any mora.™

T have been making observations lately,” he began, “on a
elazs of women hitherto little studied. H[JE.lk up, Jones.”

% Nay,” snid the dramatist, “I was but thinking of the old
lines—1I forget the author—about women—

v Virkne and viee the same bait have ¢
(n eithor's hook the same enticemonts aro—

Woman lores both the baze and brave,
Andl beauty draws s with n :i.I:IE!\.' hair.""

eThere i method in his madness” said Venn, Tt i3 to be
pecrreitod only that Virtus does not slways choose the bait with
the same discrimination ag Viee, This, however, 1z a widesub-
jeet. I was abont to call the attention of the Chorns to the
Woman who sniffs,.  About a week age, having nothing to do,
I got into a Favourte omnibus for an hour or two of quict
thonght. The rattle of the omnibus glasses, when the wind is
wn_a[-'«;]_\-, T find eonducive to meditation = and as the Faveurte
line runs from Victoria to the extreme verpe of civilization ab
Highgate, there is ample time. Several women got in, and 1
noticed-—perhaps it was partly dus to the time of year—several
gniffs as each sab down and spread her petticoats.  Your regular
female omnibus passenger always takes up as much room as she
can, anid begins by staring defiantly round. I was at the far
and, whither I had retived to avoid an aceusation of assault; for
they kick your shins aeross the narrow passage, and then give
you in charge, thess ladies. So delicate, my friends, js the virbue
of the class to which I allude, that even the suspicion of an
attack is resented with this celestial wrath., Presently, however,
I being the cely male, there eame in & young person, quiek,
modest, and retiving,  She made her way to the far end, and sab
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dotn next to me.  Tnstantly there was fired a volley—a hostile
galute—from seven mnoses: & simultansous eniff of profound
meaning. Versed in this weapon of feminine warfare, and there-
fore undmtanfling the nature of the Bt.t.'t'.':]{,. the nEw-comer
blushed deeply, and dropped her voil. It was like the 1:_Jwenng
of a flag. I touk the earliest opportunity of tendering her
rezpectfully the compliments of the season; and, in spite of
2 socond and even a fiercer attack, we held our own, and com-
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.”

# Mathought 1 stood on an eminence and looked down, myself
unseen, upon an jsland whors men and women wandered about,
of unconth form and strange proportions. Some with venomous
tongues, which lolled out in perpetual motion, yet saying nothing ;
some with trumpet-like noses; eomas with curiously deformed
fingers ; soma with large and goggle eyes; and some with heads
of enormous dimensions,  This, my guide—1I hnd om angel with
me, of course—told me, was one of the lesser islands of Puar-
gatory. It appears that Diante was quite wrong in his account
of that place, which consisis really of a group of contiguous
islands, like the Bermmdas. I dare say I shall see some more of
them bLefore I die. The one I was standing over was appro-
prizted to sinuers in small things—backbiters, envions, malicious,
INERT, gr.,\.-sping, selfish (thess last had enormons stomachs, like
barrels of port wine), and attributors of nmworthy and basa
motives {wlm were gifted with a corresponding prominence
behind), I requested permission to inspeck the company more
clozely, and was taken down into their very midst. 1 was
astonished fo find that o very large majority of them were
women: their dress and behiaviour showed them to belong 4o
our own middle class, They were all English; because, by
reason of the greab babble of comversation that goes on smong
this sort of criminals, it is found advizable to separate the
nationalities.

*Looking more closely, T observed that the men chiefly
carried the protuberances, fore and aft, of which I have spoken ;
whils the women, nearly one and all, had the trompet-shaped
noss, The pecalisrity of its shape was that the mouth of the
trompet was outward. Ifs musical effect could therefors onl
ba produced by drawing the air towards the head, mueh in the
same woy o by a sniff. This struck me as a very singular




170 MY LITTLE GIRE.

arrangement. I was also informed that most of them, on thaie
fivst arvival, had but very small trumpet noses 5 but ihat thess,
by dint of practice, increased daily and gradually, until they
wrrived at the gigantic proportions which [ saw around ma,
They begun by being prond of this growth; but by degrees graw
mmed, and wers seriously imcouvenienced by its greak size,
They then began to reduce its dimensions, by allowing it to
remain, so to .'-ejh-.u:‘d', unexercised ; and if, a8 somolimes Ilil.lll_il_-[!(:l.ll
they arrived at a perception of its manifest ugliness, they disson-
tinued its use altogether, when it totally vanished. Others had
the great tongues of which I have spolen. They wore too big
to use for speech § b, as their owners were always wanting to
eommtnicate some fresh piece of malicious gossip, they wers per-
petually way rand bobbing, though no articulate sound eame
forth. The possessors of the tongues were more melanchaly of
nspeck than the trampet-nosed sisters, beeanes they were delurred
from the of their instroments altogether. The tongue ful-
lowed tle same laws s the nose, and thers were even women
]_.-L'-.I'-'i-i-."| with hnl_i: l--l:::.':‘.?.-_' :1'||-| TpEE, "I-'l.-||'.!|:. I Wis contems-
plating thees unbappy victinis of vice, my sttention was directed
by my guide to o young lady of about twonty-five, wlose nose
had of its extremity the merest rudi entary mouthpiece—so
small as to be alwost o beanty spot—sugeestive only of where a
trumpet had firmerly been. My guide accosted her, and
requested her to give a history of herself She smiled and
complied.

M1 was the davghter of a professional man, living in the
neighbourhood of Russell Square,. We wers not rich, but wa
were well off. T was sent to a boardingschool at Erighton,
where the principal things we were tanght were to dress well, to
aspire to a wealthy husband, to despise people of lower rank, to
witn ot ::-C'Hiljf_{ a8 much aninsement out of lifs as ||._.3ﬂi;.j._.l to con-
sider the admiration of men s the glory of a woman's life, and
to regard the labour of men as performed only with one sim—to
provide: dress and a good establishment for their wives. This
was the kind of edueation in our fashionable |;-;-:g|'-_|i|:|.:'_;-5_{:!3;:.::];
and when my sigter and I same back to I aall f‘_"ui_u.l'n:. Wi WOre
fully provided with all the w eapons for that warfare which con-
gtitutes the life of most women, T mnd, wherever I went,
nearly all girls the same as onrselves, We were good, inasmeeh
8 we-all went to chureh regularly, and wonld have done nothing
wrong. - But we filled up our time with frive gosziping,
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Wa wern potty in onr viess, and thersfore; you ses, our piinishe
ment is petty.” She pointed to her noss, whereon the least tip of
& kind of button marked the placs whers tha mouthpives: had
been only five minutes before. *The evil wa did was not very
greak, and so onr punishment s light. Even this is generally
removed, il we repont.’

Yo you repent i’ Tasked,

#40h, yes,' sha said ; ‘the lives of women, which might be so
amoothy &0 happy, and full of love, are eaten into and poisoned
by these habits of malice and envy. You men think us nngels,
and when you marry us and find ont that we are full of fanlts,
you begin #o decry the whole sex. When will soms one teach
e that largeness of heart and nobleness that so many men
have i

A most gensible young woman," Jones interrapbad.

At thiz moment, the button at the end of her nose entiraly
disappeared, anid she vanished,

** Whera 18 she gonet | asked my puide,

“Thera waz that in his face which betokened tamper. T
fancy he must have been paid o percentape on the inhabitants of
his islund, or taken them on board by contract, socording to
mumber : for he refused to answer me, and was on the point of
ordering ma to move on, when I swoke.”

“The young woman, you say, is in the Bermudas,” said Jones,
“1 would she were in the arms of ons who woald rightly appre-
ciate Licr,

0% Whers the remote Bormudns ride,
A trumpet-nossl maid T espied ;
And, a9 1 looked her through and thraugh,
Her imperfoationg thus sha blew=
**In Purgatory skill T aniff,
And I will gladly furnish, if
You wizh it such a diamal talw,
Az well may frighten maidens all,™*

I leave out a good many lines, which I have forgottens

o
080 sang she with the trumpet nose ;

My own, with sorrow at her woes,

1 |m.|:|||.:|' blew : and az ala apolke,

The neighbouring aniffs the seloos woke.”
I Boliove the lines were originally Andrew Marvell's”

It was Jones's bard fate in the Choras, that whatever ho

quoted nobody seemed to take any notice.  Venn's face betrayed
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no signs of having heard what he said, while Lynn, a5 nsual,
smoked in his chair, s_a.;l.rin_g nothing at all. For L}'!m WAS o1
of those men who very seldom speak at all ; and when they
do, speak with more earnestness and energy than is generally
heard.

Arthur, however, ]n.ughrrr'l; anid the spectacles of Jones beamed
gratefully on him.

“My cousin Philip,” said Arthur, “started an infamous theory,
gome little time ago, that women prafer warmth to anything else
in the world.”

“Well,” zaid Venn, * there may be something to be said for
it. T belisve that ke is partly right. "Women live in the house.
Their ideas of lifo are those of the domestic circle. To have
everything pleasant, comfortable, and elegant round them is
quite a patural thing to desire. It is perhaps a brutal way of
putting it, to say that they like to be warm. In the Chorus,
wa prefer a more indirect way of approaching a subject.”

“ Poor Phil takes direct views,™ said Arthur.,

“ Bring him here, and we will eore him," said Jones. “On
the sabject of women, there is nothing so elevated as the views
of the Chorps—the Sophoclean Choras. We are, if we are
nothing else, Sophoclean in our views of love.

' Lave, the nncongquerad, thou whose throne
I= on youth's fair and reunded checls,
Whom nerther strong, nor brave, mor weak,

Can e'or escape—thee, thee we own.

"+ Thou by thy master magic's aid

Cheatest keen eyes that clse ses well ;
And o'er the londeat sniffing maid
Pourest the glamonr of thy spell.

* ¢ The nymph whose deepest, fondest prayer

s for n sheltered nook and WArT,
Glows with a thousand fancies rare,
Lit with thy pyrotechnic charm.* "

T suppose you will say that SBophocles wrote that ! growled
Lynm.

" A free imitation only. Tt may, perhaps, in some points
excel the original. I say nothing.

"They talk a great deal,” said Lyom, breaking his usual
silence, * of eduweating women, of making them less frivolous,
Of conrse, the immediato result is to send them to the opposits
extreme.  Now, of all the odious women you can meet, give me
the strong-minded.”



MY LITTLE GIRL. 173

# Tho not give her to me,” said Jones.

© Tt it'e all nonsense. They have made a college for them,
and have Cambridge men there to teach them, TIn other words,
they are going to make them sscond-rate scholara and third-rate
mathematicians. What on earth iz the nse of that "

# Tg it." asked Venn, * the function of the Chorus to discues
female education 1 f

“Why not,” returned Lyon. “ By Jove! I've a good mind
to have a vision too.” :

“Do," said Jones. Two visions in the same evening are ab
least more than we could have expected.”

Lynn smoked meditatively for a fow moments, )

#T dreamed o dream,” he began.  * I thought that I stood in
the wordd 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 right 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, I can't be as graphic as Venn was, beeause T have not
the art of tellinga story, I walked about the streets of London.
I went into the honses, 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 ware
markers at billined tables, they kept shops, they plied trades,
they were in the public offices—for everything was open to
public competition. T talked to somo of them. T found they
were very much changed from wlhat 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 bleom
wasg off the youngest of them, Men, too, had lost all their old
deforence and reapect.  Thers were none of the courtesies of life
left ; for the women had long since revolted against being con-
sidered the weaker sox. A mew proverb had arisen—° The gix-
ghooter makes all equal’ Every woman carried one, ostenta-
tiously ; not, I fancied, s0 much for selfprotection as for
purpeses of attack. Their talk seomed lond and coarss, 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, seomed to be all the fashion, I asked my guide—did I
say I had a guide 1"
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“You did not," sid Jones. “ Was he an angel "

“0F courze he was an angel. I asked him—or har—if they
were all married women? Marriaze, she told me, had hesp
abolished by a large majority of women, as contrary to the trae
spirit of liberty. This was divectly agninst the wish of the men,
who, it FH‘mml, dosived to retain the o m. As; however, the
eeremony is one which rl'qll.rl'.a tho eongant of twa, it waz aho-
lished. Then the men turned solky, and formed a kind of anion
or guild for the protection of the marrage laws. For o time it
ﬂl!]_]{'.'l]'i!l.l as if the world would be |:n-|..-|||.-|,|li._|_! |,-|,]I Lhe statistios of
the Registrar showed a falling-off inthe nmmber of births, which
excited the gravest apprehensions.  'This league, however, foll to
the gronnd from want of strength in the weaker brethren,  After
HI:I*1 all went well, The laws of [rroperty \\'1'[|_| ,'|_]|| r.g--] and an
old law, balonging to an obseurs [udian tribein the N ilglerry
Hills, wna introduged. By virtme of this, property dbstpnidid
only throngh the mother. The interests of freedom wers served,
it is true ;  but it seemed to me as if there wern some losses on
the other '|I:lII4|. for all the men seamed "]'. Fa el I.IPL:I.']_}".
There were no lomger any high aims ; no ona locked for any-
thing more than worldly advantage : no one dieamed of an
impossible future, as wa do now ¢ there were no enthusinsts, no
reformers, no meligions thinkers, no great men, All was o dead
lovel. I asked my guide if thers were ony 6X 3-1_'1-s: a—if what
I zaw I‘E"!llh' el I|Ll:-I|. the aetual world, She e samd it did :
but she boasted, with pride, that the world was now redueced 1.-‘.a

a uniform medioerity. No one looked for anything better, there
f--r" no ona tried for anything betler; no one pratsed .m'.'[mn“
:.r-:_:ll](] 1.]I.v1-. l(:l!'\r' ik 418 ..||_|'|.| Lo 1|_|:-'=;l|:| |||_|::-r ;'_[. -..! : 1|||:l1.=t WETe 0
I?'l"l-E'-."‘!- for excellence, therefore no one was |:-,.__{.|'|q-||,1,_ Sub it all
spemed dreary, stupid, and immoral nz o modern music Tiall 5
and I awoke, glad to find that it was, after all, only a |iL|-L5:|.
1 fd‘r’lﬂ to tell you that there were no ||rr||,1|'-m—;,|'|rﬂ;|1j WOreé mo
fm]'ﬂllr_.t. Children were sent out to be nursed, and the
necessity of labour en the part of the women pecessitated the
abolition of the maternal instinet™

“Ts that all 7' gaid Jones.

1t is," said Lynn, “and, before yon make a rthyme aboot it
—1I canses you gve meditating one—I just wish to state my
meral.  Women are only what their cirole of men moke them,
It they are frivolons, it is besanes the men are frivolows : if th oy
are yain, it 18 1|..|.,-.I,.:;_- the men teach them vanity. Bub men
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have alwayatofall back upon their one great quality —their purity.
Deference to a quality which they &0 seldom possess seams to
ma bl triest Sufvgl'mrd for women, and the LIii.J]H miost likely to
be o restraint upon men.  Edueation, emancpation, saffe u— i
is all inferual humbug, We confuse wonds,. Wo call that
education which iz enly instruetion ; we call emaneipation what
is 8 departure from the natural order; we take woman from her
own ephers and pat her into ours, and then deplors the old sub-
Jjection of the sex. Good God | sir—man ia the nobler as well
as the stronger. His funetion is to work—to do ; to drag the
world aloug, to fight against and keep down the great surging
gea of sin and misery that grows with our civilisation and keeps
poce with our progress.  But woman's funeiion is to stand by
and help ; to train the children, to comfort the defeated, and
gucconr the wounded.  Why, in the name of all the—all the
saints, shonld she want to leave her own work and teke ours "

CHAPTER XIX,

Ox that Wedneaday night, when Hartley Venn went to bed, it
was lake, even for him ; and when, at six in the morning, & fieree
knocking camo nt his bedroom door, it was some fiteon minutes
or 80 before he could quite make up his mind that he was not
dreaming, At lust, however, he roused himself sufficiently to
be certain that somebody was actually knocking. Mrs, Peck was,
in fuct, the disturber of his rest. She was beating on the panel
with a bammnier, in despair of being able to awaken him in any
other way. He half opened the door, eautionsly, and peered
through to discover the cause of this phencmenon,

 Mre. Peck,” he snid, ™ wa have known each other now for
f great many years, and I never befors remember yon deing 5o
ridienlons n thing as to eall me at gix, the very hour when
civilised lify i5 on the point of recovering its strength, Proy,
Brs. Peck, do you take me for the early worm §° i

The old woman pushed the door open, and came into his bad-
room, looking curiously round,  She was not, taking her at tho
best, a pleasant specimon of womanhood to look upon ; but this
morning she looked even less attractive than usunl.  For hep
false front waa elipping off sideways; her black stuff dress was
covered with muid ; her wrinkled old face was begrimed with
dirt and puckered up with trouble; and Venn, rubbing his eyes,
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gradually awoke to the conseiousmess that she was staring at him
with friglitened eyes, and thal spmething had happened.

Bealising this, he stepped back and got into bed, disposing
thie pillows so that he conld give andience with an air of pre.
paredness. Nothing, he nsed to say, speaking after the manner
of Charles the Second's period, makes a man look more ridico.
lous in the eyes of his mistress than an appearance of haste ; and
whataver I;|:l|.3'-]1!:lll.}-'~I it may #s well be recsived with [tjg!!'lt-]f,
which only eosts o little time for reflection. Now, there was
no posaibility, ghort of -r;-_-hi.u:; for dignity, of ]‘lT-E!.‘il.:I"l.'i!lH o r]igniﬁ
fied appearance while shivering on a mat with but one garment
om, and that of the thinnest and lightest kind. Therefore, ha
-th-L-"_{.;-d to Hw: Lud; !_||_'.|!I j'|'|':'|]!.£|l."l.i |.L1_'|- L‘I}‘ ﬂ1l" 'lli.]ll!"l.'ii-i, ]_}I'Ei'.l:il'ﬂd
to receive Mra Peck with sclftrespect. Mot ane thought of
donger to himaelf : not one gleam of suspicion about the girl.

The old woman eame in, confused and trembling. She
looked about in a daged sort of way, and then sank into o chair,
arying—

% (h, Mr. Venn, what have you done with her? What have
you done with heri”

All Venn's dignity vanished. He fell half back on the pillow
for a moment, and then started up and caught the ald wonan
by the arm,

¢ Tione with her ! Done with her? Done with her? Speak,
Mrs Peck,  Tell me what yon mean.”

4 ¥ou know, sir,” she said, * You know who I mean. What
have you done with her, Tsay? What have you dono with the girl
gz you petted and made so much of, till she wasn't fit company
for her grndmother? Oh, I ain't afraid to speak, Where is
ahe, I say? Where have you gone and hid her away i Buot I'll
find her—if T search all London through, Tll 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, ob, where is my 'lowance
for her ¥

Venn stared at her, speechless.

*Five hor back to me, Mr. Venn. Nobody knows nothing
It shall all be as it used to be.  Only lat her come back, and wa
can make up a story and stop their mouths. Nobody knows.”

Y Woman I" ered the man, not knowing what he said,
“ woman | you are mad—iwhere is Lollio §*
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® And you, too, that I thonght the best of men, You made
her a little lady, so that all the people eovied her. And ona
pound ten o weelk gone | You made her so good thet not a crea-
ture counld find & wond to say agninst her. DBut yon are all
wicked alike. And now it's you. And after all thess yesrs.
And I'm to lose my 'lowance, and go into the workus."

Her voice changed into a sork of wail, for her feclings wera
divided between the loss of her grand-daugliter and the probalkle
loss of her allowanee,

“Give her back to me, Mr. Venn. Itisn't only the loss of
the ona pound ten a week, paid regular, though the Lord knows
it's the parish T must come on.  Give her back to me, and T'll
g0 on my bended knees to you. Say she's good, and Tl Py
for you all the days of my life ; and go to 56 Alban's, though
I can't abide their ways, a purpose. Oh, give her back to me!
Tell ma where you've put her”

he sat down exhansted, in the cheir by the bedeile.

“ It fam't the 'lowance 1 mind so mumch; nor it iso't the gid,
because we never had much to say to each other, hor and ma,
But it is the penple,  And they will talk, And one ponnd 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
earse, the pretty ones always goes to the gentlemen. That's
right, T suppozs | though why it's right, God only knows,  Dut
E:ix"ﬁ ]:Il.'r ]:HH:LC to e ; for I am an old wilnan, and '|:'|.,-:-.r-|.-|_;t|_‘--"|I L-Jr
reason of my grand-daughter.  Give hor back to mie, 3r. Venn,
I mwind an old story about a man and a ewe lamb, and let me
look the folk in the face again, for the Tove of God P

He was standing before her in his night shirt all the time,
not knowing what (o say, fecling dizzy and confused.

Kow he took her by the arm, and led her to the door.

 One m oment, 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 fingera wers
1-r|_?m'h]tng, and he eonld not find the huktons, Then, after ten
minutes or g0, he came into the sitting-room, and, pouring out o
glass of spirits, made the poor old creature drink it down,

 Now, Mrs. Peck, 1ot us try and get all our courage. T have
not seen her—believe me, my poor woman—since Tuesday
evening." y

“Bhe came home on Tuesday evening at ten o'clock.”

13
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“Yes; she was to hove come and told me something
yesterday."

# Bhe went out ot half-past nine yestarday.morning, and she
never came back. T waited for her till ton last night, and,
rfhi::l-cirs;.; she was with you, I went sound asleep, and didn't
wake till this morning at six.  And then I looked in her room,
for the door was open, and she wasn't there. And the workns
iz all I've got to look to”

Venn's hands were trembling now, and his foce white,

“She eried when she left me on Tuesday. She had her
gecret then,  Mrs, Peck, romember, my little girl 15 good, Sha
hazs done no harm—she can do nothing wrong,  Fool that 1
was when she wanted to tell me her seeret, and I wonld not
hear it.  Where is she? Bat ghe is a good girl, Only wait—
wilib=—wait—we sh g

He spoke hopefully, but his heart fell, Nothing wrong!
Whenee, then, those tears? Why had she baen so sad for two
or three weeksl Why had she barped upon her secrot? And
yot, what could she do?! Always with him—whose nequAin-
tance could she make 3

%Y on're h-ilill:._: ma gospel truth, sir? cried his laundress,
% Bwear it=—swesr it on the Bible”

“1 don't know where my Bible is—the Lord forgive me I ha
anawered.  * Do not let us be miserable,” hoe woent on, with an
attempt ab cheerfulness. * T expect she is stopping out with
gome friends.”?

# She has no friends.  Never a soul hos sho over "E'"'I‘-"'] Lo,
for twelve years, but yow and me, and Miss Vennp.

% Perhops she isup there, T will go and see.”

He tried to chesr up the old woman; invented a thonsand
dillerent ways in which the girl might have been obliged to pass
ihe night away from home ; and then, hecanse hie own heart was
racked and tortuped, he hurried off to his sister's

-Sl'l.kﬂj' he met on her way to |':l_'|':__'r' service—that at ]!;;]j'.!m:-e‘,
seven. Il was one of the peculiarities of that young lady to
linil a considerablo amount of enjoyment in these extra parochial,
&0 o ::.[ﬁl.":th, amd ext raordinary torms of religion.

" Hartley I—yon, of all men in the world, at half-past soven !”

* Bukey, bave you got Lollie with you ¥

“Lavrnd I haven't seen her for six weoks—not sines shi
hiad tea with me.  DBut, Hartley, what is the matter i
He caught hold of the ruiling which mu round the garden of
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the square, and almost fell. For it was his one hope; and his
hiead swan.

“(God help ns allt" he murmursd—* my littls pirl is lost.”

What eould she say !

“&he luft me on Tuesday evening. She told me that yester.
day I should learn o seerst which would pleaze me more than
nnything—she even offored to tell it me.  She wna excitad and
nervous when she said good night to me ; and yesterday evening
ghe nover went home at all.  Sukey, don't speak to me—don't
gay anything, becanse I eannot bear it.  Come and ask in & day
or two, Sukey, you believe in prayer. Go into church, and Py
a8 you mever prayed befors. Throw all your heart into your
rnyers forthe child. . Pray for her purity—pray for her restors.
tion—pray for my forgiveness; or—no—why do men always
want to push themselves to the front I—pmy, Sukey, that my
ill-training may bear noill froit.  And yet, God knows, I meagt
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 thers not
in the artificial church, with the cold and perfunctory serviea,
but by her own bedside, knelt and prayed for her beother and
his darling, while sobs choked her uttera nee, and the tears conrsed
down her clieeks,

Hartley returned to his chamber, and found Mrs, Peck still
thers; The sffect of the exeitormsnt npan_her was that she was
actually cleaning things. He tried to chesr 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 1

““Had she dny friends i

* None," Mrs, Peck had replied,

He knew of an acquaintance, at Jeast - though Mrs, Peck had
never heard of her, There was o cartain Mis= Blanche Elmsley,
third.rate sotress, figurante, atiything, attached to the fortnnes of
Drury Lane Theatre. Her papa, who rejoiced in the name of
Gr-u:rllp, was the proprictor of a secoud-hand farniture shop in
Gray's Inn Road. " He had not much furniture, but he sold any-
thing, bonght snything ; and was not too prowd to do odd joba
at the rate of a shilline an howur. Moreover, Mr. George
Aungustns Frmfr:riu_k Crump, christoned after one of tha lata
lamented Eoyal Princes, was a most respectable aman, and highly

12—2
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eateemed 1o his quarter. He was the worshipfol Master of a
Lodga of Ancient Drnids, and secustomed to take the vice-chair
af a weekly harmonio meeting. His davghter, Mary, was a
child to whom Venn, who knew everybody, had been aceustomed
to make little presents, years beforo.  She was about five or six
years older than Taurm,. When she grew up to woman's estale
ghix I.:-F'l';:'l:lel-li:—.l.:]Ji.t'“}' ”IT{I‘.];]l Venn's interest—a ['u_u-\L a5 assistant
in the refreshment department of one of the leading railway
stations. Then he lost S_::-;;'||l af her .'|.]|_||H|_'|_|'.|_'[' till ' & twelve-
month or s later, when Lollis came to him one night with a
pitecus 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 Hartloy Venn—a Samaritan by legitimato
deseant, as much as the present Sheikh, Yakoob Shellaby—went
to the rescue ; the end heing that he saw the poor girl threugh
n good deal of trouble, and by dint of wonderful selfzncrifice,
living on herbs and cold water for o quarter or so; managed to
puk things straight for her
The Bamaritan, you know
wounda which the wicked r

¥ well, not only bound up the
bers had made, but poured in oil
Mot content with that, he lifted the [o0oT man, all |r|_|_r_r]i”u' as
ha was, upon bis own beast, doubtless covered with a new and
highly respectable saddle-cloth, trudging FL!t.-ngaidl.'—.md thosa
ronds of Palestine, unless it wos the Roman read, were nona of
the best, mind yon—uniil he came to the nearest Khan, where
ha }.--.It,_.':lllll.li with the londlord for a amall sum. The Prisst
and the Levite, I make no doubt, wonld have done p:..flttl:, the
game, but for the look of the HH s, It wounld seem too dis
reputabile for personz of their tl"b[;n_r.r_:;'l'_..][iv to b zeen tl1]];1]]nm
::!l-l!:,_-' thar -‘-.-l.lt 'I-'|J|.]I i 'IJJ"".'I.laJ man I,?l an their EJII'I.']tI! asd, 'hg.-
dabbling their saddle-cloth, Yet make no doubt that thair
hearls were deeply tonched, and I think I can faney the Prisst
tking a very fine point of it, in his w ay, next Sabbath day’s
diseonree, It would turn on 1m_ duty of tei zing Propared.

Mury's father was the priest. So, with a pang at his hearb
and an cath on his lips, he told the girl to go, and never again
to darken his doors,

She went.  His respectability was saved.  Close Ly, che met
little Lollie on her way home. She knew her by sight, and
told her somie of the story.  Tho rest wi know.

Venn was her Samaritan,

Mary was sitting in her se

id floor hu.-.'].', making a dress for
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thie baby, and erconing a tune in as simple freshness of heart as if
she had never sioned at all. The blessed prerogative of maternity
is to heal, ot least for the time, all wonnds. Besides, wo r_-.:ua’t-
be always crying over past sing.  'When the sun shines, the birda
will sing.  In her child, Mary had forgotten her troubles. Man
leaves father amd mother, and eleaves to his wifs. Woman
leaves father and mother, husband and lover, and forgets them
all, mnd cleaves to her little ones.

Venn came in, hurried and excited,

%W hers 18 Lollio 1" he asked. “ Have Fou seen Lollis ®

*“ Nour little girl, Mr. Venn? Oh what has comea to her§?

Hurtley's last slemder 1eed of hope was broken,  He sab down,
and dropped lis face in his hands. Then he looked round,
Elankly.

S 1 T could find him!” he groamed—"*if T could find him |
By G—d !—if I should but for ones come neross him some.
whera I"

Folly understood in & moment.

“ Dion't say that, Mr, Veon, Don't tell me that Lollie, of all
pirls in the world—"

* Hush | Perhaps—perhaps—DMary, you know nothing of it1"

®God forgive me!” gobbed Mary. “Mr. Venn, I'd rather
my little boy died in my arms ; and then, Heaven kuows, I'd
lic down and die myself. Lollie! Oh, it was she who brought
me to you in all my trouble. What should I have been with-
out her? Where shionld I be now

“T must go," enid Venn, rising abruptly. *Think of her,
my gitl. If you can devise any plan for looking after her, tell
me. If you ean think of anybody or anything—remember that
every penny [ have in the world I will spend to bring lier back,
Whers can I look for her—where P*

He spread ot his hands in his distress, and walked back-
wards and forwands 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 donbt he
promized to marry her.  They all do.  And if he does it you
will have her back in a day or two, with her husband, nsking
for your forgiveness, And if he doesn't, why, then—why then,
Mr, Venn, don't lot us think of 4t. Butif sho comes bacek, all
wretched and tearful, will you torgive her, Mr. Venn—will you
forgive her §

“Forgive her? Ia there anything my child could de that I
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wonld not forgive? You dou't understand, Mary. She ia
my lifa. I have no r]|i1||<']|_ but for her. In all these years,
while ghe haz been growing up besids me, every honr in my Li;.-.-
goemed to balong to the child, Wi ("l-*ld I not do for hert
Let her come back, and all \-]I il be as ib was before. Bnt, no,
That, at least, cannot be.  The fruit of the tree of knowlad e,
[‘"i:ﬂ'.'ll and evil, prevents that, Eden iz shut out from ng
]Jnr let her come back, snd we may be bot as another Adnm
and Eve, making aprons to hide the memories of our souls.”

# Porhaps they wers " spid Mary the mother, e
cansa they had childrer

1 don't know,"” said Venn. © History says
i, Perhaps they were. Leb us hope o,

She took his hand, and, out of her prati and sympathy,
rnised it to her lipa. The action had all the graes of a ducheass,
though it was but in a poorly furnished lo Iging—bed-room,
eiting-room, and all in ons—and the performer was only o ballet
:_'il".

From her, Venn w
top of an endless sta

“Youn, Venn ' s
was the lon
time of day |

Vionn sat down, and answered nothing.  After n mimite or
g0y Which his thou turned into helf an hour, Le pot up
again, i

“T must go," he snid. % T'vo stayed here too long.”

Ho put on his hat, and mede for the door. with stagmering
etep.  Then Lynn eansht him Ln. the arm, and forced him into
in arm-chair,

* For Gad's sake, Venn, what iz the matbart”

H.Il':]l-.:-.' looked at him iu a dazed way Then ha f:-]'il'!-lli'
fainted, falling forwards, Tt was two o'clock, and he had estén
nothing all day. Lyon lifted him, and laid him on the sofi—
pouring water on his forchoad, which was burning, Presently
he recoversd a little, and sat up,

* Do yon remember our idle talk last 1 naht, Tynn "

¥ Perlectly, :about iy

" T you n.uu-mh- e what we said about women P

“W JI it about it i

Venn was silent again, Then he went om, with a deep, harsh

hl.ll P,

v little abont
rood-Bye, girl”

to Lynn's rooms, Thess wers ab the
in the Te mple,

| Lyun, opening rn-* door, “T thonot ! j1
-expected case, What has brought you J.-n” at this
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«T found a little child. In my loneliness, and the despair
that followed all my ruined hopes, I mada her the one joy and
comfort of my life,"

" Laural”

T brought her up myself, and taught her all that T thought
the ehild should know, I forgot one thing."

# Yenn, what has happened

#T forgot religion. All the rles of right and wrong do not
come by observation, The habif of fearing God comes by
teaching. But I loved her, Lynn—I loved her, She looked to
me as o kind of eldér brother; Lot I—I loved her not as a little
gister. I looked for a time when she should be old encngh to
hear the love story of o man nearly twenby years her senior, I
thought to win her heart, and wot har gratitude. So T was con-
tent to wait. Her ouly joy in life was to come to ma. Bub I
forgot that thers arve wolves abrond, If ever I meet the man
But it is idle threatening, Old friend of twenty years, if T
thought you had dene: this thing, I would strangle you as you
gtand there."

# But, YVenn—Yonn, what iz 167"

#1 was reading & story in a novel the other fday—a French
novel. There waz a Laurs in it, and o man: a foolish sort of
story. She loft him one evening, hanging upon hia neck, vowing
n thongand loves; showering kisses upon him. 8he said she
was going to the sepsde—to Dieppe—somewhere for a fortnizhs,
She wrote to him a fortnight later, when he expected her back—
told him in three lines that she had left him for aver, that she
could never seo him again, that she was to be married to soma
one else. Nob a word, you see, of regret, Nothing left, no
memory ab all of tha days they had spent together, A foolish
story. I laughed when T read it

*He, who was only a poor sort of loving fool, and belioved
that women could be troe, sat down' in his lonely room: and
cried,  Then he wrote to o ]1031-&“5(‘» where she micht 1;|r:.~_.-,.-,=ihE_'|,'
go and ask for latters, and told her to be happy s that be forzave
her; that if anything happened to her—any poverty, any dis-
trezs—he was still her friend, I thought what an ass Lis waa.
Her nume was Laurs, too,  That must hove been why I read
the story. Lanra—TLanra—a lover's pame,”

**In Heaven's name, Veun, what has happened 1"

*“Women, you see,” Vonn 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 thia. I treated the
girl as if she had been a boy.

“ Life, yon will obiserve, 15 a series of unexpected refributions,
For overy mistake you make, down comes the Avenger. No
quarter is given, and no warning. It seems hard when yon first
Legin to understand ik, doesn’t it !

% Wa have been accustomed to look at the disappointments of
lifa as 50 much capital—the oecasion for saying clever things,
Why, Jones makes fifty rhymes overy time he fails, and I say
filty remarkable things. Aud you utter fifty oaths, Hare is
only another disappointment. We will havo another brilliant
Choras next week. Life’s disappointments are so many of a
gmnll kind, that when a big one comes—the biggest that ean
eome—we really ought to be prepared.

“ T loved her, Lynn, I loved her”

All the time he had been sitting on the gofa, talking in this
ingoherent way, with his eyes strained and his lips cracked,
Then Lynn took him by the arm.

“Come back to Gray's Inn,” hasaid. * We will take & cal

He led him down the stairs, and took him back to his own
chambers. When they got there, the old womon, still waiting
for them, roslied forward.

“ Have you found her, sir? Have you fonnd her ¥

And then Venn sat down in his old easy-chair, and cried
hke n child.

1 think,” he said, presently, recovering a little, * that T will
go to bed. The Kings of Tsrael, whenever they experienced
any little disappointment, nsed to do it, and turn their faces to
thie wall.  Abab, you remember, in that affair of his about tha
vineyard, T shall torn my face to the wall  When T was ill
as o child I vsed, directly I got into bed, to fancy myself in &
conch and four ; and the relief was wonderful. Good-bye, Lynn,
it's wery kind of you ; but—but—wall, you can go away now."

“T ghall stay," said Lynm, not liking the way in which he
talked—*= I shall stay sll night, and sleep on the sofa"

Venn went to bed § and his friend, getting a steak sent up ab
gix, snb quietly waiting and watching., At midoight he stols
into the bedroom.  Venn was sleeping soundly, with his fair,
smooth choeks high up on the pillow. As Lynn bent over him,
the lips of the slecper parted ; and, with that sweet, sad smile
which was his preatest charm, he mummured, softly and ten-
derly—

My little givl—kiss me again,”
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CHAPTER XX,

Do you know the coast of Normandy? It is a country that
everybody thinks he knows well. ‘We have all been to Dieppe,
gome even to Havrs,  Dear friends, that is really not anough.
What you do not know is the existence of a dozen little watering-
places botween Havre and Boulogne, all charming, sl ![‘lillrl'sb, all
entirely French. These secluded retreats are like the triangles
in the sixth book of Euclid's immortal work—they are all similar
and similarly sitvated. Whers the sea runs in and makes a bay,
whera a river runs down and mingles the fresh with tho salt,
where the cliffs on either side stoop to the earth and dissppear
in space, there lies the little fishing town. What it must bo
like in winter, imagination 'g'u'l:ul_',.' endenvours to realize; but in
summor, between June and October, there are no p!nlzuam:etr
places for quiet folk to stay in, Right and left, the cliffs rise
to a height of some hundreds of feet. You elimb them in the
morning after your coffee and lrioche, and stride away in the
fresh upland air, with the grasa under your fect 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 bazkets, you listen to the lark, you watch the blue sea far
nway bevond, with perhaps a little fleet of fishing boats. Pre-
gontly you turn back, for the snn is getting hot.. Then you go
down to the shoro and bathe. Augnstine, the fab, the bunchy,
the =miling, the rosy-fingered, brings you o maillot. Clad in
this comfortable garh, and, throwing o sheet about you, you trip
down the Loards which lead to the sea, and enjoy a feeling
of superiorily when you feel all eyes turned to behold you
swimming out to sen. 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, hald
by both haods by the Amphibions One, who spends his doys in
the water and never catches rheumatism. Everybody bobbing,
Then you go back to brenkfast. The table d'héte might be
bettar, but it 18 wholesome. Here you become acquainted with
strange fsh—conger scl, for instance; and yon learn the taste of
muszels. The claret might be a more generous wine, but it is
light and seund.  After your walk: you may drink a bottle for
breakfast,
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Presently you stroll into the town and look around.  Here ia
a fisherman's chureh.  In the little chapel, a2 you go in, are the
e todo pictures—ihey mean conntless tears and un:v.ir-[:.'_ Hern
ie thie ship toesed by the storm; here the ship entering the port;
here are the rags of a ﬂzl;;. the Wts of an oar—all the Tittle
memorials of an escape from danger, aided by Cuor Lady of the
Seq, influenced by the prayers of the faithful. Are we inthe
nineteenth century?  So, too, thie Roman sailor effered lis ep
wle to Venus Marina ; while yonder priest, in stole, alb, and
dulmatic, may stand for lis predecessor of DBrindizsivm two
t!;q-l!ﬁ:nul YORTE agn, whao I:']I:l'lltl-li: the: sery 'i‘l.'{‘. ti hiS _'_:ln.[l]|>=_q'i1:|
the selfsame dress, and very likely i the selfsame Gregorion.
1|'l.-|i.'5:.'. my repiders, we fake a long time to changs,

There is a quay. Lagy snilors lie aboub and tatk, There iz a
emell of soup an the air, cunonsly blending with the tar, Owver
the cobbled ropds thunder the country carts with their bells,
The diligence is preparing, with a tremendous clattor nod bustle,
to pet under weigh'; and where, in an English conntry town,
would be dismal silenee and sloggishness, are: life, animation;
activity,

At six yon may dine—in fact, you must, if you want to ding
ab all. The dinneris the snme ns the breakfagt.  And after that
you may go to the casino. A, the cosing! It is the home of
all dazzling pleasures. There 15 a theatro with a stage the size
of & dining-room table; thea the ball-room, with a pisne and
violin for music—uno better music can be found ; and thers are
the young bloods of the place, panting for the fray, with waxed
mounstache, nnd patent-leather boots, the Don Juans of o thonzind
harmless pmoundtes,  Fop here, mork you, we lave not the
morals of Pare  And the young ladica, 'J_'Ju_-:,‘ are not E"I*"‘i:l-:u
the Normun girls, afier our notions of beanty. Some of them
are too big in the nose, some of them are flat-faced, some of them
are inclined to be * hatchety.” Dut they are grocieusss, Bay
anything you will of the Froncliwomen, but tell me not that
they are cluomsy. Always graceful, always at ease, always
artistic. T believe, speaking as a bachelor, and therefore a5 a
f'-l.l]. thot n .['-l.l.]:\'_'ll.'l".'lllll.'l'll 13, :_l.]_l-)l.':'. .L.E, Ehe WOoInnam ono 1.1.'1:-I:|]Li
emphatically never geb tired of.  Fretty faces pall, pretty little
necomplishments aré soon koown by leart. A loving hearh
moy be no prevemtion agninst thet satiety which cometh ot the
end of sweet things. In love, us in cookery, one wants a little
- I? e overy little—eauve piquante, Now, the Frenehwoman
gan givo it you,
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And at eleven o'elock yon may go $o bed ; becanse, if vou sik
up, you will ba the only sonl awake in all the town, Thay are
all alike, 83 T eaid hafors. I have ssen them all. Tha pretiiest
of them 15 Etretat, the sweetest of watering-places, with its little
chilets perchied on the hill sides, ita perforated rocks, ita sharp
eliffs, amd its gardens. But it is also the dearest. Reader of
the middle cluss, sonsible reader, who, like me, dost not pretemd
to bea Milord, po not to Etretat to stay.  Go rather to littls
Yport, close by, where the dtablissement is no bigger than a
fumily pew, and where in & day you will be the friend of all the
good people—chiefly eonneated with the cofton, or perhaps the
eider, interests—who are staying there for the benefit of the sen
breezes,

It was to Vienxcamp that Philip book his bride, They amived
thera the day after their marriage,  Taur wos too confosed with
tha novelty of everything to be abls to think.  She was wild
with excitement, This, then, was tha world. 'How big it was!
These were the people who spoke French, Why, the little
chilidren talked it belter than she did, after all her lessons | Then
the Norman enps, and the cookery, and tho strangenisa of it all,
I don't believe thera i anything in the world—not even love's
young dream, or love's first kiss, or the fivat tastoe of canvas-back,
or the firsk oyster of the season, or the forbidden port, or a #lass
of real draught bitter after years abroad ; or the aight of thoss
you love, when yon come home agiio ; or the news that your
play is aceapted, or the first proof-sheet, or & legacy when yon
nre sick with disappointment, or praise when you are dying with
fatigue, or a landatory meview : thers is not one of these delights
—1 [orgot to mention twins, but not even that—which eomss
np to the livst joy of sesing a foreign land, and that land France,

Lollie saw soma English children ab Dieppe the morning after
thay came,

H0h l}].li]['!fl,“ ET I:E'I'Il.lli1 Hwhat o shame to Lpin:__[ those eliild-
ren here! Think of the happiness they will miss when they
grow up,”

That, as the Yankees say, is 5o,

He branght her by diligence from Dieppe to Vieuxeamp, and
they besan the nanal life of the place. He had taken the best
rooms in the hotel, whers they could ait and look at the sea,
Lanra had not seen it sinee she went with Sukey to Deal, eight
yearsago, Inthe morning, they bathed toguther in the pleasant
Fronch fishion, In the hot daytime they stayed indeors; and
read novels. In the evening they went to the casino,
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At the table d'hite, Philip's wife was quite silent for thres
1 days. Then, to his utter amazement, she turned to her neigh.
I bour, a lively little Frenchwoman, who had addressed soma
] [ remark to her, and answered her quite fluently, and in perfect
French.
:— “ Where did yon learn it, my darling
“I learned it at home. Mr. Venn and T used to talk. But,
somehow, I could not say a word at firsk.  Now I begin.”
| And then the French ladies all made much of her, admiring
the sweat innocence of her beanty, and that fair wealth of hair,
which she wore loose and dishevelled at breakfast, and neatly
1 bound up for dinner.
| Un the very first morning after their arrival, Philip found her,
' on coming in from a walk, writing a letter to Venn,

“That i right,” he said. “Toll Mr, Venn whers we ore,
He will want to know mote than your little nota tald him,
Write all you can, darling; but fell him you are happy. Are
you happy, my own ¥

She smiled contentedly, and went on writing. Tt was a long
letter, and took 4 good hall-hour to write, though her facile pen
i seemed to run plibly enough over the paper. When it was
finished, she folded and plazed it in an envelope,

H Wow, let us go and post it," she eried, looking for her hat,

Phil looked at his wateh. Tt was a quarter to eleven.

i  Bettor let me go, dear,” he said ; it only wants a quarter of
1l an houe to breakfast. T shall be ten minutes, and you will be
ready to go down then”
| he gave him the letter, and he went out,

On the way, the landlady of the hotel gave him a letter from
.]'t'!'-:;lﬂ.lil'.]l which Ha -:'-1'|-_"j_||_'|_|_ and read. It was from -}Eu-;_-hﬂ.}'rg,

“T thooght it best not to take that note to Me V. It has
been burned instead. IE T were you, all things considored, T
would not let her write to him, Questions will be asked.
Things perfectly legal in Scotlind miay not be o in England,
From what I have learned of Arthur, who is his friend, Mr. V.
18 a8 man eapable of making himself very disagrecable,  Don'
I led her wrife.

‘A, MagL®

Il Philip read it with a sinking heart. This man seemed to
stand belween himeelf and every clfort at well-doing. He bad
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firmly steeled himeelf to lething Venn know what he had done,
and faking any consequences that might befall him. The last
orders he had given were that the note was to be taken Lo
Gray's Inn ; and now the letter was burned, and the poor girl's
guardian would helieve that she had run away from him. At
the first shoek, Philip falt sick with dismay and remorse.  Then
ha began to think of himself. Bhould the new letter be sent?
He strolled along the esplanade by the seashore, sat down and
looked at it. The envelops wos ot yetdry. Ho oponed ify
and took out the letter, Then he committed the first erime—
unless the marriage was one—in his life. T mean the first thing
which destroyed his own self-respect, and gave him a stronger
Shove downhill—see the philesophical remarks in a previous
chapter—than anything he had yet experienced. For he read
the letter.

w7y pear Me Vess—I do not know how to besin my
letter. You have heard my secret now, beeause Philip sent on
my letter. I wnsso 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; buf you wonld not hear it
And now I wish you had, becanse then you would have coms
yourself, and been present at my marriage. Yes, I am really
and truly marded. I cannot understand it at all. I keep
turning my wedding-ring round and ronod my finger, and saying
that T have done the very thing you wanted me to do. And
thon T feel that T was wrong in not telling yon of it.  Dircctly
after the marriage we came over here—Ihilip and 1, and are
going to stay for another forinight, T will tell you all abouk
the place and the people when I see you. DBuobibisall sostranga
to me, that I feel giddy thinking about it.  And you will like
FPhilip, I know you will ; if only becansoe he iz so kind to me
and loves me, It iz all throngh your kindness, I can mever
say or write what I feel towards you for it all. ¥ou will always
bo first in my thoughts. We are not very rich, I believe; but
we have enough to live upen, and wa are going to be happy.
The old life hes passed away, and all oor pleazant days; but the
new ones will be better, only you will have to come and ses ma
now. I thiok I shall be wery happy as soon as I hear that you
are satisfied and 111!.‘4151:51 with what I have done.  Write at once,
and tell me that you ave, dear My, Vonn, and then I shall danee
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 s scon
as wo wore marrisd you should koow everything,
i | # e ia too good for me, too handsome, and too claver, Of
| course he is not o claver as you ara. Nobody is, And Ido
not think hie 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 vour letter
| on' Tuesday. Give my love to my srandmother.  She will not
'

miss me.  And always believe me, dear Mr. Venn, your own
i alfectionate and grateful little giv,
[ “* Louwie Durxvorp.”

Philip's handsome face grew ugly as he read the latter—ugly
| with the elond of his negro blood.  What business had his wifa
to write a lotter so affectionate to another mani Jealonsy sprang

| up, a full-blown weed, in hiz brain, What right had she to love

amother man? . His nostrila dilated, his forchead eontracted, his
| lips projected. Thess wers symptoms that accompamied the
Jl‘-1'==]=-'.'1i1l_.: of his lowar nature.
. Lwo men passed him ne he sat on the beash., Quoth one to
the ather, as they both looked in his fage—
{l “Clest probablement un Anulaie i’
I And the other mada t‘l-]lllll'—
- Je crois que e'est un mulitre.  Pent dtre do Martinique.”
1 He heard them, and bis blood Boiled within him.  The lower
nature was in eommand now. He tore the lebter into o thousand
| fragments, and threw them into the air.

Then e resolved to go back and tell a lie. At any eost—at
the cost of honour, of sell-respect—he would brenl off all eon-
(i nection with this man. His wife shonld not know him any
(1f longer, should not write to him & second tims,

He strolled back, angey and ashamed, but resolved,

Lollie was waiting for ldm, dressed for break fast, He kissed

her cheek, and tried to persuade himself that he yas acting for
i tho best,
| * And what did you say to Mr. Venn, darling "

| “I said that I was married, and happy, and eager to get his
I letter to tell me that he is pleased.”

il “Why did you not writa to your grandmother, my dear P

1l *Oh," she replied, lightly, “slie will hear from Mer. Venm.

And, besides, as she eanngk eead, what does it matter? You
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Enow, she never liked me at all ; and only kept me with her, 1
beliave, on avcount of Mr. Venn. I must bave been a great
tronble to her”

Caresses and kizeos ; amd Philip, with the ease of his facile
nnture, put behind him bis deeeit and treachery to be thought
of amotlier day.,  After ali, letters do miscarry sometimes.

The honeymoon, married men of some ﬁ!aru!i:ng declare, is
wont Lo be o dreary season, involving so much of sellsncrifice
and econcession that it i hardly worth the troulls of going
through it It has some compensations. Among these, fo
Philip, wag the real pleasure of meading all the thonghts of a
pure and simple-minded girl. When he was under the influence
of thiz maidenly mind, his mind—Aogean stabla thongh it was
— seemed cleansed and purified,  The prompting of evil ceased.
The innccence of his vouth renewed itself; and seemed lo take
onice more, with a brighter plumage, & heavenward flight—only
whils he wis in her présence; and, ss we have ‘seem, ‘o few
words from his evil genins had power enough to make him
worse than he ‘was before.  For the stream of Lollig’s influenca
was a-shallow one: it had depth enoich to hide the accumula-
tioms of mud, Lot not r-:nun;_;h to clear them away, Like the
transformation scene in-a theatre, for a brief five minutez all is
bright, roseate, and brillinnt. Defure and after, the yellow
splendour of the gaslight.  With o lie hiet upon his lips, with a
new sin fresh npon his comecience, Philip yet felt happy with his
wife, It is oot imposable.  The poor habitual eriminals of the
thieves' kitelien are happy in their way—booring ond smoking,
thongh the policemen ara gathering in porsuit, and they know
their days of fresdom ave noumbored.

Tl me," sid Phitip, * did Mr. Yeun pever make love?”

¥ Whiab w question " sha replied, langling. * Mr. Venn, indeed !
Why, he is a5 old—as old— No one ever made love to me ex.
cept yoursalf.  Dut take we down to hreak fast. Philip, when we
£ back to London, will your own relativns be ashamed of ma{”

*1 have no relations, dear, except a cousin, 1f he is ashamed
of you, T shall wring his neek. Liut he will be proud of you, ns I
am proud of my prétty wife. DBut dor the present you must be
content with your stupid husband.  Can you §

S Don't, Plilip,” said his wife, “ And the bell hes gone ten
minntes"
f?nﬁ:‘l on the Surday—next day--Lollie got o new experience
L A
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It was after breakfast. They were strolling through the
town, The bells wore ringing in the great old church, o vast
and splendid that it might have been a cothedral. And in one
of the little strects, where there was a convent gchool, thers was
assembling u 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, gorgeons in her white musling and her lnce
veil.  As they stopped to look, the procession formed. Abits
head marched the toddler, supported by two a little taller than
hersalf; and then, wedge fashion, the rest followed, the nons,
with their submissive, passionless faces, like the sheep of sacri-
fice, folloving after. And s they defiled into the street, they
began to sing some simple French ditty—mnot more ouk of tune
than counld be expected from a choir of French country pirls—
and went on to the church. Philip and Laura followed. Tha
Pi-T'tE 11:1551;1[ into the church. As the darkness of the El..l]]g nave
soomed to swallow them up, astrange yearning came over the girl,

¢ Philip, I should like to go into chureh.”

# Do, my dear, if you like, I shall go and stroll along the
beach. Youcan go in and see the COTEIONnY; whatever it 1.&-,, and
then come back to the hotel.”

She walked hesitatingly into the chureh. A mwan with a
pocked hat, and & pike in his hand, beckoned her, and gave her
i sepk. Elll.' gt rlu'.l.!u_ .|',t111]. llJi,1]:I!li on. A L'.'l“ il]t:'lT', p{m'niahml
with flowers and lights, men with coloured robes, boys with in-
CEnEE, and an OTZAD |:'||_-:|.'|i||;_|r. In all her lifa of l::g]Il-L"E"Il years,
ghe hod never been inside a church : in all her education, there
had been no word of N.-l_'i_;;i_nlu_ :\.-l'.'.', like another sense, the re-
ligious prineiple awakened in her ; and she knew that she was,
for the first time, worshipping God,

When the people knelt, she knelt, wondering, Always, tha
oran pealed and rolled among the rafters in the roof, and the
voices of the singers echoed in her ears, and the deap bass of
the pricst sonnded like some mysteriouns incantation. IE was 50
grond, o sweet, this gathering of the folk with one common
object, Her heart went up with the prayers of the church,
though she knew nothing 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 effigy
of our Saviour seemed to have its eyes, full of tenderness and
pity, fixed upon her. When next she kneli, the tears poured
through her fingers,
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. Bho alone

The service onded.  All went awny except s
gat silemt and thinking. :
U ALadamo wonld like to see the church T asked the headls,

She shook her head.
i Lot me et a little longer," she said, putting a frane into that

{on semsitive palm;
¢ Madmwe 12 right, Tt is coolin here”  And left her

She was trying to work it all oute  She had discovered it at
Jist, the secrob wiich Venn's r.l'.-']v.«.*:ll'.\.a hod kept from ke
she knew the grave defect of her edueation : she hod found the

e Sense.

Ehe roge af lnat, vl a5 one who, suffering from some un-
known dise y s Idéuly feels the vigour of his manhood return.
“111-1 whon ghe vejorned ley hmshand, thera shone ipan her fiace
; g of one who has bhad a g 11- and splendid vision,
Far the child hnd wandered !lj accident into the Fold.

CHAPTER XXI.
An answier wis to bo expected from Venn in three or four days.
1 auxiety. Every morming she

went to the elurch and lieard the serviee, daily gaining from her
arbistic instiucts a decper insight into the mystery of religion.
After the sarvice would go back to her husband, and poue
into his wonde the new thonghts that filled her heart.
He, for his par like o Solomon, and shook his head, only
half nnderstanding what 1-: 1 I Nor did she quite know
herself.  The instinet of adortion, r-J submission ; the sense of
8 protecting power; the swestness of church musi the gor-
geons c--'h'lnﬂlll-J to which it was we all these thi ||Lr- coming
j.l'l,':T;Ilr.".' on the f_'ii!-.-i brain eonfused and s aned ||r-'|I even whila
they made her hoppier. For in thess ewrly days, when ey
!I-I.L-' With m".'l. and bright;, she was happy—save for that b guaw-
ing anxioty about Venn.

Tuesday came, and Wednesday, but no letler 5 and Her heart
fell.

“ T shall write aguin, Philip. He must be ill. He wounld
never elae have left my letter unanswerad,'

Philip changed eolonr ; for in the early days of dishonour men
can bllJ feel ashamed,

Laura passed these in suspense
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#Tf vou like," hio =aid, with an effork,  Yes, write agnin,
doar. W will try one mors letter before we go Lack to London,
8it down and write it now,"

The second lettor was harder to write than the first. But sha
got over the beginning ab last, and went on, Afler repoating
all she had said in the first, she began to talk of the church :

% T have heen to churck. Oh, Mr. Wonn, why did ws not go
together? Thers is o place where L am so happy. It seems as
if T wers protected—1I don't know from what— when T um within
the walle, and listening to the prand organ: When we go back
to England, yoo will have to come with me. . . . Do not, dear
Mr. Venn, keep me any longer in suspense. Write to me, and
tell mo you forgive me, T scem to ses, new, more clearly than I
did, I see how wrong [ was, how ungrateful, how unkind o
you. But only tell me you forgive me, and eass my heark"

This time, with less enmpunction, her hosband quietly took
the letter to a secladed spot under the cliffs, and tore it up. For,
Linving begun, he was obliged o pgo o Lanr, ha was deter-
mined, should have nothing whatever more to do with ‘Mz
Veun. She should be his, his own, his only. Some men make
angels of their wives, Thess are tho bighest natures: porhagps
on that sccount the preatest fools in the eyes of the world,
Philip did not commit hia noble faule.  He knew his wife was
a woman, and not an angel at all. Evenin those moments when
ghe tried to pour out all her thonghts to him—yhen, like Eve
glie bared ber soul before his eyes,-and was not ashomed — hp
only saw the passing funcies of an inexperienced girl ; played
with them, the toys of a moment, and put them by, OI the
|[<--|‘_-.|.]_|_g of her nature he knew nothing, and I"'N]".'l.ll':!l 1ol Elitlg}
only he was more and move passionately fond of her. Forik
seamnd as it the changa bard made her more lovely.  Br ight and
beauntiful as she was before, she was more beantiful now.  Somd
of Philip's five hundred went to accomplish this changs, for she
wis now well dressed as well as tastefully dressed—a thing she
had never known before and was womnn encugh to appreciste
pecordingly.  She was animated, bright, and happy, excepk for
the anxiety about the letter; for no answer came to the second.

“We will not try agnin,” eaid Philip. * Promise me faith-
{ulli.:.', my dear, that you will not write agnin without my know-
edge.
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' T promise, Philip. OF conrse I will not"

“When we go back to England, perbaps, we may think
proper to make another atbempt ; bub we have our own dignity
to keepoup,” enid her husband, grandly.

Laura only sighed.  If Mr, Venn wounld but writa !

Sunday came roond, and thers was still no letter. Tanra
grew very sad. Couold it be possibile that Mr, Venn wis angry
with her? Was it possible thet he would not forgive her] She
gt in the church with a sinking heirk. For one thing she had
:Lln.-ﬁ.d}.r found out—a bitter th;:tg for a Foung wife, t.hnu;:-‘h yab
it was but an oneasy thonght—a otk of pin-pricking, whose
imporiance she did not yeb keow : that her husband 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 watehed the
women, one after the other, going to the confessiopsl. They
Lad, then, soma ons in whom they eould eonfids, soms one to
advise, some one who would listen petiently to their little tales
of sorrow and auxiety. She felt desolate ; beeanse, now thera
was no longer Mr. Venn, thers was nobody. Had FPhilip
touched her heart but o little, had she been able to love him,
gho would not have had the thought. But she did not love him,
There was between the pair the bartier which only love can
destroy bebween two human beings,

The women went away. It was getting late. The confoszor
—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 wsually wearisome to the good
man, Az he eama out, Lanra stood before him.

““ Hear e, tov," she whispered in French.

He looked at her in astonishment,

 Madume is English—and Catholie 3

*Lam English, I am aot a Catholic. Hear my confession,
too, and advise me. Do not sand mo away.”

" Lot us sib here—not in the confessivoal, oy cliild,  That is
only for the faithful. Tell me—you have doubts: you would
reburn to the aneient faith 7

“ L want advice. You have given it to all thote women.
Give gome to me.”

* Tell me how I cam help you.”

She told him all her little story.

“I did not know that by marrying him T should soparate

13—32
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yiveelf from Mr, Venn. I thought to please him—T did, in-
deed,  Crh, whnk shall T do—what shall I de
L , you tall to an old priest. I know mnothing

My poor chil

B
|'E IV

What iz love? I love Mz Venn
i ter—because he iz my life”

sen him directly you get hack to
|, nnd obey him. Your guardian

T think you must
.'I::l_i:',||li. G ':.-'..|: your husban
never took you to l.'||u|-'i: i

N T mever came to church $ill 1 entered this one. It has
mpde me he i

“ It mlways o
Come to-morrow.  When you go to
] vpaly for gome pood and foith |I||l llll'*l who will t
th, Dut obey your husband in all

lnes—ik nlways -!"- 13,

S88 e afmatn:

nd, my dear

nes
i :i.'\- 1,||:' f
1l lafl
¥ OWas o
ALE | TiCes. '|'ill.-:_' WET
on the turf, as is our L
was 1o torf, exeept on I_‘. m..--__'

™ ! 1
are neld on the i || Il

comforted,
| uxeamyp, the day of the
| i) |'\'|_-|‘!r_;ll--], (W] -‘m-i::l:l !_'-:i
—perhapa he o ther
1 1k, '|']|c MM
e s lomg promennde, which
rler of a

...||l.|. about a 'l"
|||| rined : bot,

sbretehios from thet

{111 l.l Fiy “-.J.n-.--‘. aps

nndl the da)
“Come oul, La i | Ju*:' husband, bounding into the

room.: " Iveg you to zee the fon.'

don't wani hili hink I would rather sit here

= U, nonsense,

T d
' 1
L

irgred 3 it will do you f_.;--r--l. Coma."
went by himszelf, leaying her to

hies
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The races hegan at two, First came a 1.';-1m-1'11|:-.1iﬁt~;' e,
which waa fairly ron and gallantly won, thongh not ||1'_.' the ladies’
favourite—a tall, good-looking young fellow, with a splendid
'L'{'[LHZiI.IL'lE:', and an elaborate get-up, A I'eL:_fL_;q'-'] little ureliun from
the town, on a mmshackle old two-wheel, beat him by a coupla
of yards.. Then there eune a J.'I:I.]IIJ'iiiH-]'.I' —four times up andd
down the course, which moede a mile. The compatitors wora
chicily the fisher-boys of the pluce. The poar |.:1=.Jea, gcuul enotigh
in their boats, are weak in sneh uneccustomed sports as run-
ning.  Philip leoked at them for o little while; and then turned
to his meighbonr and offered to bet twenty francs on the boy
who was lngf, though they oll kept pretty cloze together. The
bk was taken, Philip's favonrite was a man, older than the
others, who were mere boys.  Ile was a litile fat fellow, elose
upen forty, with o funny look on his face, as if every stép woa
tuking out the last bit left. Duat he ]-:L'}-l- i And jllia'l- at tlie
middle of the Iast course he opened his mouth quite wide, gave
a gort of supprezzed groam, and put on the most comieal, quaint,
and unwieldy spurt ever seen.  Dul it landed him first, and
Philip pocketed his Mapoleon.

Then thoy had a walking race, with soma of the zchnol Tads
amd others, TE was severs upon the esilors, From time to tima
onn would burst info a run, and ba turmed out of the race by
 stewand who rode hehind,  And just at the finish—ther being
only three boys loft, and all elose together—the middle one
slippoed and fefl. With the greatest presence of mind he kicked
ont hard, and brooght the obher two down upon him. Then
they all lnid hold of ‘esch other, trying to be up first: and, for-
gelting the termz of the contest, ran in together, amid inextin-
cuishable lnnghter.  That prize was not adjudeed.

Then pony mees; and then the grand trotting-mateh, of which
the Nornnansg are so fond. It was not likae t]i:: Ameariean 1neti-
futions, inasmuch as the horses wers simply harnessed to ‘the
Lieavy cavrfinges of everyday life, and the pace was a good deal
under o wile in two minutes.  Still, the interest and delight of
Hie peaple wers immense.  Philip made his seloction out of the
animals, and offered his neiglibour to take the odds agaitist Lim,
It was his neighbour's own horse.  Ho was delighted.

S ome, " he said, drageing Philip away by the arm—* cOMme,
wa will 2ot the adds™

And g0 Philip found himeslf in the centre of a gesticulating
erowd, making o little book on the trotting match,
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Philip had his faults, as we have seen ; bub an ignorance of
horseflesh was not one of them. That day he went to his wife
with a flushed fuee, having come oub of the mélde thirty Napo-
leons the richer. Ho might as well have tried to communicatn
his enthusiasm to & Carmelite nun; buecause the girl had no
more power of understanding the excitement of betting. Thers
was, therefore, one point, at least, in which there would be no
community of interests. After dinner, Philip went to the
Casino and played billianls with ‘his new friends, while his
wifa 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 religions tone—thers
are not too many of them; and sha was happily possing over
the bridgs that leads from ignorance and indilfersuce to faith,
In what ereed? She knew nok: it mattersd not. Iaith-is
ghove dopms.  So while ghe tead, pondered, snd prayed, her
hushand smoked, drank, and gambled.

He had not some back at ten, so she put on her hat, and wont
to look at the sea. No ons was on the beach, The waves
camo swelling pently in with their eoft, swd murmur, a5 tha
Sysyphean stones rolled up the beash and back again, Tha
haatse voice of the sailors on the quay, a quarter of a mils
avay, sounded oven musical in the nep.  The'pir was warm
and sweet, The moonless sky was set with its stars, like
di:uuumi;_:. ﬁn_lnugin;__,: to fall back into illimitable 1.|.LJ|_3-L-II4. tiillirlg_
thers, the gitl gave hersell up to the thoughts newly bom
within her—thoughts that conld produce no etho in the heart
of her hoshand—thewghts withont words : too deep, too pre-
cions, too sweek for words,

When the clock strack eleven she was roused by the earillon
from her meditations, and went slowly back to the hotel. As
she puzsed through the ball to the staircase she heard her hus-
batd's voics londly talking in the littls room on the right, whera
lay the papors and journals. There was the cliguetis of glasses
and the popping of soda,

A cold fesling stole over her, she kuew mnot why; and she
went ap to bed alone, gaddenced and melzpeholy. It was the
first reul plimpse of the great galf between hersell and the wan
with whom her fale was linked.

A weel after this, no letter having eome from WMr Venn,
they went back to London ; for Phil's live hnndred had walkid
jt'l.'|.';,|_ll.'—'|_|_|_:'|1||;-L.5 1741 1||.F_: |".l‘::l'|'|.|.: of thae i-.l-ﬂ, .ilu'-'-' ll-l}'-'.‘i-'-""dl-l'-l ha Il;l"-i
barely enough lelt to pay his hotel bill,
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Thera was still another fiva hundred which bin might draw
from his ngent, and he had his commission,
And aftor that§

CITAPTER XXEIL

Poarip took his wifo to a little cottugo near Notting Hill,
Bhe was pleased with the place and the forniture, sud the
little garclen ; Lot more pleased still with the prospect of soeing
Mr. Vern aisin.  She talked about it all the evening ; won-
dered what she should say; and made her husband silently
furious with jealonsy and foolish rge. But he said mothing
QOunly in the morning, when, after Lreakfast, ehe cama down to
him dreseod, and announced her intention of going to Gray's
Tnn at once, he took a line, and steruly forbade her to go at all.

U Pt you promised, Philip.”

T did,” he apswered, ** Buk your letters, Tanra.  Where is
his suswer to them? Listen to me—one word will be encigh.
Yo ghall not go and sea this min until e answers your letters,
or till 1 give you leave.”

She eat down and burst into tears, Fhilip, not unkindly,
took off her lat, and laid it on the table.

«Tp is hard, Laura,” he said—"T know it is hard for you ;
Dut it is best. He has given you np.”

# Ha hos not piven mo up,” said the girl  * He wonld never
give me up—never—never, He loved me betier than you ean
ever dream of loving me. Tam his—altogether his, You made
me promise not to toll him.  You made me leave him."

“ Why does he not answer your lottars ”

¢ Something has happened.  Oh, Philip, let me go.”

o T will not let you go,” returned her husband. " Yaou, in
this gew religious light that you bave got, know ab least that
you are to obey your husband, Obey me now.”

She sat still and silent. It was what the pricst had told her.
Yes, che must ohey him:

# For how long I' ghe said, “Oh, Philip, for how long 1"

# For two or thres months, my dear. Forpive me; I am
harsh—I am gnkind. DBut it is best. En:—iiljl.::-'\l other l].l.i.].'l.h'ﬂ
have happened.  You must not go. Fromise me again.”

Hhe promised.

Ho took his hat, His hands were trembling; and his cheeks red,
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¢ T am going to my club on business,” he said.  “T shall not
be back till late this evening. Kiss me, Lana."

Eha kizsed him mecha
he went away.

A boad omen for their wedded life. Tt iz the ficst day of
home ; and her husband, unable to endore the torture of his
conzeience about the letters, and the soreow of his wife, flies &
hia club of gamblers and sharpors—»ior el

It is late when ho returns—a heavy loser at play—his cheek
flughed with wine, oot ehame.

(Jh, Philip !

ally—obedient in everything ; and

=

 Lighi

ST gl ::|:||-E:-'|i-.:5|l.‘-:i|. tibi tu rota, tu tortor.”

Among the carlicst callers on Mrs, Durnford—in fact, hor
only visitor—was Mr. Alexander MacIntyre. He came dressed
in a gober suit of popper and sall ; nnil, :-'il.’ii‘.'l;.: wikly his 01
the floor and liandsa !-11':|]|-"-':‘._.i.||_: one knes he beoan to dis-
eonrse to Laura—for her hosband wos not at home—on o
topiesz of the day.

% i you take my note to: Mr. Venn " asked the arirl, inber-
mpling him,

“That noted Oh,yes, T rems
pleasure of seeing the gentleman, be
it into the letter-hox."

Laura sighed. Thera was; then, no doubi
all her letters, and would write to her no more.

U Has thore bacn no answer, Mrz. Durnford §7

¥ None," she r.:-l_-'.'ii_-:l.' # And T have written to him bwice
since then : but he will not take any notice of my letters

Tha tearsstood in her ayes.

e I have |!.|_'ur||:i_.|-|i E"j|i'|ijl ok to write :|.:.|:;II 1.1.-:_L!'-|'|,'|| ]IEH G-
sent, Mo siys we have done as much ox we van. I dond
know—1I wizgh I eould i ronnd '|'||:|;~..|_| ani see Mr., Venn"

W0h, you must not th of doing that" interposed Me
MacIntyre, hastily.

4 85 Philip says.  Dub I shall think abont it

Presently sho began to ask him questions abont himself. I§
o new thing for the philosopher to have anybody taking au
interest in his movements ; and he perhaps “ expanded " morm
than was absolutely prodent.

“What am I to do?" he eaid. “T am getting
is gray.  People want to know all sorts of thing
plways easy to Lell™

e, Yoz. 1 Iid not tha
ouk, 1 c|_|'.-Jrl| |

nhig

cansn e wo

He hind received

Wi

old ; ‘any hair
3 that it 13 mob
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* Dnt the simple-truth can always bo told, and that onght &0
sabisly them." . \

“ Thers,” said the marn of experience, with a curions look, “is
exacily the point.  Ib iz just the simple truth that will not
gabiafy these sharks. T might writs n book, but what shout
People only buy books written on the side of morality ; and
the moral ranks wra 5o erowded that there scems Littls shanee of
getting in with new liclits,"

Bk you would not write on any other aida, sun

# Obsairve, my dear young leddy ; if there ever wora such a
thing 23 a clever seonndrel who lad the moral strongth to taks
his stand a5 eneh, and write an sutobiography without the naual
sactitice to supposed popular opinion, he might make a fortune. A
general ease—a hespothetical case only : but one which seenrred
to me. I mean, of coursg, an lu]:—u‘:::[:u.:lun.-: mnn, withont reli-
gion of any kind—snch a man as, to secare his own safety,
would min any one else who stood in his way, and do it withoul
a pang,”

41 should hope no sneh persons exist, Why are we talking
about such creatures 1"
ey do exist. I have meb them, In the colonies. M
Durnford, if ever yon shounld come across such o man, remembor
my words. They would rather do o good tourn than a bad one ;
but if the bad turn has to be done for their own good, why—
then 16 must"”

*“ But go on about yourself”

* About myself, then. T have a small sum of money, the
frnits of many years of careful living sud cronomy,”

Oh, Mr. Maclatyre, was not this a superfluous evasion of
trutht

" This small amount is rapidly decrensing : what I ghall do
when i iz gone I dé not know. It my rule through lifs,
Mys. Diurnford, and T recommend it to your eareful considem-
tion, never to decline the profiers of fite. Yery often, behind the
drudgery of n position which fortune puts into your hands, iy
be found, by one who knows how to take an apporfunity, tha
road to wealth, if not to fama : now I think nothing of it.. What
does it matter? You do great things ; at least popular things,
You get money—you are asked to moke specehies ab dinners,
When you die, your friends write your life and distort your
character, Bah ! The only thing worth living for is money,
Giet money—get money.  Ba comfortabla; eat, drink, enjoy all

e
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the senses of mature, and care for nothing else. That s what
the City people do, in spite of their smug t-.-alurntalﬁ]il-y."
w My, MocIntyre, is this the faith that Secotch clergymen

teach ¥
He began to think that pothaps Laura was not yot suificiently

advanced to aceept all his views.
s your religion nothing 1" she asked, T it molhing to

lead a hifie of sserifice and eeif-denial like the nuns I have secn
in Francal Is there no gaered duty of life but to mnke money |
Surely, Mr Maclnty re—surely these are not the things you
preach in your church "

t the things T preach

i You ave vight,” he replied ; they ars no
in my church. T rgive wmy inconsiderate epeech. 1 say stme-
times more than T mean.”

But the conversation left @ bad impression on Laura, ani
she began to regard {he man with something like guspicion.

As the waeks went on, she found herself, too, left a good
deal alome.  Philip was growing tired of her. Her sadness,
her coldness, were silent reproaches 10 him; and he neglected
her more and nore,

Ope night he enteitained a party of friends, On that ocea-
siom, he insisted on her koeping upstairs all the evening, with
out explaining why. They stayed till three. She conld not
gleep till they went away, being kept awake by their noisy
langhter and talk. Philip came up when the lask was gone.

# I'm an unlocky devil,” he murmured, pacing to and fio.

« What is it, Philip 1" asked his wife,

« Nothing you understand, my dear ; un
stand what dropping three ponics means"

i W, Philip—mnot in the least."

He put out the light, and was asleep in five minutes,

The elouds grew thick in Lau ra's cky, Shecould nob nnider-
stand homse-racing and betting. She took not the smallcst
interest in events and favourites. On the other hand Philip
fook 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 wis kind ; mever spoke
harshly to her, never ill-treated her, only neglected Lier. This
wus not what the girl pined and gickened for.  Philip accupied
Lier thounghts very little, She lopged for the old life, Sha
Jonged for the freedom of her talks with the only man sha eoul
talk to. She was solitary in spirit, Bhe was beginning o feel

less you can undér-
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the misery of mating with low aims. BShe stood on a higher
level than her husband, snd she did not have that parfect love
for him which sometimes enables a woman to stoop and rmise
him with hor,

The new and congeninl society of gentlemen more or less ip-
terested in the noble and exciling sports of our country, to
which Philip's friends had introduced Lim when he retired from
his old elub, was banded together pnder the title of the Bur-
leigh Club. To the name of Burleigh the most caplious can
take no exception. To such members as the name suggested
anything, its associntions were stately and dignified. To the
majority, for whom it meant nothing heyond being the patro-
nymic of & noble house and the pame of their clob, it did
oz well as any other, If looked well, embossed in eolours on
the club note-paper, By any other name, the Burleigh could
not have smelt more sweet. And another name, by whicl it
was not uncommonly called, Lad been bestowed on it by & body
of gentlemen who, though not members themsslves, had heavy
claima upon many who were, The ring men dubbed if, before
it had existed o twelvemonth, The Welshers” Retrest. Tha
members, recognising the happiness of the sobriquet, joenlarly
took the new title into favour: and ljlli]ijfé. clab had thos two
names—interchangeable af pleasure—always understood, and
the latter for choice,

This waz Plilip's elub. A tall, narrow-fronted house in the
gentre of club-land ; what an auctioneer would describe as
“most eligibly sitnate™ Ountside, the quictest and most re-
spectable elub in London—quakerlike in tha sober sadness of
its looks. Inside, o gambler’s paradise. Day at the Burleigh
bagins at thres o'clock in the sfternoon.  The blinking waiters
wonld prophesy the speedy min of anybody who required their
services before that howe - It is the custom of the club for
members to leave it ab any time, but never to enter it till two
or thres lisurs sfter noon.

Breakfusis are served till five p.m., suppers till six a.m;. PBe
twoen these hours & smart Hansom can always be had opposite
the door. Business begios in the poolroom at halfpast thees
the ehab 5 animated at five, and very lively between six aud
séven. Them the men go away to dinner, to return any tine
after ten to whist, loo, hazrd, blind-hookey—anything that can
?]E gambled at.  Rules? The code is short. Ik i summed up
i s one regulation—betting debts must be poid on the usual
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sottling days; eand debis not later than the next day after they
have been ineureed,  * Complaints of the infrac [ this rile,
on heing referred to- the committes,will render the defanling
member Hable to expuleion.” And they do pel. O honour-
able men, how admirable, how necessary ia your rmle! Tu this
way the honour of the Burle opt is sweet, For the rest, you
may do as you like : every member is a law unto himself’; their
elub is Liberty Hall, What manuner of men, it may be ssked,
i it that people this little Paradise?

The members of the Burleigh are young and old.  Postobit
hias just heard of his clection at twenty. Loatherflappor, one
of the fathers of the society, is sevenby-three. “Lhey are rich
and poor.  Foor-in-hand, with the string of forty thoronghbreds
in trining st Newmarket, and the reits of twenty thousand
aeres to keep them and himself upon; Philip yurntond,
with five handred pounds at his agent's, and his shovel in lis
hiand to dix it out with, both belong.  They pumber in ther
panks the richest and the poorest, the kindest and the croeliest
{he most unimpenchably respectabla and the mos nndeniably
shady gentlemen in thess kingdoms. In some cluls thio eldoes
are unsociable, crusty old huunkses.  Nob so here, They are 20
commumientive, so ready to teach all they hinve learnt, and o
tall all they know, thol it 18 ¢ Tt ge@,  Lvery man
digposed to turn misanthrope : It nlways
straight to my leart to ses old Leatherflapper taking young
Postobit in hand, and putting him up b0 every wrinkle on the
board. True, there is o price to be paid—an tond, never ex-
pressed : o fee for experience. Bub what that is worth having
ot cirth s to bo had Tor nothing?  You would like to he intro.
duced to this company of wise and benevolent men? You
know theie faces well, They are to ba studied ab every me
meeting. seen in the Park on eunny days, at German spas, at
Hurlingham—everywhers where  excitement can be bought.
And the bond that makes them sach friends and such enemies—
you guess it : Gambling. The universal passion. The passion
of all times of 1 from earliest :o.'l-l;rh to latest age; of nll
places, from Christian Loudon to Buddhist Yedido ; of all por
from the first recondd tradition of saynge life Hill'the Arehangel
ghall sound the Iast tromp ; of men and women, from the tramp
cardeeller, who beta hiz sister two p inies to ome aminst a
fnvourite

1k

18

for & race, to the nobleman who stakes i fortune oni

past of the dics; the miser, the spendthit, the atock-jobbor

the prince—pgambling has jovs for o
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8o the Burleigh was founded for play thot 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 shonld always be “some thing doing." You must
know the members by certain eharacteristic habils and ways
they have, They hres ukfast Inte s they are fond of a devil l::t'l'["r"
in the day; ﬂ|r"l.' taleo ¥ pick-momps,”  In the day-time thoy
are bugy 1.1|r'h TE:-:L' books: Notes addressed in female lhands
lia waiting for their srrival in the morning, the “'l-liul-' being
generally of sueh a kind as to suggest o Iate sequisition of the
'ur. of |H'ru!|t|1-e||1-1, They have a keem, cold look about the
oyes, where the erows-feet gather eorly.  For the most part they
dress very carefully ; thongh, sometimes, just a Jln\ in ||1]'..:tt-'u
of the fashion: they affeck drab or hrswn graifiors Lllll aloth-
topped boots 3 carry, in thiz year of prace, their w - CANeE
by the forile; and smoke sternally, From these gentlemen
Ehilip's companions were: chosemn.

This was his club s this the place whers he spent his daya and
mights, o ghort month after his marviees; while his wife st ayeil
at home, or, if she went out ot all, was afrd to go far for fone
of meeting Mr. Venn., In thig company, starting in July with
his five hundred pounds and the proceeds of his commission—
for e sold out—hie was frying to make lay while the sun did
not shine, and melting it all

He kept no acconnts ;. bt k on digging ab the litils Leap,
][.{rlm mt and careloss of how much was left,  His groaf hope
lay in his pluck and skill in llnmlr capds, and betting on
horse taces,  Ha '.l---h often advised | oy Mr Al I|_,I||['.'|_' ;i who hnd
the useful talent of cloarheadedness, and used to come to Notting-
hill whout Philip's breakfust-time; and then the two would sit
and go through the © Calendar™ and * Ruff's Guide,” while the
neglected giel looked on, and wondered what it wis they talked
aboubt. It was one of her great sormows at this time thot she
Lind nio books to read—mone of her old books ; none of those
old poets, which she and Mr. Venn used to pors over in the
siummer evenings, while the shadows fell upon. the [il:]m, old
courf of the Inn,  Philip, who seemed to have given up his old
reading fastes, had only a fewnovels.  She had mever read any
novels .1[- all lzllfl sha wont to France, Phil's did not ]rh-;:;r
I|-.-r._ They wors barrack nowels, stories of camp life, sporting
etories—booka to her without interest,  She conld not read
them, and put them down one after another—~falling back fien

———— —— - S S —
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the pisno, for which she had mo music, and could only play the
things she knew.

Maslotyrs saw what was coming, Philip was plunging ; and
his method, infallibla on paper, as the experience of twenty
seasons proved, did not work quite porfectly in practice.

Mr. MacIntyre had seen this form the first. In the
multitade of his experiences he had tried the martingale, new
to Philip, even before that young gentleman was born. Like
hiz pupil, he had been fascinated by it, Tho lever that was fo
raiss him to wealth and power: so beautifully simple, so utterly
impracticable.

He remonatrated with 1]1I;]ils. ]I"fl;ﬂl.il:lg ot the rocks nhesd.
DBt he spoke to a deal man,

T know batter. It my cursed Tuck, I'm suren to warm the
ring ab —" Philip urged. Then, with a shrug of tha shouliders,
he added, © And if my luck sticks to me, why—at the worsb
T shall pay up ; and then Laarm and I will go away somewhers,
borrow money of Arthur, and become farmers in New Zualund,
or keep a shop in Ballarat, or mock the hairy-faced baboon
gomewhere.  We shall do.  The world is wide.™

%It s, Phil. I have found it so. The world is wide and
hungry.”

Mr. MacIntyrs took the bock amin
amonnt that Philip had lost at his 1
made a littls note of it on a slip of paj
pockat.

«Phil.” he said, with an insinuating aie, “ [ hope you havd
not lost much sines you came home,”

He changed colour,

“T'vp dropped more than four hundred at the club, and
Liundred and Hfty one night bere, when I had these fellows fo
play loo; besides that pill at tha last m ng."

Mr. MacIntyre shook his head. When he went home ha
made a little sum in arithmetic,

“When I conzider,” he said to himself, “that in a—3, b1
greater than @, I'm afraid that Phil iz likely to be np a tree, and
my great eard may very likely be played to advantage,”

He went up to dine, a few pirhts after this talk. Laurm was
::11u'|'|]_1':||-r_:, in a frezh, hrighf_— dresa, and in better spirits than
uenal.  Philip, in ons thing, had been |ﬁ:~‘=<‘1'|'||'-|'l'i::|1.l!l| in his wifa,
He had promised himself tha troubls of teaching her the littls
courtesies of life—the ordinary accomplishments, perhaps ber

, amd  fotted wi tha
t mocting. Then he
r,anid put it into hia
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mother tongue.  He never mnde a greater mistake. She came
to him a lady ready to hie hand : in all points an accomplished,
refined, well-educated lady ; how far snperior to the cordinary
run of young ladyhood he hardly knew,

The little dinner went off plessantly, and when Lanra left
them in the litile dining-room both men were pleased. She
gat down in the drawing-room, and played whils they talked
over their wine.  She played on till the clock struck ten ; then
she waited till cleven ; then she opened the deor timidly, and
looked in. Philip, flushed in the face, wasz making ealeulations
on paper.  Mr. MacIntyre, with face very much more flushed,
had o long elay F‘il“-‘ in his mouth, not iig;ﬂ‘:dr at which he was
solemmly sucking,

4By Jove !" said Phil, “I thought I was a bachelor agaim,
Come in, Laura—come in.”

Maclntyre rose solemnly, hulding by the table cover

% The shoshiety of leddies is—what'sh wanted—ceovilooze the
world. Ye will oheairve—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-
blar i

Laura looked at him with amazement. The reverend gentle-
man was hopelessly drunk—as drunk as any stoncmason in
Puddock's Row. Port, followed by whisky toddy, hiad produced
this lamentable effcct.

* All right,” said Phil. He was not drunk himself; but, as
policemen eny, he hnd been drinking. ““All right, darling.
Hera, old i.l:l.;._; of evil devices, put on your hat, and try to tie
¥our legs in as many knoots as you can on your way home,”

“ Shir,"” said the MacIntyre, putting the bowl of the pipe
into his mouth, *apologeess.  This is—this is—ch i—pershpal,”

“ To-morrew,” eaid Phil.  *Don't be frightened, Laura.”

For his Reverstice made s sudden lorch in her direction, in-
spired neither by animosity, nor yet by friendship, nor by any
amorous inclination, but solely by the toddy.

*1 woa shiudying—"
ni '; 3,';'5_}"35—‘""3 know. Don't troubls yourself to-say good

ight.

Philip pushed him downstairs, and out of the door, and re-
turned. i

': :‘le, Phil, how conld you i’

‘ \:r ell, dear, he did it himself, 1 always let the MucIntyre
have the full ran of the bottle. 8o did my father.”
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“ Bk he is o cler TEymIe !
My dear wile, “hier hushand excloimed, ©#hey all do if in

privote life."

CHAPTER XXITL

ApouT the same time that Philip Dormer, Lovd Chosterfield,
was hringing the powers of hia § :|.1| l- tha alteration of
Ol Style i-_._:r_; New Style, by making our iglish year hegin on
1_[,. first I fifth of March, and
eheating :] 1B COITTION [l-u-’-- of eleven good days of the year of
and well- beloved friend, my Lornd
at Newmarket, delivered himself
wag pleased to remark of lis
ful to ses two, or sometimes
stion straggling for
a_||._..--||.._-|ll|| gyt ww to obinin the
prize and reach the !_'!|.|| ; to -:]-n e '-In .{iil’ :u--l adcdress of ko
Riders, who are all distinge
blue pen, rod, oF :.'-_-I,uu O 5 R RPUTTING  OF 'n'-'||;-ls"'l5I|J'.r
gometines -h- l.-.n.lll r o pulling to giv
Avid ik 3a often obzerved that the Tace is Won as much 1 iy tha
d« x1__|1|1| of | hie Bider as the vizour and fleetness of Lhe ..I'||||||'::1.|."
The flm iz ers of the English turf from the time-of
this memorable saying of Lord Bath's ; and it iz dounbifol if tha
*hesterfield hns had
y that this new
18 i1'| 14 horse-races all over 'lll'il

¥ 'il.""\-\.l'.'.\i il tha twent ¥

grace 1752, his right trus
Bath, nfter h:II'!nlij:l_: ton dnys
of o sentiment., Iis Jordshi
favourite sport that Wikis delio
more, of the most beautiful Animals of (

ching every musely and

b bresth amd courass,

chonge in the caland
one tithe of the -
fnshion set by Lowd lu h --1' pate
conniry hias been -.1|-' means of brn

It iz still as delightfol as it was in the -.-|1." of tho zecond
Charles or the sect ond Greorge to stand on that masnificent expangs
Newmarket Heath, and watch, from the rising ground at
top of the town, or from the AT, winning-post, the strogeles
tigf two or sometimes more of the most beantifnl animals-of
ereation,” though the ** skill and ~-1 lum. of the ridera™ nre not
always turned o the aceotmt of making the-*beautiful animals”
they bestride streteh “every muscle and & obtain the
prize,” as zeems to have boen the custom in the innocent days
Lord Bath knew. I nlnlu.. in ]m lordship’s time, Roping, a8
an art based oo had not been invented,
thongh his descriplion mentions g and pulling,” buk

r::u-_: ahont,
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it i for the now obeolete costom of mving “fresh breath and
eourage”  What the moble aothor would say if he saw a field
of thirty horses facing the starter for & fifty pound Maiden
Plata, T.X.C. (A.F.), and his digtingnishing colours * of white,
blue, green, red, or yellow™ complicated and modernised into
" Franch geay, searlot hoops and chevrons,” or “hlack, white
eleeves, Death's Head and erossbones,” we do not eare to speen-
lats upon,  In hig time, honest mces were ran over four and
gix mile courses; a mateh was the favourite description. of race ;
betting was not o prolession ; aud the Seum did not invade tha
encted precimats of the Duke of Rutlaud's heath. A noble
gport was in the hauds of noble men.

Now—

Well, this is hardly my bosiness.

H Ohsairve," snid Mr. MacIntyre, speaking to his pupil, Philip
Durnford, above a hondred yoars later, *the fascinstion of this
noble sport. You never knew a man in your life who lind once
tastad the delights of the tuel who did not return to them again
as soont 65 ha had the wieans, There is something abont it thak
no man ean resist, break him as ofton oz you like,  If he has gob
the money to go racing and bet, he goes racing and hets, I
kunew 4 man who had three soveral fortunes, and lost them all
gambling on the turf," Mr. MacIntyre proceeded to zuy ; “and,
Phil, ye'll obsairve that when he eame into a fourth, he went
and did likewize with that one also.”

Like every idle yonug man with the command of cash, and
E_he slightest possible amount of egging on, Philip Daraford was
inclined to fiddle o bit at loong odds.  Ho had on some score or
&0 of sueasions taken a long shot, backed & tip or o fancy, befora
he had become the instrument in the hands of Providence of
reseiing Mr. Maclnkyre from his advertising sgancy, Buot he
wag not sweak upon the preactice, for he had hardly ever won,
It is notorious that, at all other sorts of gn‘.nhliug.'a man in-
varably winsaf 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, falt a little soured by his Bxpe-
rience, Now, part of the universal schiolarship of Mr. MacIntyra
was an interest in horseflesh, a knowledge of hetting, and an
expenience of mees.  Added to this, he was an infatuated be-
ligver in the wellknown doubling murtingals, Practising on
the eredulity and ignorance of Philip, he unfolded the seerets
of this wonderful aystom of \'l.'inniu; fabulous sumy, as lis—

14
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the MacTotyre's—wlhola and sole discovery and property. And
he represented to that willing ear that if he enly had the means
of working it out, the Fuggers in the past, aud the Rothschilda
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 beliove it”

And there was evidence fortheoming to support the assertion
Racing calendars for twenty years were referred to; piles of
paper goribbled over, and two or thres lead penils consumed
over these calenlations, The system stood the test of all thess
years ; generations of horses passed away as Phil and his mentor
tested 1ha lever's 3:1-|:;:g1||.,, and no ron of luck waa ill enctigh
fo bresk ik Philip believed in it—as, after such an array of
evidencs, who would oot i—Lut he doobted MacIntyre.

“ And do you mean to say you found this cut 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, upd gave himself the airs
of the ﬂ]mniurd holding in lus hand the |iu}‘ of the Lncas' H'}ldl
or of Ruleigh with ¥l ' Dorado in full view.

1,2, 4, 8 16, 32, 64, 128, 256, G612,

Thess figures were Maclntyre’s ladder of fortune; and he
offered boundless wealth to needy Philip Durnford, on the
modest condition of * standing " He had confided his great
gecrat to him, and he trosted to hiz honour.

His pupil was convineed and fiscinatéd, Could the favourite
logs ten timea in succession? Maclnbyre said no. Could &
tipster be out ten times running? Maclotyre said no.  Could
Philip's own selection be wrong ten times?  Maclntyre said no.
Could any mortal thing happen ten tirees? Mr Maclntyre's
calenlations were there to give it the lie.

Bo they workeill away at the books, going carefully throngh
the results of thousandse of raeces. They applied their lever to
betting on billiards, boats, gung; cards, dice—anything that a
wager can be made aboub; and nothing could happen in the
ordinary course of things to beat them,

Fhilip rejoiced, for he held power, and honowrs, and wealth
in hia hand. He was the lucky possessor of the certain mothod
of making a colossal fortune. He conld reak the ring, the
banks, the world of gamblers. He did not envy his riches
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brother now, nor any man. Ha only pined ab the little delay
that kept him from beginning. Iis broker was the slowest
fullow in the world.

© The mighty lever that can make us millionaires "—he held
it in his hand ; and the fulerom was the Newmarket J |Jl_'|-' Mest-
ing, two weeks hence, He began o spend his greal wealth
He dreamed long doay-dreams, He was rich, famous, generous,
too, to poor Arthur, with only thres or fonr thousands to spend
in good years. He made up the deficit in bad ones.  Asthur
was o brother, after all, and could draw on him for what he
liked., Laura, his wife—no princess of Bnssia had such jewels,
His four-in-hand was the admiration of the park. His horses
were always first. 1T they cost their weight in gold, what did
it matter?  He could pay it He won the I.h'rl-}‘. The most
gplondid  Prines in Europe came into lis box to drink cham-
pagne-onp with him, and congratolate liim on bis succss, Ha
bought vast cstates—the envy of the envied—DMr Durnford,
the millionaire! He had his troubles, too. He disteessed hime-
golf when he had boughs all the land in the market—in parcels
large enough to be worth luving. He had to deviss schemes
for LLEI_']JinH hiz geeret from the ring, or betting would be over
He could not get all the money he wanted. His friends qnaz-
relled about his wealth. People waiched him in the ring—
followed his lead—mobbed him.

Chiteanx in Spain, and eastles in the air beyond all power of de-
seription, he bnlt on MacTotyre's ingenious multiplication table

But in all kis vobounded belief in the doubling wartingale
thers lurked a donbt.  He pever could eredit Mr. Muoclntyre's
statement that he was the inventor, though that canny gentle-
man stuck to his lie with charncteristic hardihood. If he had
been dispozed to tell the truth, he might bave mentioned that
he got it from a groom at Melbourne, who in turn had got it
fromy a little shilling * Guide to the Winning Post," which had
been read no doubt by hundreds of pesple who had a shilling
to lay cut.  The author of the pamphlet, again, was indebted
to eomebody before him ; and o on ad iofinitum. Buot the
curious part of it was that all these porsons claimed the inven-
tion of the system of doubling, and imparted their information as
something of a very seoret and confidentinl natore.  In this way,
Philip Durnford received it from Mr Maclntyra, He mve a
golemn promise not to tell it to anybody, buk to go to work as
aPE{:dl]}' a8 posible to make his own and his mentor's foelune,

14—3
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MacIntyre had received the precious talisman as a secret. Ta
believed that few 1""'1""" knew of it, that those who did must
grow rich by working this most pmrulr‘tiw vein. He honestly
believed in his system, and gave it to l"nl-ljl ag a charb to guide
him over the shoals and qu]:.L&ulth in. the sen of turf enter-
prise to the lapd of gold on the other side. He had carefully
worked out—always on paper, though—every known methiod of
1.1.'||]||1r|rr money '|::|1,f .g|_||1|]|||l_:I he ]'I"I.lt sEAN gq*hi'lﬂ.!li’.ltls of backers
and bettors go, fromn late noble marguis with a capital of &
quarter of a million, to " Ready-money Rilay " and his lueky
five-pound note. Before Mr. MacIntyre's eyes all had gons
the same way. It was only & question of time. Their roin the
philosopher attributed to want of system ; and among all the
&Y slems, his own was the best. e had waded Li]L‘l.I'I.'I"l!t all the
EX ‘{ﬂr.]]w Calendars” from 1773 to date, had applied his aystem
to every race for o period of ninety odd years, and on paper ho
hiad never brolken down, and was the winner of many millions,
He showed his figures to Philip, and completely satisfied him,
But Philip, being & genius, went to work to improve it ; and le
tried, on paper, all zorts of little modifications of his secref method
of ].IJ.'I.'JI.]'Ci.IIg the ring. Nat to go into petty detaile, he broke the
ring in kalf a doren different ways, and becames Crosus six
times over. The leaves of his pocket-liooks wera seribbled over
with a thonsand repetitions and combinations of the same seriea
of figures ; and he argned with himself that he was not going to
gamble—it was mr-1'|-].l'.' apecnlation.

“The mathematescian, De Morgan,” said Mr MacTntyre,
B remmarks that a g:m-.hi.-r cegscs to be such when he makes his
gtakes bear & proportion to his capital, and takes no hazavds that
are unduly against him."

And Philip Durnford's capital left him a large reserve, over
and above his working money, for contingencies that micht
arise.  So he started with a light heart on his course of specula-
tion. For a fow days all went well. A fortnight brought a
1‘-'!1-"!"“?, and showed him that paper and practice are two 1111-'ht Iy
different things, and that his system could not be worked -.:-Lll‘,,
if he had bad the pluck to do it. Half his money was gone in
following his system, The other half was ]Hlnhlu[ away in ins
diseriminate wagering on any tip thet might torn up tramps.
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CriacoN A son secret.  Philip had his, and he kept it well.
Every young fool who nirs his inexperience on the torf—and,
for that matter, every old one—has his owa way of breaking
the ring.  How many of these incenious devices are the samie,
fate knows and: bookmakers may guess perhaps. The infatuated
themeelves guard their secrets wore closely than their honour ;
and the system, method, modis; martingale—eall the thing by
what name you will—is nover spoken of by the Incky possessors,
They are careful over each operation, for fear some inkling of
their rrr.\.';ﬂ road to fortune ghould be diseoversd 1 jl':ﬂhllll-'u, lest on
turning over the leaves of their books some eye, looking over
their shoulder, should ses their game.  Once out, they thinde, the
miischief is done.  Everyhody will do as they do , winning will
be o cortainty ; and in o trice thers will be no ring for them to
breal, The motive is selfish, but easily nnderstood ; for is nob
thie world we live in selfish, and the lenst disinterested corner of
it o hettinering! Granted o system thal makes winning cer-
tain, and that it it generally known, and there is the end of
betting ; and with it your own partieular chance of hecoming
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
ginch a talisman for turning all they touched to gold, that thou-
gands 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 8 word, thabt the systems
do mot work to the satisfaction of the owners, if is sufficient to
call sttention to the fact that there are as fow Nothschilds
ameng e as of old s or to the pockits of the gressy ring-men,
gtill stuffed as full as ever with Bank of England notes. The
common fate of methods based on paper caloulations lind be-
fallen the markinzale which Mr. Philip Darnford had hngged to
his hieart for holf o season,  Owing its existonce, as Plalip be-
leved, to the original intellect of Mr. MacIntyre, modifiad and
perfectod by his own hand, he felt s certain of the greak re.
gults to be obtained from working it out as he did that the Bank
would ohiange its notes for gold on demand.  With his hat janntily
gt on lis head, a flower in his eoat, and the blue satin note-casa
Laurahad quilted forhim with her fair fingersin his pocket, crammed
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with banl-notes, hie had paid his guinea, and planged prondly and
delinntly-into the Babel of the ring st the Newiarket July.
II."I'{" ha wne, ot Lo ||1:_,;'i:'|I|EII:_: ol }'ll'l.'r-:;nhl-r_ 1|.Ti'.'[n;{ :EQ'I,-n'n to
Kingdon mices in o hanegom @ alone with his thoughts, whish
wera far from pleasant, with his betting-hook to remind him of
past mistnkes and misfortunes, and all the money he had in the
world in the inside pocket of his walstcont—that pocket which
was ta be found in all his waisteonts, seeret and secure, in which
he had meant to earry away the spoils he wrested from the ring,
Down on his luck, and as nearly desperate as o gambler can
be who has one throw left, thers wis this chanes for him atill—
the two hundred pounds he had abont him: one month of
racing.  In that month, with lack, he might turn the two hune
dred ioto thonsands.  Withont lnek —well, it hprdly matterad,
The method hnd long sincs been cast aside. He made his
bets now withont reference to it He had followed the phantom
Chunce through seven losing weeks. They had tuived him.
Thers 15 nothing demoralizes tha E;_ﬂn':-h-r like & :I-_|||-nr tida of ill-
lugk. His judgment leaves him. Hoe can no longer thread the
misizes of piblie form, or make dlever guesses at the effoct of
weights in bandicaps. He makes this wager and that, for no
peason bub that a feather turas the scale. In his mind, the
afrongest reason why a horse should losa is that it enrries his
money. He never backs the right tip; and the only consols-
tion he-lias is to quarrel with lock, and eall it hand nomes,
These had been Philip Durnford's experionces of the * glorions
1.1:I:|f.:i!l':.|i:l'|j.' ol thae turf"™ for seven miserable weasks of the worsk
geason for backers the oldest turfite ecould remember, Un
drenmt-of vntsiders were always coming in first, till the very
ring-men avowed thab they were tired of winning, The shaughter
had been great, and the com plaints of default were. loud and
desp. D ter had punished some, the first and second weeks
at Newmarket had settled others. This noble lord’s and tlat
honourable gentleman’s acconnts were absent from Tattersall's on
gettling-day. Backers could not stand against such luek, it was
gaid in exense. Thers was o pretty peneml stampede for the
Levant among the shaky division. Bat Philip's little account
bad always been forthcoming till after the Newmarket Houghton.
Ho had taken his shovel, and dug away manfolly at his little heap
of govereigns, and paid his debts every woek to time ; but that last
week in Cambridgeshire was o facer, It had settled him, Whea
lie added up his book after the first day of the meeting, he knew
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tie had wamered and lost more than he conld pay if he sold the
coat off hiz back, Then he smiled the bitter smile of dofeat,
and, in the langunge of the spork, “ woent for the ;|.{lu'l.'_l.‘-5 "—t]]qt
is, he had five days’ good hard gambling, well knowing that if
the result of the week's work was against him he could not
settle. So, heing desporate, he was foolizsh, and beited in
amonnts thiree times heavier than he was in the habit of doing.

% Ma boy, take ma word, the captain’sh going for the glovesh,"
gaid o discreet Hebrew, placing his dirty jewelled paw on tho
shoulder of another of his tribe. “I don't et mo more with
him, I'm full agen auythink at all” ; :

“ Vy, Nathun, vy? M isther Vilkins settled for him all right
lazt veek."

W 1'1 tell you wy, Jacob, ma boy. Ven T soe a young feller
as alvays used to be satislied vith havin' o pony or fifty on the
favourite for a eellin’ race a bettin' in hunderds all of a sud-
ding, I know vat it means. TLook, thera's Nosey Smith a layin'
him two centuries aguinst Belln, Not for me, that's all.  Mork
me, now, he'll go. And nobedy knows nothink abounb him.
T've looked in the peerage : there isu't no Durnford in it as T can
find. They'll book anythink to anybody now, bless me if they
von't! Hallo, hollo, hallo! Who'll back anythink? Any
pricesh agen some o' thess runners | Full, Captain Durnford,
gir, agen all the fav'rits."

Fur Philip had not dons with Balla yet, and asked her prica
of Mr. Nathan Morris, dinmond merchant, of Bishopsgate Streef
Withoat, money-lender and leg in any port of the world ha
might happen to bo in.

And Mr Mords was right, Philip was belling all to no-
thing, for if ho lost he would not pay ; and he langhed as ho
I:«mcill:-:i 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 aeeing Bells strugsle post the post.

WO course,” thought Philip ; ““beaten by a head jost on tha
post, by whate I always thought wes the worst animal in
traiuing,”

Then he rode off to while away a fow minutes with lnneheon
—partridge pie, washied down with champagne—coming into
the ring again with a-smile on his face, and Glling more pages
of his book with the name of another loser,

He had no money, but he had eredit; and eredit iz a ver
wonderful thing, It is the only substitute for wealth. To borrow

,
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a quobation from Defoe—* Credit makes the soldier fight
without pay, the armiss mareh withont provisions, and it makes
the tradesman keep open shop without stock. The forea of
credit is nof to be described by words, It is an imprepuabls
fortifieation either for o nation or for & single moan in business,
and he that has credit iz invulnerabls, whether he hos money
or mo"  And thers is nowhere in the world where eredit will
do more;, or where thers is more of it to be had, than in the
bettivg ring. It enabled Philip to “keep o p withont
goods™ till the next settling -i:|_1.'.

That day come, and Mr. Durnford's aceonnt wos alsent from
the clubz.  His nnme woas mentioned protly often in the esurs
of that Mond: ¥ afterunon. He was wanted Yory |-_|:i|}'. Then
e E'I]I“ ]ll"lll i Wi 'I'I' B '-'-:I'C.l |.'.-l.' TWiLks. 1'.||'l‘L ]||: WAE, '.'|.'L_'i." 1.i||_-.||-
had booked bets to him.  Well they it wonder. This fen-
dency to trust avery man 1..|'-- hag rendy money with his
bets for ono me it hiat & things
about a P fes=ional 10w the

1
1 8ilL

]

d

address II|. Iie debic iy '\-':I' Bven |. |.l|. || o name J|| bets 1n 15 tha
one he commonly makes wse of, | ¢ BVOTY
week, or his living is gone, The profession is proppoed up by

this solitary kind of sty.  The bookmaker always pa
but the backer mity retire at any moment, as Philip ‘did after
going for his gloves without getting them,
used soma very bad langunag
¢ his diefanlt came, and thepe 3 no news of him,
Jl.l'l seen him “abont” that week either. One litth
r of him in the strect, having met him
casnally in t'h.l.;-:vl'_r Lane. This speculator took o hopefol view
of 11'-I|:::.;~. and tl hit all wonld be right.  Yeu he was ot
others awore, and guid |E!I'_'l|' should be carefal

when the next

JH .III1|.|
hl_]':ll.‘;

mman had drawn s fi

of the mire. The
in fubure whom they trusted, &o.; but they bad often saii so
bi'ﬂ-ﬁ,ﬂ'lﬂ it nn]_a wanted & young adventnrer o pay up rego-
larly for thres or four weeks, to be able to do with them exactly
what Philip 1

nford had done.
When the fatal week was nd he came to reckon up the
cost of hix recl ek

leasmesz, he w l“]l' I he had never doneit.  Buob
it was too late. He was neither more not less than o welsher,
So men would say, he knew, Aud he had still loft some of the
foelings of & man of homour. Bo, for o day or two, he shub
himselt up st home—moody, very irrik <|m-, and VEry wrethied,
but safe. He blessed his stars that lLlJ," gne of the pack aof
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ravening wolves knew his private address.  If he had had the
means he wonld have paid that man, under promize thot he
wonld not tell his wheresabouts to the rest.

When, atter o day or two hod passed, he ventured out, he
'I.‘::i]]El.'!%E':] avEry moment to ba }'-L:-]llH:ﬂ, or to meak sone n‘hmigmr}r
from the ring—to be insulted, jeered, hooted at, nsa thief and a
welsher. Bub he was safe enough: the ring-men wers plying
their busy trade o hundred miles from whore he stood, So he
got over his ferr, and showed hiz face pretty much as of old.
Then came the chanee of retrneving all. King]uu clashed with
o populnr Midland meeting.  Not thres of the bigger men who
wanted him would be there,  He would go; but keep out of the
ring, anid betin ready maney. They conld oot stop him from doing
that ; and he had been very lucky at Kingdon in the summer.

Hiz hansom drove along the muddy road at a good spead,
for he Tind covenanted to pay the driver * racing price” for the
day’s job. They passed the lost straggling rows of snburban
bouses and pot into  the open country of the *way down
Harrow-way,” halting at all the wecornised hostelries on the
road, " Half-way houses" the driver called them, whers ha
could jist rinse the horse’s mouth, and—what was equally
necessary—hie own. TPhilip drew his Duetch courage from o
private fonutein of inspimtion in his breast pocket.  An un-
pleasant fear of recognition kept him in hizzeat ; but the honest
cabman spent his fare's small silver for the good of the honse at
avery port they put inat.  And it iz almost superfleens to add
they tonched at all they passed, or that to the sturdy sons of
Britain this is' more than half the plensure of a day in the
country. As Philip furtively pooped out throngh the oval sida
windows of his gab, he saw nothing to alarm him. He was re-
eognissd, too, by a few fricnids, :l]]':l..].l-:l.' some of the small fry of
the professionals. “These people, it was plain, Hod not heard of
his little mishap, It gave him conrige o go into the ring when
he got to the conrse. He paid his six shillings at the gate, not
with the air of the expatriated wreteh he was, but more like his
former self—the loving patron of a nobls sport,  He was early
in the field, The ring wie thin, He mounted the wooden steps
of the Grand Stand, and hid himself safely away in the farthest
corner of the top shelf From this eminence he watched and
waited—drank in the unduliting landscape with his gize, or
scanned the fices of fhe ring below throngh lis glass  The
cEcal-ing Lell s.mlml-_-ll; the numbers of the rumners were hoisted
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on the board—he ticked them off on his eard ;. the riders” namea
were added to the pumbera; the saddling bell rang; the horses
atreamed oot of the enclosure ; the roar of the odids I‘H'z_{::n 0
the ring aown below. He pricked his ears, ns the war-horse at tha
emell of 1*.m'-'<[¢:r, or the veteran hunter at the torgue of the
hounds, and forgot his luck as hie steained his ear to eateh, 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 1" he asked, az one after another pushed
up the ateps to where he stood.

He was satisfied the worst favourite eonld win at the weights,
if it was only trying. To assure himeelf of this, he edged and
dodged his way through the ring out to the lists. Not a hun-
Ery creditor to bo seen : only the small scoundrels who infeet
the metropolitan gatherings were assisting at Kiogdon, Tha
big raseals were away, a hundred and twenty miles off, in the
Midlands,

He had begun to feel safe, and confident in his judgmenk,
when he saw some well-known sharps putting down the money
in gmall sums ab the lists on his own selection.

* Bhe'll win,” he said, with an excited chuelile, a8 he pressed
forward in the crowd with as springy a step as the mud round
the boxes permitted.

*Good goods—the old mare i he heard an ex-champion of
England whisper in the ear of a sporting publican.

* Going straight 1" ipquired the conotidunt, putting his disty
hand before his greasy mouth,  “Party got the picces on {"

H Hold yer jaw. 'Er 'ead’s locse—that's encugh for you; be
quick and back her, before it's blown on,”

l‘hilip ]}L'uti.lil.,"l.! b}’ what he had overheard, rushed to the
nearest list, wrenched a erampled 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 showved it into his ]'Iij;_:‘ 1_'._|]|:it:;_{ to his elerk bu[iiiul-—-—-

“ Fifty to five— Corinthian Sal.”

 Right "

o

“ Here's your ticket.”

Philip took it, and in trying to get away from the list-man's
gtand he was met by o hurrying crowd. . There was a tosh from
the ming te back the good thing, outside. DBut the men whe
wanted ta do it were w el known, looan instant the l,guu_-i_l was
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mun threugh the 910" before the name of Corinthian Sal on
all the lists in the gambling thoroughfare,

In vain the excited regiment from the ring plonged through
the mud and mire, proffering their monay to the list-keepers.
They were answered everywhere, “ Done with." The sccret
was-out. The little Selling Plate was squared for the seven-
year-old davghter of Corinthian Tom.

¥ Another amp ! And Tve just laid fifty to five agen her"
groaned the man Philip had bet with.

* Ain't they hot on thess salling races 1"

% He's a hot member as I've laid it to. These swells don’t
come ontside unless they know something.”

When Philip managed to get back to his old stand, he mek
with a friend or two who wanted to hear * what ha had
done," and whether he “knew anything ;" and he had the
pleasura of felling them he was “in the kunow,” appearing
to be much wiser than he really was, and letting them think he
had backed the mare for o pood stake.

When he saw her canter past the post, hands down, an casy
winner, he inwardly carsed his lnck 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 ns hope it has taken a turn.”

He patronised the refreshment booth, drinking some cham-
pague with his friends: and then turned his attention to the
next svent, reduced to a matoh, as only two of the soven horses
entered came to the post. The talent were some time in making
a favourite. Tt was even betting between the two weedy screws
that captered down to the starting-post.  Philip, thioking it
prudent to keep for the present out of the ring, for fear of any
little eontretemps 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 hacked 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 themysteries of the turl my narrative will be in-
tolligible, but probably unintereating, for it isa tale he knows by
hc:_;m Ta the uninitiated this chapter must be to a great extent
unintelligible, thereforo uninteresting. But the exigencies of my
history—as will be seen from what is to follow—seen to demand
that 1 should give & bricf outline of Philip Daruford's doings
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on this last appearance of his in the charmed circla devoted to
the intereats of dishonesty and dirt. Apologising, let me oom-
ply with the necessity, offering only, as some sort of exeuse, the
plea that T draw from the life.

After losing the fifty pounds he had won, Philip had still his
little capital in his pocket intact. Three suceeeding races: re-
ligved him of three-fourths of it

*“What forsaken luck " he langhed, bitterly, being desperate;
”F'LI'1_-.- left ! One more ;;L.IIH-'I':I | SEnppose, and thenp——="

# Hallo, Durnford 1 a friendly voice sounded in his enr,
“Well, how are they using you, old man—eh? 1 have Just
landed agsin.”

%I shiould eay T had the devil's own luck,” replied Philip,
" oxeapt for thie curions fact that fellows say that indiscriminately
of the best lock and the worst."

" Well, we'll say you have the devil's worst lack, then.”

They chatted till the numbers of the next race were run np.

“ The good thing of the day," cried Philip's friend.  * I know
three or four of the elever division that have come down on pur-
posa to back this. It was backed down to level money this
morping in town.™

*We shall get no pries ahout it,” snid Philip,

#T'll see what they offer, Shall I do anything for you i

Philip hesitated—only for & moment.

Y ™

“I'm going to put the money down upon it, I can tell yon."

““Puot on a century for me.”

Then he stole out to the lists and emptied his pockela.  The
odds he took against Triumpher were six to four.  With the
hundved his friend had pit on |r_'l.' th time, he stood to win
nearly two hundred pounde. With  besting lieart he made for his
["}ili-‘h of vantage on the {op of the wooden staps. As he ran in
ot the 1'i.||_:"-_<._‘|’f'|tl‘: hie was 55!.-1‘Il|_:l|.-'lf ]l:. # man who had often seen
him bet, but with whom he had no dealings beforo.

* What do you want to do, Captain Durnford?  Let me have

a bet with you this timé—come.”
“Trivmplier ' said Philip, mising his eve-brows in a careless

way, fnd ehewing the end of his pe
“ Fifty to forty, sir™
U Ne"  And he made a move to go on, focling sure tha odds
wonld be extended.
 Sixty to forty, siv "
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o Not good enough.”

“Here, I won't be be't by yon,” eried another ring-man, @ I'l]
lay the gentloman eizhty-five to seventy.”

© All right," eaid Philip,

#Twics, sicl"

o Twiga "

As he asked the man's neme and wrots it down in his book,
there was a general hoarse langh among the bookmalers, for they
saw intnitively what he had failed to see—namely, that he had
refused zix tofour and taken a fraction over four to three and o half:
But the laugh, when Philip had left them, was turned in quita
the opposite direction, when an acquaintines ealled out to the
man who hind done the clever trick—

“So help me, you'va gons and done it, you have |”

*“Ha, ha " Inughed the layer,

“The Cap'n ain't paid for o fortni'l.  Now |

The * Ha, ha I” now becams © Oh-h, ol-h I

“T'H off the bet.  Where i he

But Philip had altered his mind and was gons rieht AWAY ACToss
the running track to the otherside, opposite the stand.  He was
sitting out—dangling his legs over the white railing, and looking
at his muddy boots, Oh, the exquisite plensure of gesing the
ﬂﬂg tl.!l'i’.l]]-—t-[tﬂ runners go down into the dip—come sweeping up
the hill!

Buined or mads | His heart sank.

" Curse the boy | why does he not bring the horse out of the
rack 1 Ho's shut in,"

Hope at zero.  Ruined,

¥ No, by Jove, he's got him out ! He's doneit ! Hur-ray-y-y I*

Up went his hat, high in the air,

“Tricmpher [

Yes, the judge sends up “No. 21" and Phil drove homa
nearly happy, with a mind full of resolutions to win on the
IMOTTOW,

Wednesday morning broke in happy uncertainty as to whether
to be wet or fine. But by twelve o'clock in the day the rain
fall fast. But nothing short of the eruck of doom—hard
frost excepled—will stop a mee-meeting. Al the difference
the weather apparently made to Fhilip was that, instead of
Elltzlldlng_ hl’-;}l_ EI?.I‘L'("J.‘H-i_I_.:US in gﬁirlg down h}" mucir hi spent
two shillings in going to Kingdon by mil. " Wrapped in his
wmackintosh from head to foot, he felt in betber heart than on

(=]
b
==
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the day before, and all went on well till he was recognised on
the road and insulted by one of his forby-seven oreditors fip
debis of honour,

* Well, what will you do 3" asked Philip, angrily,

“You show your fuce in the ring, and you'll ses what T1 da,
Call yourself a gentleman—I eall you & welsher,”

He shonted the last word, and ‘as thers were a lob of peopls
about Philip rashed for a fly, and swore at the man for not
driving on in a moment, He did not pay for admission to thy
ring. He knew the man would keep his word, 50 ha played the
undignified part of an outsider, and was, besides, in constant
dread of being hooted by his enemy. There is no change easier
to bring, or more difficult to rebut, than the charge of “ welshing®
ona mcecourse, and the mob has & nasty habit of huating
the vietim halfnaked into the nearest pond, and hearing the
evidence some other day. This unpleasant practice mada the
young man eareiul whom he met. Altogether things wers un.
pleasant.  There wers seven races on the wat card, They wen
T in a pouring rain. There was no trusting to form, far
the horses could not act in the wet, and all calculations Wers up:
get.  OF the first four races on the card, Philip won two and
lost two. Then he sat out and looked on once withont a bot—
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 follow,” eaid an acquaintancs whom he met on the
platform st King's Cross, seizing him by the shoulders and giving
him a friendly shake, s if you've been backing horses in red mad
you've come off & winner and no mistake—yon've got plenty of
1t sticking about you, What a day it hos been "

Fhilip muttered * Damnable,” in an undertone, and getting
into a cab directed the man to drive him homs, Az they left
the station yard, he put his hand into his pocket and pulled out
the only coins he had left, They were just enongh to pay his

fare,
CHAPTER XXV,

woNE of my readers—T am writing for both worlds—have VETy
likely been hanged. They will remember that on the morning
of theday for which this unpleasant operation—esurronnded by
ever) thing most likely to increase the ung yoidable diseomfort—
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was fixed, they slept eweetly and soundly, awaking early in the
morning with dreams of childheod’s innocence. This was the
case with Philip on the morning aftar 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, ?ha
thought of all his misery fell upon him, and he started up wide
awake and wretched, He conld not lie any longer, but got up,
dressing hurriedly and nervously. All, everything, gone : more
thaw all, Dishonour before him and ruin slready upon him.
In this evil plight, what todo? He thought of Arthur ; bub
% eould 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 be bad gone deeper and deeper, hoping against hope,
living in the fuol's paradise of a gambler.

Ha went downstairs; and found Laura, fresh and bright; read-
ing quietly in the window. She looked up, rang the bell, and
gab down aguin. No word of weleome for him, none of re-
proach ; for, as her husband grew culder, the young wife re-
treated more sud more within herself.  Laura's face has changed
in the list three months. The old look has passed away, and
another has taken its place. i is a sad expression, an expres-
gion of thought and reflection, that sits upon her face. She has
found out her great and terrible fanlt. 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 thres
months have Leen. For she has no friends, no visitors, oo as-
guaintance. No one but Philip and Mr. MacIntyre ever speaks
to her, She is alone in the world, And yet she knows in her
heart, that there is one friend £o whom she may go, with whom
ghe will find forgiveness, Of that she is certain. Philip's
breakfast was brought up. He sab down, exasperated with him-
gelf, with his wife because she took no notice of him, with
everything. He poured out a eupof tea, and locked at it
Then he broke into a fit of irrepressible wrath.

“ Damwn 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 iz just made.”

To prove his words, he tasted it and sealded his lips. Then
he puslied the tray back, swearing ngain, Lama watched him
with astonishment,

* 1 will linve no tes and trash, Give me some hrandy
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“ Not in the morning. Philip, you are very strange. A
you ill i

He went to the eellarek and '|Ir-'!l.r.|i himself saying not hing_

Just then the ma
sive fr

I. CaLLe, |!.'|.':'.I'EI|:_:r & small ]J]u_._- paper—g fIJi.E-
the buteher,

“ Philip, give me four pounds, please. The man wants his
money."”

“ I have no momney.”

** Mary, tell the buteher to eall amin to-morrow,"” Laurn said,
flushing with shame. *“* What iz the meaning of this, Philip ¥

“ Nothing. If thero wers, you wonld not care— -you would
not understand. Do you cara anything at ull for what coneerns
me? Have your ever cared 17

AL least, T may know if it is anything in which I can
help.

* You eannot help. You can only make things worse, If
you loved me, yon might. £
talking §"

Bhe was looking quite coldly in his fae
ghe had never loved him,
who o often slembers
—why di

there, what is the uss of

0. Lovet—of course
But why—why did net conscience,
when she onght to be awake and at work
: ence remind lim then, even then, of 41l the
girl had piven to him, and all of which he had robbed herd
He might have remembered hor sweet and innocent trust ;
the confidence which came from perfect pority of soul; the
nights when he had awakenoed, her head wpon his breast, his
arins round her neck, to listen to her sweet b ath ries and fall,
to cateh the murmur of hor dream l, for very shame's sake,
he might have thought of the friend from whom ha had torn
her—the disgraceful lies and decsits with which he had sur
rounded her. But he thought of none of thess things. Ha
thought only that, at all risks and hazards, this at least must be
put an end to
“What i it, Philip 1 she asked, with f

rightened eyes,
* I hava been thinking,” he said; I wking on the carpet, and
lighting a i

rar with trembling fimgers, * for some time, that we
should eome to an understanding,”

“ What about 1"

* About everything—onr marriage ezpecially.”

I belisve that when he gob up that morning nothing was
farther from his thoughts than this villeny. Buf a drowning
man extches at a straw ; and the ruined man saw that by gets

-

nok o
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ting rid of Laura ho should ab least bo free to ach. The power
of impecuniosity to maks men do vile and abominable things
has mever been properly stated by poet or novelist. In the
Tord's Prayer, after the petitions for bread and forgiveness,
comes the equally important one that we may nob be led into
temptation—amongst other things, by an empty purse.

Laura suspected nothing, understood nothing. 3

T told you two monthe ago, Laura, thab perhaps you might,
gome time or other, make another attenpt to récover Mr. Venn's
friendship. T think the time has come,” )

%] may write to him, Philip? You mean it i—you really
mean it

1 think T 'would not write to him, if 1 were you, h&c:i_usm
you might mislead him on one or two important pointa. I think
vou hod better go and see him.” ]

“ Mislead him? How am [ to mislead him?"

He looked np and met the clear, deep eyes of his wife, and
his own fell. His voice graw husky, y

“When you met me—that is, when I took you to the lodgings
of the mun in Eeppel Street—"

# Where we ware married 7'

£ Where, Laura—there is no vse hiding things any longer—
where the man pretended to marry us"

Sha looked foll at him, unable to take in, all at onca, the
whole force of his words.

Philip, the fatal shot onee fired, folt emboldened to procesd.
EBut he was very pale.

“ MacIntyre was not a properly qualified elevgyman. He had
no power to morry us.  He says he is a clergyman of the Seoteh
Chureh.  If that i3 any conselation to you, believe it.  The man
is an apceomplished liar; but he moy sometimes speak the truth.
Wa are no mora married, Laura, than if we had never met.”

“¥ou knew this all along, Mr. Durnford

Al along. I should have mareied you regularly, becanss I
was g0 infatuated with your beauty ; but you insisted on being
married on that particnlar Wedneaday or no other, It was not
altogether my fault, I thought perhaps—"

“ Yes," said Laura, sitting down.

Neither spoke for a space.  The cigar went out between Philip's
lips, and these trembled and shook. His face was whits, with a
look of terror: a man might have it when he suddenly realises
that all the nobleness has gons out of him,
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Presently he moved forward a step.  She started back, ery-
ing—

“ Don't tonch mo—don't come near ma !

¢ Taura, in spite of your coldness—though you heve never
loved me as I onee loved "-'m—[ ghould have kept this secrek,
but for one 1]_|]|:;rr I am |_|t'||,-|_'|:, ruined, I not l:!lflll._'r have na
money, but I owe hundreds of poundzmore than T can pay,and
I shall be a dishonoured man. I must leave the country if 1
cannot raize the money. We must part.”

% Yeg” said the girl, “wo must part, Why did we ewver
meet] By what eruel mockery of fate did you ever cross my
path ¥ Part ! Man, if you wore to totch me, if L wers to feel
:I“-"'-“' breath Upon me, I & .]a.:l.}a.] die. 1!..'.1“. 1.1.'!'|.|:- for five I:I:I("I'I.'IlELﬂ
have lived with this shomeful lis upon your conscience—yon
who called yourself a geptleman—youn w ho mocked at the poos
man's gins and suflerings—yon | Is every gentleman like this§

He did not apswer, looking down npon the hearth-rug.  There
were, then, some remains of shame vpon him,

Laura pouved out & glass of water and dravk it Then she
took off her wedding ring, kissed it, and laid it gently on the
table,

Ll Hq_.]:: ;_,-ll.':::hn],” shosaid, * L must not wear yon any lf.\li;__l;t'r.
Why did you find me out to ruin me, Mr. Philip Duarnford 1
Are there not enongh poor women crying in the world, but you
must bring sorrow and shame to another? And—and—oh,
God ! is heaven so full that thore is no room in it for me 1"

Then ghe 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 nobléness and honour; so that 1 laid bare all the
secrets of my soul to you, and told LH‘-H-..IIJ" that was in my
heart! I am ashamed when I think that I have sn talked with
you. I am more ashamed of this than of anything. And, ohl
what will Mr, Venn say w hen I £ back to him, and 1.:.1] him
all the shameful storyi How shall I tell it him—how shall T
tell it him$  Philip Durnford, keep ont, of his way, and tell thaf
other man, your accomplice, to keep out of his way and hide
himszelf, or it may be worse for him. T don’t want any punizh-
ment to fall on you—except, I suppose, God does sometimes
make wicked peopls feel their wickedness. Buab nothing can
make their victims agein as they have been, When your turn
eomes, Philip, when you go from bad to worse—when you find
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rzelf at lask npon your death.-bed, with #fiis behind you, you
will think of me—yoit will think of me"
Philip was a littls recovered by this timea,
“0f conrse,” hessid, lightly, ** I expected & litkle wnpleaszant-
ness ot first,  You will seo, when we get older, that I conld nob
act otherwise.”

# As o gendleman—no."

ST will not bo frritated,” he wont on, being now ns enlm g5 if
he were doing a virtnous action—" I will not be irritated. Tha
aile of this furnitare ol

“Thauk yos—yon ave thoaghiful"

Then sha leff him, and went to her own room, whera she
locked the door and threw hersell wpon the bed,

Philip, left alone, wiped his forehead and broathed more frealy,
Ono soures of expense wis gons, ot any rate.  Thers was comi-
fort in that thought—a may of sanshine in the tempest of his
mind.  Asfur what might be said or thought of him, he was pro-
foundly indiffersnt. Ooly it occurred to him that the news
might have been broken in a different manner, less abruptly,
throngh a third porson, by latter, However, it was done, and
nothing could undo it. Ahsfortone to some mon is o kind of
Ithuriel's spear: it revesls the real naturs of 4 man—

Mo falsshioad can-endura
Tonch of 1.'|.-|.|:~1.I'.|;|.| tempar, but returns
Of force to his own likeness."

Then the brava man becomez a cownrd, tha ]JL]"’&E-]]E{]'{EEI’I man
mean, the godly man ungodly, the virtnous man vicions, tha
noble a lache, The women of the family generally have the
best opportonities of finding ok tha troth ; bub they cover it
up, hide it, and go about Bunnting their colours of loyalty to the
great and good man whom all the world admires ; and, after the
first ngony of shame, fall into that eyniciam which sitz so ill on
woman's nature.  As for the men, I think their thoughts may
arrange themselves in the form of a Collect, & prayer for every
morning of the year, as thus: * Lord, the helper of sinners as
well as of saints, let nob the smugness of our reputation ever do-
crenss ; but replenish us, above all things, with the bulwarks of
wealth and honowr, so that the virtues with which we are
credited may never bo ealled into exercise.” And there are
some—Philip Durnford was one—whe deliberatsly believe
themselves to be chivalrous, delicately honourable, brave, manly,
15—2
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and greats though all the Hme every thought and every mection
mi 'ht go to prove the contrary. The mirror in which men
BEE 1“-.. meelves—what wo eall conse ienoo—is distarted H and
while the veal min performs duties and absurdities in an'l.' and
sin, the mitror ;=|||;.\'.-'; another Sir Gal: t||Ll.] II"II.'I‘(‘]I'IH'.;. with loft
frest, _\,_'I._.-“:.- the narrow 'ILI“I of honour, “]HIIF in the sunshine
olow the bottlements which guand the Holy Grail,

Such was Philip in his mirror. Al of & sudden, when Lanrs
loft Wim, therewas an instant flash of lightoing in his soul, which
showed him a thing he was never to forget, the real cres-
ture he was, No Sir Galahad, buta mopping and mowing antis,
grawling ignol 1!1‘ down the als pe of Avernus,  He startod to hig
fust, and stood for a moment staring into space. Then he seizal
the brandy bottle, and drank a wine -glassiul ; and behold Sie
Galahind again i—only with a sord of 'Iulur'r :l.:td haze aroond hiz
noble form, evermone to grow more blurred as the memory of
this puilt eats into his soul, Perhaps this illusory image will
goma day be wholly gone, and his real self be seen with dt‘lm
eyes, Then may hecry aloud to be delivered from the body of
this death, and God’s luu..bhmmt b upon him—the punish.
ment of forgiveness, 1s there no punishment in repentance and
selfabesement ¥ Cannot revenge itself be eatiafied when the
ginner is prostrate, erying, from shame and remorse, * Lord, I
have sinned—1 have ginned 1

Laura, in her bed-room, sat silent for o while, trying to think.
Then she fell on her kncgs and tried to pray; but no words
came, Only as she knelt a thenght came across her soul, which
wag, perhaps, the answer to her prayer.  For she arose swiftly,
and begin to undress herself, Everything she had on she tore
off apd threw from her, as if it had been a shirt of Nessus
Her earrings, her '||-1.'|.1,|,:-, e cross round her :IH'{.,..-LI ghe laid on
the table ; and put with them her wateh and chain, all herlitila
trinkets—all but a single little eross with a black ribbon, which
ghe Inid aside, for Mr. Venn had given it to her.  And then sho
opened all her drawers, took out the contents—the troussean that
Philip had given her—piled them all in a heap, and trampled
on them with lier bare little fect. And then, out of the lowest
division, she took the dress she had worn when she was murried
all that ehe had on that day was lying folded togeiher, even to
the stockings and the little boots,  She put them on hurriedly :
the dress of blue merino stuff ; thoe little liat with an cetrich
fepther, Br, Venn's lust gift; the ivory cross and the locket b
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had given her, the brown cloth jacket, the belf with the great
gteal huekle, ond the new pair of gloves—the last she had re-
eoived from him.  In the poeket of her dress was her purse, and
in it two pounda—Mr. Venn's two pounds,

Then she took her jewel-case, placed in it all the things that
Phi',ip hnd H;i\'eu her, and descended the stairs,  He was il ingr
there, just as she had left him half an hiour befors 1 her hand-
gome husband, her knight, and loxd, and king. He fur whom
ghe had left the noblest of friends, to eleava to him. All the
nobleness was gone oub of lis fuce. As she looked on him,
ghe wondered where it had been ; and she pitied him—yes, sha
pitied him—for his haseness.

He looked np, and made o motion with lis lips as if he would
speak ; but no words come.  She placed the jewel-case on the
table geutly.

“¥ou will find my dresses npstoirs, Mr. Durnford.  ¥You ean
gall them for something, I dare say, 1 am come to return you
your other presents.  Thers is the watch yon gave me at Vienx-
camp, with a pretiy speech about its lasting as long as youor
love—you temember ik, I dare say. Here is the chain. You
gaid that love's fetters were all golden. It was a very protty
thing to say, was it not? Hers are the bracelets, and all the
rest.  They will do for your next vietinm.

* After the next mock morriage, try to nodeceive the vietim &
little lees suddenly and harshly., Let her know it in some way
a little different to this

1 wish yon had died first, PIu'Hp. T wish FOu wira I_1.r5||g
dead ot my feet, pnd that I were erying over your dead body,
beligving you to be good and true. Now thers is nothing to
lament, DBut how much worse for both of us! The last
memory I shall carey away with me is of a coward and a lisr
A pentleman | Look in the glass at your own face,”

It was now, though she did not kaow this, the face of a 110,
with protruding lips, lowering syvebrows, and black cheoks,

* Have you more to say 1 asked Philip, hoarsaly,

#1 go as I came,” she said,  * Whatever I bronght with ma T
take away, but nothing more. Btay, this iz my own panknife,”

She took a Little white-handled thing from the inkstand, and
put it into her pocket. 1t was the slighitest nction in the world,
I:II.IS-‘ it wrung Philip's heart as nothing yet had wreang it.

o hu:v IJ'IEIE_ iz nothing left to remind you of me,” she said,

Mr. Venn will help me, I go back to him"
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Ha did not speak.

# Farewell, Philip.”

Eha huruml: to oo,  As she tonched the handle of the daor,
her hnsband fell forward on hiz Tenees belore hLl and cang thi llu.,l'
by the hand, with tears and sobs,

# Lanr, L:l'.n'.u.! he oried, “ forgive me, All ghall be as it
sras.  We will be marriod again,  Forgive e, Laura, I am
wmad this meming.  Only stay.”

Bt she slipped from him, and was gone.

After all, the memory of her husbar :-‘] was nob n]t’-get]LLr that
of the hardened wretch she might have thought him.

CHAPTER XXEVL

Apour twn oclock Mr, MacTntyre ealled nupon his patron, and
found him in a state of mental irritation which indicated the
necessity of prudence and tact, Hé was sitting where Laura
had left him, glowering over the fire—her bracelets and trinkets
on the table; and the Black elond upon his face, with this dis-
order, was quite sufficient to teach the student of human natore
that something had happened. A carious phrase this—if we
may be allowed a digression, It surely indicates a strong belief
in the malignity of fate, when the phrase,  somaol hing hes hap-
pened,” menns misfortune ; as if nothing was ever given unex-
pectedly except kicks gnd buffets.  So far a3 my owh experience
goes, the voice of the people is right.

Mr, MacIntyre assumed an expression designed to illnstrate
the profonud sympathy working in his breast, took off his hat,
and zat down in silence.

“What's the matter, Phil 1 after a pause.

Fhilip made an impatient gesture,

“ Mrs. Ulltuiuhl——

 Thamnation ! cried Philip, starting to his feet, and walking
backwards aud forwards,

Mer. AMaclutyre was silent. Presently, prese rving the samo
sympathetic Look, he rose, and moving softly—after the manner
of one who respects troul; Ir:—-h-.1 11r-:-"u.tl-_:1 to the wellknown
cellaret, whenes he drew a decanter of sherry. Helping himsell
to a glass, he drank it off with a deep sigh.  Then he shook hig
1.-Hul golemnly, and offered the decautor to E"]u]tp.

“ Drink " he eried. “It's all you think of Is there o
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misfortane in the world that you would nob try to cure with

ink 1"
dn“ None,” said MacIntyro—* I think there is nome, Drink
makes o man forget everything. But what is i, Philip? What
hng happened 1 3

% Why have you not been near me for a week ¥ ’

4 Papayes I have besn busy about my own affuies,  What
furg happened, then 1"

# T have been losing about as fast as & man could lose for
gaven or eight weeks—"

“Eh, man ! lnck will—" !

#1 have no luck buob the devil's, T suppese. Listen: you
blew the spark into a flame—you and your wonderful secret
wore ab tho beginning of it “The mighty lever that cun make
us meelliopaires’  You recollect 1

# 1 can't but say I do.”

% Well, the lever's broke into litfle hits, that's all. T owe
more hundreds than T can tell you over what T can pay. I have
not bothered to add up the sum total of the book over the
Houoghton meeting, I can tell you this, though: before King-
don I had forty:seven ereditors; now, I suppose, 1've got three
or four more.. They'd like to meet me, 1 have not the least
doubt, They won't. I'm seratehed for all my engagements.
Broken down badly. It is wmot one leg in my ocese, its all
four,"

He luughed. His mind was easier since the anxicty of how
he ghould find the money to pay with had been removed. Ha
hiad' decided not to pay : been desperats 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 il.
Ouoly the reckless man can langh as he did. My MacIntyre,
now many degeees removed from the feeling of recklossness, saw
no cause for mwaking merry, and opened his eyes as wide as it
waa pussible to do, putting on his most sympathising mask, ab
the sme time that he ejucalated a pious—"" Hear thet now "
s his young friend’s narmtive procecded.

8ee there,” Philip continued, tossing his betting-book across
the table to Mr Maclotyre, “turn over the pages, and satisfy
yourself, There is a ling scored throngh the wins. You won't
find many. I boacked fifteen horses in the last two days ab
Newmarket withont sooring ome win,"”

“1 doubt," eaid Mr MacIntyre, shaking his hesd, and
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handing back the book—* I doubt you did not keep to the
seestem. Ah, now e

4] did not.  Nobody ever did keep to & system. They mean
to at tho start; but they forget they even meant, till they
come to add up a losing account. I thooght when you saw
what a succession of facers backers bave bad, you would have
guezsad what was the matter.”

Here he I;uml.;mj_ up & NEWSPApEr a week old, and read—* The
eomplaints of absent aceounts were loud and deep, and no won-
der. Ewen bookmakors don't like to be shot at; and two nobls
lorda, besides o baker's dozen of * untitled noblemen,’ have gone
in the last few weeks."”

# ¢ Tatitled noblemen,' MacIntyre, that's for me.  After that
awful Monday eame, 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 fullow has written, after calling
about twenty times ak the club, Lo say he shall post me at Tat-
terzall's, Mueh I care if he does. It will be a poste restante,
but I am not likely to ba ealled for.”

“Yo don't koow that,” said Maclutyre, wisely wagging
his head.

# T do,” gnid Philip, with his bitter, scornful, hollow lwugh,
 All is lost—honour, money, all. If T raked together every-
thing I have in the world, T don’t suppose I should be able to
pay a shilling in the pound. Buat this s not all, I'va had
another loss,” e wont on. T told that girl the whole truth,
and she hns left me."

s ghe gonet T am sorry,” said MacIntyre. “T'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 abont other things, I sappose, Maclotyre,
that the marriags was all & fares 1"

The reverend gentleman took two hits of paper—the famons
marriage certificates—from his pocket, and handed them to
Philip.

“ The mock certifientes,” ha said.  * Yes, Philip, you can do
what you like with them. Eest tear them Illj.”'

Philip threw them into the fire.

* But you told me—"

“Eh, now! Don't let us have a blatherin’ about what T told
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you. You wore in one of your moral mn:m:_is that day, you 80
and T always suit my conversation to circumstances. I jusk
thonght it best to make the most of what we did. Perhaps I
was never an ordained elergyman at all Pcrhn[ﬁ I pﬂ:tcl:det],
I have preached though, on probation. It was at Glasgie. They
said I wanted Unction. Eh, sirs, what a man I might have
been with Unction [

Philip tock him by the shoulders, and held him at arm's
Iengl-]:.

# MacIntyre, you are a precious sconndrel. I am bad enongh,
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 lifa
out of yoo."

Tho philosopher looked up for one moment in alarm, but
gpeedily smiled agaim.

“¥ou will not, Phil. TFirst, beeaose it would be murder,
and you would not like to be hapged. Second, becanse you
would not be such a fuol as to hurt the only man who has it in
his pawer to help you.”

“ Yo I

“ And third, becausa your wrath is like o fire of chips. It
burns ont as soon as it is lighted.”

Philip let him go.

“If you are the only man to help me, why the devil
don't you, instead of :iriu.lii.ug E.Iiurr_',.' and telling me what a liar
you are ¥’

4 T'm going to,” said the little man, sitting down with an air
of preat dignity, and beginning to tremble, beeanse he was at
last going to play his great cand.  *“I'm going to. Sit down,
Phil, and listen. Lot us fivst face the position. What is it

* Ruin and disgrace.”

i For want of a faw hundreds, which T will put into your
hands at ones, with plenty more to the back of them ™

““(Goon, mark. Are thers any more lies at the bottom of
all thigi”

Do not pain me unnecessarily, Philip. You will be sorry
afterwands, Thia iz o very grave and serions matter. Do you
remember a conversation I had with you after your father's
death 17

e do

“T hinted then at the possession of certain documents, which
mig]'l.‘t or might not be found useful in proving you the heir to
certain property.” ¢

e S
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“ Gho on, MacIntyre. Do get on faster."”

i .|:||-'.'.'..L|x'|:a obtained those proofs. During all the years
of my wandering, T bave kept them roleegionsly in my pocket-
Lok, in the ],i.-- that they might one ds 1y be of use in Testor
ing you, my favourite pupil, to your own."

He dropped his voice from nervousness,  Suppose, after all,
the plan should fail? Tt seemed to FPhilip thet his accemts
trembled with emotion.

T ha papeTs prove you 1||':||'|.-!.--] a doubt—I mean, 'I'I'I'i'!.'ll,,

3 wibt—to be the eole heir of your father's
state of Fontaineblean, in the Tsland of Palmista
o Arthnrs estate] T will not belisve it."

L1 ]_m nok, it Yo '||||:1-. to believe .-11|||-1-.|'||-.|'|.:|"|_ Tt I‘illi“"
at present about £4,000 per annun, clear profit, in good years,

5 o onit, and it i managed In.' the most
man o all the island.  Philip, T ofler you this—not in
-|_ Wiy, Tt in-a way of which you '|'|'J|] hereafter be
.|..-||||,||'|-'||. bt as o night yonr right. I olfer you fortune, escapa

fl- m .-\.I- your lt‘ull'|_|||"~; and Philip—mnot the least—I offer you

'J.'|||: ]n'n-.-i'a', MacIntyre—the proofs”

¢ Wait, wait  First read and sign this document. Itiza
gecrat ngreemant. It is not po isible to receive the sum mamel
by any legal procedure—I trust entively to your honour.  And
if you do not obtain the estate, tl reement is not worth the
paper it is written on"

Philip read #. It was a paper in which he pledged hin-
gell to hand over to "-]:L-.]n:-.-n, s spon 08 he got the Fontaine
bleau extate, the sum of £35,000,

416 will be a oruel t'||.|.;.: to turn ouk Arthur," he said,

“F¥ou can settle with all your creditors” said MaeIniyre,
gignfic antly.
¢ At thie worst, I can but starve,™ ml’l FPhili P

ols toots !” gaid” the ph her.. * L've tned it: you
would not like it  Of course you will not starve. Hign ‘the
PR, and wa will ProEe 1.

Philip took a pen, siguned if, and tossed it back.

:Ig_]:_l.!:l:'.h_' folded the document, and earefully repliced it
in his pocket-book. Then he took out three or four papers,
"n'l.'.;||:-:-.|, in & wa ool cover., -].l'.l.'.'.-' were clean l.:llllll:_:i:!. th.i-ﬂ_'_':il.
fraved at the ed and tha ink w 5!;5.[':-1'-' with age. Ha
handed them solemuly to P Three of them were letless
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written by George Dy ford, 11&!,‘.:il:|l::!.'l-;: ATy dearest wile,"
and ending with * Your most affectionate  husband, George
Durnford.”

o Obanieve,” said Mr, MacTntyre. * The datesof all are before
that of his marriage with Mille. Adricune de Rosaay., The
lotters themselves are not sufficient, Look at this”

It waa o certificate of marringe between Georgs Durnford and
Maria no other name,

v And thia” ] [

The last paper purported to be a copy of a marringe register
from the Toman Catholic chaplain of St Jozepli. To it was
appended a statoment to the effect that the marriage hiad heen
privately solemnised. in Mr. Durnford’s house, but that the
register was duly entered in the ehurch-book.

Philip's eyes Hashed.

1 yon had told me that you were yoursell the Roman
Cotholic priest; T should not have believed you, MacIntyre, if
those papers are what they pretend to be, I am o legitimate son.”

% Of conras yon are,  LI've known it all along,  Bub I waited
my opportunity.”

# Wiho are the witnesses to the marriage 1" asked Philip.

“See those signmures. I am one. I was present on the
oocasion, The other is Adolplie, brother to Marie the bride
The elereyman ia dead, and I suppose the other witness, by this
time. Lut you ean inquire in Palmiste, if you like, The ways
of what we oall Providence are obscure. They may appear to
be winding. They are, in realiby, st ght."

Philip wade an impatient gesture, and he stopped.

Mr. Maclotyre bl played lis lazt eard, his King of Trumps,
and it looked like winning, He breathed more easily.

¢ [ boliove, Maclulyre,” said Philip, coolly, *that thers
is not a single thing in the world that you would not do for
money,

“There is nob,” replied the tutor, with readiness. “Thereis
nothing. Auvd why not? I look round, and sce all men on-
gaged in the pursuit of wealth, They have but one thought—
to make money, I, too, have been possessed all my life with
an avdent desire to be vich, But fortune has persseuted me.
Tl-luck has dopged me in all that I have vhded.  Tam past fifty
now, and have but a few years to lives.  To have a large fortuns
would bring with it no enjoyment that Tany longsr greatly cara
for. But to have s small one wonld mean caze, respectability,
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comfort for my declining years, nurses to gmooth iy [hiJ[f.'\\'. G
giderate friends. This is what I want. This iz what yon will
pive me. I have looked for it all these years, and bided my
time. With my five thonsand pounds, which is two hundred
and ffty pounds a year, T shall go to some quiet country place,
and livein comfort. My antecedents will be unknown., Iehall
be Respectable at last.”

Tha prospect was too much for him, philnwsgnhﬂr that he
was., e went on, in an sgitated voice, walking up and down
the romm—

“Money | Isthere suything in the world that money will nol
procuret  Is it friends? You con get them by the bribe of a
dioner, Tsitlove? You can buy the semblanes and win the
snbetance. Is it honour? You can boy that too, if yon have
got enough money. Is it power? Money is synonymons with
power, ls it comfort?  Only money will buy it.  Is it healthi
You may win it back by money. Is it independence?l You
cannob have it without money, Money is the provider of all."

Tt won't help you to get to heaven."

# T beg your pardon.  Without it I am—I am damned if you
will get to heaven.”

“ A curionsly involved expression,” eaid Philip, Iocking atthe
man with astonishiment.

# Answer me thiz, Phil.  Did yon ever hear of a poot man
repenting, unless it was when he was going to be hanged 1

# T really have not given the subject any consideration.”

#Y¥ou never did. It is only the rich who have leisore to
repent.  What is & poor man to think about but the chanos of
to-morrow's dinner?  Lireat hl'il.'l.'i'l.i.hl !:"l'li.]r when I think of how
wretchiedly, miserably, detestably poor my lifa has besn, my
wonder is, not that my lifs has been so bad, but that it has not
been worse, Do you know what grinding poverty 151 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 encred profession
which you are not fit for—to disgrace yonrself and losa self:
respect before you are five and y—to bi put to a thousand
shifta—to invent o hundred dodgea—to lose your dignity az o
man—to be o parasite, and fuil in thab—to take to drink becanse
the years of your manhood are slipping by, and a miserable old age
isbaforayoul Tell me, can you guess what all these things meant
Youth! I had no youth., It was wasted in study and poverty.
I dreamed of love amd the graces of life. Nope came to me
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o woman has ever loved mec  Not one. I have always hesn too
poot even to dream of love. DPhilip, I like you for one reason;
You have kicked me like a dog.  Yon have called me names.
You despiss me.  Bub you and [ are alike in this, that we owe
the world & grudge. I rejoiced when Teaw you ruining your-
gelf, I stood by ab the lnst and let it go om, becanss 1 knew that
every hundred pounds you theew away brought me nearer to my
end,  And that iz the five thousand ponnds thet you will give me,”

Philip said nothing, He sw in part what this man was
whom he hnd beliaved to be a simple common rogane ; saw him
as he was— portinacious, designing, eynically unserupulons, Ha
peeoiled befora & nature stronger than his own, and felt abashed.

e money,” MacIntyre went on, “ will not comeabit foo soom.
T am nearly at the end of the hundred pounds 1 had. Arthnor
told ma I shonld have another fifty, and then no mors.  What
ghould T do when that was gonei! You remember what T was
when you met me in the strect1—a poor famished ereature, on
one-pnil-threepence n day. A fow moro woeks wounld have
fipished me, Even now the effécta of that bitber wintar ars
on me, and I wake at night with the terror npon me that those
days are coming bask—that T shall have to return fo the two-
penny breakfast, and the fourpenny dinner, and the mizerable
lodging where Tsat ab might, gloomy and drinkless, Momey !
Hi aske me if I would do anything for money. I, with my
memories | Philip, I swear there is no act of dishonesty I wonld
mot eomumit to save myself from this awiful dresd of destitution
that hangs over mo doy and might.  After my miserable life,
compensation iz due to me, I say, sir, it is doe”

His face gresy bluck and lowering.

“If T am not paid what is owing to me, I shall take what T
can gob.  For theforeed hypocrisica of my youth, for my servila
manhood, for my ill-fortune, my wratched condition of last year,
I swear that eompensation is due to me. Honesty | The wise
man guides himself by cirenmatanees.  "Well, I've prayed —yes,
you may laugh, but 1 have prayed till my kness wers stiff—for
some measare, even the smallest, of suceezs in the world, for
jost a little of that material comfort which makes life tolerable.
Az wall pray for the years to roll back as for fate to be changed,
Whatever I do henceforth T claim as my right. It is my com-
pensation for the suffarings of the past”

He sat down,  Philip noticed how shaky he was, how his legs
tottered and the perspiration stood in great beads upon his noss
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—the feature where emntion generally first showed itaelf with
this [’511'5:?51.’-]'}1(‘-1'. Buot he answered him not a word,

* Go now,"” he said, “and show these papers to Acthur, Ha
cught to see them.”

MaeIntyre put on his hat,

* Dow't eome back here,” said Philip.  “Tind meat the clah,
I should choke if I elept a night in this house"

CHAPTER XXVIL

Waex Arthur hoard MacIntyre's story, he was amazed.

* Why did you not tell me all this before " he asked, at last.
“¥ou have known it all thess years—why did you not tell it
when my father diedt Let me look at the letters amain, They
are in my father's handwriting.  Ts there soma villainy in this

* The extract from the register, ye'll ohesiry 3 ™ gaid the phile-
sopher, passing over the injurions noture of the last waords, *“ig
certificated by a firm of respectable solicitors, and enclosed to
ma by their agents in London.”

" Why not tall the story befors 1

“ Loard, loard 1 it is a suspicious world, You will remenber,
Mr. Arthur,that T was once violently assanlted by your brotherf®

R B T

“It was becanse T hinted at thiz secret.  For no other roason,
T]'IGI'E"IUJ.’I?,_ ag [ waz not :.1(:1'.-!I'I!II'|.”_'|‘ interested m either -:11"1,-|_||_r 1:.:-1_““3
the money—though I certainly always received great consideration
from Philip—I held my tongue. The time has now come, when
poor Phil is rained.”

“ Ruined ! bow "

“He has lost his moncy on the turf. He has now nothing,
This being the case, I found it time to interf re.. Hare are my
papers—here my proofs.  It's vera hard for you, Mr. Arthor,
after g0 many years o' the pillow o luxury, and ye will com-
menca to rarmember some of the moxnms—"

“What does Philip say ¥

* He told me to bring you the things, and tell you the story."

"It seems ineredible—impossible,  And yeb the letters and
the eortificate, ™

** You can fight if, Mr. Arthur, if you please. You will have
to put me in the box : and I shall, most reluctantly, have to ro-
present to the world the seerets of your father's life,”
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Arthnr recoiled in dismay.

w1t is not a question of fghling. It ia a question of doing
what is right. If only your story is tree. Pray, Mr. Mae-
Intyre, what is the price you have put upon it 1"

He smote his chest.

(g on, Arthur, po on. You into whose young mind I

nred tressures of phi].mu[:!:}'. Insult your aged and poverty-
stricken tutor—and a Master of Arts of an anciont and—"

Yo -sold me an address.”

#Pardon me, 1 borrowed forty pounda of you, and, with a
kindness which T regret not to see rated ab its real worth, 1L
gaes you Miss Madeleine's address. T hope you hnve made good
nae of ik

#What does it matter to you, sir, what uwse I have made
of it ¥

¢ Mot at-a', mot at @', Lebk ns eomn back to cur business.
The story is not mine alone, Arthur. It rests on the evidenca
of the Chureh.  Maon tolls liss, Church registers are infallible.
I suppose that Marie died in England before the secomd mar-
Hage—"

& My, MacIntyre, do you want me to wring off your neck 1"

& The facs of the case—the faes of the caze ouly. Your elder
brother, sir, Teceived my communication without any of the
munifestations of temper which you have shown. Naturally,
thare i3 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 1"

“To begin with, I saw no reason for speaking at all, #ill my
friend, s well as old pupil, lost his money, This was yesterday.”

 And why next 1

“ Becanse I did not choose,™

This was the only outward mark of resentment at Arthurs
suspicions which the sage allowed himeelf,

He gave a long sniff of satisfaction, and wont on—

* There may be a weakness in the evidenca. The law might
be evaded by a erafty counsel. You can fight the question,if
you like. Buk the right of the case will remain unaltered.
Arthur Duomford, you are only the seccond som 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 l.'m'}m*'s

=
e S ——
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i Nt at o, not at o Tet us go ob onee,” anzwered Mas
Tntyre, apparently in great good humour, **And don't be over
much cast down, Arthur, at this temporary revairse of cirenm
stanees.  Philip will give you enough to live upon. If not,
tliore are several lines of life open to you You may be a pri-
vate tutor, like me. Then, indeed, my esample will not havs
been wholly in vain.”

He pursued this theme as they drove into the City ina caly,
illnstrating his position by reference to passages in his own life,
wherein lie had imitated the magnanimity of Themistoeles, the
clemency of Alexander, the continence of Secipio, and the gene-
rosity of Caesar,

 Poor I may be,” he eaid, ““and certainly am ; but at least T
sun teflect—the reflection alone is worth & bottls of Tsla whisky
—on temptations avoided and pood effected, I forgive you,
Arthur, for your hard words; and remuin, as I always have
been, your best friemd.”

Arthue answered little, and thatin monosyllablea. Hawas 5o
much pre-cceupied, that the man's prattle dropped unheeded on
his ears.

What was the right thing to dot

The lawyer heard what Arthur had to say, read the documents

eavefully—from time to time casting & furtive glance on Mae-
Intyre, who sat with an air of great dignity, and even virkue;
his countenance, and oceeasionally rubbed his nose

«t You are the only surviving witness, Mr. MacIntyra?

T am,” returned our Alexander. * That is, the only one,
beliave, surviving. * Flesh is grase.” The priest was younget
than myself ; but, you see, he is gone first, Adolphe might be
found, perhaps, thongh I think he is dead too.”

« Tt is now twenty-seven years sines this marriage, sccording
fo your certificate, was contracted. Would you kindly tell us
more abont it 1"

“With pleasure. Tt took place in Mr. Durnford’s own honss
at Fontaineblean, in the dining-roon. You remember our lessoms
— those delightinl lessons—which used to take place in the din-
jng-room, Arthur} It's vera sweet to recall old days. It waein
the evening, Marie left her mistress’s honse in the afternoon
re she had gone except myself, I helped het

No one knew whe

to escape.”
w Oh [ said the lawyer, * you aoted ns—na the uncle of

Cressida. 1t was a creditable position for you to occupy.
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& Porhaps," said Maclotyre, with all that wns Inft of his
power of blushing mantling to his nose—# pethaps,  Thi
necessities of the stomach have on geveral oceasions abliged m
to take part in actiong of which my consciencs "Li“ll'l-~""f‘|
The needy man has no ehoice. T approve the b
when If-.l.1|':.| i!l'lll.l'!IE with tha WEEHI of ijl|1 FLGI
follow the worse. In the words of the Latin post—T lops; &,
yon have not entively ]J:';:_!_]"'.l"ll the Humanitiea—* Dum meliors
i:lm!m—"l L1

My dear sir,” interrupted the law yer, “pray geboonowith
your L-|.':.'II.'_'|'.H

#Marie pequired o good deal of persuading,” he went on,
ganing courage as he began fo nofold his web of fietion, My
Durnford, a young man ab the time, had conceived a violant
piassion for her, She was as white ss a Ewropean, aud had no
marks ab all of hor descont, except hor full black hair.  Her
mother, indeed, was a mulatto ; and perhaps Ler father was o
white man—I don't know, On the evening when I drove her over
to Fontaineblean, I had got Futher O'Callinan to ride up in the
afternoon.  He know what he was to do. It was promised to
Maria; and there in the sitting-room, with myself and Ad tpho,
a half-hlood brother of Mare, who was sworn to see ay, the
marriage was performed, and these papers signed, A g

f._‘;]' CATLED, DVET]
ling Shlirad xme b

vt o

hnlf later, after hor boy was born, Marie went away to Europ

and Mr. Dornford married Mademoiselle Advienns de 1 --|||L_-,',"
* And pray, how did the papers em

b into voue hodudsd
MaeIntyre for o moment hesitated, and o violent ellusion of
red mounted to his nose
“Aftsr the death of Mr Durnford, T went thronsh his
]|:|_i.-“ .'_:'

As a lecally appointed ogont 7

“No, As o confidential friend of the fivondy, in which I hiad
been atutor for many years," said MaeIntyre,

“Tn other words, you ransached my father's desk 1 nsked
Arthur,

“Do not put an injurions constroction on the procesding,”
said Muclutyro. “I searched the drawers for some papers of
my awn, and found not ouly my own private docoments, bt
also thess lotters"

FOh]" sid the lawyer.  * Dear mo! Wonld vou be mood
enough 1o atep ountaide § Et;’.}', though, what has becoma of—of
ol

16
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o Ohe went to Enrope, and wos lost sighbol 1 stppost shea died ™
#Thank you,” soid the lawyer, opening the door, * You will
find the papers in the next room. Mr. Thompson, pray give
this gentleman the Times, Now, Mr. Durnford, this 15 an ugly
cage,  Toll me what you know of this miom." 1

Arthur told him everything.

“ Ha iz evidently a
thing is  forgery. Do you know your father's hendwriting 1*

“ Ypg the letters ave his”

W Well, well, it may ba. Still, ahzerve that in the only plam
whare the word Marie occurs, the writing looks to me uncertain,
and the word laps over beyond the line. It may poszibly have
Lieen put in afterw Are you sure that the dates are in the
same writing as the letters "

# They look so. Basides, there iz the church registen

 Registers have been fampered with, especially in novels
Tut what does the man mean by it all : the sserecy for ton yeurs

__the suddenness of the ravelationd FFhat does ke get for 1

“ 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.”

w1t 45 not the winning or loeing,” Arthur replied. - Thok
goems the least part of it"

The lawyer stared at him,

1t To Philip it means legitimocy. e west fight.

“ My dear sir, it tay also mean legitimacy to you,"

#7 think not. 1 am guife sure that my father would ned
have martied a second time, except with the elearest proof of Lis
wife's dealh, That iz to me a conviction. I have nothing i
fear on thet gronnd.  Buot there iz smothor thing.  How can 1
diag my father's life and character into open court "

& Would you sacrifice everything for the mere sake of hiding
geandnls five and twenty years o

4 1f they are my father's—yes,

o Well, well—let us soa”

He went into the outer office and requested permission ko e
the papers again, holding them up to the light to seo the walle
mark. Mr. MacIntyre watched him steadily, with a twinkls is

his eye distinctly resembling & wink., The lnwyer returned tha
papers and wenb hack.

“ He's a crafty rascal, ab least, The water-marks are all right.
M, Durnferd, there is villany init. Do nothing rashly.”

wo that the whaola
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* P'hilip will press on the case. I only begin now to nndar-
stand what it may mean to him—what the past hns been for
him. T shall not fight with my brother,”

“You will acknowledge everything ' :

" No," said Arthur, stesightening himself, as one who iz doing
u strong thing, *I shall hide everything. I may be a coward,
but T will moé have my father's name hawked sbout in public,
and the story of his youth—and—and—perhaps his sing, told
to thewhole world. Let Philip huveall the money. I retire. Let
Fhilip have all the money, I shall not etarve, I dore say.”

** Nonsenes, nonsense. Az your lawyer, I protest against if.
My dear sir, the time for Quixotism has passed away. Feopls
will ask questions, too. What will you say 1

“Nothing. Let them ask what they please, The secrek ig
mine—and Philip's—and this man's.  Nob one of us will speals
of iR"

“As for Mr. MacTntyre, cortainly not—provided his silence i
bought.  Will your brother huy it "

1 shall not ask. I shoulil excuse him if he did.®

# Take advice, Mr. Durnford, takes advice.”

“I will take advice. I will put the whole facts into the hands
of a third person, and be euided by the connsel I got from her”

“If it s a lady,” the lawyer returned, laughing, * I give yon
up. But como and ses me to-morrow.”

Arthur went ont by the private door, forgetting all about Mr.
MaeIntyre, who still sat behind the Times, waiting. The time
Passed on=—an honr or two—befora the lawyer came again into
the outer office. Perhaps he kept his man waiting on purpose,
ter the sweet and genila practice of a Bismarck, letting him
eook in his own juice.

" What '—you thers still, My MacIntyre! I thought you
gone long ago, with Mr. Dursford. Come in again—eoma and
have o glass of sherry. Now, then, sit down—sit down, Wa
arg men of buzsiness here, and shall snon undurstand ench other.
You will find that, Mr. MacIntyre, if you are a judge of sharry,
and I bave no doubt yon ars a very excellont judga—"

“ Protty well—pretty well. I am better at whisky.”

“Aha | very good—very good, indeed. Reminds me of s
thing I onen heard said, 'But mever mind now. Let mo give
you another gliss, Dry, voun observe, bot gemerans, A fat
wine. A wine with bone and musels, I knew you'd like it."
He gat down opposite his visitory elapped him on the knee, and

16—2
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langhed.  ““And now let ns talk about this affaiv which you
lizve besn the means of bringing to light™

“nder Providence.”

% Onita s, Under Providence, a3 you sajy. You know, I
feel for Arthur Durnford’s position in this case”

@ T am but an instrament,” said MueIntyre, with a solemn
face and another pull at the sherry—*a very humble instru-
ment.  Bub lifo izsn.  The moral philesopher hos often cafled
sttention to the curions way in which our sins become pitfalls
{or our children, I conld give you some striking paessges in-
direetly bearing upon the point from Stewart and Heid. — Bud
porhapa, Mr.—I forget your name—yon ave nok a parent ¥’

o erossed his leps, and brought the tips of hie fingers
?.ll,_'.[F:E]LI:!'. :

# Another time, my dear sir, another time, By the way, is
it not vather unusnal for an Englishman to marry a mulatto 1

A nst nnnsunl. :\-lli.l:ﬁug BV .'-ll'|-|.-|.'5:-c|;~|| e S much., I havs
often obsairved, in my progress throngh life, that—"

# Yes. The cirenmstange will tell in court.”

Mr. MacIntyrs visibly skarted.

 You will go into court 1

¢ Donbtless™ roturned the lawyer, watching his man—in
whom, however, he saw no other sign of emotion.  * Trouhtless
—your own evidence will be the main chain, so to speak, I
liape you don't mind cross-axamination.”

“When a medicine, however disagrecable, hus to be taken,
it must be taken.”

“Quiteso, They will probably inguira into all yonr ante
gedents—eh t—ask you all sorts of impudent questions—hal
ha! Whether you ever got into tronble’  We, the lawyers for
our aide, will make it our busincas to -hunt up everything abouk
you."”

# What trouble ¥’

“Tntg the hande of the law, vou Jmow—eh? Oh, most
abeard, I assure you. T remember o similar cass to this; when the
principal witness was obliged to confess that he had sold his i
formation. The case was lost, sir—lost by that simple fiet
Now, you see, what an ass that man was! Had he gone to tho
lawyers on the other side, a respectabls firm like ours—had hd
eome to me, for instanee, in a friendly way, and said, ‘ My dear
. I have certoin papers—I am a needy man,  There they an
W gre wen of the world® Had le, in fack, behaved as o man
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of sense, he would have been, sir—for in loaing the case he Jost
his reward—he would bave been"—here the spkeor looked
sharply in the face of Mr. MacIntyre—*a thousand pounds in
pocket.”

He remained stolid—only helping himself to another glasg of
wina,

“Very good thing, Mr—really, I have not eanght your
name, " 3

 Never mind, sir—never mind my name, Tt is on the desw
plate if you wish to ead it. But your opinion now ag to my
man's stupidity 1"

“Well, you see—it may be, after all, a guestion of degres,
I am myself induced to think, that if you had offered him ten
thoeusand, he might lave seeeptod,  Money down, of eourse.”

The eoal |'l.1.'|t]l|.L:it:I," of this indirect i"]":i'lll-.:'iill F.t;[ggr_gui the law-
yer.  He put tho stopper in the decanter of sher ry, and ross

“I should like to see you again, Mr. Maclutvre,”

# Mr. Arthur has gone to see Philip. Do you know Arthur
Darnford, eir i

“1 beligve T do.™

“Not so well as T do. T will tell you something about him.
He iz ready to do anything that he fhinks honourabls, even to
sbrip himself to the last shilling : and ha s jealous that no word

B3

should be breathed agninst his father. He is now Fono to son-
sult Miss Madeleine. I know what her adviee will Le”

Well

“And do you know Philip?! No—not g0 well as I do. I
left him a roined man.  That you know, perhaps,  Hea will da
anything for money when it is wanted to save his honour. e
wants it now for that purpose.  And Le would do anything in
the whole world to remove the stain of illegitimacy and blask
blood. The lntter is imposaible, The former can now be ap-
mnged.  Ten thousand pounds, siry Good heavenzs! I anm
estate s worth more than fonr thousind pounds a yesr, and if
you have pot three times ten thousand acenmmlated—D you
Enow the stary of the Sibyl, Mr.—zeally, I forgot your name,
Never mind,  You remember the story, sic? Probubly you had
st humanities when you wers a boy. She coma back, sie,
aguin and again ;. and the thisd tine her price waz thres times
that of her tist”

* In point of fact, Mr, MueTntyre, yon want to sell your in.
formuntion for ten thousand pounds, It is disgracalul —"
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Mr. MuoeIntyre started and opened his ayes

 Tha sheemes of the ressoning facelty in England 15 vera
wonderful, Man! I was talking of general principles. T was
giving you my opeenion on the creature that would not gell his
information. I would have you ta know, sir, that T am not in
the hubit of selling anything. I am a Master of Arts, sir, of
an ancient and homourable Univairsaity—the Univaimsity of
Alerdeen. And I wish yve good morning, sie”

He put on his hat, and stalked away with dignity.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Antiur went to Madeleine for advide, being ome of those who,
when they have made np their minds to & line of action; ara
not satisfied without being fortified in their design by their
friends.

He called after dinner, and found the two ladies alons—Mus,
Longworthy asleep and Madeleine reading,

“ Coming in here,” he said, in & low voice, Fis like CLI]JH'I]:_;
into & haven of repose.  You are always peaceful.”

i Yeg—a woman's conflicts are below the sorface mestly.
Aund my own troubles lie two miles away, as you know. When
gre you teally going fo make up your mind #0 come and
Lelp nsi”

“What am I to do?t Teach science again ¥

“ Nos lecture, start elubs, give concerts—yon play very well
—write tracts, do all zorts of things that will help the people lo
raise themselves,"

“T am afrid I should not do for it, Madeleine. Dugt T will
try to join you. Ouly first give me your advice on a vorf
gerious matier,”

He told his story.

“Your father married to a mulatto girl? Arthar, it is in-
poesible.”

# 80 T should have said ; but it seems true. There are the
gartificates of marriage, duly signed and attested, And not by
the man MacIotyre himself—or we might suspect thém—hut
by & legal firm of Palmiste, You know them. There can be
no doubt whatever. And Philip is my brother."

# T always knew it,” murmured Mrs. Longworthy, waking up
fo: enjoy hee lazy trivmph, 1 told you, Arthue, that your
father had no brothers”
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#T guppose,” Arthur continned, * that by some accident this
mulatto girl, my father's first wite, died Em‘lj, and that om hear-
ing of her death my father muarried again, But MacIntyre
knows nothing of this; he only knows that Marle—we will go ‘
on calling her Marie—went away to Eogland.”
“ And the resnlt of the whola 1 [
“Would be, if the clmm were substantiated, that I have no- i |
thing: Tam a beggar. All the estate, and all the sccumula- |
tions, go to T‘hilip." | i
# THave you seen Fhilip 1 I§
Nt yek I shall go and oo him in the mm.'ning. T have |8
not seen him for more than four months,  You kuow we were Ik
thiree months in Ttaly. But I have heard ope or two stories
abont him, T am afraid he has lost money betiing™
¥ What are you going to do " ||
' Tha lawyer says fight.  What ought T to da, Madelsine ™ |'
# Fighting means further exposire of old scandals, and raking i
up private bistories which may as well be left buried.  Ts theze I
no middls way ¥ |
“* None. Either he is the rightful heir, or Tam. To Phil it | |
means wob only furlune, but also legitimacy, I koow now—I il
hove known for some little time—what it iz that bas made
Phil what he ise. 16 is not the love of that fast life to which | I
Tie hu]a;ngs, go mugh ne his constant sense of his birth, and |
the tinge of the black Dblood. Can you sob dnderstand it i |
Madeleine 1" [
* But if the eorlificates are corect; and not forgeries, there I *
can be no doubf whatever of the Ehing." I
“ Thera can be none—DPhilip is the heir" |
]
|
I

They were silent for awhile, M. Longworthy only giviog to
the group that fecling of repose which s caused by the ling
breathing of one who slumbera,

“If it will make you work, Arthor” whikperad Madeleine,
#it will be a good thing for you. Leb it go, my frhend; let |
your brother take it, and raise po further questions about your 1

[ father's private history. Tt may be all o forgery, put togethier
| by that creature, your Scolch tutor; only be very sure that
| Philip knows nothing about it.  Go out into the woeld, and ' 7
work with other men, It will be better for you., Orcowe and
work with me." i

# That is impossihle, Madeleine,” hie whispered—* excopt on i

ons condition,™
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&ha fushed zearlet for & moment, and then she snswerad
direetly, and to the point.
#1 know what your con
&0 :--|~;:, Arthur, that T am s
AW hat are vou afrdaid o
€1 wm oafraid that our old brother and sister fecling may ba
all thnt you can have for me”™
o Tisten a moment, Madeleine, When T sw yon first—I
he ago—I1 was alimid of you. Yon wem so
queenly, so beautiful, so unlike the ¢ shild I loved so many years
awo, When I eame hers dey after day, and foand you :ul'u.'.'.:.'
the s ..|-—-.L|.'-.|1.- kind, thoughtful, sisterdy—the old feeling
5, fnd I falt ones maore that, as -!:Fi!-l.u Wi WERDE I.:l!'a,,- ]H,"I_'
:'|||_|E o Bt when T was with oL abroad, when we wera
together every day and all day, that feeling died away again,
pned another has sprung 11[- in itz place.  Madeleine, I connot
work with you as youw wisl, because I love you. 1f you wero
{-;i;l, if 1 did not kuow you 2o nl.']] I shonld make fine
ehes about cominge to v Yol as a 1|-'|_'_"|T‘. wow that I have lost
But vou do not want these. Let ma go, or bid
Hut, Madeleine, whatever you do, do not lat me losa

ar

tion is, We have known each other

L

mean  8ix ol

nnothar

=hip.
.>I||n vou love me, Arthur? she ]1'|II'I'III.'.l'IZ'l[, [ifS
fween IL v lips—her eyes softened, her cheek glowing,

# Am |; surad Do now that I have ﬁ;ﬂlm;_: into new
beinge since T found I loved youl My hlood flows foster, my
life hins quickened. I can feel, I ca Madeleine, I ¢an
‘.‘.'<l]i{. Cowhat wus my Very exiatence It was life with-
onb life, licht without sunshine, work withont a purpose
& that hw\-,-ﬂ.r. neither hope nor regret.’ Do T love you,
ueleine 1°

U hen, Arthur” she whispered, leaning forward so that hor
lips met his, *I hove always loved you, Take me; I am
altogethier yours.”

It was then that Mre Longworthy showed the real goodness

] : y aka for some moments and was
¥ her Byes. Now she rose, and
|_.rL thering. her -| irts rou 1-] her, she swept slowly out of the
ki 1 she went—
find me in the dinine-room; my dears, as soon o8
you have done l:i:ihl ’."'-

..:l'.' gat and t |-.'\."j. 1.'\-"’..‘!"'!!'-}1'.'1'_.

hand ‘in hand, of the lifa that
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they would lead, of the perfect confidenes thers shonld be be-
tween them; of all high and awest things that & man can only
toll to & woman., Young fullows whisper to ench other some:
thing of their inner life—it can only be done betwesn eighteen
end twenty-two—and even after there is n bond of union be-
tween them that is always felt, if not acknowledged. smm;-ﬁ“mg'
too, ab night, on the deck of a ship, wlen the moonlight is
broken into ten thonsand fragments in the white track, and
the stars are gazing solemnly at us with their wide andl pitying
eyes, men moy lny bare the secrets of their soul, One of the
many whom [ have known—he is ten thonsand miles from
hiere—in my wanderings abroad—T spent six months beneath
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
gob up to join kim, he would Ak to you, The memory of his
talk ia with me still. I remembered it in the morming, but ha
didd not.  Which was the real man, swhich was the false, T never
knew. One lived by doy, and one by night. I think the man
of the night—he who showed me his thonglits—was the true
man, Heis the one whom I love to recal),

Whils they talked, Mre. Longworthy slumbered by the table
in the dining-room,

Outside, Laure was wandering in the cold mnd pitiless
streots,

At the house ab Noing-hill, Philip and MacIntyre ware
drinking together—Philip to drown his excitement, which had
absolntely driven Lauww, for the time, out of his head : Me.
MacIntyre, to drown his anxiety, If hie lost this stake | But
ik looked like winning.

Botween the two were & couple of clinmpamme hottles, empty.
At stroke of ten, MacIntyre rng the bell for tumblers, At
twelve, Philip went to bed too drunk to spenk. At one, Mr,
MueIntyro foll prone upon the hearthrug and slumbercd thepe,
In the morning, ab seven, he awoke, and linding whers he was,
gob up, rubbed his noss thoughtfully, and went homs to Kep-
pel Street.

* ICs wonderfu’," he remarked when le got. back to lids
lodgings and sat down to breakfust, “ what a restorer is the
worning air. When I go down to Seotland I shall always oot
up early, to shake off the whizky of the night, EiimFmti‘“ 31:,-
lassie, I think you may bring me anothor msher of baeon.”

e
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CHAPTER XXIX,

&7 gor this address of yours from MacInfyre,” said A T't'!mr, eall.
ine on Philip ot midday. * Why have you besn hiding away
B I ¥ 3 3 3 x

84

long ¥
“There has been no hiding," said Philip, half sullenly,
Then both men paueed, thinking of the words that were to

e sp.:l]{l_-u hetween thom.

Avthur was the first to speak.

% OF course you know wliat MacIntyre came to tell 1me.”

“ OF conrse I know it

# Whataver happens, Philip, let us b frionds still.  IF ik is

clear that my father married—was married—before he married
my mother, thers is nothing more to be said.”

Both flughed searlet
& Vop ses, Arthur, I have known since I was fifleen years

old—no matter how—that T am your half-brother. This gues-
tion iz more to me than property. Tt 8 legitimacy.”

"
“ T know.
% But go by what your lawyer advises. Lok us make o lezal

|l'._'|e:=:[:i-=_|j_| of 1tall”

# My lawyer says fight."”
# Then fight.”
# Fighting means bringing the private life of our father iuto

publie, making known thiogs that oughl not to be revealed. 1
think 1 cannot [I.:"_]I[. FPhil®

& Bt T mast, Ackhor”
¢ Yes and I must give way., After all, Phil, it matters very

littla to me, so far as the money goes. I shall linve to work;
but I am & man of vary ::.il“;.l:l:' habita, You will make a batier
planter than I Yoo will 'go oot and do pgreat things for
Palmiste”

things, either hers or in Palmiste,

ag

“ Mot I. I fight for my legilimacy. I shall do no great
"

# Lot me tell you abont the property, Phil. No—it is best

that you should know. It is o very good property. Im ordinary
years, when there iz mo hureicans, it 18 werth more than four

thousand pounds a year. 1 do not spend one fourth of thu
amonnt. Thers '
think I am worth Ll

W

tily 1

Ll

secumulations. I sh
il pounds—that is, youw are

5 ¥ ¥
skl
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Tt s not the value of the proporty—"

“1 know. Still you ought to learn all that is at stake. This
is yours I surremder it all, rather than po to law over our
father's grave"

@ 1 must prove my legitimate birth, it T ean, Arthnr. Think
of ik, Think what it iz to me, who have all alomy heen
weighted with my bitth, to be made free —free and equul to all
other men.”

“I do think of it. T think a great deal of it If T were in
your place, nothing should persuads me to forago the chance of
setting this right. Still, T believe you have always éxaggerated
the importance of the point."

“ It moy be zo. T do mot think so."

“And now, Phil, let ue talk it over completely. I am in
your hands. The whole estate will be yours as scon as the
transfer can be made. But you will not let me go quite empty-
handed.”

“*Good heavens—no {" eried Philip. * T beliove you are he
most chivalrous man in the world, Empty-handed ! No, Tukd
what you will.”

“ Give me what you live yourself, and T shall he content.”

¥ You mewn what I had, T snppose.  Make it doubls, Avthur,
and I shall be content—content in a way. How is any man to
ba contemted who has the slave blood in his veing? Look
here,”  He pulled his short, carly black hair. “This eomes
from the negro wool,  And look here,” Ha held out his hand,
“Do you see the blua below the nailsd That comes from the
negro blood. And lock at my eyes IDdo you ses the black
streak beneath them? Negro blood, I tell you. And Foner-
tion after generation moy pass, but thess marks never die away.
My face, at least, is like my father's. I am more like Lim than
you' are, Arthur.”

“ You are too sensitive, Phil. Do you really serionsly think
the old prejudices are founded in reason? Do you imagine that
you are the least worse for having this little admixture of ras
in your blood ¥

*“Ido” said his brother. I know that T am worse. I fuel
it. When while men are ealm, I am excited. When they aro
careless about their superiority, I am anxious to assort mine,
‘When they are self-possessed, [ am self-conscions. When they
are at ease, I am vain. I koow my faults, I can do things as
well as any wan, but I can do nothing so well as some men,
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That is the curae of the mulatto, the octoroon, or whatever you
like to call him. Upstable s waker, we nover excel,  Bo far
we are like Judah, the son of Jacol, founder, you know, of the
celebrated tribe of that mame”

They wera silent for a while,

“Even now I have made myself a greater fool, a greater nss
than you would conceive possible. If ever you hear stories
about me, Arthur—by Jove, you are sure to hear them "—ha
saddenly remembered Venn, and his friendship with Arthor—
*think that T am more than sorry : not repentant, begause I do
not ses any good in repentance, Milk that is spilt, eggs that
are broken, money that i= epeut, gins that are commiitted, are so
many faits accomplis, Well, never mind, Tet uns return to
business.  You will take the acenmulated fonds”

“No; I will take ten thousand pounds, and I shall be
].[l.:.lllll

* Have what you like. And now take mo to your lawyer's,
and let us tell him what we are going to do.  And if at any
moment, Arthuy, sither now or Lierentter, Yo wish to rescind
your transfer, you shall do it, and we will fight. By gad, the
prodigal son alwiys gats the best of it! The good young mamn
toils and moils, and gots nothing, Then, you ses, the seapegrace
comes home,  Onick, the fatted ealt—kill, cook, light the fire,
make the stuffing, ronst the veal, broach the eask, and spread
the feast"

Bo he passed, in his light way, from repentance to cynicism,
happy af heart in one thing—that now he could face his
ereditors and meet Lis ensasements.

It was a week after this that MacIntyre, who had been ealling
every day ot the Burleigh Club, and at Notting-hill—being a
pray to the most gnawing anxieties he had ever known—nt last
found Philip at home,

He was grectod with a shout of !;1||:'_:'!:|t|3r-—.::|{_|i. it ig time, of
that kind which we are-acenstomed to nssociate with the mirth
of innocence.  Perhaps Philip's joyousness had something in it
of the Sardinian charzitor, ]

* Coma, Prince of Evil Devices, and receiva your dis,”

* You are pleasad to be facetions,” observed Maclutyre,

“Haven't T a richt to be facetionsd Do not I owe it to
you that I have gob rid of & wife, and come into & fortune ¥
it down, man, and let us have a reckoning. My engagements
are mel,  T6 iz all settled, Arthur retires, and the heirat-lxw
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steps in,  Rid of a wife—with dishonour saved, and lonouve
gained—what do I owe you! Five thousind is too paltry o
sam to speak of.”

Maclntyre turned perfectly white, and shivered from head
to foot.

*The papers are signed—the transfer is completed. I am in
posseszion of the estate of Footaincbleau and fifteen thousand
pounds in Stoeks. It is your doing, MacIntyre. You shail
have the money bargained for. Give me up the agreement.”

He took it from his pocket, and handed it over, with
trembling honds.  He was unalde 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 1"

“ Not now, Phil—not now. Let mo sit down a moment, and
recover mysalf*

Presently he started up again.

* Now,” he cried—“at once; let me have no delay. The
money, Phil—the money | TLet me handle it. Al ! At last—
ablast! T have been anxions, Phil, I was afraid thers was
some link missing—some possible doubt; but it is all right. 1T
have won the prize T 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—izn't that so 1

* Burely—surely,”

He looked at Philip with steady eyes, but shaky lips,

* A righteous man, you know, nover begs his bread.”

“T've begged mine like the unrighteons—or next door to it.
The next door to it, may be, was not inclnded in the text.”

“Obviously, the inference is that you are a righteons man.
But come—one word of explanation first. You know when 1
met you in the sireet 7

% Asif T shall evar forget the time"

* You had those papers in your poeket then ¥

“They have never left me since I took them awny from
Palmiste.”

“Why did you not prodnes them at once 7
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% Becanse the risk was too great, I wanted to zell them, I
wanted to ses how yon would take the chanes. Tt was one T
eould not afford to mek., When I zaw yon going down hill, I
knew that T had only to wait for the end. Everything helped me,
You became more and more invelved. I beeame more and
more terkain ; but ik was not till the very end that Idared bring
them ont."

4 And then vou thonght you eonld win "

“T did. I knmew that under the clond of misforfunce any
of the old misplaced genercsity to your milksop of a brother
woild be finally put away and done with, and that tha lora—
legitimacy and a fortune—wonld be too moch for you to with-
gband, I rejoiced, Philip—I majoiced.”

Fhilip was silant. By all the rules, he should have kicked
thiz man then and there.  Bot he was accustomed to the cale.
lating and unscrupulous way of the creature.  Besides, he half
liked him. The very openness of his wickedness was a kind of
charm. Tf wasz only one more confession—a confession already
maore than half made,

“You have won, then. Lot that ba your consolation. And
now tell me, MacIntyre. Swear by all that you hold suered—
Btay, is there anything you hold sacred 1

“ Money—I will swear by money., Or drink—1I will swear
by drink.”

# Swear, then, anyhow, that you wall tell me the trath, Did
my father write those letters 1°

“Ha did, Philip—I swear it. He did, indeed.”

Only the smallest suppressio veri—only the dates that wers
ndded long alterwards by himself:

“And the marrings. Is that register really in the church
book 1"

i | gwear it is there, Did you nob ses tha attestation of the
Pulmiste lawyera? It iz really thera!”

S0 it was.  He might have added, to mmp]f-t-a the lruth of
the attestation, that he had himeelf placed it thera,

“Then I am the lawfol heir. T have mot defranded
Arthur,"”

* You have not, What does Arthur get onk of it 7"

“Ten thousand.”

# And vera handsoma, too. Doubla of my share. Arihur
has done well. Now give me my money, Fhil.”

Philip gave him a bank pass-book,
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T have paid in to your acconnt at this bank the sum of five
thotzand pounds—you can see the note of the amount. Here
18 your cheque-book.  Go now, man, and be happy in YOUr own
way.” )

* Yos, Twill go.  You are a vich man.  Tam as rich as T wizh
to be. My old maxnms will no longer be of any use eithar 1o
you or tome. It pains me only to think that T must not, with
my experience, dissemble my convictions and go over to the
other side, preaching in foture that honesty is the best policy.
I may vera likely give lectures to show how merit is rewarded
and steady eflort always commuands success, Steady effort has
been, as you know, of great wse to me Imdustry is the besk
thing going. We always get what we deserve. Everything is
for the best.  Whatever is is right. The prosperons man goes
back to the copy-bouks for his philozophy, and all his reading iz
thrown away. Now, my experience is the contrary. 1t is only
the clumsy sioners who get punished. The innocent man Very
often recvives the flogging. Therein the moral werld differs
from the nutural. For if you run your head ngninst & post, you
infallibly get a headache. ~ Ho who would be rich must also be
cantions. If he ean escape detection, he will HEquire money,
and thereforo happiness, My dear pupil, & word of parting
adviee,"”

* No,” replied Phil. “Go. T hardly know whether o thank
yom or to curse you, Ithink I must curse you. You have
poizoned the atmosphere of life for me. I have gob riches with-
ont enjoyment. I can never ba happy again, with the memory
of the past—your doing.”

“Poor little leddy,” sighed MacIntyre, “T'm VErn sorry—
I'm vera sorry, indesd, for her hand fate. T wish it had never
been done.  Eh, Phil—it was an awiu' piece of wickednesa—"

“It wns. God forgive us both! But it can pever be for-
given.”

“I'm vem sorry, Phil. Tt was a clumsy thing. But there—
we won't talk aboot it What was i I was telling you some
time ago, Phil? The poor man never repents—ib is only the
rich. See, now—I nm rich, and 1 begin to repent at ones, Eh,
man, 1t is a terrible time I have before me | There's Just an awiu’
heap 1o repent for, And pocket-handkerchiefs, too, vera sx-
pemsive,  Aseoon as 1 get settled, 1 shall begin, But where t
Lhil, I think I shall work backwards. Tt will COME easier so,
Obsairve. -He who tackles his worst foe ab once has little to fenr
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thlee gk Sydney—all thesa

from the rest. The drink, and tha tr
, tha lassis—I must bie oin

things are venial. But the |
my repentance with the lu

" Yo will naver besin your repentance ab all. You will go
on getting drunk till you die”

"th]. Durnford,” returned Mr. MacIntyre, magisterially,
¥you pain me.  After an acquaintance o f ne |.|'.r twenty years—
after all the maxams I have tang ht you, and the corpus of
oreaminal and borrowed l"l ilogophy that I ]JLLI.':.' compiled and
digested for you—+to think that you e ould sy o thing like that
Know, sir, once for all, that man at ense with fortune never
drinks, save in moderation, The philosopher gets drank when
hiz cares become too much for h He ehanses his workd
when the present is intolerabla, & POOT crentures comumib
suicide. The trae philosopher drinks. He alone is nubappy
who has niot the means of getting drunk.  When I was between
the boards, T am not ashamed to confess I used to save bwo-
penee a day. That made a ehilling a weele. With that I was
able to get dronk on Sunday, by taking two. penuy wortha of
gin and porter in alternate sw But that 1 &l over. Thilip,
my pupil, I shall go away. I shall back to Seotland, among
E|.'. OWIL e |1|||_ A3 An at ':|l.!' of tha kirk, 1-'."I:i.l"ll ! in:--u:l to b,
1 -=||.;H set an exsmpls of ririd doctrine, Sabbatar
gnd stern morality, After o', it 15 § yod for the valgus—the
eommon herd—to be kept to strict rules. But drink—no, sin
Intoxicition and Alexander MacIntyre have parted comipruy,
Y'm far from saying that I shall not take my glass, w hiles—the
twal' hoor, especi That iz but natural,  Butintemperancs !
Sir, the th

He buttoned up his coal

i Farawall ].|I||'||_Il HEh [
poor yonng 1hl11-'—'

i T)o mot provole me too much,” snid I‘iﬁlm

4T was only going to say, that if you can take 'h-.
your duty. I'im vers gorry.  She was '|1||||1|||- gha waz kind,
ghe was douee, she was fuil Ahl 1||1|. Phil (—if is a
torrible thing to think of, the-w edness of the world | I muat
go away at onee, and br---tn my I

He ~1m<-x iz hoad from side to side, seized Philip by the
hand, !"'I'|'I-:' ared.

1o last that Philip Dumford ever sow of hi

wnid put on his hat.
vill never eee me agnin,  As for that

BT e pale
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CHAPTER XXX. 5

Leavixa the honse, poor little Lollin walked iluir:!;ly away into
the dark November mist, and down the road. She had no pur-
pose ; for as yut ghe had but one thought—to get away ; to sea
tha laat of a houss which had witnessed her. shame and suffer-
ing : to take herself somewhore—ib mattersd noft where—till the
dall, dead pain in her brow would go away, and she should feel
prain able to see things cleatly able to go to Mr. Venn and
tell himall, Asshe went along the strecta, and passed the lighted
ghope, it seemed that every woman shonned her, or looked at
her in contempt, and every man stared. In oll the passers-by |
she detected the glanes of seorn.  The very bezgnes did not ask |
her for alms; the crossing sweepers allowed her to pass un- '
noticed. [ |

It was only two o'elock, and she had more than two hours of
daylight before her. She pulled down har veil and walked on, her
fingers interlaced, like a suppliant's, feeling for the lost wedding
ring. ©She pussed down the long Edgware-read, which seemed
to hiava no end, and where the noise of the cabs nearly drove

e ——— e

hier mad. At last she came to the Park, where the comparative | |
quln.:t goothed her merves.  But she walked om, and ]n'q::-lem.]hr
found herself in Piccadilly. #he hurried across the road here, l |

and got ints the Green Park, which was even quieter and moro
deserted than the other, And zo ab last into St. James's, the
best of the three, beyond which arose the intolerabls noise and

| tumult of the strectz. She sab down on ome of the benohes, |
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 ons might mean, but not the other i

| For as she sat alone, and the early evening closed round her, sha i
folt how, throngh all, her morriags was but o mockery of every- I

thing—of love, becausa she never loved him ; of & real ceremony,

. becanse the man was no elexgyman,  How thers was no religion [ i
| in what she had done, no duty, ne prodence—mnothing bub n vain [
| and imiorant desiva to please her gonardian,  And, after all, he |
[ biad turned her off, W

Two hours since she left him—only two hoursl—and it
seemed an age, and the last three months a dream of long ago,
And as'she trisd to think, the stream of her thounolits would ]

L7 11

But as yeb ghe could think of nothing dleatly. }l.
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rugh bBackwards in her head, as if stopped and turned by #oma
gudden dam.

Big Ben struck four. Presently there cams to hera police-
man, with hirsute countenance and kindly eyes,

“The' Park gates shut at halfpast four, miss, Don't you
think you had better not sit any longer under this dripping
tree ¥

Blhie gof up at once—submissive. Poor littls Lollie, always
obedicut, always donce,

T will go, if yon liks."

“ Hadn't you Letter go homa, miss 1"

Bhe made no answer, bot looked at him sadly for a moment,
and then, drawing ber veil { v over her face, went alowly
through the pates and passed through the Horss Guards.  In the
sirand, the shiops wers all lit up and things leoked brighter,
She went down the street slowly, looking into every window as
she [.-:l.‘:'e-'-:d. le'i!'l:: to think what it waz she wanted to ]}u}",
Hero were chains, gold watches, and silver cups 5 and here—
what is it makes her hewrt leap up within her, and her pala
cheek glow i—a tray of wedding rix Bhe hurried in, she
held cut her finger to be messured without sxying a word, and
lﬁﬂilih!{l to the fray. The 1'i||__; ¢osk har ouinen, and so sha had
nineteen shillings left. But she came ot relioved of & Litle of
the pain that oppressed her, and wont on happicr, as if some-
thing had been restored to her

It was nearly six when shie enme to Chaneery-lana ; and as
ghe saw the old familia ebract ones 1 ab yearning
came over her heart, for wos it nob the strest that Tesds ta
Gray's Inn?

“I will arise and go unto my father,” eaid the poor prodigal —
sy all of wa, when sorrow amd punishment fall upon ng. T
will go to Mr. Venn,” thought Lollis,

She quickened her step, and came to the familiar portals,
one saw her go in.  She mounted the stairs—ah, how often
she run up before —thinking w she should exy., Al
when she gob illﬂ]'\", the outer door :-dm_fl and AMr. Venn wos
not at home,

Then her heart fell; and sho burst into low wiilings and
bears, leaning her check against the door, as if that eould
sympathise with her tronble. Tt was the hour when BVETY Al
in Gray's Inn was: oo
staircase to hear her

-

0 ‘Eil."I.IL'." HUl no ope wis on Lhe
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She might have known, had she reflected, Bub she could
mot think. Time had mo more any mepning for her.  She
thought that Mr. Venn was gone away allogether, and that she
had no longer a single friend left in the whola world,  Sa,
when the paroxysm of tears, the first she had shed, had pazsed,
she crept downstairs again, and turned away to go out at the
north gate, by Raymond's-buildings.  Alns, alas | had she taken
the other turming she woulil have met Venn himsalf, almost az
sad as ehe was, returning home to his desolate chambars.

Soevan o'clock—uight—nine. Ths shops are being shut now,
and the streets not so crowdad. There are not 2o many carts
about, which is good for her nerves. Bub the rain.is pouring
upon her, She is somewhero about Regent's Park—walking,
walking still. The rain falls heavily, Her dress is wet through,
aud clings to her limbs ; but she staggers on, mechanically.

Hartley Venn is in his chambers, sitting over the fire,
brooding,

Philip is drinking, and playing cands.

Men pass by and speak to her, She does not hear, and
takes no noties,

Twelve o'clock—one o'clock. The passengers in the strest
ure very fow now.

A rush of many people and of galloping horses, Thers is a
fire, and the cavaleade of rozeve runs headlong down the: strae,
followed by a little mob of boys and men. They arm always
awake; thess boye and men, ready for plunder,

Then silence again,

Two o'clock. The strest is quite empty now., Then from a
side street there are loud screnms and erios, and & woman rushes
ints the road with a wild sheek. She pazsea close to Lollie
Her face is bleeding, her elothes ave torn, She waves hor
arfs lilke some wild Cazsandes, as one who prophesios the woe
that shall fall upon the eity.  But it is nothing, Only the wail
of despair and misery ; for she is starving, and her husband in
a drunken mge has struck her down and trampled on' her,
Oh | brothers and sisters, how we suffer, how we suffer for our
ging |

Thres o'clock. She is in Oxford-stroet, the stony-hearted,
It is quite empty, Not oven a policeman in sight. Her ayes
are heavy and dim ; her head is burning; an unnatural strength
possesses her limbs ; her shoulders have fallen forward. Is this
Hartley Venn's littls girl? This with the bowed head, the

17—2

e ————_s.
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Oh ! Hartley, eould you b
t had for Philip:and his tutor
i g0 is Philip; so, too, 18 My,
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She sprang to her feet, brying to remember where she was,
Two or thres pesple were -staring at bhes, A preat, rod-faesd
womsan among the rest—a coarse, rough, rude, hard-drinking
areature.

They wera speaking to her, but she could nob understand.
It seemed a doeam,

* Leave her to me,"” snid the woman. * Yoo go ahout your
business, all of you. I know n lady when I see her. Yoo leave
her, all of you, to me. Come, my desr, don't try {0 say o word.
Don't "en gpeak now, or else ye'll begin to ery.  Waib a bit—
wait a hit."

She pukt her arms round Lollies waist, and half led, half
carried her to o coffecslall, of which, indeed, she was the
proprictor,

it Now, me darlin’, &t ye down on my seab, and faste
thie.”

Laara had eaten nothing since breakfast the preceding day,
eny oighteen lhours. The coffec restorad lier to o semsa of
replity, for she bad fallem into o state almest of ecoma.. She
drank the eup, and handed it back to her new friend.

“ Now, my denar, auother—and o bit of bread and butter,
Don't 'se gay a wond, now; or ye'll begin to ar)

She tock o little broad and butter, and then, overcome with
wenriness, her hend foll upon the tray where the bread and
Luttor stood, and wis waleep again.

The good sonl covered her with a shawl—not the cleanzst in
the world, but the l.-rl];.' ong gho had—and went on with hep
eorly coffoe trade. At seven, she awakened her,

T must go now, my dear,” she said. “I'm an hour almest
behind my time, sod the childer want me: but I woulin't
waken you. Are you belter now 1"

Lollie falt in her pocket for her purse.

T remember,” she said, “n man robbed ma Jast night of all
I had. Tt was nineteen shillings:  Stay,” she added, taking ol
lher locket—Venn's present—* take this for your kindness.”

1 wou't,” sid the woman, stoutly.

“You must  FPlease take it I think I should have died if
it hado't been for yow. |, You are a good woman,"

S Ton't 'ee, now, miss” slie apswored, takine the locket—
“don't 've, now, miss, or you'll ory.”

And then she began to ery herself ; and Lollie left her, and
elipped awny,
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On the Embankment, while the day slowly breaks, and as
the light retorns, the poor child beging to realisa the deselute
ness of her position.  She leans upon the low wall, and tries to
think what she shall do. Only one thing ocours to her, She
mush go back to Gray's Inn, and find out where Mr. Venn is
She liss no money to buy breakfast, she has nowhere aven to
git down ; and her limbs are trembling with fatigue. She was
almost stagpering now as she reached the gate of the inn.
From the ul]i':rl' sidle of the rond, she saw the portar and the
people who knew her face standing in the gateway, Soshe went
round by the side entrance ip Warwick-oourt to the door. This
time, at least, she would find him in his chambers, Alas! no,
The door was still alint, ag the fate of Parndize was to the P“':
'mli her eonrage died away within her. Inside lay Har tlay, sonnd
asleep ; for it was but nine o’eloek.  Then she slowly and sadly
deseended - the gstairease. Should she o and azk the E'u||_'t|'-;'
whers he was?  Nob yet—presently. She would wait a litils,
ard make ons more trial. And so, down Holborn and into
Long-acre; with adnzed idea of finding her way to Covent-parden,
where there might be ancther basket to sit PO,

But as sha '-..-1"|-'|-"|I’ 1 along, her cheeks blanchad, her eyes heavy
and dull, neither soeing nor feeling anythi ng, SOME ONe s wazedd
lior, started, mn back, -!L:IJ<]. eatght her by tho nrmy, crying—

‘¢ Mizs I-_-ILL-- Miss I And she fell ..uuhn_-_' for-
warids, g

Lt wos no other then that Mary of whom mention has already
been made, Mary the sinful, you know. She was on her way
to rehienrsal ot Deury ].:I.'.;l,!_ For thers was the prandest of all
Elilnrl spectacles *“on,"” and she was one of the most prominent
of the ladies L'I"’l"l.Il Bp l][j-—-i nll;:rnnml ilcml on nearest to
the lights—in the Joyous dance of village maidens.  She alzo
had to appenr a5 one of the Gueen's personal attendants, in o
procession which beat into fits any procession ever made on the
ehage or off it She wis going along with a friend, engaged in
the same ling, talking of her boy—

“And the nofice hoe takes—it's wonderful, Only two voirs
old, and he understands everything yon tell him. Awnd the
words he ean say ; and good a3 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 plensent seclusion of a two-pair
back, King-street, Long-acre,
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The two lifted Laura between them, and half carried lier,
hialf led her to the door, and dragged her upstairs, becanse now
gho gave way altogether, and lay lifeless in their arms. They
lﬂnwl her on the bed, and waited to see if she wonld recover,
Presently she opened hor eyes, gave o dreamy look at fhem as
they leaned over the bed, and elosed them again:

% Who is it 1" whispered the friend.

“Hush | don't make any noise, It's Mr. Venn's little gicl
Oh dear! oh dear! and zhe so pretty and good| See—she's
gok o wredding ring on.  Go down and got the kettle, my dear;
and go on to rehearsal without me. I shall be fined ; bot I
know who will pay the fine. And bring Georgie up.  Perhapa
the sight of him will do her good—it always does me; and
come back, my dear, when rehearsal's owver—I shall want yon.”

She took off Lollia’s hat and Jacket, her boots and wet stock-
ings, eovering her poor eold feet with blankets; and then
smoothed and tidied her hair, hanging dank and wet upon her
cheel as if sho hind been drowned,

But Lollie made ne movement, lying stupefied and sensoless,

Prezently came up the other woman, bearing tea in one hand,
and little George, moking & tremendous erowing, in the other,

T she come to?’ whispered the gixl,

# No; but she will presently.  Gooyon, or you'll be late too's
and don't forget to come back as soon as you can,  Where's the
gugar? Georgie, boy, you've gob fo boe very quiek Bit down,
und ploy with the spoon; and mother will give you sugared
bread and butter”

The child immediately sab down, and sssomed the silence
of a deerataller,

#1id yon ever sesguch o boy T his mother went on.  ® As
good as gold. Now themilk; and ask M. Smith to trust me
muother quarter-hundred of coals. T must have o fire for this
poor thing, Tell her thers's them as will see it paid.”

Bhe made np the fire, tidied tha toomm, &0 that it looked
ot least clean and neat ; and then, pouring out the tea, bronght
it to the bedside,

* Lollie, my dear,” sho whispered—*"Lollie, my litile durling,
open your eyes.  It's only me—it's only Mary, that you helped
three years ago.  Take some tes, dear; and lie down, and go to
gleep, and 'l send for My, Venn”

At this name the girl opened her eyes, and half Tifted her
head, while she drank the tea. Then she Iny back, looked
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round the room, pressed her hand to her head as if in pain, and
ghut her eyos again,
She lay like one dead, hut fo
her good Samaritan listened fr
At two o'elock the friend cax

r the light breathing to which
i time to tin

ek, and Mary began to hunt
about in drawers, in pockels, everywhers,

I knew I'd got a piece left somewhere,” she said af Tast,
trivmphantly producing a piece of note-paper the size of a man's
hand, the remnant of & quire, the enly purchase of note-paper
ghe eyer had oceasion to make. **1 knew I'd got a piece laft.
But there's no ink. A pencil must do.”

With some pains, for she was not one of those who write &
letier every day, she indited a letter to Mr. Venn:

v

“Dean Mn Vesw—Como here as soon as you can.  If you
ave out, come when yon get back, Newver mind what time it ia,
If it's midnight you must come,

LU L

“ Take that,” she whispered, *to Gmy's Tnn. If he is ont,
drap it into his lebber-box ; if he is in, tell him not to be bring
ing the old grandmother round. Laura don’t want to sea her,
I faney, so much as him."”

On the bed the patient lay sleeping thro
Mr. Venn did not come. A s
Ho long as 1t cannot be underat:
It iz only when the dnoll, sl
that we begin really to suffer. Lollic’s slesp waz what Ar
MueIntyre might have called a compensation dus to her.  And
in her dreams she went back to her husband, aud mixed np,
with the little honse at Notting-hill, her former happiness with
Mr, Venn.

The hours sped, and the affernson enme on.  Mary had hor
dinner; and put something on the heb for Lollie if she shoubd
wake., Then came fea-time ; but she slept still, and the boy
had tobe pot to bed. Then it was Mary discovered that Lollis
was 8l -'|ri:|i_: in clothes wet thr l;h anid I_E',|_'||||_!,;|;_

She hall raiged ler, |H.l]|.l.:l.] them off, and laid her [;-.u_:}il with
her own warm flannel dressing-gown wrapped round her

Nao Mr, YVenn,

Then Mary sat down by the fire, prepared to waich and kesp
herself awalke,

:|1:'l I,il.lf -:]F:_',': for
len shock makes one stapid,
i, ome can go o slecp over it.
LH] eds tl ':-';Il:'ll'_l‘_'.'ih,_-’l;l-c-ﬁl'
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CHAPTER XXXIL.

Dot where was Veun'?

He was cogaged abt 4 funeral ; uo other, indeed, than that of
Mrs. Peck herself, The old lady was dead—mot in eonsequence
of her grﬂ.l:d-llilllghter's ululmumnt.; beeans:, when she found
that little difference would be made in the allowanee, she was a
good deal more comfortable without hier than with her,  She
died of some disesse more commonplace thana broken heart,
ome for which the docter bronght her little phinls of pliysic and
Hartlay Vean 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. Tha transportation of a son or
the disappearanes of a danghter is held in some circles to be as
much o disense s the scarlet fover. This o thing which hap-
pens, somehow, in many most respectable families, and is not to
be acoounted for or fonght against.

The old woman grow worse instesd of better, and presently
kept her bed, Then Hutley gob a nurse for ber, and used to
look in ones a week or ao to ses how she was petfing on.  One
day the inevitable message from across the River came to the
dame in bed, and she immediately sent for Hartley, in preab
trouble lest she should have to begin the journey befors he ar-
rived. Buabt he swas in time,

# Iz it about Lollie ™ he ashed, expecting some messags of
forgiveness or love to the gl

i No—mnao," she answersd. “Dmt the girel, with her fine
learning and her ways! It's myself this time, Mr. Vonn, and
time enough too, I think, All the things I've seen you give
that child, and never & thing for me.”

Hartley almost burst into o fit of E;;ughter, it was g0 grotesgus,

Here she was seized with o it of coughing that nearly finished
her off” nltogether,

Ol dear, dear! The time's come, Mr. Venn, when you can
ninke amends for yoor selfishness, and give me something too.”

“ My poor soul, haven't T given you everything you want}
Do you want more port winei”

* Betber than that," she gasped. I wanta Funersl. T haven't
compleined, have I, sir? Not wlen T zee the child decked out
that fine as the theayter couldn't equal it, T haven't murmured ;
becanse, says I to myself—oh dear | oh dear —Mr, Venn, he's
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nogood man, he s He means it all for the best ; and the time
will comie. And now it has come. T want a Tunsral. If 1
was to die to-night,” she went on, you'd save all the lowanees,
omd the port wine, Think of that, now.”

*1 don't sea what you want. A funeral 17

“ When Peck died we had o trifle saved and put by, The

was fifteen years ago, And we did it properly. His brother
eanie {rom Hornsey, and his two cousins from Camberwell, and
wa all went respectable to Finehley.  After the Funeral—it was

o cold day—we went to the C rown, and sat round the firs and
ul--!. a8 was bub right, snd drank gin and water hot.  Oh dear|

—and wa all enjoyed -uuﬁ.!f.'h'-.'s. Let me have & Funeral too, M,
Venn,"

He promised, and she died that very night, chuckling aver
the great happiness that had eome to her The two cousin
from C ‘amberwell, who had not been seen sinee the demise of the
late Mr. Peck, conld not be found, but the brother from Heornsey
turned up ; and Venn, apxions :Im the old man should ;._uu}
have'n good time of it went to the fi ineral himself, and guve
him Iﬁ"i ik more gin and water than he conld o ITy.

uE act aceomplished, he went to the club and dined.

Tl
going afterwards to Lyun's, where he sat till twelve, disgoursing
of funeral ceremonies of all nations; so that it was after
midnight when he got Mury's missive. He trombled when e
viead 1l The blood rushed to his he ad, becanze 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 prayee of
his hieart, which was for hier safoty and—for her purity.

Evarybody had gone to bed : bt Mary heard lis stop ab the
door, and et him in hereelf,

% What is it1” he whispered she proceeded quickly
bolt the door .-f.*-ll md put-up the chain—** what iz it, eirl 1"

¢ Hush " sho answe red. *“Pq |.I off vour bootz. Tl COAITY
them, She's up there and asl sop,!

He crept up.  On the bed thers oy, still s |.L'I.]"'l1|_':“' her face
upon her ]lﬂll her cheek all pale and blanche d, her lomg hair
"‘[I'l."llllllt" back upen the pillow, wrapped warm in all Mary's
h...r.].r[s his: Lollie—his little girl. He made a wmovement
towards her, but Mary held him back.

W Not yet. Wait. She has been sleeping since one o'clock this
morning. TLet her be. Something dreadful las happened to
her,  Sit down and wait,

n
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« Noties, 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! Ses 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 coverad her left
hand.  On the third finger was a wedding ring.

Hartley bent down and kissed the ving. His tears foll fsb
upon the little fingers,

# When will she wake 1" he whispered.

T don't know—anything moy wake her.”

#T ghall stay here,” he replied ; and sat down by the bed,
in the only chairin the room.

Mary hesitated a moment, and then lay down on the extrema
cdge of the other side of fhie bed,  Hortley noticed then that
botween her and Lollis lay the child.

Tn two moments ehe, too, was asleep ; and the watch of the
night began in earnest. Hartley saw how Mary had laid all her
blankets nnd wraps upon hia child, and left herself with nothing,
not aven o shawl.  He took off his own orent-cont—he was ever
a kind-hearted man—and laid it over her shoulders, with a
gornor of blanket scross her feet, and then sat down sgain,
shivering—the fire was quite out, and the 106m was getting cold
—and waited.

Presently the candle went out suddenly, snd then thare 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 not till the girl left him
thiat He had atall realised the hold gho had upon his affections
and her place in hislife. He had besn very lonely without her.
He bad 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 oulcome of a0 many years.  She had so twisted and
fwined 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
Jknowledge, there was always some compensation for the neglect
of the world. Laura was his family : she it was who praserved
Lis life from utter Tomeliness and disappointment.  While he
watched the growth of her mind, he forgot that his own was, os
he was fond of calling it, 8 Wreek. While he listened to hor ideas,

e e I ——— ——
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he forgot that-his own were Tuthlessly consioned to waste: -pager
h-l"n"l-'.h, and with her bright face .|.‘.I hild-like wiys, he had
forgotten thathe was getting on for forty—a poor man nll!l, and
disappointed.

All these things erowded into his mind as he sab thers, and
s greab hunger seized his heart to haveall things b i i
1|||.."r' weare ba 1'“1'1'- ”13 i:.'|'| |.u-|-:|| i_'|_'.|'.l.';i||_'_; wWeary
thi I|f' II"'-I'.'II: I-l pleasa him ; there was littlo inke 1--! I--I‘ I
e r olid; he awoka 1'| the |m-|.mf= -.-.||.:|,. ||t
l]l:., fUJ.'I:llL'J' foelin t amothe r r] I._'|.' Wil |_ biriiic y it i 1||._, |..|,}_.
of pleasure; he lay down at night with the ne w feeling that
IJ('J-'-' Wis I:|.I|I*--.'!r"-.| -!'III.I|":|'=I of thoso groy |ll|--|-£‘-'-| ||.._|.' W |Iu *Hi g0
to mnke 1 the total of o sad life '||'| ould that :L]I conld bags
it had been—thiak the step of the child could be heard again npon
the stairs, and the lessons ronewed where they left off.  Bot the
waters ran not back to the mountaine.  Old Mz, Peck was Ih:“'r:
buried in Finchley Comotory, Laura wasa woman: a wedding
ring was on her ong eyelashes lay wot with fears
npon her o |ILLn~—|.]J 156 .||:;. never knew a tear while he
was there to Kiss them. She moa ed in her dreams who hd
once only smiled ; and nothing could come back but the ol
old, imextinguislinble love,

20y, minnte by minote, the along: Harlley
ent through it motionless, in th 1e bresthing of
the =z -"']}Ll. thongh he o ||.-| nok zee her

g P ANy ||-L-|.I'|5r
thare came through the window the first fuint sireaks of a
November dawn, growing stronger and stronger.  When it fill
on little Georgie's fuee, it half ronsed him from his aleep, and
reaching out hisarms to find his moather, the b Laid Inis itk
hand on Lollie’s neck, and she awoke, Woke with o start, and
a msh of thoughts that made her half sit ap and stare ab the
ire of Hartley, indistinct in tho morning gloom, with strangs,
il eyies,
“Where am I t—whera am 1T she |||!_I,|';'.|_'-,;|'._:[. ._-xij_-ki||:_g hack,

d %

i III I,. old-fasl G
* Upen your aycs, |||1.' little mirl. You are come home gl i
Thank G ]:.--u are come homo agni teprs mainipg th ik
uipon her fi
She hordly as yet .,--.|||_|||--,‘-.--;,-:: il
i.ll.'l;. ghe looked about Flis room, try
knowledge came at last ; and, throv
be laid her face against his, orying

mt at last, sitt 1|. up in

v Foamin

-
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# (0h, Mr. Venn—>Mr. Venn "

This was all her prayer Hartley conld not trust himself to
answer. He clasped heér in his arms, lie Leld her faca to his,
and eovarad it with kisses, he called her o thousand names of
]nr,'..: qn.i n!:n:hl_|r|:|'|q-||_l-—|ﬁ.—; |'}'|[]||. hia J...-'-'nli.':‘.. |IE"~' Ji“[l_' n'|||.ug||h'|'.
Anid then Mary showed hevsell to be a young woman of really
a high order of ﬁ::-]i_u:_-; = o, awakened ]'.'r' the voloes, ghe ok up
fromt the edge of the bed om which she had slept all night, and
eatehing up the etill sleeping boy, disappearsd to some other
part aof the housa—1 fnncy to the back kitohen below—and left
them alone.

Presently, as the light grew stronger, Lollic recovered herself
a lTittle, and ina gu nervous way begin to tell him her tale.
Hartley listened with grinding teeth,  She foldall—extenuating
nothing, hiding notling, save some of the cmelty of her hus
band's last words,  He stopped lier then,

“You wrote to me from the place where you were married,
oy dear?”

" %en,  Mr MacIntyra was to take tha letter,"

" And agnin from Vienxeampi”

“T wrote bwice from Vienxeamp.”

U1 ot no letters af. all, peor child—not one.  They sup-
presged them all. Go on, It woas the day before yesterday.
Where did you go when you left him

* T wnlked—I don’t know, I walked ol might. You wore
nofin your chambers. It rained. I walked about all night,
Bomebody took awny my purse.  What was T to do, Mr. Vennt
Where was I to go? A weman in Covenl-garden gave me some
coffan—"

“Tall me hor name, Lollin—tell me her nama.”

“1 don't know.  She hod o stall at the corner of Bovw-strect.”

#5he had n stall at the corner of Bovestreet,” he repeated.

# And she went home at seven o'clock.™

% Homo af sevent" he g “ ANl might, Lollie T—all tha cald,
wet, dark night? Oh, child, ehild, why did yon not come to
my rocins, and =it on tha staivs 8l T eame home ¥

He held her close to his heart.

ANl might—all night ! Lollis, Lallis, my heard is breaking
for you. Omne thing you have forgotten.  Tell mo the name of
your husbamd.”

“ Philip Durnford.”

# A rthur's congin [




270 MY LIFrTLE GIRE,

CHAPTER XXXIL

Pramir Dunsroro—Arthur's consin, of whom he was always
speaking, Tt scemed o new complication. Venn sat ok in
his chair, pondering,

“Promise me something, Mr. Venn,” T
* promise me something. Do not harm Philip.!

* Harm him 1" he answered, with o fierce light in Kis ayes,

“For my sake, do nob try to see him, © Do ot go in his way."

o HI',.' poar child.”

“ But promise,"”

“ Lollig, you ask too mueh., But what harm can T do lim i
L conmot go round to his tent with a knife, a5 a child of Tepanl
wotld have |:|.|||-' 4

whispared—

ind s=tab hime till he die. T wish ] could; T
cannof even ask him to fight & duel. I would if T could, My
aim should be steady nnd my eye stmight. Tell me what harm
I can possibly do to him. True, T could go to him with a stick,
and 2o relieve myself,”

# No, Mr. Vénn, you will not do that”

* Do mot: talk about him, child—do not talk abiout him, Tat
us talk of othir things. And., first. to make you well. My
child, how hot your head iz I will go and send a docter to
you.  Lie down and sleep again.”

1 should like some tea” she eaid. sinking back exhansted.
“T am thirsty. My handsare burning, and my head swima.
Send me Mary, please.”

He hurried downstairs, and brought up Mary ; and then, pro.
I B o return an the afternoon, went away to send her 4
doctor.  That done, he returned to his chambers, feeling lishter
anil happier than he had done for months past, S happy was
he, that he set to work and burned no less than thres immortal
essnys, beeanse ha suspeeted Chat they were deficient in joy
and  thankfulness—two « ities whith ha now regarded as
ezzantinl to o woell-bal L mind. That sacrifica complated, he
gat down before the fire and fell fas asleep, thinking of how the
good old days wers to be restored to him,

When he awoke it was three o'clock, and he had lad no
breakfast, That was o trifling consideration, because coffee can
be always made. He broke bread with o sense of happiness and

almost made his modest meal a sacrmment, aad
i3 patient,
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But on the stairs he was met by Mary,

“You can't come in, Mr. Venn. Lollia 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 shuot the door
behind him, he ground his teeth savagely, and stood still for &
momant,

“If my child "—shaking his hand ab the gilont heavens—if
my Litle girl does mot get better, I will kill him—I will kil
him! A life for a life, T will kill hifm |"

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 faney seizad
him to find out the man who robbed her. It was from a courk
ou the north side of Oxford-street. He went along, turning into
every court he could find, and prowling up and down with a
vague sork of feeling that Lie might see the man, and know him
by his long legs, his. bare feet, and his croucling  like a
wolf. There were 1 good many woli-like creatures about, but
none that quite answered to Lollies description: and he: de
gisted from the search af last, ealling himself o fool, ind so went
home,

Thien another notion seized him.  Hao ordered the night porter
to call him at four oclock, and so went to bed,

At four he was awakened, and got up.

¥ Most extraordinary,” he murmured, shivering, and lighting
a candle, “ the gensation of rising in the nmight. I quite under-
stand now why the labouring clusses, who always do it, nover
take tubs

He dressed hasiily, and went out into the court., Tha Yery
last light had disappeared in the squars,  The last roysterer was
gone to bed. The last student had knocked off work for the
night,

1t gives oms,” he =aid to himself, “an Antipodean feeling,
I foel as if I wero on my head. Now I besin to understand
why agricultursl Iabourers are never hoisterous in their spirits.
This is enough to sadden Momus |

Mot a soul was in Holborn when he passed throngh the sate,
He buttoned his graat-coat tighter across his chest, and strode up
the street, his footeteps echoing as he went.

I wish it would rain,” he said, “tlen T should understand
the mizsery of it betlos,”
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Ha left Ialborn, and passing down the hyestreets, mada
directly for Coventgarden,  There he fonnd the market in full
vigour—the cavts all se i to come in at the same time. Ha
P ered about in the faces l-j' the drivers and workmen,

“An expression of hope,” he said, “ or rather of expectation,
We have had ouor be |—- .,|||'\-'. seem as if "|||'\-1I Were ,|||.1,,|_!|_1_
locking for it Very I Life pulled forward—breakfnst ab
four, dinner at ten, at two. Bed, if you are o Sybarite)
abet se ven 3 if you are n reveller, at nine.  "Where is my coflss
WOIRED -

Hea came to a st ||.| whera a tat, rod-faced woman was ]||'|':'|-|||-|
out eups of eofice to an expectant crowd.  He stood on one side,
an | let the erowd thin, and r.|a_| humbly advanced.

tA eup of eoffes, if vou please; ma'am.”

She poured it ont for him.

“Drnk it, and go hom
be azhomed of yours LI_ st

|

to bed.” she eaid, * Yom ought to
n' out all might this fashion®
of bed,” snid Venn, meekly. T pgob ouk

of bed togee ]

* And pray whab mi you be wanting tosec me for, young
mant I don't owe you nothing"

* On the contrary, it is 1 l.t'r'-’l owe you o great deal™ he ra
plied, sitting on the 5u..l'l-- of her coffec-cart. ' Tell me, my
good sonl, you were here the night before last 7"

“T am hers every 1|:;.-;I|z.”

% Then yon remeanber the young E.;|_||I'; who eame hero F'

1 shonld think I do remember her— tha pretty lamb."

YVenn took her greatb 1 IIIII i. in lli\ il i._r'||| 'i{.

 She g ¥ YU t.  Have you got it with you i
" Yea, it'sin my ]-- ket "-"- it o bit—wait a bit.  Here it s
What -E-l_,.nu want with the loel

H 5he has gent me to buy the | et back,” ho replied, ““and
to find out where yon live, 8 1 her JJi--uiIc now, You
miusk nob ask anything ghe wns out alone: bub
18 with her own fnends—those who love her,  She is ill too
d help her |

o enid the w

abont her—why

man, “and good she wa 5, g, T swear."
. Hea, :i.v me the t, and tell me
ill eome soon to see you herself And

ponni The woman looked at tha
i:"-- :.-I-l in her possession, all

as a8 muah

at nnce=—-and then held out hier b
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wIf 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.™

] pm rich," said Venn, “ because-I hove har back.  Eeep
the money. And uwow, tell me where yon live”

She shook her head again, and furned dway.

[ oan't go to bed,” he said. “ I've had my breakfast too ;
what time shall T want lunch, T wonder? Whers sm I to go now?”

It was not quite six o'clock. He strolled along the streets,
making mental oheervations, watching how the trallic bezan and
Low it slowly increased. Then he went on the Embankment.

o T have nover yeb seen the rosy-fingered dowi. Let us con-
template one of nature’s grandest phenomena.”

A dense for cama rolling up with the break of day, and thera
was nothing to ses af all,

T am disappointed,” he said to himself. “ From the descrip.
tion of that lying tribe, Hie posts, T had expoeted a very diffarent
thing. Alas! oue by one the illusions of life die away. Letus
go and look after our pationt.”

The worst was pask ; and tlongh Tanra was hanging betwean
life and death, the balance of youth and strength was in her
favonr,

After u day ortwo, they allowed Venn to enter the sick room
and help to numse, Never had patient n nurse more careful and
attentive, In the morning, when Mary went to rehearsal, and
in the evening, when ghe went to the theatre, he took her ]Llll.l..'l_',,
anid watched the spark of life slowly growing agun into a
flame,  She was light-headed still, and in hee uneonscions prat-
tling revealed all the innocent secvots of her life,  What raveln-
tions those are of sick men in the ears of mothers and sisters
who have thonght them apotless |

Venn learned nll. Mo heard her plead with her hunsband for
permission to tell himself, to write, to tgy and see him.  He saw
how, through it all, he himeelf lay at her heart ; and lnstly, he
heard from her lips the real and toue story of the last eruel hlow
that drove her out into the strest.  What could ke do to thiz
man? How madden him with remorse! How drive him and
lash him with o sconrge of scorpions|

One morning e found hee sitting up, half-dressed, weak and
foeble, but restored to hor vight mind, Then Hartley Venn did
& thing ho had not done for nearly thivly years—you so easily geb
out of the habit af Eton—hs knelt dewn by the bedside, her
Liand in kiz, and thaoked God aloud for his great mercy.

18
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“When T get well again, Mr. Venn,” whispered Lollie, #wa
will go to church togethier, will we not ¥

Then he sat down by her while she told him all the shory
agnin, fill the tears ran down both their cheeks ; for Hartley
Venn was but a preat, soft-liearted bahy, and showed his feclings
in & 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 Mre, Peck was gone, and thers
was no honse anywhere for her  “¥ou could not possibly
have gone to live with your old grandmother any more. 'What
ghiall we do for you "

“I don't know, Mr. Yenn, Do something for Mary. Bes
how good she has heen,”

“ Mary don't want anything, child. When shoe does she
knows where to go for help,”

Then he told her all abiout the coffes woman,

“I will take you to ses ler® he said, * a3 soon as yon are
well.  Here is vour locket, iy dear, back again.  Wao are to o
in the day-time, and I am to prepare her for yonr visit first,
But what am I to do with you? atay. I will zo aud ask
Sukey? She always knows what ought to be done”

1t was really & serious question, What was he to do with
her? He might get her lodgings. But then his own visits
would have to be fow, so as to prevent talk. He might take a
house for her, though that hardly ssemed the hest thing. But
s he walked along to Woburn-place, a brilliant thought flashed
across him. dSukey shonld take her. A comfortable liotse, the
care of & lady, surrounding eircumstances not only new, bubnew
enough to have n charm, and @ life beyond the reach of any
malicious tongues, Nothing could be better. But then Sukey
might object. He smoofhed his facs intoits swectest lines, o
would diplomatize,

Sukey was in o state of great mervous excitement, in conse-
quence of having been excommunivated. She was of High
Church proclivities, and loved, in moderation, the exerciss of
these observances appointed by her advisers, Naturally, too, she
was fond of the soeiety of hor clergyman, 4 gontloman who held
rigid views as to fasting and feasting, observing the periods of
the former conrageously—Lbut with grief and pain—and the lattex
with undisguized joy. Both stutes of fecling he regarded a5
conducive to a sound spiritual state, And o fir he was fol-
lowed Ly Miss Venn, who hated & vegetablo diet as much as ghe
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loved agood dinner. In an evil hour, having been presanted
with an Angola caf, she christened it St. Cyril. Her director,
on discovering this piece of levity, treated it as an offence qnita
beyond the venial sins common among mankind, and not ouly
ordered her to changs the name to Tom, but alzo enjoined as a
penance an octave of cabbage. ~ At this tyraniy, her whele aonl
revolied, and she flew into open rebellion : going over to the
engmy’s camp, a neighbouring Low Church setablishment, where
85 yeb no surplice was flaunted in the pulpit, the Psalms were
read, and the service finely rendered,
Therenpon she was excommunicated,

CHATTER XXXTIL

Vexw, on the following morning, called upon his sister,

She burst forth with all her tals of tronble as soon as she saw
him. Hartley judiciously gave her the reins, only occasionally
murmuring sympathetically,

“Why, Bukey,” he suid, when she had quite finished,
¥ yon can do nothing bétter than persizt. It s the most out.
rageons tyranny. And such a beantiful animal, too. 8t Cyril,
coma here, Sh—tsh 1 A lovely cat”

“ I thought you bated cats, Hartley."

“Asarule, I do. But not such a superh creature as this
Bt. Cyril—what o beantiful name for s eat | Sngoestive of howl-
ings on chimney-topa—I mean, of purrings on the hearth-rug.
My dear sister, you have n genius for giving nomes.  When I
was 2 child—when we were children together—yon used to call
me Billabelub for shork, T rememiber well.”

Sukey began to purr too, falling into the trap baited by
flattery as innocently a5 any creature of the forest,

T think I chose a wood name in spite of Mr De Vers,
Lake o glass of wine, Hartley, and a bisenit. Why do you call
hers a0 seldom §

*The sherry, by all meanz,”

He poured ont two glasses,

* Hartlay, you know I never take wine in the morning.”

s it ia poured ont, you winy as well drink . Basides, i
will do yon good."

She drank it, sud appesred o ket

Bt Teame to toll you some good news, Buoleny,” he' went

1512
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omn, seeing that the moment had arvived. 3y litklo girl has
Comme h:].l.'l; to me.”

Bukey said nothing, but looked up sharply.

% Yoz, Her husband has ill-treated hor”

o Her husband | she has a ]I'.."-h.!l.l I. then ¥

“ Bnkey | Why, Low olss should she have leff maf?

This was a facer Hartle ¥ followed up thae -'-'.!‘-'-alln.-tgr.'-’h

"t Her husband, it appears—"

% Who ia her husband, Hartley "

M, Philip Dorn , lientenant in the ——th Regiment,
¢ougin of Arthur Dornford, whosa father used to boa o pupil at
the Rectory. You remember him thirty years ;1_ng'§"

“ My dear brother. Asif I could remember anything &0 long
ago as that"

“Trog, I forgot, Philip Durnford, [ am sorry to say, is not
o good mon. He mode her conceal the marriage, destroyed the
letters. she wrote o me, forbade her writing any more, and at
last ruined himeelf and turned ber out of doors,  Lollie has had
a hard time, Sukey.”

YW here 18 she now 17

#She had nowhere to go, windered about trying to find main
my ¢hambers, kept on missing me, and af last was picked up by
a girl whom she befriended two or thres years ago, who took her
in like a Samaritan, and we nursed her through a fortmight of
dangerous illness.  Bhe is still almost too weak to be moved.”

 Yon must goa her husboand at once.”

“] think not."

*Then, whera can she po?  Hartley, you my st not begin that
old .I.I'I.*-]Lll."..'-:-i of haying her np in your chnmbers."

“ No, certainly not—that must be put a stop to. I have
thought it over, She mmust go, Sukey “"—here he became vary
impressive—" she must go to the house of some lady, a little
but mot too much, older than herself, of & kind and affectionate
disposition—uy child s dreadfully broken and weak, Sukey—
where her wounds may be healed, and we ean teach her to forgel
some of her troubles; where she will have no reproaches, no
WOrrios 8, 1o hard words ™

“Whers will you find such & g nar dinm ¥

*Where? Here, Sukey, here"—he took her fat little hands
in his—" here, fuy dear. I know no other woman so ;;r-'\lI and
Eind as yvourzelf, and no ]ll.lll}-{) which will so LHL!J.Ll.:r fulfil all
the cong a5 your ow,"
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“ Mingt Oh, goodness gracions [ y

“ Yours, Sukey. For there is, T am quite sure, no one i tha
world whose heart iz 2o goft, and whose house is's0 comfortabla
o8 yours.”

She =at silent.

* You know Lollis, too. Tt ia nob as if you wers srangers.
Remember how you used to kiss her when she was quite a littla
thing." ) ;

T do,” said Sukey. *The childs lips were always sticky
with jam."

i 'I']"!}.- were, And it 5.}1“1,1;3:' anid I‘Iﬂ:ﬂl’_‘:j’, " L]IE t-:['l:lill.lll‘F.S of
vour heart to treasure up this trifling circumstanes, Women
alone know how to touch the chords of feeling.  She was always
extravagantly fond of jam, I remember, too, how you used to
epwoad it for her on bread and butter, eareful not to give her too
much butter for foar of biliousuess, The cold days, Sukey, the
ald days I

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 ot once to my sagpestion. T feel as iff it
came from you., Believe me, sister, T am very grateful.™

He kissod her forchead ; and the caress, so excesdingly rave
from her brother, brought a glow of conscions benevolence to
Bukey's cheeks. Blie almoat felt as if she had really suggested
the step.  Then her heart sank agnin.

4 Wall, you know, my deéar Hartley, T am the last person in
the world to think of my own comfort.”

“¥ou are, indeed, Sukey,” he munnured, with a glance at the
sherry—" the very Inst.. Always zit*.]i'—tlu:n:.'i:zg,"

i But what will Anne think 1

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 inte the house.  Mrs. Durnford, who is unhappily separated
fram her husband.  You remember her—my ward, Mizs Colling-
wood, that was ; but she isa little afraid that it will put you
out”

Anne leoked tronblad.

* Not a yeung lady who will give trouble or any extm work,
but one who wants o eomfortable place, and thoughitul peopls
like yourself about hee,”

B Miss Venn wants 16" said Anne.
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“OF conrse she wants it."

*Then I'm not the one'to make ohject
the house wantsa little brightenin
but onee in three months, Mr. Ha

“Ishall come every day now, Anne. Bub haven’t you got
Mr. Da Vere?"

This was the clerzyman, with whom Anne did not hold.

“Mr. Do Vere, indead " And Anne refreated,

¥ Then we will Iose no time," sid Hartley. T don't think
yor eould have her to-morrow : the day after, perhaps.”

“ The day after? Oh, will ghe be wanting gaiety
and fuss, and everything "

“ Lollict 'l.l'_-,‘ -:l--n' 5
not be a ni
here yours

“1f you profor it, Hartley.

Vhere she hng b f

“ Mary has mot a su
fazsion of Mary 1

4 Mary—T «
has gone to—to—"

“Where 13 he gone to 1

“How should I ]..1| iy ‘|'.']'||"'

o liftla irritably (
% Fone to Al

5 And T'm sure
II!I. And you never coming

But wonld ik

With Mary.
rhat is the pro-
i

‘-'*'lll."::l.'—:l:!ll".l'l ! ‘.'.‘:|='|,-1'\; 1|_'1-;|'-,'|:|'||:]

18 12 .gone to7" ropliad Ha I! 5,
;] ]“.-:'il_;r off theo rails of truth,
th

"-| 5, -"x.m you

¥ Wow, Hortloy, 1 1.1|]u ~tha
..'||II: '|.|. - to <]1|- J i o |P||

Jlu-rln-j, TepI an inelination to refer

nifnctory, and ¥ J|'|I>|.1-|‘. replied that there waiz no nesd.
ke i-lllj“ Lanra to vour chambers the lay alter to maoreow,” said
Sukey, *and I will come and fetch Ter.”

% Do, Sukey to breakfnst—Kkidneys, sister. Yon sha
take hor away afterwards in a cab, You will be
ﬁll:r;e'_'_.' (i

O eonran T wi
Now wa shall have t

erpnmdd-dan

o by |
ve of a Bishop,
I

a the ancestral glus

kind to her,

s nothing but fronbla,
Well, po away, now,
[ wrill come at ten.”

Two doys afterwands, Hartley brought his wand back agnin o
tho old chambers, Mory huoeed and kissed hor s but when
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Laum promised to call and ses her soom, she only shook her
head, and =aid it was better not, and began to cry. And then
she went back to her room again, and found it cheerless and
dreary indesd, : :

Hurtley helped Laum wpetairs, and installed her in her old
place, the old chair by the fira. ; e

It looks like what it used to be, Lollie,” he said :  but it is
not. It never can be agnin.”

“Ah, no! Tt never can be again. My fault, my fanlt.”

“ Never agnin, never again. The waters are tronbled, dear,
and wa shall be long in getting them clear.  But think no more
of the past.  You are always my little girl, remember 3 and if
you were dear to me before, Lollie, when you wers but a child,
You are doubly dear now, when you eome back in FOUr BOTROW
aiid trouble. “There are to be mo more leszoms, and talks, and
wilks. I must not sea You very often, and never here, because
people might talk.  But never doubt, my child, that T love yon.”

e kizsed her forehead and caressed her face in his old ealm
way, while the tears were standing in his eyes.  She dropped
her face in lier hands, and wept unrestrainedly,

Miss Venn appesred nt this Junctare.  Sha liad walked {o
Gray's Inn, moking up her mind to be kind, but yet severe ; for
clopements shounld always be visited by coldness of manner, i
least.  Busides, meditalion of forty-eight hours had revealed to
her the cunning manner in which her brother had enfrapped her
into a generesity of which she half repented.

But at sight of her brother's sorrow, and the weak, wasted
figure in the chair, her resolution gove way 3 and almost befors
ehe had pot the girl well in her fat, motherly arms, she was
erying over her, and kissing her, with o vehemence which did
infinite credit to the fimily.

Hartley left them, and presently wbomed with the kidneys,
cotlked in his bed-room, Nobody could do Eidneys so well a=
Hartley, or brew snclh splendid eoffos, And sympathy brings
tie own rewnrd in the shape of appetite,

After this, she took Lollia avay with her, laid her on the soff,
and, with Anne, made much of hap.

I have only to add that the public Appearance of Toura, and
the way in which she Was cartied oflf by Miss Vienn, entirely ro-

eatablished her in the oyes of the Gry's Ing functionaries, and
affectually drowned the i

i . voices of these who had said eyil things
about her disoppearapes,
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

find Arthur |"|1|n ord.  Ha
had, indead,
y litthn.

Vexw went with atroubled min -] te
Enaw nothi 1Bileg i chang
1II|._~ heand -t | |1

-
me,” eaid Arthur, £;
t 20 serious as mine. b

v, berarnse
that my father
i..".'.'n. l.]l :!j
A year

I might

m to be hiz he
by his will,

i the obhee hand
- And the decision of tl
v ! maid YVenn i

an who supplies

n, bound by
lready —partly

:..E_'l what ha :-.:-::- 1 ar

number, He 18 in lodgings

coppel St

ulnoss,
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# Yau want to see him 1"

T think T shall probably call upon him to.day.”

# But what has happened to you, Vennl I am so full of my
own tronbles that I wm selfish, and forgat yours,™

i Mine are not all tronbles, Axthur, My little girl has been
regtored to me.”

Arthur did not dare say & word. He was afraid o ask the
question that rose to his lips. :

o .“cipuﬂru, thank God, and pure. You shall learn, pre-
. how.  But tell me first abont this new-found brother of

s 'I|"|'||3|.t. “|b||11|. him ¥

& Tg e for instance, & nian of homonr "

#T would ssake my own upon Phil's hononr

TAnd i

T Burely, car Venn, you have nothing to sxy or to sus-
peet azninst Philip, have you

4 And n man, you think, of goneyous leanings, of chivalvons
faeli ng, of lofty sentiments; of: Well, Arthur, I am going
¥4 -;.;11.1:- YOu ;__-|1'-_';:'|t|-5' shook than the loss ut your {ortune, Liasten
to me. I used to tell my child, in a thoughtless way, that T
ghonld like, above all th :.~.-, to see her morried to o gentleman,
She, my innoeent and jgnorant Lollie, bronglit up with me and
me only, knew nothing about love, maminge, anytliing elss that
is common and praetical.  She and T lived among our books,
and fod our minds on the words of old writers.  Well—" ho
paunsed for a moment.  * One night, when ghe left me, she was
ingulted in the streot, A gentleman came to ber help.  OF all
thiis she told me. She did not tell me the rest, hecanse ha per-
suaded her not to—that ke :::-“ her again, that he told her he
loved her, and begged her to marry him. She thought it wonld
please ma, She '1f'r'-] ted him 1 il ]IJ-.qL.H me. Sho Ll:pt silont to
please me,  You think it is impossible T You do nob know how
I had kepk the girl from knowing the world and its wickedness,
The day he 1nrn:~ fhe morringe, -h-, told me she had o secret, and

wanted to tell it me, I, though I saw her distress, blinded by
my own ignorant coneeit, bade her ke ep her secrot, and refosed
to hear it The next day h]l1‘ was privately married h:, a Booteh
elergyman—living, Arthur, in Keppel Streef™

“Heavens, Venn! Do you mean Maclntyre? It was nob
Philip—it could net be Philip.”

¥ Was the man ever o Scotch clerpyman "
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“Who can know! He is & mass of lies. He wonld zay ag
for hia own PUrPOSES; whether he was or not.”

*And et you allowed him to take your forfone from yop®

 Not on his own evidence, Venn, But go on® z

“The man whe married Lollie took her to Normandy with
him. Before leaving the house in ]~.- | Slreat, ]rIJ|-- wrota
ma a note, telling all, MacIntyre promised to ‘. ke 16 himealf
to Gray’s Inn.  He nevsr oid: When

¥ gob to Wormandy
she wrote me a long letter—I can foancy what my little l-.'ll
wounld say to mein ik, Her hie

ind took the k “-"I to the post
It never came.  Sha wai %, and then wrote again,
Her huzband took the r to the post. The second letter
ever come.  Then her husband brought her baek to England,
put: her ina emall house near London, and forbade her to write
o me .m_r more,
(L [ g
L “-"ll'. g more. This was in June, Tt is now No-
vember, Yo iwly five momths, then, she lived there, Shae
was abezolutely alone tlie whola time
the morning, and nsnally came hoy
gnf alone, bad no visitors, no eompanio
as I gather, on hovee-mcing,
EVEery l.!:'_'.'. Unee o1
her huaband hind o
gont her to her ¢

Her husband left herin
night.. She dined alons,

All the time he was,
nbling—losing money
.'|| M l|||1. re came to 2ea her, Onea
roof mien in the honse, Then
Oqn, '|||l here kopt bor awake oll 1
singing and lang My little Lollie! When I thi nI |I
all, Arthur, T feel balf mad! Wait, don't gpeak yot 0 8
more. Lk i3 now ten -f.l}':e agro, He came homa VEry |~|1-; i
rose b mid-day ; he cursed at the brealfast : and then, withoub
a word of regret, withoubt a werd to soften the blow, he tnrmed
ll]_"-:lll his wife, told her that lie was & ruined man, r_|1 1t he had
nothing left atall, that she must leave |
had |.--«n married at all. What dao you
Arthur Dromdord 5°

“ Finish your story.”

o Ehie I.'.'[I n—left him wit Il.:I'I--Il..ll:Ir'I"r bt what gha had when
she married him. And all that ht, that bitter, wretched, dismal
night, with the wild wind and rain driving in her h.r_-., tho
poor rrJli! wandered, wandered in thoe streets, ]|u_-3|., of it, Arthur
—t]lllln of it! My lLittle girl walked about the atrests all night
long—never stopped, never sat down, never ate or drank, All
:Il;::'_]d ]-,|i|5—-.-..| yuu know what that means? The min I:;[;ul;:“]g

o T

» becanse they never
think of that man,
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upon her, her wet clothes. elinging to her, her brmin confused
and teoubled, sbupid with snffering: while the lours went on
one after the other, creeping for her, flying for ns, Good God |
and T in my warm bed, .-L-tft-cl}—umﬂlin!-:[ng_ '_'L[J.r |I-::'|.rr my little
darling ! If I had but known I

He was standing over Arthur, as the Intter zat looking at him
with pained and troubled faco, Venn's eyes wers heavy with
thosa tears which do not fall, and his voice was shaken as he
Epoka,

“ There iz more still, Arthur, She wanderod so—where, she
does not kmow. In the morning a woman, s humbls child of
Sinaria, give her o enp of eoffee. T 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
agnin. From noon till noon, twenty-four hours of walking in
the atreets. Bhe was to have been—she might have hoen,
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 T had helped two years before, at Lollie’s own prayer—
her own prayer, mind, not any charitable sct—when she was
ignorant of what the girl had dons, 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 fo me,
Lollio has been ill since,  That was to ba expacted. At death's
door. That, too, was-to be expected.

“ Now you know, Arthur, what has happened to me. TIs my
little girl blameless ¥

i Surely, ves, Venn,”

And the man, Arthur—what isto be done with tha man?
I made her tall me his name, on the promize that T would naot
harm him. To keep that promise, it is necessary that I shionld
not see him. But whai is to be done with the man, I sy ]
How can we make him feel what he has done? Is there
puy way—any way! I see néme. A man whose semse of
homonr is s delieate that you would exchanga it for your own :
who i8 the soul of truth, of honour, of nobility ; who is—alas!
alas! my friend—your brother Philip.”

Then Vemn took up his hat,

T must go now,” ha said:  * Shaks hands, Arthur, Tell
me again you think my little pirl is pure and spotlese”

“ Bofore God I think so,” said Avthur, *S8le is my gister,”
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«Thank you, friend. You shall see her. NowIgo I am
hound on a pleasanter journey than when I came here. 1T
am going to pay a little visit. ¥es, you are quite right, T am

going to Keppel Street: 1 am going 10 see the Scotch clergy-

wan.”

He put on his hat and went af

Hea had not been gone half an hour before Philip himeelf
CATNE, radiant, ]l':‘:||'.‘:m", ];.:_'||[ heartad, Boms ;_=ii|r'.-.-|'--' are &o. Then
wise men say they live in Fo ! Paradizo.  Perhaps; bub I do
1 to solve th Jiffieulties. My own idea is thnk
n has done such things ns ought to toke away all his
_ there is always some of it Teft so long as things are
k .'-Cl.-:]!'-[f'.-'-l ) i

not pre
whem
gelf-respect
not found out. Yoo can hardly ex
i who has stood in the do
judge pronouncing scnienco o him.  But the jury, how
ful they are! One or fwo even, perh
nd side by side with the eriminal.  So,
n Venn's essay “ On Being Found
s get this work some day, 1

: in a pgentls-
for instance, nnd heard the

eminently self-respo
of these might farl;
too—nbut T am plaginrising frol
Jut;" and as fhe world will perhap

mnst stap.

Arthur looked the eriminal, cortainly 1 sear]
slammered, and refused to notice the hand that Philip held
k.

#7 have heard = Philip.”

Tt must be somet r desp

VI, l'||-.'_.,’I

btrother. “Is it anything new about the .tho late business

of ours ¥’
o Wothing, It is much worse than that.

Mr. Hartley Venn
has been here,

Philip had, for the moment, utterly 1o
He, tom, l?lllil.'l'l:;-"] colour.

el i

“Tha test you know, T supp Your wife—"

#Come, COIE, Arthur: be reasonabile.”

# T g reasonable. I say your wife— Giood heavens; sif,
a4 woman aowife] Whatara tlie Inws of the country
honesty, truth 1 Did you nob pledge youk

5

rgotten Veun's existence.

what mak

to the laws of h

fuith to her? I

T will not be -:|'i.---|.;---2|-'-'
r me, then, one guestion. You have domo—you,

Philip, you—you have done all that Venn has told me. Leardt

that your wile, my siseri- il, She has been close

1 you not——
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to dying.  You will, ab least, make ler your wile in the eyes of
the law 1" ;

w (s, dear, no,” said Philip, lightly, «T ‘do nif-t.ll]t.:mt_it‘_!,r my-
gelf, my dear fellow. OF course it ia :*.xtre:ud:': 1-'-'1-;a¢|l..?ud im-
proper. L am very sorTy to heat about her illness.  Tell Mr.
Venn that mo money armngement that is at all reasonable will
b objected to—that

1 Philip, stop—1 won't hear it

#Won't hear whaE? You were not born yesterday, T sup-

ose, Arthur? You know that ench things are done every day.
l":‘l.’u all do them."

e all 1"

o Yeg—are all. Bah ! the girl will get over it in a monkh.”

& And this man is my own brother,” said Arthinr, recoiling—
16 my own brother !”

Philip's face grew cloudy. There was 1o longer anything in
i but the animal,

# Lot us have no mors of this nonsenss” he ssid, ¢ Tell this
sinn Venn that he may do what he likes, and go to the devil.
And ae for you, Arthur— -

« Philip, you are a villain. Leave my room. Never gpeak
bo me aeain,  Never coms here. Let me mever sea your face
any more, Yon have disgraced the name you bear.,  We have
besn a family of gentlemen for generabions, And now you ans
our representative | It is chameful—it iz dreadfoll™

Philip left him. As he opened the door, he turned and
gaid—

it When you apologise to me for this langnage, you may, per-
hape, expect to see mpe again. Till then, never.”

Tt was o poor way of gatting off the stage, and Philip after-
srrels reflected that he might have finished with at least mora
fire and effect if he had gone off swearing. DBut the best things
always ogeur fo ns 00 late to put them into practice,

CHAFTER XXXV,

e Ip i indeed & drepdful story,” said Madelsine, when Arthur
told her.

£ What ia to be donel  Advise me, Madeleine.”

“ Who can advise? Mr. Venn's plan of assuming the mar-
riage to be legal, withont asking any questions, and letting
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Philip alona altogether, seams the best ; unless, which T very
much doubf, we con bring your brother to o better frama of
mind, You, of course, have done as much mischief as was
possible. Memn are always so violent.”

“ I told him he was a villain," said Arvthur, “Ttis troe. I
have mever read, never heard, of baser or more cold-blooded
treachery.”

# Let mo go and see Philip," eaid Madeleine,

She went at once to the honse at Notting Hill, Tt was now
dismantled ; for Philip had sent away everything but the forni-
ture of the tﬁ'.'-'- rooms in which he lived. Thers was no ons in
the place but himself aud 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
& pipe, in gloomy digorder, It was in the afternoon. On the
table wis an empty soda-water bottls, an empty tumbler, and a
brandy bottle.

P]Jl]ljr surprised to seo her, made some sord of apulogy for tha
general disorder, and putting aside his pipe, brushed the hair
back from his forehead, and waited to hear what she would say.

sha began by abusing him for living in such a mess,

“Why do you do it#" she ssked. * Brandy and soda in the
doy-timo—mnot dressed—rooms in the most dreadfol litter,
Philip, you ought to be ashamed of yourself”

He only groaned impaticn itly.

“lg |.|.L.||.- .l.“. you have come to soe ma f:;'url Madeleine? Do
nob worry about the rooms and me. I've got something else to
think of besides the disorder of my rooms. You shall blow np
tha old woman if' you like. She iz within hail—probably ait-
ting with her heels under the grate and her head in the coal-
sonttle

“Thave o great deal :..-h-_ to say, Philip. Ti
you know :hj." I am going to be your
Arvthur”

“ Arthur is a happy man, Madeleina, I envy him. Bot ha
always had all the luck.

“Don's eall it luek, Phil, But we shall soe & great deal mors
of you, shall we not, when we are married 1

i -\-I =il |:'|'.'.IL deal |r:- ! ||.|'L|., ||||.'.|I.|.'J-!.'|.] witl .'U'I.:';I.Ll'."

“1 know, I know. ub hasty words moy be recalled, and—
and hasty :-u:li.-_'-n.» may be repaired, Phil, may they not 1"

“ If they could be undone, it would be worth talking about.

gt of all, do
gistery T am to ATy
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Tia not beat about the bush, Modeleine. I suppoese you know
all about that girl, and are come here to talk to me, and pitch
into me. Well, go on. T cannot help what you say."

s Tndeed, I do not come to piteh into you, as you eall it, ab
all, I cannot bear to think thet my own brother, my husband's
brother, could do this thing in cold blood, Do tell me gome-
ti:n'ng." :

Philip wae silont for & while. _ ;

¢ T will tell you thie exnct truth, Madeleine. You may call it
gxense of defenes, or anything elsa you like. T shall be the
exack truth, mind. T would tell no other iving soul. I care
nothing for what the world says; but I care something for whiat
you thinlk. X )

& Van eannot understand the natore of a man, fon will not
comprehend me when I tell you that I was devoured with love
for this girl. There was nothing T conld not have done—no-
thing, mind, to get pozsession of her, There came a time when T
hiad to marry her on a certain day ornobat ell. 1 got the special
licence, but forgot oll about speaking to any elergyman Lill it was
too Inte.  Then MacIntyre pretended that he could marry ns—
and we weps married, A tl-:!lt'-l;::|1t ago I founid mysell & roined
men.  Worse than ruined, for I had not money lo meet my
dobis of honour. I was on the point of being disgraced. I was
meddened by my dificulties. She understood nothing of them,
never entered inte my pursuits, cared nothing for my life. I was
mudidened by her ealmness.  Then I lost command of myself,
and told her—what, mind, I did not know fill after—=that the
marfage was o mock one, and—and—Well, you know the rest,
That iz all."

¢ And your love for her, Philip ¥

“My love? Gone—pgone a long time aga. Tb was never
more than a passing fancy, and all this besiness of the last fort.
night pub her out of my head entirely until Arthur reminded
me of her. Bheis gone to her ﬁ'i-.-miJ guardian—what is it 1—
a Mr. Venn, who lives in chambers, and enacts the part of the
universal philanthropist. I only keep onin this honse, where it
is. torture to me to live, in order that he may not say 1 ran away
from him. Heérs I am, and here I shiall stay to face hiim—not to
excuse myself, you undestond, I stoop to defend my life to
you alone"

¥ Philip, you are not o bod as he thinks, But T may tell
vou ab once thot he will not come, When Laura teld Lim your
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name, she mads him at the same tima pro to do you mo
harm—to take 1o revenge on yoil. o

o T am not afraid of that Madeloine

# No s bot you ne od stay here no
the present to live with Miss Venn. [ am
her myself. I am snxious fo make the m
Durnford.”

¢ Mrs. Du rd |

#T am told tlhat ghe is a young r lady, very
fully educat wd, most awesl-lempe nel L

i Bha is all '-.I it Madeleine ; bt y never loved me.  She
was always ]TH ooy Bl . it reminds me—I told
yon I would give you | the exact truth, I destroyed the letters
that sha w'utr- to ]|'|I||_ withont telling her. That waz be |
was jealons | of i I| W have no man in lier heart except
myzelf, [ am extremoly sorry [ did that, because 1t was an
error of judgment, as wel Il s a—"

i A wrong act, Phi il, was it not ¥

“TE was, Aadeleine—a dishonoarable {hing, Have I abassd
myself enongh before you, or do you want 1 of the confes.
gions of & moan abouk town t T have lots more relating to othe
avents in a riotous career. Would wou like to liear them i By
i Jove! I wonder if the prodigal son over heguilad the w'riu:n'
gvenings, sitting r qand the fire, with tales of the thi
donet  The name of the other son is nok given in
m.ls.ﬂ"-'u, but T beli it was 'Lu.nn
i Na, Philiy it am et of
n[m tion, See, P "--l-l-: ‘ (3od only allows us to he
happy in |..II.“II"' goodl.

W] ean't, Madeleine. I'm much ton far -'x|]|-=-.'

# Then 1|:|-1.| s avil you have done

o How con tl

T know you

1]

he hias gone for
ng to o ill upon
intance of Mrs

3

heautiful, very care-

than all the rest of

it

e

3, Phil, T know
that you arvo --.-»1[-. influ -m--'l, { you sct without thinking,
| that yon are engily 1m aved, that heort is not selfish, 1
know that you are repentant in Spike of your light words, Dot

ﬂutL of the oirl, Phal.”
1 do thin 1 er, 1 think of her day aud pight. 1 can-
y [ cannot do anything. She iz always before my

fiod
By e

w Then ‘marey her, and take her back, if she wi wld eome.”

« Bhe would not, Madeleine, There was a look in her eyes

=
¥
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when she left me that told me all woe over. No woman can
have that expression in her face, and ever comes back Lo lova and
confidence.  She wonld never come back."”

“Then marry her, Phil.  In the eyes of the law, at lenst, 1ot
lier bo youor wile™

Philip was silent,

W] love her mo longer,” ho eaid. @ There can be nao Tonger
any question of love between ns. ok see, you shall do with
me what you will, Madeleina, Azk me auybhing for Loura, and
you ghall haveit. Keap my story—lkeep what I have told you
to yourself,. Do mot even Lell it to Arthur"

i Philip, you promisa 1"

“T promise, Madeleine. Give mo your hand. T swear by
your hand—becanse there is nothing I know so sacred—that I
will ohey you in all 1hiug& a5 regands Lanm,”

Ha kizmsed her fingera, Over his mobile conntenance there
passed the old expression of nobility, asif it hoed come back to
sottle there for gt:lm:l.

# And Arthur 1" Madelsine began.

The bright look vanished.

“ Arthur has usad words to me—T have usad words to Arthur
—which can never be forgotton.  Tell him so. T desire to mest
him no more.  Farewell, Madeleine.  Write and tall me what T
am to do, and T will do it.  And let us part mow, never to meef
again. I do nob know what I shall do with my future. Make
ducks and drakes of it, I suppose. Iut 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—yon may sea us dapeing, Oh, it is o plea-
gant life, tha lifa T am going to laad, {'_.‘-w_ul-h:.-pr Madelsine,"

ihe took his hand—Lis face was clonded and moody : and
then, gr.u.tl.-fu] 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 eall upon
Miss Venn. '‘Sukey, littla eecustomed to visitors who came in
their own carriage, was not above being flattered.

" Weare not come wholly for the pleasure of seeing you, Miss
Voun,” said Madeleine. I want to make the sequaintanes of
my future sister-in-law, M. Durnford.”

“Loura?" She looked euriously at Madeleine, but it was
Arthur whio was blushing. “Lauma? She is in her own room,
Would you like to go up and sce her 17

19
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“Tf T 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 i,

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.

s Don't move, my dear,” said Madeleine ; “let me kiss you.
1 am to make your acquaintance. Shall T tell you who I ami
1 am Madeleing de Villeroy, and T used to know your hushand
when he was quite a boy. Now I am going to marry your hinge.
band's brother, and wa shall be sisters. My child, you ghall ba
made happy again. We shall all love you”

“ My husbaud? He said—he gaid—"

 Forget what he said, my darling—forget all that he said, and,
if you can, forgive him. Now, git up, and let ns talk.”

She sat with hor for a quarter of an hour, and then went away,
promising to call again goom.

Tn the drawing-room there was rigid discomfort. For Sokay,
the moment she got back, had seized thebull by the horns and
attacked Arthur,

i Yon are the brother of Mr. Philip Durnford " she began.
“You are the brother of a bad man—a bad man, Mr. Arthue
Durnford. Tell him not to coma to this house, for I won't have
him. Remember that—"

# Tndeed, Miss Venn, he will not come here.”

«If he doss, Anne will take the tongs to him—I 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 berms af

nt."

 Indeed. P'm glad to hear it—I'm very glad to hear it."

Then they both relapsed into silence, and Sukey glared at

or Arthur, by way of conveying a lesson in virtue, till he
nearly fell off the chair.

Madeleine relisved tham ; and after asking Sukey’s permisgion
to come again, took away the unfortunate Arthur.

“Why dido't you ning for the sherry, miss?' azked Anne,
presently coming upstairs.
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ST gave it him, Anne—T gave it him well " Bukey shook her
head virnlently, * That was Laura's husband’s brother, T told
him if his precious brother eame 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, Wha
doun't drink glasses of sherry all day. I dare eay it was sharry
drove thut abandoned brother of his fo bad courses, 1 hape, for
that sweet girl's sake, he isn't like his brother. He dossn’t loak
it, Anme ; but you never can tell. They are all alike—waate,
drink, eaf, and devour. Why isn't tho world peopled with
nothing bt women §

“'Deed, then, miss” replied Anns, “the end of the world
wounldu't be very fax off”

CHAPTER XXXVIL.

Mi. MacIntene is sitting in his easy ehair ab home, in thoss
respectable lodgings of his in Keppel Street.  He is meditating
on the good fortune that has come to him, Porhaps hie is too
much inclined to attribute his suceess to merit rathar than for.
tune; but in this we may pardon him. It is but two o'clock in
the day, but a glass of steaming whisky toddy is on the tabls,
and a pipe in his mouth, In spite of the many virtwes which
adorned this great man, T fanr that the love of material comfort
causes him somefimes to anticipate the evening, the lagitimate
season of eomfort,

Nursing his leg, and watching the wresths of smoke eurling
over his head, he meditated. And if his thoughts had taken
words, thoy would have heen much as follows -

“After all my shipwrecks, behold o haven. I have bean in
prizon. I have been scourged by schoolboys. I have been tried
for embezzlement. T have starved in the strests of London, T
have beon usher, preacher, missionary, tutor, retailer, sandwich
man. I have at last found the road to fortuns ; not by honest
menng, but by liss 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 ean hurt
me now ; nothing ean annoy mae bak il henlth and the infirmities
of sge, I have teg Jears, ab least, of life before me vet. I shall
g0 back to my own people, The Baillie will hardly refuse to re-

19—3
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coive me mow that T have money. I shall be respected and
respectable. ¢ Honesty is the best poliey I' Dahl it is the maxin
of the successtul. 1 know better. Cleverness is the best poliey:
Scheme, plunder, purloin, cheat, and devise. When your fortune
is- made, hold aut yonr elean whita Liands, and say—* Christinn
hrethren. T am a lving example that honesty is the hest policy.’
1 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, Tespeeted und respectalbile,

| Alesander Maclntyre, refire upon your modest gains, and be
happy.”

| Just then aknock was heard at the door.

I The visitor was no other than Hartley Venn. Heo had strolled
leisurely from Arthors lodgings, smoking all the way, with a

emile of immeasurable content, and a sweet emotion of auticipa-
tion in his heart. Having once ascertained the adidress of the
philosapher, he lost no timo in making his way to the street.
On the way he stopped at a shop and bought a- guita-percha
whip, ehioosing one of considerable weight, yet pliant and elastic.

'This," lie said to the shopman, “ would ecurl well round the
legs in tender places, I ghould think i

o T should think it would,” eaid the man.

“Yeg : and raise great weals whero there was plenty of flesh,
I should say. Thank you. Good morning. It will enit me
very well,”

He poised the instrument in bis band, and walked along,
When he got to Keppel Street, he ghowed his knowledga of
human nature by going to the nearest public-hense, and asking
for Mr. MacIntyre's number. The potboy knew 1it.

Hartley presented himself unannounced, and with a bow of
great ceremony—ono of those Oriemtal salutations which were re-
served for great oceasions : ha had not nged it sinee his last inter-
viow with the Master of his college.

%71 believe T have the hompur of addressing Mr, Alexander
MacIntyre," he Tegan.

The tntor confessed to owning the name, and bogan to feel a
little uneasy. However, he asked his visitor to take a chair.

« Thank you—no, Mr. MacIntyre. Shall we nay the Reverend
Alexander MacIntyre I

[y H(F.“

% We will'not, The business Thave to transact will not detain
| mea long, and will be hetter done standing. You are, I believe,
11 aequainted with Philip Durnford 1
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T gm, May I ask—"

" Presemtly—presently. You sre likewiss acquainted with
Mre. Philip Durnford 1”

It was MacTntyre's ehancs, bub he negleated if,

“ The young person calling herself Mrs. Philip Durnford has,
I helieve, run away from him."

Venn gave a atark, bub restrained limself.

 Cne more question,  You have often, T doubt nob, reflected
on the wisdom of that sontence of Homce, which maght b in-
spired were it not the result of a world's cxperience.  Inm that
semse, too, You would perhaps urge, and very justly, thatit mizht
be considered as divine, sinee experienes is o form of revelation,
I offer you s parmaphrase, perhaps too allitertive

* Lightly the sinner leaps along the way,
Lamely limps aftor liw who bears the cane
Yok, soon or lale, thore comes &
When stick mecta back, and oy is dre

e by pain.”"

% Goon, s said Mr Maelutyre, seriously alarmed, “and
let me know your business. Whoare yout What have you to
do with me? I have never sat my oyes on vou before”

Do mot let us precipitate motters. Pationee, Mr MaeTntyre,
patience.  Although you have nob ssen me, you have perhaps
heard of me from Mre. Philip Durnford. T am hoe guardinn,
My nome, sir, is Hartley Vean,” :

The philosopher, among whose prominent defects was & wank
of phiysical courage, fell back in his chair, and began to perspirs
b Lo nmose,

“ Having leamned from my ward the facts of the case—that
you exereiged practices |||:|n:!4|1:|!1?_|-|!|.}' your legal richt in Sentland,
and married” Iier to Dwrnford by a special liconsa it this very
room ; also that you suppressed the letter she sent me; anid
further, that you have been the prime ngent and adviser in the
whole of the business —it was but natural that T ghionll dosirs
to make your acquaintance.  In faet” hie sdeed, with & winning
amile, “ I really st confess that T had imagined your broad to
bemow totally extinet —onn' out with the Regent, and belonging
chiefly to the novels of his period. For this mistake T humble
beg permission to apologize, I obtained your address partly from
Arthur Duruford, an adimirer of yours—T wizh T eauld sny fol-
lower—and partly from the pothoy who supplies your modost
wants,  Lhope you will remember the elaims of gratitude which
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that !1-':-r.hr:-_1.' will heneceforth ha I had o stropole in
my own mind—dierdee pigpsalo ; foe W T ardently desired to
converse with you wyself, I had yet a feeling that the—tha
F.l'n:.;[H._'l,' ghonld be left to some meaner PaTE0n. But T borein
mind the distinction of rank. You are, I believe, s graduate of
some University 1

. 1ir, Fou ara ;l'li-;lr._'_-:_-i:-]"ar a Mapster of Arts of the l_,-]]i.‘r'iii.‘:'-'.’“j’
of Abordesn.”

 Aliardeen is honoured. I wish we had had yoa at Com-
bridge.™

Yenn took the nding whip in both hands [Ji‘x-'-'\'ifl:-f his fingérs
up and down tenderly, MacIntyre saw now what was coming,
and looked vainly tound the room for o means of escape.  be-
fora him stood his tormentor. DBehind the tormentor was the
door. It is cruel, if you arm to hang a moan, first to § kk him
on a platform for an hour or a0 and harangne hio; bub perhaps,
in the cases of lighter | suspense should be con-
sidered a part of tha auf Mo Intyre's mind,
but he did not give it ulterance, iched in the chaoir,
leoking at the whip with a torrible for

Veun went on moraligsing in a dreadful way, suggesting the
confidence of one who knows that his game ia fairly canght,

¢ The chastisement T am about to hestow oo ¥ou, Mr. Mao-
Intyre, is ludierously disproportionate to the offence you hava
gommiitted. You will reflect upon this: afterwards, and laugh,
On the highest Christion grounds, I cught, perhaps, to forgive
FoOu ; and I dare say 1 ;-||_:':|]_. if I know how, aftc intarview,
O the other hand, T have: little donbt that ht horse-
whipping I shall give you wi y ponsidered by the powers
leniently, perhaps cven approy Let ma onee consider
myeelf an Tnstroment.”

He ralsed his '\l.'hi]: nbove hiz head. ."-I:LUI.IL‘.‘-."_;'['L: i:!.'-"l'll"]-'ll:-lE
down, with his faes in his handa

#1 heg your pardon,” said Yenn, pansing. * I have some-
thing clze to say. You will remark that T have passed over tha
question of disgrace. No disgrace, 1 imagine, could possibily
touch you, unless it were accompanied by severs personal discom-
fort. It is this enrions facEt—by the way, do you think it has
received the attention it deserves1—which leads me to believe in
the material punisliments of the next world., You will romnark—
I do hope I mnke myself sufficiently clear, and am not tedious.”
L 1'1_- are '|,~_'-.:|E-__|'.z;.'r" a1‘3:1|.|.l’_:l:| the 1-]|il-,a-_-ph:.';, !\.ll}k'i]]:‘.' .

il
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* T mean, thers comes upon & man, in the development of a
long eourse of crims and sin—say such a man as yourself—a tima
when no disgrace ean touch him, no dishonour ean be falt, no
humiliation make Lim lower than ha actually is. He has lost
not only all care nbout the esteem of others, but also all sengs
of self-respect. He i8 now all body and mind—no goul.
Therefore, Mr. MacIntyre, when a mon reaches this stagze, an
which I imagine that you are yourself standing now, what is
left for him ¥ How, I mean, can you get at him? T sos 1o
way of attacking his intellect, and there remains then but ona
way—this 1" :

Quick az lightning, with a back stroke of his hand, Venn sent
the whip full scross MaeIntyre's face. Ha leaped to his foot
with & yell of pain and fear, and sprang to the door. But Venn
canght him, as he passed, by the collar; and then, first pushing
the table aside, 50 as to have a clear stage, he held him firmly
out by the left hand—2Mr. MacIntyre was but a small man, and
perfectly unresisting—and with tha right administered a punish-
ment which, if T were Mr. Kingsley, T should call grim omd
great.  Being myself, and not My, Kingsley, 1 describe the
thrashing which Mr. Venn administered as at once calm, judi-
cial, and severe. A boatswain would nob have lnid on the cuts
with more jndgment and dexterity, so as at once to find out all the
tender places, and to get the most out of the simple inetrument
emplayed,

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 surled in hisap,

A lady of middle age, with pale facs and abundant black
hair, dressed in comely silks. Fora moment, Venn thought ha
knew her fice, but dismissed the itea.

* Mr, MacIntyre?” she asked, hesitatingly,

“Ho is here, madam,” replied Hartley, indicating with the
Whip the recambent mass beneath him,

The lady looked puzzled,

“I am extremely sorry your visit should be so ill-timed,” said
Hartley, politely, % The fact is, you find our friend in the te-
ceipt of punishment. His Appearanes ot this moment is not
dignified—not that with which a gentleman would prefer to see
& lady in his rooms Perhaps, if your business is not urgent,
¥ou would not mind Postponing your eall gill to-morrow, when

—————
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b able to receive you with more of tho oul
f self-respect, W have niob yet quite finishied.
¢ Don't o, murmured the prostrate sge,
ke calmly, bub there was o hot flush wpon his cheeks
which spoke of intense excitemont,

“ Pray, madamn, leave us for o few moments together—I am
etill in high spinis.”

# T profer yo in low spirits.”

This was the voice of MacIntyre, lying still erouched with
his face in his lhandz
' eaid the visitor, “I think T cught to remain,
. Maclutyre has done, you have gurely punished

not"™ said Venn, *As you are apparently a friend
—perhaps  belisver in My MacIntyre—I will tell you what
hie has done.

He told her in a few words

The lady locked troubled.

' 'J-i.l' other « ne, you obseryve, mi
and twenty, kad still some grains left of momls and pringiple—
o by Mr. Maclntyre ; 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
acIntyre. . Do you want to hear more 1"
wrifl—yrhere is she 1

# Bhe is with me, madam,  She is my ward.”

w Parhaps, sir, Mr. Mecelntyra o mld get up, if he wers
azsnred that thers was no more personal violence intended.”

Mr. MacIutyre shook a leg to show that he concurred in this
proposition, and was prepared to listen to these ter

 Crat up,” said Venn, sternly.

Ha slowly rose, his fice and hands a Tivid mass of bruises and
wenls, and stagg to his fect. Iis coak was torn.  His eyes
wors star His faee, 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
indifferantly, then coriously, then he stepped forward and stared
her in the face ; and then he threw up his arms over his head, and
llen forward, but Venn caught him, as he cried —

wlam, o young fellow of six

they were sa

‘u.'u-l;].l Tisv
# Mlarme |
They laid 1

fl |_'I_-I.'_ 1. i

e, o poured cold water on his
red and gat up. Then they gave
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him a glass of brandy, which he drank, and staggered to his
feat.  Buot ho reeled to and fro, like unto one who moos down
upon the ses in a great ship.

“Tt ia Marie,” said the lady. It is more than five and
twenty years since we met Iast.  You were bad then—you are
worza now. ‘Lell me what new villany is this that you have
committed ¥

# Marie I" he began, but stopped again, and turned to Venmn.
“ Sir you do not understand.  Some day you will ba sorry for
thiz ontrage npon & respectable clergyman, who cannot retaliate,
because his cloth forbids. Let me go and restore mysell.”

Ha slipped into the back room, his bed-room, and they saw
him no more. Had they looked out of the window, they might
lLave seen him slip from the door, with & great-eoat about him,
and o earpet-bag in his hond, his face mufiled wp and his hat
over his eyes. He got round the corner, and calling a ecab,
drove straight to his bank.

“ (Can I help you in any way, madam "

% T called here to ask for the addeess of a AMr Philip Dorg-
ford."

 Thut at least T con procure for you. For Al Philip Dorn-
ford is none other than the man of whom I have gpoken,”

She sat on o chair, and answered nothing for awlhile.

He, wondering, looked on zilent.

© Oh, there must be o mistake. Philip would never do ik
Oh, Philip, my son, my son

The words seemed extorted by the agony of sharp pain.

“Your son " cried Hartley.

# Ay, my son. Let the world know it now. Let it be pab-
lished in all the papers, if they will, My son, my son [*

Then she seampd to regain her composare.

4 Sir, you have the face of a gentleman.”

“ That must be the Bishop's deiag,” murmuared Venn, *nob
the glue man.”

But she did not hear him,

“You may, perhaps, keep a secreb—not altogether mine, I
am Madame de Guyon—yes, the singer, I am a nstive of
Palmiste.  Philip Daroford is my son.”

Yenn sat down now, feeling oz if everything was going round
with him.

And hers et me finizh off with Mr, MacIntyre, from whom I
am luath to park.
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His lodgings know him no mors, The things he laft be-
hind paid for the rent due. Ho drove to the City, drew ount
all his money in dmfts on an Edinburgh banlk, and went
down to Seotland that very night by the limited mail. As soon
as his fice was restored to its original shape and hue, he went
to his native town and tock a small house there, after an inter
view with the Baillie; hiz 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 iz con.
sulted on all matters of finance, spooulation, eduestion, doctrine,
morale, and ehurch dizeipline, He holds views perhaps tog rigid,
and his vieitations on minor offences ars sometimes more severs
than the frailey of the flock can altogether agree with, Heis never
seen drunk, though it is notorious that he drinks a good many
tamblers of toddy every evening. Ho spends the morning in his
Fl.illl-'-'ll—'d- ]'rllT‘.A'-Eit which has :1';'.".':1:.‘.-; attracted freat men in re-
tirement ; and on wet days in hig study, where he is supposed
to be elaborating o grand work on metaphysics, In conversation
he is apt to deal too exclusively with prineiples of an abstract
nafure; and his friends complain that, considering he has heen
g0 greab o traveller, ha tells so fow toles of his own exporicness,
FPolmiste Island he never mentions. As for the story of hiz
life, no one knowa it but himself, and no single epizode has ever
got down to his native town. In all probability he will go on,
az he said himself, respected and respectable, till the end—a
living example of the truth of the proverh that ¢ Honesty is the
best policy.”

CHAPTER XXXVIL

Marte, when she told George Durnford that she had a great
voice, spoke less than the truth,  She hoad & magnifiesnt Voics
a voice that comes bub omes or twice a century ; a voice that
history remembers, and that marks an epoch in the annale of
musie,  With the money that Durnford gove her, she devoted
herself to its cullivation. She did not hurry.  In Iialy she
studied long and diligently, uotil, ot the aze of ﬁi:x-suld-i'-'."unt}',
ghe was able to malke her fist appearan v London.  She had
hoped to please hier old lover, i Lim in her gpeeens ;
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but he answered hardly any of her lotters, and coly ealdly ae-
quissced in her schemes for the future.  Feor George Durnford’s
love had long disappeared from his heart : it vanished when he
married Adrienne.  Ha looked on poor Marie asa living witness
of ntime that he repented. FHe wanted, havine assured her
;|;:|.'i|1.'-ll ]Ji.l'l."l-!”,'_'-'. neithor to hear from her nor to sea hor ng:ﬁ]].
He was fated not to see ber; and when she wrote to him, tell-
ing of the great sucoess of her firsk appearanes, he tore the latter
into ghreds, and inwandly hoped that slie would nover come
back to Palmiste. It is not exactly cowardics, this sort of
fecling, nor iz it wholly shame. Tt is, perhaps, the feeling that
prompts one to put away all signs and remembranees of sickness
and euflering.  We do not like to be reminded of it,  Thers ara
thousands of respectable, godly, pureminded 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 ha lightly disturbed.,
In providing for Marie and takiog charge of her son, Mr. Durn-
ford had dome, he thought, enough. Thers was no longer any
posability of love—Iet there bo no longer any friendship. And
g0 lr letters worried and irritated him, and his answers grew
colder and shorter, Trom fime to time bo read in the
papers of her success. Mudame de Guyon appeared at tha
Ttalian Opera. She was deservibed az of Fronel descont—
gome snid from Martinique ; nons thought of Palmiste, Sha
was eaid to be & yonng and strikingly beautiful widow. Her
reputation was absolutely blameless: her name was widely
epread aboub for those graceful deeds of cliarity which singoers
can do-so well,  And when, aftor o fow yoars of the theatrs, she
withdrew altogether from the stage, and it was stated that hence=
forth ghe wioulkd U]IE:-' Sjl]-’n’ at oratorios and nt ngm;l-ﬂ_'-e, g}\'ﬁr.lr'bu(]:lf
eaid that it was just the thing that was to be expected of a singer
g0 good, so charitable, and so pious,

e oneo wrote to her, advising her to marry again: nor did
he ever understand the bitter pain his letter cansed her,

For women are not as men. It seoms to me that wonen ean
only give themselves wholly and entirely to one man. To other
men they may be thoughtful, and even tender ; but one woman
15 made for one man, and when =he loves she loves onee and for
all.  Maurie had told ber old lover that she loved him mo mors
—+that what had been could never come again.  Tf was nat frus,
What bad been might at any time have come over again.  The
old idol of Ler Lieart was not shattered, ' Tt was arcel; and
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yed by the thought of her boy s
fostered by the memories which ran like o rivalet through the
waste and lonelimess of her life, filling it with green things and
gummer flow 13; and held in its place by that censtancy of
womnn which is proof against time, and circumstance, and ab-
somoee, and neglect.  Goorgs Duriiford loved her no longer. Ha
did not, it iz true, unoe stand her. That magnificent naiure,
which liad been like some wild forest plant, unchecked in its

Juzurienee, when e knew it Dbest, was developed by training
typoe of womanhoad,

and Earrow to ono of the most pert
What more splendid than the full matarity of her bexuby when
ghe swept across the .7 What more perfect than the full
sich tones of & voice that thrilled all listeners ns she zang ! And
whiat—eould he only have known it—mora precious than the
siches of the thoughts which welled up in her mind with no
listener to import them te, 10 husband to zhace them® Lt
Ceorre Durnford died ; and only when she he of his death
was £he conscious of the space he oeeupicd in her mind. She
gaw it in the papers; for no one wrote to her, or koew of lher
existence, Then she got the Palmiste papers pnd read first of
his faneral, and the fine things that wore giid abont him, and
then of his will 3 and next she saw the names of the two boys as
passengers to England, Angd pres tly she Liegan to live again, for
she hoped to meet her boy, d, after men
to him, and get
imagination. She did not hinery. Shey for mony reasons,
to bide ler time,  First, because she thonght him ignorant of Bis
birth ; secondly, she thou that it would be better to wait tll
L was & man, and could better hear what would cerfainly bea
bitter Blow—the eligma of his birth » and, lastly, she was afraid,
George Durnford had gaid but little it him. He wos grow-
ing tall and handsome ; b was sl and clever : hewas o bold
vider and a good shot, Al this ghe loarned from his letters, bub
nothing more,  In the last lotter he had ever written to her, e
mentioned that Philip was going into the army. And after soma
{inie she bonght an Army List, and rod with ecstasy the name
of hor son in the list of ensigns, Bho never attempted to ses
him, but she saved her money she had made a good deal of
money by this time- and laid it out judicionsly for the future
benelit of her son.  L{ Philip had only known !
Sha lived in herown house, nea flegent's [Yark, where sha
sivw but fow friends, and those chiefly of her own professiol.

stromper than ever—etrengther

ys, to revenl hersell
1 wpon him in

bock some of the love
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Her life was not dull, however. 1t was brightened by the hope
that lived in her. Morning and ﬂ'l.'l‘nln;._.‘r ghe prayed for her
gon : all day long ghe thought about im ; af night she dreamed
of him. She pictured lim brave, eclever, and handsome; she
mcde him her knight—yonng Galahad, withont stain or blamish
of ‘gin ; and she trembled at the thought of mesting him—nob
for fear he might fall helow the standard she hiad zat tip, but for
fear of hier own unworthiness.  She was to go to him, some day,
with the bitter confession of hiz mother's ain.  She was to say,
o Yoy are separated from other men by o broad line. Thoy may
rejoice in their mothers—you must be ashamed of yours" She
was to ask him, not for that love and respact which wives can get
from their sonz, but for love, and pity, and forgiveness. She was
to h]l-ﬁhl his ﬂe]f.r(l;:i:n:(:'-_ and nbase hirown, No wonder that sha
hesitated, and thonght, year afteryear, that there wastimo cnongh.

But one day, looking at the familine page in the Army List,
aha saw that her son's name was missing, and on leoking throngh
the Gozeffe, she found that he had sold out. This agitated
her. Something must have happened. He bad sbandoned his
eareor, e might have morried.  How eould she face his wife
Or he had met with some misfortune. - How could she ascerbain
what? Sha did not know what to do orto whom to apply. The
weeks passed on,  She was in great anxiety. At last, unable to
bear any longer the suspense of doubt, she went to a private
inquiry office, and set them to work to find My, Durnford’s ad-
dress. It was quite easy to ascertain whers he had Todged
before hie zold out, but impossible to learn where he was now ;
only the lodging-lionse peaple gave the address of his friend,
Me. MacTutyrs, aud his cousin, Arthur Durnford.  This wasall
ghe wanted, OF the two, she would first try MacIntyre. She
knew him of old. He was unserupulons; she well knew, and
still poor, n= she saspected.  She would bribe him to give her
PJ'.'i_I'iE:'-I ;:||,'|||1'e:_-cy, unless he would da it for JI.I'.!'[!'I'i.:I'I'.:'-

All this is by way of explanation of her sndden appearames
at 8 moment o0 inopportune, when dignity was utterly ont of
tha question, and her old acquaintance showed to such singulaly
small advantage.

The shoek of Venn's intellizenos was for the moment foo much
for her.

#1 faar T have hurk yon," said Hartley.  *Pardon ma, T was
careless of my words, “Did T understand him rightly 1 He said
that—that-——"
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« PWhers is he i asked Marie. * Bring him here.”

Veun opened the deor of the bed-room and looked in, but no
one was these,

% Ha ig gone, madam, Pray let me be of assistance to you. I
can give you Mr. Dumnford’s address. It is at Notting-hill that
he lives"

“Stay, First, the young lady you spoke of, sir—your ward,
Conld I gee her ¥°

Venn hesitatod,

# She is ill—she has just lost her hushand. "Would it doany
good if you were to see her T

Marie looked him straight in the face,

¢ T have not seen Philip Durnford for twenty-five years, and
T am his mother.” She blughed like o girl. “If is twenty-
seven years ago,” she murmured. “Iam o native of the Pal-
miste Tsland.”

“ Good God I" said Venn, thinking of Arthur,

« ] put my story into your handz, though I do not even know
your name,  You may, if you please, publish to the world the
ghame and disgrace of & woman that the world has always be-
lisved pure and good. But T think you will not do that."

« T4 pried Venn * Great heavens | why should I9 My
pame iz Venn, Madame de Guyon. My father was Mr. George
Durnford’s tutor, and I am a friend of Arthur Dumford. My
ward—the little girl that I bronght up and made a lady of—ig
the grand-daughter of my old laundress. Your son made her
acquaintance—and—it is best to lek you know the whole truth
—mada her promise to hide the fact from me; brought her hera
to these very rooms, one evening six months ago, when BMac-
Intyre married, pretended to marry them—I don't know which,
Then he took her to Fromee. She will tell you the rest, per-
haps, herself.”

% Advise me what is best to de,” said Marie; in deep disbress,
# Oh, sir, if I have but found my son to lose him again "

5 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 befors,

o Tut T waz never married,” said Murie, 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
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forging the letters ; and we shall, perhaps, have the pleasure of
geeing him in the felon's dock before long.®

# Promise me agoin,” cried Mare, alarmed,  that you will
keep my secret, w hatever happens.” :

% T have promised already,” said Venn, = Not even Avthur
Durnford shall hear a word.  But it seems & pity to let the Mae.
Intyre go.” ; ;

“ Then take me to your ward,” Marie asked him,

€ 5he is staying at my zister's housee Do not tell my sister,
if you sea her, anything, She iz 2 most excellent Worman,
Madame de Guyon, and as silent as death on unimportant
matters ; buf in the matter of seoreta T believe 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 bo inquisitive, because she is greatly excited at being
excommunicated.”

# Excommunicated ™

“Yes ; eho gave her eat the name of St Cyril. On her refusal
to change if; her clevgyman, who haolds rigid wviews, has excom-
municated her. It iz the grestest excitement that has ever
happened fo her, and she attends all those ordinances of religion
from which she 13 debarred by her own director at an adjacent
Low Church, where the elergyman parts his hair at the gide,
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 & few minutes, and they drove to Miss Venn's
house. His siater was out. As he afterwards learned, there had
been a prayer meeting at the Evangelical clergyman's school ;
and as nothing irritated 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,
&0 that she enjoyed her meeting extremely,

Laura was lying on a sofa, reading, Her pale cheeks bright-
ened up when Hortley eame in,

“What is my ward doing " he asked. * Nog reading too
long, T hope, T have brooght you a visitor, Lollie.  Madame de
Guyon, this s my ward, Mrs. Philip Durnford.”

Laura Iooked appealingly ot Hartley ; but was more astonished
when Marie went straight to the gofa, and kneeling down, took
her faco in her hands and kissed her, with tears in her eyes,
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« T had better leave you, Madame de Guyon, I think” said
Venn. * I shall wait in the dining-room for ya"

Toft alone, Marie hegan to tremble,

« My dear, T ought not to have kissed you. I ought, first, to
tell you who I am."

W 3Who sre you 1" asked Laura. ¢ T am sure, ak least, you are
very kind.”

My dear child, I hear that you have saffered, T want, if T
can, to soothe your sorrow, and, if it be possible, remove 16"

“ Ah. no one can.”

% \Wo ehall sae. Have you patience to listen to the story of a
woman who has also suffered—but through her own fault ; whils
you have only guffered through the fault of others?”

She told her own story. How poor and ignorant gho had
been ; how George Durnford had made her prond and happy
with a love of which she realised all the passion and happiness
and none of the guilt; how ko had fold her, one day, that it
was to be in fature 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 stadied long and hard, and learned
0 make the most of & gilt which is pranted to few. And Lhen
lier voice softencd as she told how she had made fame and gob
forbune and toiled on companioniess, cheered by the hope that
gome day she might find her sim, and pour into his heart some
of the love with which her own was bursting,

Uy dear,” she said, #] found not my som, but his evil
adviser—not his friend—>Mr. MacIntyre. And my son is your
husband.”

Laura buried her face in ler hands.

# Voa Thknow itall. Mr Vennliss told ma. Only, dear, you
arenot to blame,  Youare a wife—I never was, Lot me find in
you what I havelest. If I cannot win my son, leb me win a
dapghtor.”

w(oh, madame,” Laura replicd, stroking hack the thick brown
liair that eovered her face, “you are a lady, I am only a poor
gitl How Philip could ever love me—he did love me once—I
do not know. I am only Mr. Venn's little gitl, and you are the
only lady, except Miss Venn and Madeleine, who has ever
epoken o at all"

My dear, and I was only a singer ab the theatre.”

“ But yon area great gingor, And I—oh, madame l—and
whot will Philip say T°
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#Wa will not care what Philip snys”
# Aud then—oh ! I am so unhapp!
And she began to ery.

Marie aried too ; and the two found cons

n Laura 1
WY o have |
& W will
]-'11

He I-.r-l 1.||||
e

gofa, @ n 1 burs

"I ||| H over :.':l_".
You do not |-.||e-'.l.' whint
wife, am- I not? I con
if T were not.™

*Yes, dear, you are his wife, surely you are.: Dot T will go
il 846 ham." : i
wke Mr, Venn with you. it

“Wounld it be wize? No—I v
Irear me, he will eertainly not hear
go.  Duk, dear, m ¥ hearb is ver
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She clasped her hands, and began to think.

“ Ha was so cruel.  If T only -:m1li If he would only take
me. But I am his wife"

it And if he will not, will you come with me, child? My
heavt iz empty, 1 long for some ome to love. Come with me,
anid be my lowve I and chorished di ‘11"1 ter.”

Lauga throw her fnir young arms 1--n“-| her neck, and Alarie
kizzed her passiom |.1| Ly.

# T must go now, she gatd, after a fow m vz, T do not
hink T can go to your husband's—to my son: go to-doy, 1
muet wait 1|-_| to-morrow. Wit down his acldress, dear, on my
tablete,  And now, good-bye. Venn to let me come
to ses you, Tell her -mh‘ l]n I'---| your hushand's old friend
and remember ¢ |

She went
stata of ex
Vere, who, seeing
home, she comeluded, in o
wl, the reverend gentler
called loudly for St 8] ¥
herself comfortablo ; and
dinner.

{ ellion,
jriota state of dndign

n had actuslly done,  And she
— her eat—and sat down and mads
myve her brother a comfortable little

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

el F .;il-.l' -.'..'I. Yenn, _r";']
t dowm; Arthur,

“TWe have not had a thomis-for & lon
thees axcitements have been too mueh 1or ns. ol
Jones. consider this a regular night.”

T have been Teading” eaid Jones, presently, with o vi
to understanding the grreat gecret of success, MO of the
of theperiod. And I

ey
to submit to the Chorus a ballad
done i approved fashion of our modern poets.  May
T read it® It is ealled *The Enightly Try ¥, if you will,
¢ My Ladye's Bidding,’ which is more poetiet

fi F‘-_t'u.l-: n tha :-'.'.-i-l'!l.- and the man,
ol snnlight

.‘-|HJ|.|-1:| 1I| el ik were, 1
“A nofter place than this to find

A l"!J t. yinkling milestones at his o ||:|<-
bl I'n:r n moment as he passe |
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Bmall thoaght had e of joy or pride,
Groaned only, ‘ This can never last,”
And more and more the red light ran
Eetwoen the eanddle and the man.
* “Woe warth the day,” he gasped by times,
* My lady fair this faney toak ;
And devil take her prattling rhymes
Abant the willows and the brook.
For this I suffor what I ean,
Batwoon the saddle and the man.’
*i5till rode thoe knight : the dewy beada
Stood on his brow, but on he spurred §
Ere compline bell doth ring it negds
He moet the lady by hor word :
Amd great discomfort thon began
Betweon the saddle and the nian.
* There came a moment—o'er o gata,
Five-barred, close shut, the desteier flow ;
He also—but his knees, tos Inta,
Clutched only mosses wot with dew,
Ah me! the evor-lengthening span
Botween the saddie and the man,”

Jones read and looked round for applanse.  Nome followed.

“Tt won't do, Jones,” said Venn—9it won't da. You had
better stick to the old school. The grotesque and the unreal
won't last.  Write for posterity, if you must write pootey.”

“I don’t eare so much for posterity as I did,” said Jones, T
want things that pay. Now, I really think an able editor onght
ko give somathing for those lines"”

*Low and grovelling aim | Look at me—T writs for nothing
bub the praise of my fellow-countrymen, as soon as I can ot
published.”

“I sometimea think,” Jones continned, “of taking up the
safirieal line.  Are you aware that there is not such a thing as a
satirist living? Wewant a Boilean. The nation asks for & man
of senee.  Something must be done soon,”

For once Jones looked melancholy.

“ What is it, Jones?” asked Venn., * More disappointments,
Tiemember the banguet of life, my boy 1"

* I do,” said Jones, with an effort to smile, “Tn the words
of Hannah More—

" For bread and cheesa and little easp
Small thanks, but no re nining,
Ll o'er the sky they dnri'._:iing lie—
LClonds— vith no ailver Lining.*
20—
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And ||.t paniy ul e
Their memory g
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y popsole when she can,

d epirita still left in my breacts

it ildl g ||n1 very ga od, Jones,” snid Tyon, * Whai has put
d and miserable frame, unfit for the society
:-I i decen ilozophical Chorus?  Firsk you read o bad
poeny, ;m-‘l 4ETL ) g # comic sHng
i A Jetter it this morning,”
ot e Ealk, you fellows,
n if you like—a vigion of two lives.
' The two lives wers once one. They thought the same
mghts and had the same .nqu.L'--n- They had the exme
s ¥ OWon the same suc Treamed the same dreams,
Mo twao friends were ever s cls the two minds were one,
unid dwelt in the same body, T in my vision that ther
enme o time—the boy was olmost grown to the aoe of manhood
— when the two separated. It was at Oxford that shis disnnion

]n- angwered, with a groan.
ull you a story, _...]'_ it o
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first fook place: And in my vision it seomod 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 pansed, and pondered for a few moments with grve
face.

“Yes, I—that is, tho oo that remained behind—was seized
with a kind of madness of vanity. All my poble dreams, all
my thoughts of what might be, gave way to a desive to- amuse.
I, that is, of course 5

U (o on saying I, without apology,” said Venn,

“WWell, I succeeded in amusing the men of my college, I
succeeded ason actor—I think I was o good mimie. 1 sang, I
made verses, I wrote little plays and acted them, T went every
day to wines, suppers, and breakfasts, T was, of course, tremen-
dously poor ; and, like most poor idiots, did no reading what-
ever,  Meantime, my old friend was very differently occupiod,
I nsed to see his eolm, quict faee—like mine in featores, but
different in expression—in hall and cliapel. He was a student.
He came up to Oxford with ambitions and hopes that I shisred ;
but he kept them, and worked for them. Mine, with the means
of realizing them, I had thrown away, I need to losk sk him
sometimes, and ask myself if this was the friend who had onca
been the same as myself, like the two branches of an equatiouin
Indeterminate Co-efficients.”

* Jones," said Venu, * don't be flowery, pray don't.  We aro
not mathematical men.”

“The time came when wa were to go into the schools. I, my
friends, in my vision, was plucked. He, in my vision, got a
Double First. Curiously enough, in reality I ias plucked in
Greats—for divinity. However, aftor this we took paths even
mors divergent. He stayed behind to try for o Fellowship,
which he easily gobh I went up to London to try to got my
daily bread in any way, however humble. Hs entered at the
bar—it had always been our ambition to become Fellows, and to
enter st the bar—1 became & drudge to an army ¢ram coach, who
paid me just enough to keep me going,

“Ha, too, o year or two later, came to London,  How long is
168 I think it is ten yesrs sinee we took onr desress—ond road
Luwr. l*n.-:_:ele:,* he was called—I gaw his nowe in the Law
List—and bogan to get practice, I, like a stone, neither grow
nor-moved,

#The tima goes on ; but the two lives are separated, never
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again fo mest. He i3 on the rond to fortune and fame, He will
make his mark on the history of bis country. He will—that i
after all, the croellest part of the vision—he will marry Mary,
For while the boy was growing into manhood, there came tolive
in the village where his father, the vicar, lived, a retived officer,
with a little daughter eight years younger than the boy. Ths
boy, whe had no playfellows in the village, took to the child,
and beeame a sort of elder brother to her,  And, as they grew
up, the affection between the two strengthemed. Mary was
serious beyond her years, chiefly from always nssocinting with
her seniors.  When she was twelve, and the boy eighteen, she
could share his hopes, and could understand his dreams.  She
Iooked on him as & hero.  Like all women with those they lova,
ghe could not see his faults ; and when he disappointed all their
expectations, and eame baek from the grand Universiby thab
was to-make so much of him, disgraced instead of honoured,
loaded with debt, instead of axmed 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 laft 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 frisnd,
however, who must be making a very large income by this tima
af the Chancery bar, who writes eritical papers in big words in
the Fortnightly, whosa 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 stroggling with the world, and rejoicing over
small sacrifices, resigned to great dissppointments, till the end
of the chapter. I shall contemplate the visionary happiness of
my alter ego—vwith Mary, whom I sghall never see again. Ha
will be Lord Chancellor; apnd, if I live long enough, when I
die T shall think of the great works that he has done, and
thank God for his excellent gift of a steady purpose and & clear
brain.”

Jones was silent for a few minutes,

“You wera talking aboub women the other night— throo
months ago. It makes me angry to hear theories of women.
I beg your pardon, Wenn, for criticising your trumpeb-noses :
and yours, Lynn, for getting eavage over your world of the
future, Women are what men make them ; and if my Mury
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had married the futnre Lord Chancellor, there wonld have
been no nobler woman in the world, a8 there is now none
more tenderhearted and forgiving. Dul—oh  dear me l—if
women are frivolous, it is because they bhave nothing to do. To
miuke them work is to unsex them; fto put them through a
Cambridge course of mothematics is so ludicrously alisord in ifs
nselessness, that we need no vision of an impossible fubore world
to show us its folly."

“ And sappose, Jones,” said Arthur—* only suppose that
Mary marries the 1" of your droam ¥

#1 can't suppose it. He cennot drag her down to his own
layel.”

“Bot she may mise him to hers.

Jones sighed.  In his wision of the two lives he had revealed
the story of his own, which Venn already parlly knew; and
the dignity of sorrow for o moment sat like a crown on his
forehiead.  But he shook it off, and tarning round with a cheer-
ful emile, adjusted his spectacles. and econcluded iz obscrvi-
tions -

My own Yorses ngain—

L3

¢ (done is the -||'r'IrJ r with -..':iug:c too 1'{"'.|.,
The hopelul & of youth is muto,

The sober tints displace the bright

Tha blsssoms nll are turned [

I, like a tree consumed with blig

Fit -rn]_', for the pruner's ..ull:I

Awaik day, not far awny,

Which nsks the harvest of n life.

 And, for the past is surely gone,
The coming ovil still nnseen,
I think of what I might have won,
And fancy things that should have beon.
Anil g in dreams by summer stronms,
While rml_ lon = 1§ "1:1 HVary x!m:;l',
l-. -:.l.,-hl.l' hand 1 i
My love n

CHAPTER XXXTX.

Mapaxs ve Guyos sought her sou's house ot noon ilhe moxt
day. She was ill with a leng night's anxiety, and lLer fice,
nzunlly so calm, looked troubled amnd hngannd,

Philip was at home, and would see Ju- :
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% Aove Lhan the troth i

“ Ve, more ; for the man was coee an ordained minister of
his own ehurch, and the illegality consisted only in the place
whers he married you. Philip Durnford, she &5 your wife.”

He answered nothing.

T ddo not ask you to take her bask; that cannot be yet, 1
BAY, nI:]}’ romove the doubb thoe oy exizt 3 and, ns soon asshe
is strong enough, make er yours in the eyo.of the law as well
as of God."

“Why do you come lera? . What have you to'do with me "

She Inid her hand upon his arm.

“Philip Durnford, for the love of all that you hold sacred,
promiss meto do this. Do nottell me that you—you, of all
men in this wide l.\'url-i_, purposaly deceived the :.;i:‘].. nnd are nog
repentunts  Oh, Philip—Philip "

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 hor full black eyes filled with tears?

“You had married her. You meant to marry her, Do not
let me belisve you to be utterly base-and wicked. Do this, il
only to undo soms of the past. Then let her stay on with
her friends—desarted but not disrmesd.  Think of if, think of
it. The girl was inuocent and ignormnt,  She knew nothing of
the ".1-'1‘L|!1'-|J.—:I'I-rlhir!;_;I Lt what ane i hiadd 1.|LL;__;!]L I:ul_lr, Sho |:|:g|,]
tig circle of friends, no abmosphore of Liome to teweh hier what
life means,  She fell into your hands.  You loved her—T know
you loved her 2

8he never loved me."

“I want to move your henrt, Philip. Durnford, Think of
those in the world who love you, to whom your honour and
gond name nre dear.”

Bhe sighed and went on—

“Thers must be a way to touch yoor heart. Think of the
days you had her with you—men have said that for the sike of
those early days, whon their wives wers to them ag angels, they
love thom for the redt 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 befpr you, and yon
only—when out of all her thoushts thers was not ono that she
was not ready to confess to you—when yon took her out of the
solitnde of maidenhood, and tanght her the swest niystery of
companionship. Philip Durnford, can the Church devise oy
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* 8he would rather die than take money from you

“In that case, I think there iz nothing—really nothing—
more-to be said."”

(b, Philip Durnford | iz Heaven's wrath—i"

* Come, Madame de Guyon—Iet us not go into theology.
We met; I loved her; I deceived her; was partly doeceived
myself I did not meet with any love from hor T lost my
money on the turf. I lost my temper with her. We quarrel,
She goes away. I sit down and do—nothing. The religions
part of the matter concerns me only. Religions matters do not
trouble my head much, I wm a man of the world, and take
things ae I find them. Things are mostly bad, and 1uen are all
bad. Qe voules vous 17

Good heavena! And this man—this libertine—was her own
8om, and she was sitting there listening in silones |

But the time was coming to speak.

** I cannot helieve you are speaking what you think, You
cannot be so bitter against the world.”

“ Porhaps I have cause,”

“You have not, Philip Durnford. T know your whole his-
tory—yes, from your childhood. There are fow alive—nnloss
it be that man MacIntyre—who know the secrst of your
birth.”

* There, at least, T have no reison to bo ashamed. My
mother was married to my father."

She bent her face forward, and was silent for & moment,

“ Buppose sho was not ¥

“Bat she wos. T have legal proofs. They wre in my
desk.”

Ha grew impatient.

“ What is this? What does it mean? You come to ma,
knowing all sbout me ; yon interfere in my miost private ala-
tione.  Tall ma, T ask again, what it meane

“ I will tell you,” ghe said. It iz a bitter thing to tell—it
is n Ditber time to have to tell it. I have prayed and hoped for
five and twenty years, and now I find Fol—ali e l—go changed
from the Philip of my dreams”

His foco grew white and his hand shook, for o strange fore-
boding seized him. But ho said nothing.

* There was onee,” she went on, the tears falling fast through
her veil—“there was once a rich wan and a poor handmaiden,
Ho was kind and generous, und she Joved him, They had o
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goni, LThe time ecame when the wickedness and folly were to
cease. Mo marded, ond sent her away—not cruelly, not with
harsh "-'-'-.:':'-l}, ng you senk Laura AWy, but |-;,i1|1”_'|.' and conalder
ately,  Bhe knew it must o Sha was one of the infaror
race, with the old slave blood in her veins, The Eoglish gen-
tHemon could never marry her, and sha know it all along.  She
cottld hope for nothing but his kindness for a time, and look
for :III.I”I:il'...Lr Tt a BOPHLL n. HEJ-"' wWas 'i'_;:'.ll:.]rﬂ |g||||I ||!3l|--|-'-|;.,'|-'l-':.
She felt no degmdation.  That was to comoe slterwands—to last
through all her life. Heor lover practised no deception, mada
her o' false promises,”

“(io om," he said, hoarsely, when she stopped.

# e married, The mulatte girl went away.. With his
money -she learned to sing.  She is liviog sow, rich and of goad
1 No one knows her past.  Philip Durnford, she never
narried your father, and you are her son.”

Bhe raised her veil, and Iooked him straight in the face, Ho
gnzed at hor, white and seared,

“ And yout"

Sho fell at his fect orying—

#0h, Philip—FPhilip! I am your guilty mother, Forgive
me—forgive me "

."l]l'!l sho waited for Liz l.l.'ul_'u,i_s of J_u".-'l_l anil J':.['r_rE-.'uuu_-:g_

Alas! mone came.  After a while he roised her, and placed
her in & chair.

His lips moved, but he eould not speak. "When he did, his
vodes was hard and hazsly,

“¥ou say that you are my m I mmst believe you.
That I nm still illegitimate 1 That, too, I must believe. The
lutters amd chinreh rogister—"

* They are formeries.”

- .J..Iil'l'l' are fo i
been tricked and

SBhe did not answer.
2

[ believe that teo., Arfhur and T have
ad,  And =0 what next 17

, now, I am an unnatural son, perhaps; but I am going
to take a common sense view of the matter. Let averything be
ng il was hefore.  For all thess yvears I have had no mother, L
cannot now—not yef, ot least—fool to vou as I should.  Gots
Arthnr—I, too, will write to him—tell him what you please,
IT'T were you, T should tell him nothing. And lot us part. I
i riinsd 1o forbone, and wohappy in every relation -of life,

But wo sliould neither of us be happier if T were to go home with
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you, and fall into false maptures of filial love. T am unkind,
pechaps; but T am trying not to deceive you in any respoct,
My mother, we have met once.  'We are not acting a play, and
I cannot fall inte your arms and love you all ab onee. I am
what my life hos made me; I belong to another world—
different to yours. I have my habits, my prejudices, my
opinions—all bad, no doabt, but I have them,  Let me go on
my road, DBelieve me, with such a son yon would be miserable,
Let ns go on keeping our seeref from the world,  No one =hall
know that Madsme de Guyon has n son ot all, far less such a
son nz myself™

For all answer she threw lier arms round iz neck; and kissad
him again and again. The tears came into his eyes, and for a
moment his heart softencd, and he kissed her chiook, Then tlho
frost of selfishness foll npon him azain, and e grew haed ol
ernel.

* Let us part,” he snid.

“Philip,” ehe moaned, “God punishes me wvory hard, Dok
it cannot be that you should suffer for wiy faults. God only
grant that you never feal the agony and suffering that you havea
caused two women who love you,”

*“Lhe agony and suffering,” ho answered, lightly, *may bo
puk ab the door of our modern civilisation, I am sire vou will
Lioth feel, after a while, that T have acted for the bost.  Teb us
park and be friends,  Sometimes T will come and ses yoa"”

* L am your mother still. You san gay and do nothing that
I would not forgive. When your heart is softensd, you will
coma batlk to me.  Stay"—she bent forwand with fixed eVes, 18
of one who looks into the future—*T foel it The time is
not far off when you will lie in my arms, aud ery for shame and
sorrow.. L eannot moke it all out. Tt is my dream that somes
again and again. T see the place—it looks like George’s room,
And now—now all is dark.” Sho closed her eyes, and then
tovkel up with her former expression.  *“Awnd now, farewall—
Lagra is my doughter,"”

_He held out his hand, She drew her face to him, and kissad
him on the brow. Then she let down her veil, and went
AWAY,

Hour after hour passed, hut Philip eiill gat in the desclate
room whenee he had driven away the angols of his1ife,
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CHAPTER XEI.

A moxTHE passed by, and no message or lebter was sent to Philip,
He, now quite gone back to the old life, spent his days chicfly
af the Burleigh Club, in the enstomary unprofitabls pursnits of
& man abont town. This i= not an improving courss ; and avery
day found him more ready to keep what he had got, whataver
might be the trath. His mother? And if she were his mother,
what duty did he owe to her? When the new year came round,
he waz eurious o learn if the usnal two hendred pounds would
be paid into his account. Jb was not. Then he was quifa
ain about the sender. It was Madame de Guyon. Awvother
thing bothered him. Nothing could be ascertained as to Mr. Mag-
Intyre's wherenbouts,  No nobice given at thae lodgings. Ha
had guictly dissppeared.  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 ha
had learned—* come with me, and see Madame de Guyen. She
would like it"

Arthur went. Madame de Guyon received him with a curions
air of interest.

“You are like yvour father,” she said ; “#bot mora like poor
Adrienne, your mother,” May T call you Arthurl 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 npon the past as few women with
sucl o momory could. I ean now, as you see, even talk abouk
it. Have you seen Philip lately 1

# T never aea Philip at all.”

“Tam sorry. Mr. Venn has told me all the story. I am
permitted to see my son's wife, T even hope that she may coma
to live with me,  this estate must be given back. If iznot
Philip's,. Cruel iz the blow would be, T would even consent to
go into o conrt and elate my own history, if ‘necessary, rather
than lek this wrong be done yon.”

“Philip has offered to restore the estate,” said Arthur: “but ha
may keopit. e at ease, madume; there will be no steps taken, and
Philipmayenjoy what the forgeries of MacIntyre havegiven him."

“1am glad, Put yoursell only in my place, Arthor, Affer
twenty-five years of effort, I am rich; I am looked up to, I have
o goold name."

L
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“ Tadead you Linve™ said Arthur

“What if all were to be Iost nt a blow 1"

“ Tt shall not, madame—it shall not bo loat at all, Keep
what you have, the raputation that is your own. Rest assyred
that none of us will over harm it."”

What Marie gaid about her reputation was less than the trath,
OFf all great singers none had become so widely known for her
thonzand acta of chirity and grace; none had a better nama:
noto lived a life more open and obeerved of all.  But she was
not satisfied with this. She wanted to have, if she could, the
friendship of Madeloine and the love of Laura:

Shewrote to Madeleing -—

* You know all my life—its beginning and its progress,  You,
a girl of Polmiste, can nnderstand what I was thirty years ag,
when T wos sixtesn years old. I was born o glave, white as I
was in complexion. My mother wos a slave, and thersfors I
was one. My peopls were forbidden to mamry by law—God's
laws set nside for man's purposes.  Thay eould not liold pro-
perty ; they were not allowed to wear shoes ; they were puhlicly
flogged in the Place ; they were not allowed to vead and write,
When I was eight years old, the emancipation came.  But
though we were free, the old habits of slave lifa 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, snd then
ask what punishment I deserve for two years of sin, Believe
e, avery year that has l']:li|.=|-a_|_ :=E11£J\k has besn & yeur aof 1H_|_;:|i_t:.'|:|..
ment, never & heavy as now, when my som lins 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 apprecinte—
that no breath of calumny or ill report has been cast PO me
during all this time. No one knows who Iam, what T was. I
wish that no one shonld know. Why do I write to yon? It
13 because you have heen kind to my danghter, my little Lanra,
and because you are engaged to Artlhor Dumford. . Years RRO—
the lnst time I saw his father—I took the two children, my
Philip and Arthur, out of their heds, one after the other, Phitip
turned from me and eried ; Arthur Inid 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. T ask for Arthurs friend-
ship. T—yes, T—ask yos for your friendship. It i8 because
I hear yom are unlike vther girl=—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
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friand of Veun's undertook to marey them, being jusb told that
the circumsiances wers Im',uiiur, and that he was to ask no s

tions. 1!
And then Madeleine wrote to Philip :—

# Ny pear Prmie—You will be prepared to go through the
marringe cevemony of the Church of England the day after to-
morrow, af eleven o'clock, ab Church, Square. It
has been explained to Laura, to save her selfrezpect, that this
will be done in the view of possible legal difficulties. She is
growing stronger and betber, and will, as soon as sheis able to
be moved, go to reside with Madame de Guyon. For every-
hody's sake—for hers as well as ours—old histories will be left
alone, and no stopa will be taken to éonviet the forser who de-
coived na all. Keep the estate of Fontaineblean, dear Philip,
and be happy. You have promised to do everything I asked
you for Loura.  You will first marey her legally ; you will then
take her into the vestry slone, and ask her furgivenes. Yom
cannot refuse so much. T hope that as the yosrs move on, you
may love each other again, and forgel the wrongs and woes
of the past. I love your wife more every day I seé her.

“There is one other poing I should like to ask you, if T may.
It iz of Madame de Guyon. You know what L would ask you,
and [ will not nama it.  Oh, Philip, if it 18 a good thing, as
people write, for man to be rich in womsan's love, how rich
ought yon to bo! Think of all this, and do whet your heart
prompls you.

¥ ou will 2o0 me af the church.—Your affoctionate sister,

“ MADELEINE."

Bat the letter reached Philip at nwrong moment, when ha
was in one of his Litter moods, and he only tore it up and
gwore, Nevertheless, he wrote to ssy he would keep his
[romise.

Lt 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 whoen Madeleine called at tem o'clock, and took oub
TLanrn in her coreiage, wrapped up as warmly as conld ba
monaged. Hartley Veon and Madame de Guyon joined them
ab the corner of {he street, and the conspirators drove to the
churaly,

21
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[t was the most difficult thing of any that Tawra had yek
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
befora. She remembered that last sceme, when, after worda
sharper than any steel, Philip fell erying at her feet as she loft
the room, praying her to come back and let all be as it was.
But this could never be,  Sha lnew it could never be. All the
little ties that grow up between lovers—the tendrils that hind
sonl to soul, growing out of daily thought and daily canesses—
were snapped and severed at a stroke. The ideal had Leen
destroyed at one blow; even its mnins seemed vanished and lost.
Philip had more of her pity now than of her love, Nomaore her
gallant and moble lover, the erown and type of all loyelty and
honour, but degraded and fallen, his spurs strack off, his
seutcheon 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.
Bhe bad lived a different life. The three women who were
now her companions and friends—Madelsine, Marie, and Sukey
—each in her own way, had tanght her what Hartley Venn
gould mever do: how women lock on things; how great had
been her own sin in keeping her seoret from Hartley, With all
these influences upon her, as she prew stronger, her very face
seemed to change ; she passed from a girl to a woman, and her
beanty grow, so to speak, stronger and more real,

Hartley led her up the aisle. There were no bridal veils, no
bridesmaids, no pealing oxgan.  She kept her eyes on the ground ;
but sha knew Philip was standing, pals and agitated, by the
altar.

The clergyman cama out,

A strange wodding, The clerk and the pew-opener stared with
open eyes at cach other ; for the bride stood before the altar, like
a culprit—opale, thin, tearful, shivering. Beside her Venn, hia
smooth cheek flushed with sappressed 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
usaless now to stay the angry beating of his heart. But for the
presemce of the women he might bave broken out then and
thers. Belind Laura, another, more deeply moved than any
of the rest—the mother of the bridegroom. With her, Made-
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leine, anxions that there should be, above all, no scene—the
only one present to whom the whole ceremony did not sppear &
kind of strange, wild dream.

As for Philip, he stood, at first defiantly, looking straight at
the clergyman ; and bat for the hot flush upon his face you
might Lave thought him caveless.  Madeloine looked at him, and
knew otherwise. Prescutly he had to koesl. Then, open as
natares auch as his are to every kind of i:]ﬂur_-nu.rJ, the words of
the prayer fell upon his dry heart like rain upon a thirsty soil,
and be was touched, almost to tears, by pity aud sorrow for the
gemtle giel ab bis side,  But not by love,

They stood up face to face.  For the second time their hands
wiere joined with solemn words; and Laora starbed when she
heard the voice of Philip—low and sad, a8 it seemed-—saying,
after the u[mg_}'m:l:u, the words preseribed 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 fromt. The church
gervice had softenad him, and the better nature was again upper-
sk,

“ Laura," he said, “1 promised Madelsine to remove any
doubts that might exist in apy mind by poing throagh this
ceremnony,  Thab is done,  'We are now married so that no one,
if they could say anything before, can say o word now against
the legality of our union.  Bub one thing remains. I have done
you eruel wrong, Will you forgive mel"

“ Yes, Philip, T have forgiven.”

# Freely and fully

¥ Long sinee, Philip—long sinee.”

“We ought never to have met, child, Tell me again, that T
may take the words away with me, that you forgive me”

* Philip, in the sight of God, I forgive all and everything."

“Wea wust part, Laura, now—at ull events, for the present.
It is best 80, is 1t not? L shall travel. Wa will not even write
to F"'::h other. I have not forgiven myself. Kiss me once, my
wife"

She stood up and kissed him on the lips, her tears raining on
his chieeks. Then Philip opened the door and stepped into the
church, where the clork was standing open-mouthed at this
extraordinary conduct,

*There nro some papers to sign, T believe,” ha said.

21—2
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They all wont futo the vestry. Philip signed,

“ 1 have done what I promised, Madeleine,"

Mudeleine made a gesture in the direction of Madame de
Guyon, who was bending over Lanra;

“¥on have no word for her,” she whispered.

He turned to his mother, he tated o moment, then raised her
linnd and kissed it.  Sho threw her arms about his neck ond
kissed him passionately, whispering—

“ Philip, my son, come back to us soon.”

He freed himself gently, placed her in o chair, and took hia
hat. Then he suw Hartley.

“Youare Mr. Venni" he asked. I cannot ask your for-
givencss—that would be too preposterous. I leave my wile
and—and my mothér in your enre.”

He left the vestry, and strode down the aisle. They heard
lLiz footsteps out of the church door, and down the streat ont-
side, ﬂum they, too, left the church, and drove away in
Madeleing's carvinze to Madame de Guyon's house,

“ Ho asked Lu.l: to forgive him, maman,” said Laura, sobbing
in her arms. " He fold me he was sorry, Let us pray for himm
togather,”

“This" said the elerk to the old woman who assisted—"*this
here is the most extraordinary and rommest wedding L ever see.
First, the young man he comes half an hour early. T told him
to look at the clock.,  © Damn the clock, ha said, bepging your
pardon Mra, Trige. Such was his Tlasy -ht—*nmus words, and in a
church ! He didn't give you much, I suppose, M. Triget
You ain't o groat deal L.-;.|L|. r for Lhis precions morning’s work "

“Not o brass farthing I

“Ah! they call themselves gentlefolls, 1 suUppose. It's a
queer way to begin married life by giving the clhurch people
nothing, let alone quarrelling befors ever they come near th.-.].
plaeed However, I dessay thie sre's nothing o vhsolute iy illegal iz
not giving the clerk and the pew-opener their jostand LLWEHI
dues,  But it lovks very bad. Mark wy words, Mz Trige,
There will be no blessin' on this wedding.™

CHAPTER XLIL

So Philip went his way, and they heard no more of him for a
time. Buob a change was coming over the unhappy young man
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—a change for the worse. He was, as has been sean, of that light
and unstable chameter whoss good and evil never geem to end
their contest, whoso owner is able at one moment to resolve the
highest and noblest things, and at the next to full inte the
lowest and basest agtions, Does this come from the fatal African
blood? God forbid that we should say s0. Dub surely it miky
be helped for the worse by the presence of a constant shapicion
of inferiority. It is selfrespect that makes men walk creck,
and in a straight line. We who sin are men who eatesmy our-
selves bt Lightly. Sinners there are who think no small beer
of themselves—rathor the finest and oldast Trinity Audit: buk
they are those who have framed themselves a gpecial code of
homour and morality.  And, if we ealled things by their right
names, we should not use the idle metaphors of the common
Jargom, eaying of & man that he wants ballast, bottom, backbone,
staying power, energy, bul wa should say that he wants self
reapeck.  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 distinetion we long
for. This is what inspires industry, pluck, perseverance, confi-
dence—everything, Dear friends, and futhers of families, make
Your sons conceited, vain, proud, self-beliovers, engourage vonfi-
dence.  Never let them be snubbed or bullied. Seo that they
walk head erect and fist ready. Inspire them with such a
measure of self-esteom 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 conceit to fall back upon.” Lord John Russell 35 a case jn
puint.  Ready to command the Channel Fleet—you know the
rest of it. I know a man—the stupidest, piggest-headed, maost
ignorant, most conceited, and most inflated bloater of o man you
ever aaw. This creature, by sheer dint of conesit and vanity,
which madg him step caluly to the front, and stand thers just
as if' he were dn his vight place, has 5 great house at South Ken-
sington, and is o director of & lot of companies. - He is alzo, save
the mark, a fellow of tha Royal Bociety. He got this, T know,
by asking for it ; and they were so nstonished by the reguest
that they gave lim the distinction by mistake, He sent in his
name with all the lettera of the alphabet after it—thase iegrees
whieh you can get for two gnineas a year or thereabouts—F. A.S.,
F.BS, F.C8, F.DS, &e.: and then F.R ASB, FRES,
F.R.C.8, &c. ; and after the names there eame the words, in
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great eopitals, AUTHOR OF THE WORKE ENTITLED
“ON THE TRITURATION OF IGNEOUS PARTICLES."
Yon ses, he once rubbed a couple of sticks together to try and
make a fire, after the manner of the barbarians, and failed to do
more than bark his own knuckles, Then he wrote a pamphlek,
in gix pages, on the subjoct. This was his Woark, to which he
vefera whenever o seientific point is mooted.

ypdon me, reader—uwhenever I think of that man
subjeck, T am carried away with an irrepressible ent hinsi
admiration.

Graviora conamus. It is an easy thing to write of a man's
downward ecourse—bnt a sad thing. Poor Philip, seeing some-
times the thines he had done in their true and real characters,
was afflicted with a seuse of shame and disgrace that became =0
gtrong as to drive him back upon himsell. He left off going to
the club. That is to say, he left off going ameng his fellow-
men at all.  Ha had no friends, except club friends, Oceagion-
ally he might be met, but not in the daytime, wandering cure-
[,._-5;3]}' alone the streete,  For he conld not 91!?'{']} at night, and
ased to tive himself iy long, lonely walls, and then geb home
to his rooms at three in the morning, and go to bed exhansted.
Presently, two devils entered into him and possessed lnm. The
first was the demon of drink. He began to drink in the morn-
ing: he went on drinking all day. At night he wos gsodden
gnd conld sleap.

All this was not donein & day. A man who begins to live by
himself in this great London, whets it 15 80 easy, soon drops into
tho hahit of ceasing to care forany society. The streets are society
—the long and multitudinous streets, with the rogr of the carringes
and the faces of the people. The streets inspired Dickens, who
wonld come up from the country to London, and find in the stveets
the refreshment that he needed. The streets possessed the soul
of Do Quincy. To meo theras 15 no exhibitionin the world com-
parable to Regent Street at four, or to the Strand all day long.
T know & man who dropped some years since into this lonely
life. He goes nowhere now; he cares to go nowhere, Ho
dines cvery day at the selizame seab and the selfzame place, on
the selfiame dinmer. Then he gocs back to his ehambiers,
amokes a cigar, and presently to bed. In the daytime he gocs
us and down the streets.

Philip, in his bitter moods, began by poing lesa often to the
glub, so that he gradually dropped ont of the seb, ke was no

and this
amn ani

=
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Ionger fo be depended on for a rubber.  His face was missed at
the mightly pool. No more bets were to bo got out of him.
And then he ceased to go there at all

It was at this period, during Febeoary and March, that
another fancy took him, He found out from the Directory
whers Madame de Guyon lived. Tt was inone of those honsas
that lie so thickly round the north of Regent's Park. One night
he walked up there after dinner. Tt was o honee with a liths
ganden-ground wnder 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 & man, Hartley Vonn.  Venn was lying lazily in any easy
chair ; Madame de Guyon was sitting opposite to him Enitling ;
Lollie gat in the middle, reading aloud, Philip heard her voive,
She had one of those sweal, rich volccs—not strong—which
eurl round o man's heart like the tendrils of o vine, T hata
a woman with a loud voice, and 1 hate a woman who whispers.
Ha eould not hear what she read, but he lstened to the voice,
and tried to remember the past. All that blind, mad passion
was dead. There was left in his heart the power, liko n seed
waiting for the spring, of weking tos higher and purerlove, And
now ho seemed to know her better, and acknowledged within
himself that she was every way worthy of the best love & man
can bring,

He stoad !.!.‘!itftl.’iut._, in the rain and cold, Innking on tha ql.lil!-t
happiness within. Presently Mademe de Guyon went to the
pinno, and began tosing.  Her glorions voice filled the 1ittle room
to overilowing, and welled forth in great waves of sound, Philip
clutehied the mailings, and pressed his chesk agninst the irom,
This was his mother: this glorious queen among women, this
empress of soug. There was the peaceful retreat waiting for
him. He knew he had but to knock at the door. Tt was like
Bunyar's way to Heaven : to knock at the door was enough,

Lhen the younger lady took the elders 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 carveless 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 sonl, Then ghe, too,
stopped ; and Venn got up and shook hands with both, Ho
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and crossad to the other side of the streek s bab did
the man leaning asainst the reilings, with straining
eyes, staring within.

Then the blind was drwn down, A bell rang.  Some one
—his \\:ll‘—illl'nL'll amn E"I-""IHI*‘ hymn, They sang. Then o
monotonous voice for a fi minutes, and press !l1|'| Lht! lighita
worn extingnished. They ]|Li prayed, nnd were gone to bed.
But they had prayed for him, .-"Lm] as he stood there, after the
lights were extin nished, thera wora 1'-'-"3' women, in two Tooms,
gach on her knees by the bedside, praying for him again—his
mother and his wife. Then he came to Iu.llhl*]f ancl walkod
back ns fast as he could, trying to pull himself together.

Twao or three nights afterwards he went up again. This time
thera were no lights. All was dark. He w: IL1."-1 till past alevon,
walking backwards and forwards in the road. Then a earringe
drew up, and he saw them deseend and enter the house. They

had boon to the theatre, and were laughing and talking gaily,

That night he went home in a rage, Whant ]I;?',]It- i idillu}’ to b
happy withont him )

But he wenb up again.  Sometimes the blinds were left up,
and he saw the proup. Oftener, blinde and curtaing were
drawn, and he conld only hear the voices and 1lm sound of the
piano, He knew swell énough which of the two was playing;
and also pot to know—urhich filled his soul with inexpressible
pangs of rage '|'|:| jealousy—that Venn was there aboub four
nightz in the weelk.

All this time he was drinkiog hard, and living entirely alone,
One night he went to bed earlier than usual—aboulb one o'clogk
—and, contrary to his usual practice, went to zleep ok once, At
threa olelock ho awoke with a shudder and a stark. Opening
his eyes wide, he saw, sitting by the side of the bad —in foot, on
hiz own pile of clothes—a skeleton, Not a e-]a.L,]l_,tl'*Eq of the
comie order, with o ;ﬁp'« in his mouth, such as we are fond of
r!'. wing, but of the entirely tragic and melanc hul_j, kind : with
his |n..11tE: open wide, from enr to ear, a2 if it was o throat eub
au inch .uul a half too high up; & long, hony hand Lhat pointed
t him, and h!l‘Jl.!H. its finger in anpger ; eyes that gl ared
rrid earnestuess ; bnu-.a, all the way down, that seemed
Solitude makes men nervous ; drink makes them

Philip sat up and glared. Then he gave a half
| ed his head under the clothes,
resently Do looked out again, The skelelon was gone, THa
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turnaed ronnd with & sigh of molief.  The skeleton was on e
ofher side.  Then he eoversd hia head again and waited till day-
break—till past six o'clock, By that time the spectrs wos
gone.

The next night he did not dare to go to bed againe . And then
it woz that the second devil, of whom I have spokon abowve,
took posgeszion of him.  This time it was the demon of play,
Philip, who knew everything sbout London, was not ignomnt of
the exiztonce of one or two placea—whiere, indeed, he had more
than omee been seen—where you mey find a green table, dice,
and othet ascessories to the pambling table,  To one of thess ha
want that night at one o'clock.  There wera two or three of his
club acqoaintanees there, who greeted him as one newly returned
from some long foreign travel

He got through the night so, and saw no speetrs when he
awoke at midday.

Then he began 1o 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 fmits of the world
turned in his mouth to dust and-ashes.  Ha 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, be gave up the brandy and water of the
l'.L'l.}'. Bo far this was o gain. Bot then he took to champegne
at night, and dronk too much of it Asfor the play, wilethor
ho lost or. won made no difference, because he naver lost heavily,
anel fortune favonred him by giving him neither great eoups,
pili)s Ell!'.'it- FOVETSES,

This kind of thing went on for a c{mpl-_- of months ar ao. He
grow thin, pale, excitable, Ha had nob the moral conrmge even
to go among men at all, never went anywhers except to the
gaming table— except when hie walked up to Rezent's: Park to
cateh a g]i.mpa[- of the home he had abandoned, The gight of
it, the oceasional sight of its inhabhitants, was like o lash of
scorpions,  If he saw them happy, lis blood boiled with jealons
and rage, If he thought they looked depressed, he ground . his
testh together, and cursed himself for the cunse

At first he used to haye rlli;_.:Ll}' :,'L‘:arl'lir'.gd of :-x[:nfl'i.L, and was
moved to knock ab the door and ask admittanes. Thess
emotions being suppressed, day after day, grow gradually of less
strength. Then hie ecased to think of any changs ab all ; and
went on moodily—withoub any of that singing and danciog of
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which he spoke to Madeleine—down the slope of Avernus, the
| bettom of which was not far off,

He had Jaid his skeleton by the process of changing his howrs

altogether. But it was only Iaid for a time, Youth will stand

| | a good deal ; but there iz o point beyond which you may not go,

1 Then a disordered liver, an unhealthy bmain, a nervons exoite-

11 ment, produce discomforts of o very rude and practical kind,

‘ There came a time, early in April, when his sleep was so tor

|

mented with torrible dreams, and Lis waking hours with terribla
thoughts—thonghts that he knew conld helong to no =ound
birain, and ‘sizhts that he knew to Le unreal or supernatural—
(11 that e went to & dootor, and humbly asked assistance.

[ “What have you been doing 1

“ Nothing. BSmoking, drinking, living alone, gambiing,
| Lverything that s bad.” |

| “Leaveit all off Gointo society.”
i *The only society I ean go into is the society of men who do
: | these thi h

n | “You have money? Good. Then go away. That is the
| | only thing I can do for yon. Live temperately, and go away.”
il F b ey ) : ]

| | “ Wheroe am I to go tof!

“Gol Go anywhere. As far as you ‘ean. Take n long

| sea voyage. Come back after it—say iu two years’ time, and we
il will see how you are, If you slay hers and go on drinking, you
HE I will probably be dead in six months”
1l ! *“What does it miatter if T am P :
i * Pandon me, my dear siv, my business is to prolong life, not
to examine into the desirability of pressrving it Most of my
| patients prefer to live. Doubtless they consider the chances of
'F

a changa dubim
Philip went aw

by relieved. e would go away and travel,
Thenew thought ecenpied his mind all day + and for that night
nnced in his room, as they
and did vot ses them.

{
l i alept soundly, and if skelefons o
1 did sometimes, he was asleep
h Where to gof

1 He awoke in the moming asking Limzelf the question.  And |
| then a happy thought struck b He would go away for good
| and all ; he would get out of a country where all the memories
i 1.'-;t-n- mizsarable to him. 'E'Il-- past & ‘1 be shaken off like an
{ old garment.  He would bogin & new lifo : he wonld go and live
B on his own estate—Arthur's, by right, said his eor
Palmiste,

ienee—in
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Tis thoughts flew to the old place. Ha felt again the warm
Breath of the summer air; ho sat in the shade, deep down in
the ravine, where the cool dash and plash of the mountain stream
mede sweet munsis in his ears ) roamed the forest, gun in hand,
while the branches sighed in the hrecze.  He saw the hill tops
purpling at dawn, and the heavy dew lying in great beads npon
the roses, He heard tho shrill voices of the coolies, and watched
the Indian women pass by, with their lithe, graceful figures and
their scarlet robes.  And all ot onea a wild longing came over
liim to be there and at peaci,

Al day long he went abont, mdiant with the new thought.
He drove to Silver's, and ondered a lot of things to be put to-
gether at once.  Hao drove to his agent's, and told him what he
wag going to do.  Ho ascerfained that the steamer left South-
ampton in three days, and he took his passage,

Then he went home and dreamed of the foture,

There, in that land where it is always afterncon, peace wonld
coma to him at last, and conseience be still, A pleasant 1ife lay
before him—a lite of ease and dignity. He wounld be a judge
among the people 6f his estate, as Lis father lad been hefors
him ¢ he wonld be the giver and dispenser of hospitality. Ha
wotld leavo bohind him, and forget for ever, the two women
who could ba happy while he was wretched ; Arthur, the
wionged—all against whom he had siboned,  He would forget
them all, and be happy.

Alps ! "Celum, non animum, motant gui trans  mare
enrrunt.”

CHAFTER XELIL

Buap indesd must be the condition of that man whom a long
voyage does mob restore to freshness and health,  Here ave no
letters, no dums, no nowspapers.  The world goes on without
you. Omne has no lonser the fidgety feeling, like the fly on the
wheel, of being assential to the mareh of events, Nor is thera
any senss 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 pleasurs of renewing inter-
course with his brother man. He lost all his spectres, grew
once more bright-syed and keen-witted, and, when they stenmed




jia MY EFTTEE GIRE

into the harbour of Bt Denys, had altogether forgotten tha
wretehed being who elung to the railings of the little house at
Iegent's Park, and peered into the brightness within. Heatepped
upon the quay—the old familiar place—and looked round him.
There were the coolies at work ; the white houses of tha resi-
dents sirebelin ip -.Iu- broad strect; be vond, tha ugly spire of
the cathedral, ||:-CL o gigantic extinguiaher : and over all towerad
tha mﬂm*:il:nw now with the shadows of
And then thers fell npot him a very curions feehng, becavss he
suddenly remembered that he should not know o :-I]J_'_;|L' sl in
the whole island : not one, During the whole voyage he had
been nursed by o vaoue idea that he was rushing back into the
arms of innumerable frionds. Now he felt dike Oliver Gold-
smith when hie went among the Hollanders with the grandest
projects, and only remembered too late that he knew no Duteh.
But his Isughter wos short, and he felt somewhat saddened as
he ordered his things to betaken to the hoiel,

There 13 a hotel at St, D ya—imn fact,
only one of decent repute. It consists of a lomz, low wooden
house, pamted a bright yellow, with a deep verandah round ik
It has twao stories; the upper one -:'-'l1:|'l'i[g'||l; the bied-n oms ; and,
for coolness’ sake, the partitions are not run up to the ceiling,
leawing a clear spaca above. This not only allows the air to
I"I:T'-C‘II] ite, but also permits the guesta the advantage of overhear-
ing all ¢|-I: conversation that may be going on in the adjoining
rooma.  Lying and sitting about []:l: varandah are a crowd of
Indinn |'-r|'.' dressed in a suib of nniform of white trousers and
Llack ]w:s-. neat and handy looking,  Outside, nnder the
thick zJI wle of the trees, sit the hi ippy slanders, playing domi-
noes, They begin this amusement at eatly dawn, and go on,
with short intervals for buginess and longer ones for breakfazt
and dinner, ill it is time to go to bed—that is, till about aight
oleloclk. lut"n-' do this 4'1-'l.i|'|-' day, including "‘-11|.-]|l.', and are
never tired ; and when .'!-9'.-1'1 is sent to fetch them nwiy, they
are l]unkln;;----.l:‘ thay thinking all their lives—of tha
last combination of the |-~'|;=. 'IL least their lives may be called
fi-—'ll*p‘h because they have all thab the vy desirn,

All wag as lll.hl- romombered it vears before;  The waiters
ran about and |J||.-...l"1‘1,1,|. thia 1J:|1.|,,;_-. amoked |‘-E_-:-;|-3 drank
orgeat, and chattered ; and, that not hing might be wanting, a
great black parrot, which had Leen {here ten years before, was thers
still, stulking 'l.hv'.E‘. wikh an air of being the only rcal]:. superior

arc many, but
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person present. It was a parrot of infinite accomplishments ;

and ab sight of him Philip laughed, thinking liow he had made .
Arthur and himzelf laugh years before.  For he had been care

fully instruted in, and bad by sheor forea of imitative pening
acquired, the art of representing all the sounds which proceed
from a person affected with cold, from its earliost Appearance to
its most advanced stage of pulmonary consumption.  Too much
of him might be undesirable, bub at first he was amusing,
Nothing was changed. At the table d'hite, the same dinner.

The principal guests were his fellow-trvellers in the mail—at
all events, the most important, boeauss they had the latest news,
Of course their importance lusts only five minutes; for no one
can be expected in Palmiste to pay attention to foreign news for
a longer time. The comcession of five minutes granted to the
outer world, tha conversation rellad on in its usual groove, and
the latest scandal resumed its proper plice. Philip notiesd it
all, and listened, wondering how he should get on with all thess
people, whom he seemed to remember in a kind of dream, Tt
was their old manner of talk, he remamberad.

Ho went to bed early, Just as he was turning in, he heand
voices from the next room,

“ Dites mof, mon ami "—it was 1 lady's voice—*® who iz this
M. Durnford, who has just arrived, and dined & the table d'liste &

¥ 1t is not the son of our ald friend,” replied her husband—
“not, that iz, the son of your schoalfellow, Adrienns da Rosnay,
Another son altogether. Some early linicon. His name s
Philip. He has bought the eatate of hiz half-brother, and eomes
hero to see it I suppose. 1t is nob probable he will live here."

** Noj; that is, of course, out of the question. Heis a handsome
young man.  Pity he iz o mulstte,” Ha had miuch better go
back to Englind or France, where they are nof particular as
to eolonp.”

Thers was a plunge and a heavy thud, as if some stout por-
801 wis geiting into bed, and in five minutes dead stlence, bot
for a gentle breathing, whish grodoally decpened into a melo-
dions snore,

But Philip was lying in bed, tossing about and clencling his
fists. On the very fimst night to be reminded in this brisque
and bratal way—it was too much, Ha lay awake. Why had
he come here? What cursed fato 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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and Lt o candle

1 liands, Ha got oul of hed
r. The town was silent and

face an

, the open window, smoking a ol
pslesp. Not even o dog bar 1 moonlight
bathed everything with a floed of rick The breem
from the mountaing fanned his cheek: There was the solemn
silence of the night om the sleeping city. Buobt 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 himsslf,

All night he sat brooding and wretched. . As the day broke,
]'|_|3 f._-]l 1"-"‘1'39]:'- i]i_-; 1||.=l-_'|_|_'|I (il | 1_-|_'.|_', ‘I.'|"i!1l..|||'|'|'-:-;.|]. :|I:'_|] :1';".'!'t 1|]|. |.|'.l'
noies of the Indian boye recalled him to wakefulness, Then, to
avoid meeting the people of the next bedroom, he ordored a car-
risge to be brought round, and drove, in the early morning,
away to his own estate.

As he had written to no one, he was guite unexpected. The
hemss was uninhabited, the manpger and his wife living in a
cottage close by, They came and weloomed him—a bright, cheery
young Frenchman, with a pretty littla wite, While his own
house was being sot in order, wonld he use theirs!  The mannger
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 clavet ab her eommand,
ready for him. Then, all day there was cleaning and. sebting
in order; and then, for a fow days after, novelty and stra
ness, whioh distracted Philip, and kept him in high spirita.
Then he had to go sod see his lawyer, which was a doy's
journey, in and out of town; then to get the lawyer to come
and stay a day ortwo with him. All this fook 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. Tor no
one called upon hin,

FPhilip fell back upon the officers. Thera was a regiment
whose head-quarters were stationed ab a place some eight miles
offt. It wig on detachment duty, but there were always a good
many of the officers to be found sbout the mess-rooms, Ha
knew the regiment, and called upon his old friends,  Bo, atleast,
companionship wns aitained, af the cost of perpetual dinners at
Fontainebleau—which mattered little, for Philip liked hospi-
tality. But the th was a fast regiment, and the young
fellows who wont to Fontainebleon were the fastest; and tho
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old *pace ” began again, with eards, brandy snd gada, and late
hourz, s

The first event of importance, as the histories say, was a
spocial humilintion.  The estate adjoining his own belonged to a
certain old French gentleman who held strong views on the
gubjoct of the mixed races. He had been a fiiend of Mr.
Durnford plre, bub he sbstained from calling upon h.]g.‘ B0,
Now he gave, once a year, a great hunting parly, lnsting 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 net invite him, Then his guests began to talk about
putting up ab Fonlaineblean during the chase, and it wos awk-
wiird to have to say that you were not invited,

The time drew near. Philip wes riding with ome of his
goests in the evening. They paszed the houss of M, de Geoffrof,
who was sitfing in hiz verandah,

“Aha I eried Philip's companion. “ Lot us ride in, and call on
the old boy. ¥ou'll de the talking, you know. I can's spenl
French."

Philip assented, and in a fow moments was introduced 1o 4
white-headed old gentleman, who saluted him eoldl b7

* Ihad the honour of knowing Captain Durnford well,” he said,

“T remember you well, M. de Geofroi. You were often at
Fontaivebleau when I was a boy.”

“I was. And your brother, M, Durnford? He is married, T
hear, to Mdlle. de Villeroy.”

“ He is engaged, ab loast,”

¥ Yes. Tt was once the wish of both parents that the estates
should paes into the same hands”

Philip reddened.

*That, at least, cannot be, because the estate has now passed
nto my bands™

“So I have beon informed.”

Then they talked about weather, and so forth ; and presently,
when they went away, M. do Geoffroi offered his hand to tha
other, and merely bowed to Philip.

“ Must have sot the old man's hack up, Durnford.  What did
you sy to him "

But Philip did not answer ; being, in fact, in o temper the re-
verse of amiable,

Tha hunting party eame off, and Philip eat at home with
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troubled heart, The party was nothing, but the regson—the
reason for his exclusion from it.  Then he gave a great party of
his own, asking all the Englishmen, who came, and ag many
Frenchmen iz he thought would come, Tt was purely out of
revenge ; buk it scemed to affect ML de Geoffroi vary littla

Une more event happened to him 3 and then he shut himself
up altogether at Fontaineblean,

There came the cold season, and the time for halls and
danees.  OF course, Philip got an invitation to the great hall of
the year, at Government Hounse, at which the Governor appears in
uniform—a gorgeous suit, similar to that of & Lond Licutenant ;
while: the members of the Lesislative Counecil wear wonderfil
coats, with gold lace in a sort of cushion just where the tails
begin, too ligh up for use, axcept in & second-class railway car-
riage, where it might protect the small of the back. Then the
JII'ILI.].-!__ ."I.:]-.l the :-T!.ll.-.!i-::.'l.lr:i, anid Ve {h._: tails uf ;]._-J|,|_|‘,|11|_=;1_'|'[.3 ﬂ'P‘
pear in wonderful amnd strangs costumes, the effect of which at
flrst, on the civilian of plain clothes, is simply bewildering, and
even appalling.  OF conrse there are also the searlet coats of tha
officers.  And on the whole, a Colonial State all iz as pretty
a sight—with the ladies all in their very finest and best—as one
can penerally ace,

Why do we sneer at the universal desire to put on a uniform 3

I have never worn any, nob even as o voluntesr private, but I
ean syinpathise with it, I like to see & man in all his bravery.
I think there i no more admimble and edifying spectacle than
that, of the ordivary Driton in some stronge and wonderful
eostime, pub on about once a year, He wears it with soch a
lordly air, as one who should say, & This is nothing to what I
could look if' T hod on what I deserved.”  Then his wife admives
him, and s daughters. And more than that, all the hlack-
toated eivilians who sneer at him envy him. ‘The last is a very
groat point

Philip, being an ex-commissioned officer, was aliove uniforms,
it may be presumed.. But he was not above admiration for the
unifurms of the other sex. The women of Palmiste, pals and
colonrless perhaps, are yet above the gemerality of women,
gracienses. They become their uniforms. They dance with a
passion and an abandon which is unknewn in ecolder regions
It i3 their one great accomplishment; and the young fellow
fresh from London rooms locks on with astonishment at the
lightning rapidity with which the smoothly polished fluors sre
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covered. Very soon he falls in with it too, if he be of & sympe-
thetic mind.

Philip, long exiled {from ladies’ society, enjoyed it huogely ;
danced everything, always with FEnglish ladies ; devoured a
gplendid supper; took plenty of ehampagne.  Then, a= bad luck
would have it, after supper one of his friends introduced him to
the lady he had been dancing with, a libérty guite nnpardenabla
by oll the roles.  Philip asked for the next waltz. The girl
turned red, and, after o moment's hasitation, acceded, and put
her arm in his.  Her brother, who was standing by with frown-
ing forehead, atepped forward at onee,

“ Pandon me, monsienr,” he said. " My sistor does not danca
any more this :-ﬂ-:'.in;_{."

The young lady took her brother's arm, and walked away.

Tha next moment he saw her whirled round in the arms of an
Englishman.

All the blood roshed to his head, and he stogoered with the
TR0 which nearly stifled him. For he Luew the reazon,

He stapped acrosa the room to where the young Frenchman
wis Et-:l.]]di.ﬁ_',:_ and tonched him on the arm,

AWl you give me a moment's conversation oulsids i

The young fellow hesitated for o moment. Then he shrugoed
Liis shoulders, %

. As you will,” he anid.

They stepped down the staire, and into the garden.. No one
was there but themselves.

" May I ask the reason of your refusal to lab your sister dance
with me just now "

The Frenchman hesitated. Philip repeated the question.

* Really, monsieur,” said the young fellow, * it scems absurd
to put such a question.  Can we nob leave it unanswoered 17

“No, I demand an answer, and the true one, I am publicly
insulted. I insis® onan explanation”

“Suppose 1 have nonas to give you”

T avilf have one.™

0 T"_” shall not have n:|||¢1'_-‘ 1::'-‘.ul-m=:]. the other, quistly.

Philip lost command of himself, twisted his hand in the other's
collar, and fhrew him heavily to the gronnd.

S Wil you give me one now §

* Maulatto, I will give you none,” hissed out his enemy, lyins
on the ground, )

23
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Philip laft him theve. Goine back to the ball-roam, ha found
young Freshley, of the th.

“ Come with me for o moment,” ha whispered,

They went ontside.  Tn the garden was
man, trying to repnir the da

* There has been a row,
I'i"l'h:il):l-; 1 bave kno

1 know Mr Froshley,” said the Frenchman,

“Bemy friend, 1'1r~ hley. Twil J wait for you in yoor guarters.”

Philip went away to barrcke, leaving the two together.

“ What is it, I'A nray §

“1 called him o mulatto, Eh, bien: it is true, abtany
rate. Then he puthis hand tomy collar, and I fell over his foot.”

“ Doesn't seem manners to tell o masn o thing he ian't prowd
of, does it 1"

"« Wi b hnsiness has he among ladiez 1"

"1 didn't invite him, so I can hardly eay.  But you had
better gk the aide-decamp.  Look hera. old fellow, this ia o
bad business. Don't let uz have any J||11-]|r ghindy. Giva me
the name of & man, and T will try to make things square.”

“1 put amm]i in the bands of my cousin.  You will find him
in the ball-room.”

Duelling has gone out of fashion in England, but it =till
]t'l'lgf"'l‘% 1mn l:!:l'l- ar two of her ] |.'||--=[1|- 5 .'z|.|'|||,a,. wh ere, althe oug h
they have the i mhuumnn of a jury, the sympathies of the jury
are sure to be with the combs Hern 1||,,w\ would surely
be fighting, thought Freshley, beginning to wish he had nothing
to. do with the 'Im:mma-, in cags of the |:|| ng ending =ori
He found the eousin, and put the case to him,

“I'm going home now to barracks, Find me there early to-
morrow morning.”

Ha went home, and discoverad Philip walking wp and down
in-a wild stats of excitement.

* I will kill him, Freshley, By Heaven, I will kill him.”

“ You've knocked him r]||l.l.1|. ,__|,1,]||.,-I j\._,w go to hed. ald
fellow—it's past two o'clock, The cousin is coming to-morrow,
1l we shall have an apology or a challenge. If the latter—why,
then, T suppose we must E*-fJn' e

o []".EJH 0Of eonrse Twill i:s.,hr I tell wour, T mean to kil him ™

 Denced easy to pack s jury if he kills you, Philip. Don't
guite ses my way fo packing ono if yon kill hi

L L.uh‘ you don't know the country., Any lawyer -wiil do it
for you." )

8 the young Fremch-
age done to his o l.l. ie amd eollar,
said Philip. * You know this man,
I| him down."

S S——



MY EFFTLE GIREL, 338

They went to bed, but not to sleep ; and at five o'slock Frosh.
ley saw Philip outside, walking up and down, clenching his
lists, in the moonlight.  So, with a sigh, ha got up too, and,
half dressing, went out and joined him. Day broke at six, and
then they hud eoffes and a eipar,

Ab half-past six the consin was seen coming tn the harrcks,

“It's manners for me to recsive him alone, T supposa,” eaid
Freshley, “Leb's look as if we had dons it fifty times beforn,
Hang it, T feel like an Irishman out of one of Levers novels.
You go in, Phil.—Well, AL I¥ Auray, and when do we feht "

1 think, Mr, Freshloy, that—well, you see, it's an awkward
business. T hardly ses my way to a fight."

* Oh, very well. For my own part, I'm very glad. My man
i3 insulted. That you will acknowledgs. Your man is knocked
down, That there is no getting over, is there? So you won't
fight! T'm sure I'm not dizpleased ; hecause, after all, yonrs is
the most injured side, I should say. Matter of tastenever been
Enocked down myself. Why can’t we fight 1

“ Well, your principnl—T am not in the Jeast wishing to insult
or offend you."

* You forget that Mr. Durnford has had the houour of bear
ing her Majesty's commission.”

“XNot at all. That was considered. I laid the case beforo
severnl of my friends, Wa all agreed that if he ware still an
officer in the British army, to refuse a duel would be to insult
the English flag. But he isno 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 before. Have o pick-me-up this fine morn-
ing, M. D'Anray—a brandy and soda

* Nothing, thank you. I have the honour to wish ¥ou &
good morning,”

* Good morning, M. D'Auray. Perhapa your consin would
like a pick-me-np.”

But M. D'Auray did not’ appreciate the joke, buing uns
acquainted with the niceties of the English Innguage.

“ Now, that's devilish smart and good,” said the lientemant,
left alone.  “ Phil, my boy, come out. They won't fight.”

“Why not ¥

“Don't know, Can't say. Wasn't told, Funk, I oxpoch
I say, Phil, T asked him if his cousin wanted o pick-me-up this

228
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morning. Devilish good temark, eht T don't know when 1
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 glu
we're out of 36 T didn's like it ot thefirsh,  And, betwean ont-
golves, 1 couldn't afford to lose my commiission just now, Protty
fools wo shonld look, the brace of us, in a docls, with the beal
ponnding away ot us, saying it was the worst cazse he lad evi
known in the who f his professional ecareor—eh ' And
then, | pe, chokes for eix months, and a court-markial after-
wards, Upon my word, I'm delighted. And now T think I
shall liave another nap.”

But that was Philip's Iast appesrance in public. Henceforth
his days are fow and troubled, and they are spent wholly on Lis
own estate at Fontainableau.

CHAPTER XLIII,

MuAxWHILE, in the quiet honse at Regent's Park, the two women
wiited—some women scem to have nothinge to do excepk to waik,
No changa came to them. All they know—and this through
Arthur's Inwyer—was that Philip had arrived in Palmiste, and
esiding on the estate. Nothing 5 As for Laura, her
48 OVET,
y ehe was subdued, Time, and the atmosphera of love with
which they surrounded her, had cured her,
“ You love him still, ehild. do you not ¥ asked Marie,
L will tell you, as tenthfully as T ean, everything” sai
g, You ennnob tell—it is impoasible for any one to know
wignorant and foolizh I was a yoar sre.  When Me, Venn

I

d he should like to ses me married to a pentl
1

inm, I under-

e meant.  Then I met Philip,
ked me to marry him. Mamma, T deelars that T o
cepted him only to please Mr. Venn—Ior no other reason what-
ever, Then he zaid I was cold, and wanted me to say 1 loved
him. Of course I could not say so, because 1 did not. then
.'Il. |'1-,"|_l.1.'.!TII.|-1.. Wi Wern 1||.'.]Iilj'l]_ and we wend -l.!'ll”;""l_l '|'||-'1 I wWay
kind. T think I began to love him then. Put How 1 always
think of the last time I zaw him, when he asked my forgive-
ness, and looked sorry.  And sinee then T have loved Lim batter
than over before, Poor Philip! TPerhapsif T had been fitted
for him he wonld have been g bettor 1 g

stood nothing—mnothing of what b
|I|:E|] ||I: H
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“T think of him always, my daughter,” said Philip’s mother;
1 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 ho refused to own me, and once he
refused to-speak to me.  Bub what woman can forget the little
hinnds that enrl round her neck—of hor own child?  Philip is
my som, Lollie; and a motlier’s love is hetter than a wifo's;

“ T wigh I loved him more, mamma, for your sake,” said I_.-,,-!],i.;_'j

sing her,
LY, dear. You are the swectest snd best of danghters.
My life, now its great hope has failed, would be snd indeed, and
lonely, if it were not for you.  And we must pray, dear, more
and more, for his reburn to us. I know that he will one day lay
his head in my prms, and kiss me himeself. Don't ask me how
I know it. I am certain.  Only I cannot seeall the future, and
thers seems a clond which T cannot pierce.  Somehow, you are
nob with me, child.”

She often talked like this, pouring out what still haunted her
of the old negro superstitions.

“1 know where hie is now, ab this moment,” she muormurad,
half elosing her eyes. * It i= morning with us, but afternoon
with him. He is ririillg alone along the road. The canes are
waving each side of hime.  His face 15 clonded and angry. Ha
iz not thinking of us, Lollie, Alas—alas! he only thinks of
limself. The time is not yef eome.”

Lollie grasped her band, and cried out.  Marie started, and
looked round her. |

* Kiss me, my donghier. T was far away in Palmiste with i
my som, our Philip."

Their only visitors were Hartley Venn and his sister, Arthur
and M: idi:iurm ol thl.]. went '!ll}'l.k]IPIT m;-;p]}l‘ sometimes to
the opera, which was a nee eszary lnxury to the Bingar,

“¥ou have changed Lollie altoge L:Iw, madame,” said Haztley,
looking at hiz little ":|"

“How am Tfh.mu] Mr. Venni" asked Laura.

#That is what 1 am trying to find ouk  You look thinner
than you were ; but it is not that. Youn are mo taller: 5o it is
not that, I =_||.1.n it up, Lollia .

Mario could bove told him.  The girl had been, for the first
time in her lifs, living wmong ladies, and was now a Indy herself
—such as all the arts of I.Iul.l!]-:,_'!. Venn could not fashion or pro-

ll*h..E by
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“It 12 only you, Mr. Venn,” said Madeleine, “who nevar
ﬂh:l‘uge. Oly, that T could tis ropes round you, and |E|'-.% you away
from your chambers, and make you work.”

“He does work, Madeleine, Ha really works very hard,”
gaiid Lollie,

“ Part of your wish has been already anticipated, Miss do
Villeroy ; for T 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.,"

O 1Y eried Lollie, * the dear old chambers.”

I hall not have tha heart to find out new chambers, and so
I shall go and live in lodgings. It is sad, after so mAny years
of ocecupation. T had hoped that my life would be finished
thers,”

“ Indeed,” snid Madelsine, “I think it o very good thing,
You men got into & habit of deing nothing, poing nwowhers, and
living three or fuur in a sel, which asems to me destructive of
everything. Go into the world and work, Mr. Venn®

“ Really, Miss de Villeroy, yon 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 T do?*

This was easicr to ask than to answer, Besides, Madeleina
wiia ak this time intently ocoupied in considering Avthur's future,
He, too, professed o willingness to go into the world and work,
Buat what work 1 Here was a tall, strong man to be thrown on
her hands for life, and what was she to find for him?  Arthuy
s hie would work, but he never made the least effort to find
work, and went on burying himzelf in his books while Made:
leine fretted about his uselsss lifo,

* Marry me ab once, Madelsing,” he said, ““and I will be your
secretary.  Will that dot"

1 don't wank a seevetary,” she said,

Buk she consented o marey him at once, which was all ho
wantad,

This was in February, The wadding was quiet emongh, for
they wers a compamtively friendless pair. M, Longworthy
was there ; and in the cliurch, as spectators, Marie and Laurn.
Madeleine invited them to the breakfiust s hut this was agningt
Marie's rules, and Laura wonld not zo without her,

When they came back, after a month in Paris, the old lifa
wenb on just as before, Mrs. Longworthy lived on with them,
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being one of those old ladies whom it is plensant to have in the
house. Arthur had his sludy, where Madeleine repaired some-
times in the evening, for those little talks and confidential
whisperings which oven the most gueenly of women are nob
above liking. Butall became as it was before, and the house at
Hegent's Park was still a favourite place to spend an evening,

1 like it, Arthur eaid Madeloine.  “ It is all so diferant
from what yon get anywhere else. T like Madame de Guyon,
poor woman, and the noble way she bears her misfortunes, 1
lilie Lollie, with her innocent dependence upon Mr. Venn, And
I like that lazy, good-for-nothing Bolieminn, who is every body's
friend except his own. They are quaint, delightful people. T
suppose the world would object, if the world kuew all. But
then the world knows nothing.  And as for poor Jittls Lollie,
our sister-in-law, no one could possibly blame her.”

“ Burely not.  If ever there was an act—"

“ No, Arthur. Do not put yourself into a rage abont what
has been done, and canmot be helped.  After all, it was mostly
Mr, Venn's fault.  Did ever man devise & more absurd training
for o girl

Come again the-spring, and with it the little exeursions 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 lenger kiss her in the old paternal WAY.  Some-
ﬁllll.".'ll a3 he LJJl\.Jltglllt. of her, he oraund his l{,q,-[_];|1 and eursed,
Liuk ever with her, his voiee was soft and kind, He was always
thoughtful and suxious aboub her, She was still, as before all
this, his little girl.

Marie grew fo love him as if he had been ler own 0T ;
scolded Iim for his laziness almost as soundly as Madeleine ;
went to his chambers, and brought away great stores of linen,
which she and Lollie smused themselves by setting in order for
him ; made him read her some of his numerous Upuzenla, and
criticised them in a way which astonished him ; and gave him
hints and suggestions which opened out. vistas of innumerabla
other literary eiforts, so that he formed as mauy projects as
Coleridge.

The spring grew into summer. And thena cliange ‘was to
happen. For one morning the Palmiste mail came in, and
Arthur received a letter from his lowyer,

“Yoor half-brother” he said, *43s going on, I fear, os badly
08 possible. Tt is my dnty—or, mther, T wake it my oflicious
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duty—to tell you that his only companions are the most dissi-
pated young Englishmen of the colony—officors chiefly. At
Fontaineblean thers are |'|'-;'-|)'.'.l'l.] to ha ]Ii.:.'JI[']_?l' seenes of drinle
and play, which will most certainly end in dissster, if mot to
fortune, then to health. TIn this climote, as you know, oma has
to exereise some discretion. Poor Philip las none. T liked
him at first. He landed here (resh and bright, as if he hod
never touched a bottle of brandy.  Dut that 15 four months ago,
and hiz face iz now bloated with drink and late hours.  If you
have any influence over lim, write and expostulate.  If you, or
any friend, could only come out here, all might be well, Philip
iz open toauy influence. He can resist no temptation. He is lad
away by every voice that le lLoar ut he iz kind-liearted.
T an evil hoor he insulted little Vielet, his manager, whom you
remember ag a Lﬁl_ll'..", No better or more honest man ever lived.
Violet was abliged to resign.  Since he went away, Philip has
been secretly sending him money to keep him going. I sup-
poze, out of a dezire fo make atonement. But the estate is groing
to the doge,  In a few months the hot season will be upon us
again, when these excesses will tell move than they do now. T
may say that he always speaks of you in terms of the highest
respect.  Ho told me; what T did not know before, that the
estate iz only his own becouse you refused to fight the case, 1
think that you might, at least, write to him."

And go on, all in the same atrain.

Arthur showed the letter to his wife,

o What ghall we de §”

4 You must write to him.  Say nothing of the past, axeapt
what is kind. I will write, too. You will remember that Lo
did onee do what I asked him."

# T know—that was becaunse-he loved you."

# He did not really love ma, Ha fancied he did, The only
woman he ever really loved was Lollie. Tam sureof it, from the
way he apoke of her, the bitterness with which he remembered
the poor girl's look when he cast her of.”

# How can you be bitter sagainst o woman you have ever
loved ¥

U T knew youwould say that. Tt isjust what a man would be
suretosay. The bitterness; greab sbupid, was in his own breast;
and he thought he felt bitter towards her. Suppose you ars
bilious. It is not & romantic comparison, but it will do. You
gee everything yellow:; That is how Philip saw things His

r

oal



MY LITTLE GIRL. 145

real mature was tarned inside ouk I told you, months sgo,
that his mind was like your old garden, all overran with pumnp-
kins"

“What a silly, unggffsonable crenturs he is! Why does he
hida his head in o bush, like an ostrich?  He is ashamed of his
mother—he knows, my dear Arthar, that all the stupid story of
tlie marriage is o forgery. [ saw the look he gave her in the
church, Thers was longing and repentance in it, as well as
shonje.  Ha is stapidly nzhamed that his mother is a greab
ginzer, ns well as that she is coloured.  And what a woman i3
]1|.l| :Lq]]u:u[:ll .-_-,1'_| I.ﬂ thera ons woman il'.l I-I].I the \\"l'.l'l'I.Ll. mora
charitable, more large-hearted, less selfish than poor Marie?
Ashamed of har? Ha ought to b j_il-'ﬂ'll'.l of her, and to thank
(od, whio gave him sueh o mothen”

Arthur moved hiz hand.

“ And oh, Arthur, he is more, ton thousand times more
ashamed of himself and Lis treatment of Laora. I believe that
is the seeret of all hiz'sing  He wanted at first to make money
by gambling, for her, But gambling is & hard master to serve.
And then—and then—oh | my poor Phil, swhat & melaneholy
ending it all is-1"

Tt 18 not ended yet

She shook her head,

“ You do not know,” she said, “bub T know ; becanss ho
sent me a letter before e woant away, and his landlady brought
it. He usod to wonder about ak night, to drink all day,. He
snw to one, He used to lie on the sofa, with his head in his
hands, and groan.  He used to see things that do not exist o
the daytime, He knew he was dishononred, poor fellow ; and
he tried, like a weok creature as ha is, fo drown it all in
drink."

« I Blame myself; Madeleine. T should have gone to him, in
the old way, and said what I could to help him. Poor Phil is
g'}l.'llil it heart.™

¢ Good at Tiearb !  What is the good of that? Everybody is
good at heart, I waub men to be strong of will.  Women only
love strong men.”

“ Then why do you love me, Madeleine ¥

4T don't know, Arthue” sho said, smiling. “ You know
that I love you, dear—do you not f—with all the strength of
my nature.  Bub then you are atrong in all good things, T
belisve in your noblepess, dear God knows, if man and wife
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ceasa to beliove in that, there con be n ithing left,
s g0 and see madame”

They got there in time for luncheon. Venn was Iying luzily
on the sofa,  Ho did not get up as they came i ; bt m.L] ok
hie hand, smili nge,

“You come like a breath of the moeb invi
M Treford, Do not reprogch me. T am
trying to make out, with Lollis her @, ‘what
ak”

ting brooze,
iard. at work,
ibie I am to work

I tell hiim he ooght to practise at the Bar," snid Lollis,
“8Bo T would, but for two things, I koow no solicitors
I know no law. Bless you, if I had a bri -fl sliould ba oblire
to put it inco & drwer for o o mple of years while T re 'l:]_ Jl.".'

No. Think of '-III""-.'||:I""-| o'

nncl

A ||.:L do rich men do?” asked Marie.  * They seem always
ab work."
“They boeome divectors, Then thay make gpeechas, Thoy

take chairs. They do all sorts of thingas for |!|.IJ||||_-__r, which
poor men get paid for. They even write for tlio
confound them ®

* Write s novel,” spid Madelsine,

“Eh i eried Venn, stariin eoup, “Now, thiab igoa prictie
J-.-|.|'|' -EJ you remember the novel wae ‘.'.1 obe
gether, .1:.-1 buried cloze above Todi )
real wark, if you like, O, if we had not buried that ._u-."l"’

“ Let us po and fish for .-L." cried Lollis, laushing

“We will. We will go al

g,
Mrs. Darnford, you will

come  too. Va will Ho L|||~ aft

Il]lil.'l.-::l-!u_' I |

wor  The san ghines,. The

: [ : The lack will bo

singing. The | pops, put on you

hat- -your summer hat, with « " We
will have a ¢ glorions ds iy,

Mad ]‘..llll: 111 ||,- a g

“You thres :_-Ju-1 gh

and you shiall have a L

andd Te 18t to make o

I ZTTLE,

sugpestion,

yor 1
TN 18 podden
i}
|

16 brightest fenther in it

ing will stay with me,

Go nway, all of you,

3 cr s o
sulikble toyetier,

% What 1a it
For all answer,
Marie read it, and thu
2 wa to do i

‘s lotbar,

coming. I have hod presentiments, T hive

e aia T
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had dreams. T dreamed that T saw my brother Adolphe—poor
Adelphe, I wonder if ha is living yet—putting a gri-gn
under Philip's head. That is to produce dizaster, yon know.
Every night my thonghts carry me back to Fontainehleau.
George Durnford speaks to me in visions, And every night T
see Philip's face averted, My dear, since T saw him, T have
felt myself en mpporé with him, You may laugh as you will ;
but as he suffors, T suffer.  'When he is wretched, lonely, re-
peutant—I am sad, T hido it from that poor ehild, who does
uot know what snch love means, and thinks she loves Philip
because she pities him.  And as T look forward, T see nothing
but clonds and blackness. A great disaster is before me—that
is, before Philip. Day by day, the yearning has become stronmer
in me to go oub and try to save my boy, If I go, I may find
him in the midst of his companions, dronken and dissolute. He
may drive me awny with hurd words, He may— But e will
not, he will not, Madeleine, T feel that the hour of reconsilia-
tion is drawing near. I shall see my boy. I shall feel his cheek
to mine. I shall be able to put my arms round his neck, and
kizgs him. Oh, child, ehild ! if ever God gives you & son, pray
—pray—pray that you may notsnffer what I am suifering now.,"

She was silent for awhile, stropeling with her emotion,

“ Do you think that God is punishing me? I cannot think
that. I have learned long sines my sin, and been forgiven. OF
that I am ussure as if & voice from Heaven had pronounced my
pardon. Iknow it from my own heart. My Father has forgiven
the sin of an ignomnt ehildhood, It cannot be that. Then
what is itt—what is it 1 I lived but for him, All thoss years
when I teiled in Italy, trying to improve the defects of my
education, all those years when I sang upon the stags—it was
all for Philip. T lived upon nothing—my money all went into
ihe bank for him. I waited for the day when I could gay Lo
Lhim—"Son, son, take all I have, and be happy. Only kiss
your mother—if only it be once, and to let her go away.' I
never thought to be to him what most mothers are to their
children, T prayed only for a kind thought, & kind word, I
got mone. And now, what are all my riches worth? I have
IO SO0,

“ ¥ou have Laura. Yon love her."

“Yes—T am wicked. 1 forget, in my selfish passion. I lowe
this child, who loves me. There is no better girl in the world
than my daughter, Dut, Madeleing, T want my own child—my

T T T
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very own : tli

Fthat 1oy in my lap—my own life's blood

—my dorling gallant son! Do not tell me that he has
fallen from his idea). He s nifers, and would rise again if he

conld.

£o to him. Lat me try once more to gain his
Jl)'l.'lﬂ, ¢

iz of that great forest where I
and saw visions of the future,
b out, with the first money I ever
L. erept ab night lJ| oigh tha
rd weaping for his dead wdc—
I wos bitter- and cruel,  Then T saw
poor Adrienne, white, ]I..I- y and imploring, befors me, and T was
I saw the children.  Arthur elung to me and kissed
me, in his pi ‘o boy, my Phil, turned his faca
1 and my heart foll. T left
Gearge Dornford, and 1 e 05 I had come, through the
forest. Al th I 1z in the black darkness,
I heard voices saying to me that there should be no ]Iljl|:lr1'|l3-=S
for me—nothin Im 1-.-Ir|-*.||- ; disappointment, and misery."”
“But you have 1 me da Guyon.”"
*“Ner, yes; but not i, There iz nothing
that T desire buk tha love of MY S0M— 1K -'I|:|r|-r but to hear him

gay that he is garry for the words he &0 ke,

ound G

var Mad

L
Wi :I:-'_, 1
1

notb me, «

lay to me, dear. Soothe me with musie, for my spirit is
trombled.™

walked up and down, with
r from her agitation,
y b the piano.
my dear. It soothes me ag nothing else
rmined what to-do. I will so out by the noxt
starts in a fow days, and I shall pack to-morrow—
o, and o,
» & wailing was heard from the next house in the
She shrank back with a white faca,
That is the worst on can hear.”
Do not be super iid Muadeleine, “If you had
the child cry at any other time you would have
).
"J'L: any obher time—yea
my dear. [ ean never shal

1 rose 'J“'r ‘-I
* Don't Tea

oA,
mnil.

o

. That T ani snperstitions is true,
it off.. Call it what you pleass,
was made superstitions when T was a
to me like—like the colour of my
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They spent the day making 1Jl'L"!'l.‘!|TiI.f.'i':-31>.'-=. There were mob
many wanted, for Marie was a woman whom stage experience
hod taught bo be profuse in dress, . y

# Tollie will go and live with Miss Venn," .ﬂu.*_ 5?1-!. b 1II|‘.:-'~,
dear, I know, what you were going to offer, :na:li it is very kind
of you; bub it is better for the presant 1l:.:+L ghe should not go
into society. 1 do not waut her to feel things." o s

4 8ha wonld not feel anything, She i quite convinced that
ghiy was properly married ab ficst” ) "=

“Tt is nob only that. People might ask who Mr. Thilip
Durnford was, and—and—aoh | Madeleing, do youn not see that
I am rightt'

% You are always right, dear madame."

In the evening the party cume back—Venn, af least, happy.
They had been fishing for the novel, and friled to find it.  Lollie
had eaught o gudgeon, Arthor had canght nothing..  And so om,
l:}lll]ﬂ.ishl}' ]1:11|[~_'_|.'. as Liw_‘,' il.!i'n':l.:r'ﬁ' weré when Venn was with
them —the man who never lost his delight in childish things.

And so, after their Inte dinner, Venn thought it was time {o

“Stay o moment, dear Mr Veon,” said Marie. #T have
something to say, Will Miss Venn fake our child for o little
while §

“Aamma [" cried Lollie,

" Yea dear. Wa have hiad a lotter from Palmiste, I am
going out,”

Launra turned white.

% And T-sohappy to-day. It is wicked. Tsheilll Tell me”

#We will tall you everything, dear,” said Madeleine.  * Philip
iz mot well, and the news is not good.™

],-'."l.'.l.]"il. gi'l."n'L|I £ F;['l":l.'l gﬂ.“-ll,

4 And I shall go, too—ahiall T nob, Mr Vioan? Whe ought
to be with a man whe is ill bat his wife "

They loaked ab each othor, and were silent.

Venn spoke first,

* Lollie, dear, 1ot me talk to you alone for a moment.”

He took her into another room,

¥ Would you like to go, my dear? hie said, folding her in Lis
arms in the old fashion, whils ber head leant upon his shoulder.
“Wonld you like to go? HRemember all. He has treated you
ernelly—"

““But he:asked my forgiveness.”
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“And ho said himself that you had better ba away from him
for a while. My dear, your husband is not a good man. Ho
has done had thinge. When he comes back, with his mother,
and asks to be taken into Your arma again, I shall not be ona to
refise him forgiveness, But ha does not ask for you or his
mother eith If humiliation is to fall on the one who goes
o1k to him, do not 1ot it be you,"

“Ho will think I have forgotten him. As if I
fLH'_'.'!’I-L ||5'III|II alin [l]-'.l‘i.l"].

“Do you love him, Lollia §*

“Always the same question. T love him as I always did, no
InOTe an less.  But lig is my husband,”

Venn choked a spasm of intense jenlousy,

“Love him still, dear.  Tove your hushand. Tut vou must
not go to him.  Will you be guided by me

“Iam always guided by yon. Whoover alse have T in the
world 1 she said, sim

o #mply,  “AsiP T did not loye you better than
all the world.”
'."I'lr":'

"My dear little g he whispered, bacanse his voice choked
—*" aver my dear littla girl, are You not?t  Nothing can part us
Nothing shall sever the love we have for each other. But you
will stay with Sukey, while madame goes oub and tries to recover
her son for all of us”

Ha went back to the others, loaving Tollio thers,

Then they arranged things : and next diy he went to sse
Sukay, telling hor only that Madame de Guyon hod business in
Palmiste, hor native place.  For thers was =ad deceit and hiding
of the truth necessary, and only the littls eircls themselves koew
all the history that bound them Logether with ties so sacred and

ovor could

(|

&0 zad,
The' day she went away, Marie sought Hartley Venn alone,
i | 8

know," she said, “that evil will coma to ma. I foel it like

the cold wind before ths min, But good will come, too, Hee,
now, dear Mr. Venn, there is but one thing I have to say. Youn
will find ot my lawyer's, in case—in caze I mever come back—

my will. ' To whom should T leave my money but go my Philipa
wife i

CHAPTER XTIV,

RIED in hody and

mind, Marie landed at the old familiar
Fiveand twenty yoars since Jast ghe

wharf at Port St. Denys.
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etood there, filled with the hitterness of regret, and yet the confi-
denee of youthiul hope.  Bhe recallod now the moment when,
standing on the deck, she marked the mountaing growing fainter
and darker as the sun sef, plunging them in a bath of light and
colonr; till night came om, and they disappeared.  Now she stood
onee mora on the wharf, and marked the old things lictle changed.
The half-naked Indisns folled the sagar-bags about, and piled
them in grrent heapas, with their shnll eries and wild langhter,
just as she remembersd to have watohed them asa child. Under
the trees on the Place sat the same old men—or I:-]h:_y‘ seamed to
be the same—who had always zat there, talking and sguabbling
over the little politics of the day. Among the talkers under the
tress, volled and 1:!:1}1:![ the little naked mulatto and Indisn
children, as they had always done; and in long line stood the
carringes waiting to be hired, as they had stood a quartor of a
century ginee.  Nothing was changed : and for a moment tho
years rolled back, and all her youth flashed again Lefors her,
with its happiness, such as it was, and its regrets.  Ounly for a
moment.  One of the ship's officers, sesing her standing alone,
pru]]'r:rml hiz asaistance, and Marie woke to o sense of the dismal
ermnd on which she had eome,

“T have got your boxes on shore, Madome de Guyom,” he
gaid ; “what shall I do with them next! You had better lst
me gt you a earriage. Have you no friemds waiting for you i

“ No," said Marie. “Iam going into the country. Ifisa
long drive. Wil you kindly see that the man s good horses ]
I wm going quite to the other side of the island,"”

* You are surely nob going alone, Madame de Guyon 1"

“Wol alons ! Why not?  Oh, I have never told you that I
wis heve ae'a gitl T know every moad in the |'|lu.uu,~L beliove,
Thank you, Mr. Hatton, for your kindness. If you will enly,
now, gob me a carringe.""

Presently came ratiling up a long, low carringe, with s peir of
serews bhat looked like anything in the world excepl poing 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, elothed chiafly
in 8 ragged straw hat, half a jacket, nnd say a '{[-.mt-:r of & pair
i_:lf cotton tronsers,  He answernd the officer’s alijections, langh-
ing and protesting in a patois that made Marie's heart leap within
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her, for it was the patoia that

tond it all, &

. the peatures w |

the rouglh, :||,I|.-' infle

ghe asked hersall whi -.-!:- in the

have been as these nal
1

che had first learned to speal.
ngE yEnrs : thie 1 |I-...,.'||.l"-: of

1 out the i.ll|[-| tong of the
[ thie barbarie tonge ; and
she herself conld
] epuld have
Gotting

y ham that sha was Lo

ol o ||..||-..n

| have boon &

ahie ¢ xplndne
Lo to the estat
T ow, ma B
Mr. 1 ||||‘1|-| died.
“ You know the place, then 1”
T +was born there, midame.
He called them || 3 ¥ papa and l m
wBut Mr P Draenfon
# Madamoe wants to) go
He i
horsos
by

# W oone lives at Fonto

The
When

s of &

|I-|.'I
ilip D
ha put JI-

Somo five
t Thoes 1
Mane e
FA
nob W
brigand, you wan
tako the '-H]I:I' i
his horses.
do I say ¥
died in the cholera, and the
knows that.'
Poor M
i Philip Theére was n
yORng !5.=.1.I.|:, rht years, ki
comes back 1 My, Arthn He says the estate iz his;
and he lives the
“ Who was Ma he poor mother
" Mariet I will tell yo It |!|.l-. WS 0 young hlh’
white az o lily, wh ,

he reins. Do
wdame, . Ah!
Alphonsa,
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hut.  Blis was lonely, and had no one to play with, and so0 they
took my little sister, who was almost as fuir as she was—"

“* Your sister ! You are Adelphe ¥

“Madamo knows my namal Bee, madame.” Ha produced
agork of eand, on which was printed a tariff of prices, It was
inseribed with the names in full * Moensicur Adolphe Napoleon
Rohan' de Montmorenci.” This he read out with unction.
“How did madame know my name? My nephew, who wentb
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 fores, flog that vienx scelerat
whoo will do no work.”

The intelligont stesd, hearing this, instantly quickened, and
Alphonze put back the whip,

“Yes, madamo,” he resumed, © Maria waa aa fair-chesksd as
Mademoiselle Adrienne herself, Only mademoizelle had light
hair, and Mario black. Droll, was it not? T was sz black as
Alphonse here, and so was my brother Aleide ; and Marie was
a8 white as o lady. Lh, the vieux papa used to laugh when he
looked ab her.  Only the priest said it was the will of God
Well, madume, Mario went to live with mademoiselle, and
stayed there till she was fiftcen years old. Then she ran
away."

“ Whers did sho go to ("

0L, T koow, beeanse T osaw her often enough. - Sha Hved
for a year in a littls eottage close by Mr. Durnford's house, in
the forest, There she had a baby, white as s " hera
his eyes wandered to little Alphonse for a suitable simile, but,
nok finding ono in hiz brown face, he turned back to the car
ringe—* as white as madame horself 1

* Well

“Well, madame, that baby is Philip himself. You coull
hardly believe it, but it is 20. And I who sit hers am Lt nnele.
Hal hal ha! Alphonse is his cousin. Hol ho! ho! But
it's dreoll,”

* And—and—your sistary”

“Mr. Durnfird married ma'm'selle, and poor Marie went
away. Sho come back, though, and walked all the way to
Fountaineblean through the forest—Aleide saw her—on the night
Madame Durnford was buried. Then she went away again, snd
110 ong has heard of her since.  Poor Mario!  She was too good
for us, and the bon Dieu took her to heaven.”
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“Good? When ghe lived with Mr. Durnford §°

“ Eh 1" eaid the bluck, “why not? Ahl she was gentille.
You should have seen her, 1 afie, oo o chureh with her whitn
kid gloves, and her silk par a rosebud in her hair, All
ks stared ab hier Marie ! Bul the bon Dien
(1] ]lr] and her n.  Alphonse, if the idler
nob go quicker, g k him."
idlor instuntly niantly.
n, I say, mi He drinks in the morning,
he drnks ot m ho poea to bed—
s him. Hel me, he sees ghosts,
h\'\- l||| rha ::||-l et gervants run away.  Last week one
vontured to st np and wateh him all vight. He gets up, takes
a pistul, and—ping I—if the boy ha

ann 154

down i

naok '.|.|'-"|-.- d ]Il"'\- hea ;l i

w2

this, h-.- would have besn killed. Alphe thou langhest |
M -_.|:|| ! He is very dangerons, madame. A 1 madame is goimng

to zea him 7'

Progently they left the high ]|-'~rl and torned down a rudely-
]..,|-!1H ||,|||,' et thn g 1'| t]u ; :-.'i'r rl.'l::.l.“Ll.I.
all the old moments to Marie, She reme ored when George
Durnford, her lover, mada the |“.-| ; and here, befora it was
finished, he would walk an with her in the evening,
telling her a thou: i 1l nover dreamed of, epening
up '||_|['||R for her t t= which she had nev I g “!];-Il:_':
her above the i 1 thot she hod been sceustomed to fead
her 1 with, and filling her mind witl happiness that wos
all the sweeter aa it was the newer and more unexpest 'li. For-
gebting her prasent miseries, an involuntary sm ile wreathed hep

lips, and her & yoa n'!-J'-'-- il agmin with the b ot of J.-.l youth,
love and tender-

:D,k she tho II'f.u‘I. of those u.l.'.*-», all too bn
en repent of fivst love? I thinknot. The
)

ness, J.Pu aver w

man répents, thinking of the wreek he bas ma .l. of a woman's
happiness, She weeps, not for the folly and the sin, but
the shattered imaeo end the eruel punish-
ment.  Guilt] n tho _:.'-.-u:l;_; milatto
girl, who, knowing that she @ ught but the white
man's misiress, yeb mn wu"li:,. and obeyed the
instincts of a passionats 101, and had
no senze of & higher duty i Thousands of times ]|.ui poor M lll"
in the i]-l"l-'rnl;. of her POl '.I'.I_'|.' '.'|!'|l| lame, pond lered over tho
questiom 3 -.l'J(l aminst all the d of -.'L-.-.LL, had .,.crjll'litml.
hierzelf, And thousands of times, besides, had she willingly

qurel
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pequiessed in the resolts of the social necessity nnder which we
ara all slaves

Thia road, winding through thick underwood, pressmtly orossed
a ride wooden bridpe over a small mavine. Marie made tha
driver stop, and leaned out of the carriage, looking ab a scene
she remombered s0 well. On the steep, domp sides, towering
abové tha tamgled herbage, grow the tall tree forne, each with
its cirelo of plory, clear cut agminst the bloe of the sky; slong
the foot bubbled a little monutain stream over great boulders
that loy strewn about.  Just above the bridze wisa tiny water-
fall of some three or four fest, over which the water lenped
morrily, with as munch foss and splash as if it were & great
Niagara.  And nbove the fall, huddled togethor and gazing with
snspicious eyes on the carriage, stood n herd of twenty or thirty
soft-oyed deer. Dot not on them were Marie's eyes reating :
for half hidden within the trecs stood the remains of an ol
cottage, the thateh half tom off, and covered with creepers, the
door hanging by one hinge, the door-posts wrenched out by the
force of & growing tres, 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 ia whore My,
Diurnford put her when she loft ma'm'selle. He thonght no one
knew. But [ knew, and many o time I've lain down thers
watching Mr, Durnford coming to eall her out. Every evening
ho used to coma and all day long Maria nsed to sib and waif,
looking along the path where he would come.”

It was 8o true ; and her heart was pierced to think how this
poor fellow, her awn brother, not ashamed of Tiep disgrace, would
lio and wait to see her lover come,

“Mr. Durnford tanght her to read, madame; and then she
used to sit at the window with a baok all the day, and at night
would tall him all sha lind leaarned. Bht I bave listened often
at the window. Bub it did not last lone, Then she went AWaY
and then she camie back, And then—I don't know whees &l
wenk,  The hon Dieu took Tier”

“Why do you think she was dead 7

“ Madame, I will tell you. Because—how longago? Alphonse,
how old are you i

* How shonld I know ¥ snid the boy.

© Wall, 1t was twelve yeats before Alphonse was born, T was
down here, it was the cholers time. Ouf! what a time! No

23 —2
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ono died here except M. linmfnhl bot the night he died T
WiLs ]u'.*:*lnj_: throngh 1.]:1:=| rosd, |'||-1 in the 1L:|n|:]|1|:_:,|1 just here,
I saw two fioures in 'l.1.'|:|1tn—u:|!_' was :'-['.LLL’, 411|-1 the other
was Mr. Dumnford.  Sinee then no one has passed by here ab
night.”

“ How do you know it was Marie 1

I “ hat a droll question! Asif T should not know my owr
gigtar.”

They went op, and as they drew near the honse;, Marie began
to think whnat she should & say to her gom, and how she woult l ba
received, Her long voyage was ended, but the uncertainty of
it remained yet. “Nor had she ever realised until now the
almost ntter hopelessness of her journey., She was to save hor
boy. Dut how? DBy what subtle art was that ruined nature to
be raised—that seared conscience to become softened? Alas!
she knew not that what she lioped to effect by pleading, the
mystery of g'tm 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 bacl,

No one received her. 1t was strange.  In the old days, when
a visitor arrived, troops of servants came ruoning.  Now, nob
ome. The verandab, too, omce like a well-ordered apartment,
with its matting, the blinds, the ]|-1|;__|r chairs and liftle tables,
now stood stripped of all.  The floor of concrete was in holes.
The old ropes of the blinds hung helplessly abont. Creepers
climbed up the posts, and trailed n'|--1|,_*._; the woodwork of the
roof, Cutzide, the pretty rose garden was all destroyed, and
grown over.  The mill beyond was elosed. There was no sign
of work or nowse [rom the adjacent ** camp,” which scemed de-
gerted ; no voiee from the house within, no barking of dogs, or
clattering of hoofs. A strange dread came upon Marie. Sha
ghivered from hend to foot. Tt was too late to veeall her ear
ringe, which was now out of sight, and almost out of hearing.
Apd with a dull foreboding of somrow she entered the house
which, four and twenty years ago, she quitted with such re-
pentance and reorefs,

The old furniture was there, in its old places: but dust-
covered, mildewed, and uneared for. Mo one was in the galom,
no one in the I:l.i.t:;rl rraom. Awveiding the rooms to the I.I.-'!I.t'
which had been those of George ])umfm'rl she went into “the
emaller bed-rooms on the left, put up or |_L,mall:. for children and
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guest-rooms. These, with all their old furniture, which she re-

bered o well, had yet a dreary and desolate look. Only,
in one, provided with a deal tabls, a bookeaze, and a fow chairs,
lay the relics of the days whon her son, whom she had seen so
geldomn, was yeb bub a child. In one corner wera the broken
toys of the two boys. On the shelves were the well-thumbed
grammars and sehool books, Damp had locsened the bindings ;
white ants had burrowed long passages through them ; the
cockroaches had gonawed away the leather; and when sho
moved them a whole colony of seorpions ran out, brandishing
their tails in frantic assertion of their long-established rizhts,
she turned away sorrowfully, and once more entering the dining-
roou, went in, with sinking of heart; to the great hed-room be-
yond. The silence and stillness of the house oppreszed her, 1%
seemed hounted’ with ghosts of the days gone by ; and, added
to this was the dread of something, she knew not what, which
ghit might find within.

Twice she tried to turn the handle of the door 1 twics her hiearl
fuiled her. She went to the well-known buffet in the dining-room,
Where water always stood, and drank a glazs of it That, at
least, in its ved earthenware vase, was the same as ever. Then
she resolutely opened the door, and went in.

Un the bed—al, me! the bitterness of punishment—on the
great bed, which had once been Ler own and George Durnford’s,
lay, pale nnd motionless, lier only gon, stricken even unto death.
Alone and uneared for.  'With d ry, parched lips, that sometimes
murmured a wail, and sometinies moved to let fall soma wild
words of delivium, with bright rolling eyes, Philip was waiting
tor the approach of death. ‘This was written on his forehead in
unmistakable signs.  He was not even undre: sod. Tt appeared
us i he had thrown himself upon the bed with his clothes on,
“".'1'. i]l biis passion of fever, had torn his shirt-collar open, and
bried ineffectually to take off his upper clothing, And though
the fover made his brow and lis hands E_||_=||_|_:-|::_.: liot, he shivered
m"c"l-*i”;m]]."'. and his teeth ehattered with cold,

Marie took in the whols at : glance,  Btepping back to the
dining-room, she hastily brought water and gave him to drink,
:!.!HI. Lathed Lis burning face, He drank engerly, and as long as
she would let him. Then she opened the windows, for the air
was shilling ; and then—what hands are so tender as a mother's |
_'5_!“-" undressed him, and manazed to make him at least a little
easicr,  And when all was done—her patient rambling incohe-

e




358 MY LITTLE GIRL.

rently—she knelt by the bedside and jwa)
sobs and tears, that if hor son waz to die, she might ot least be
permitted to bree ¢ wonls—only & fow—out of the ful-
ness of hor | cinto his listening oar. ently she re eavered,
and went in search of help. T gtillnass wers in-
explicable. At the hack of the a, behind the stables, stood
the huts for the servants.  Thither she went.  They weare empty.
A homdred vards from the honse, cloza by the road, stood the
huts which formed the * cam P o little villag
hundred: foll. It was enpiby and | desevted. The shop wis

closed—the stables werse What counld it all mean 1
Comingz bock to the hous she went to kitehen, This
stood by 1tself, a small stone bunilding. Tl found a five,
pud erouching by the five, though 1t was niternonn the
in:ii_:_'ht. of snmmer, si% ain Tndian ]:-.-'.', who !:|_I.' moanad when
i him np—mn

with pazsionate

the o

for gome eight

she touched him.  He, too, Sha
light burden enongh—and e
where she tonded him, and loid him in the o
glept in 1o his life, Forbupately, he was not
Tiim: she 1o

Tha ln s Philip had taken to drink 3
almost all might. He had become moody, irntable, and eaj
go that the wvery men who came for the coarse: rove els
wenb on o graw bl -~t' him, and left off comix
Then, having no companions and no res urees, ho b
diay worse,  Cncethe n
rodla over fo gan him: and aller
for o ghort ti

iyl gomething of what had ha

WiLE |J it throwgh the mill and sent n| vn ; ol aftarit,
1 ||||_-| ¥ onan, Srowing |.]|] Wl Iu |||-' ||_|- wlfnl life ha ]i'.'-'-l.,.
resolvied to have nothing more to do with the estate, and setually
took steps to et rid of his coolies; in - which he Il almost sue-
geaded.  And for two months the ecanes had bean aneared for,
the fialds almost laf He said he was zoing back
to Fneland, {5, thara was still o large
aum of money | vinrs  As for the estate,
-[r.li;i"l i g 1 |u| 1y bz, tnat it no one woulid |III1. I||"
I.l] et mo pne ghonld v it And
Vati 1aliment. 'I'-. ¥ boys and

while for two lono m hie wander
gerted estabe, and at nig
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Lility, And then, ong vighty, hewas tricleen with faver, Tho
eook and one of the boye row away in terror.  The other wonld
have followed but thal fuver seized him, oo, and held Lim
down.

Marie gathered this partly from the eick boy, and partly from
what she heard afterwards.  Going iuto the camp agaim, she
fonnd some bustle and neise. Thank Heaven | there was some
one.  As ghe learned afterwards, the whole body of the remnin-
ing coolies had strock work that very day, and gone off together
—men, women, and children—to complain to the nearest migis-
tratn about gotting no wages. Now they were all returned, aud,
gothercd in kunots, diseussed flieir grievances, Marie callod o
girdar, and despatched him, with a handsome gratuity before-
hand, for the nearest doctor. This dope, she returned to her
patients, the Indians gazing enrionsly at her.

The boy told her where some tea conld be got, and she hastily
prepared it for Philip, who lay quictly enough. Ile was too
wealk to move, poor fellow ; and only murmured incossantly,
Ha drank the tea, howaver, and then fall aslecp, when Marie was
able to leave him, and dootor the little Indian, who was almost
as ill as his master.  Slowly the hours passed.  8he marked the
sun sot, as, long ago, she Lad often watehed i, bohind the hills
in frontoof the house. She saw the moon rise in the dear old
tropical lustre; the eigale shrieked its monotonous nota; tha
watchman began to go his rounds, and cry “All's well I* the
sama ag he had always done: and, but for the heavy breathing
of the poor sbricken prodigal, her som, she could almost hawve
thouglht the forr and twenty years since last she sat there a dream,
About nine o'elock a deputation weited on her. 8he knew the
istling of the muslin and tha elink of tho bangles, and went
out on the verandah to receive Lor visitors, Some halfidezen
Indian women stood there. One bore a dish of eurry for
madame.  All wanted to know what they conld do for her ; all
were curious to lesrn who ghe waz, and why she had eome; and
all looked on her with a sort of superstitions dread. Their hue
bands accompanied them as fir a5 the garden hedge, hut would
ge no farther ; and now stood, prepared to fly in case of any
supernatural manifestations, None occurred, however, Marin
ashed if two of them would stay with her, and accepted the
enrry gratefully. It was the first thing she bad taken sinee the
early morning coffee, and a long night was befors her,

The women were horribly afraid of the fever, They would




360 MY LITTLE GIRE.

do anything for madame in the house—t] would sleap on the
verandah ; but nothing would induee them ‘. - go into the rooms
of the sick. However, it waz somoet i
have even them with her ; and, with
ghe went back to wateh her charmes,
and she brought & chair and sat by
his l']L'I.]J breath comie I l'E"'

The two women ontside; curled unds
a while and then fell nsleep, tchiman at first made a
great show of walk oxpectorating loue
passed the doors of the bedroom ; final I-., hie, too

lesolation, to

o, chiatiaved for

every Hime he
sided into

his usual corner and foll fust a with his long stick in his
hands. The d agninst eneh other, but gra-
dually 3, who disz all

ms in Palmiste

mudly ealled for
about midnizht. As lia doaling appear ot their
[]II?:,' |III:]'.'I"':|. their he '.-.\n in a I.|.|I|L and ]I:I.-E har nip. g'Llu[
then the silence of lI'||'-' forest Heemel d  itself fult; and
Marie, horold superstitions coming back ir their fores, almost
gasped with the tension of her nerves. The room flled with
ghoste—not ghosts that d her with terror g0 mne
Her long-dead mistre 'l!I,I'III.-", ‘-'I-I || J..::;» loi
soemed to be Jl--'.r1|. in white
facez of old aedq1
of the room ; or th wonld s I
changa into thoe fa lead lover, Voices, too, wore
'-'.]n:in;:lu r about her, t:||| she could Bear it no lonper, and went
otk into the open air, to Page the verandah, and look upon the
old familinr scena bathed in the s mlighit.

.

—in the Catholic faith

5 Ie
ng light d
the: mo -I|*~||1|;5:-'; lluI

1 the dark eorn

jiai'tl gho CAme

:k and praye

that had rearsd |u'- tio 'I:-- Mo, . What matter if no
Madonna heard her1 The prayer  was the same to God, who
liears all prayers an d soems ty 0 grant 80 fow, [oes nny one aver
geb all he prays for? I trow n -':_ And yot we [rLy— iy

gainst hope and o y—though we seo the advent of ths
Imevitable, and Enoie t God will not turn it aside for Ly
prayers or vehoment calling.ont of ours,  But atill we pray ; and
when the hand of death is on the nearest and dearest to us,
when all thot makes lifa sweet is-to be torn from uz, we hetakae
ourselves to our knees, and so we o on praying till the world’s
end, despite the calm perenazion o phalosapher, ~|.'.-| the ox-
Perience of o life, Obly, by prayer we soften our he
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it seems ag if God onswers us by _:1]|n'.'i:|.1.ingl,' the hlow, and
giving some comfort while its sorrow 15 at its '|J:|Lf|:1-i-:;£. :

So, while Marie prayed, it scemed to her, in the dim light, as
if the fuce of the sick man altered and goftemed.  The fieres
licat of the fever died sway, his brow grew damp and chill, his
hands soft and warm, and his breatling calm and regular,  And,
for the time, she fancied that her prayers wore heard indesd.

Do you know thet moment in the night—the passages, as it
wore, from day to day—whena chiill ‘breath seems to passaver
the earth, and for o spave all the world is |||:$1|-'LE az if in death
You may fool it by seaor by land,  Thave shivered and trembled
under its apell, whils gazping for breath in the sulphureons Hed
Seq. Orin the heart of London, should youw be awake, you lis
and frol that vesterday is dead indeed, and the new day not yel
fully born. Thiz 12 the time when feeble old mon and children
die ; and when death seems most terrilile.

At this moment Philip woke.  And at sight of his eyes tlie
motlier's heart ]f'ﬁilt- 1, and she thanked God: .I"LIJ' Oe prrt of
her prayer, at least, was answered.  For the deliium was gone,
and her zon was in his right mind. She did not dare to speak;
while, on her knoea 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.

“ Thers ara 80 many ghosts,” lhe murmured, “about this
honse, that I suppese you are another. You are the ghost of my
mothor”

AL, no.  Hemsell[™ she cried oub.  **No, my son, your own
mother herself come to. nurse you—your own loving mother.
Oh, my boy, my darling—forgive me [ :

S T am weak," ho said, “and my head iz confused, Tonch
me, that T may know you are no phantom of my Leain:  Kiss
e, my mother”

She showered o thousand kisses on his poor thin cheeks ; she
took his head in her arms, and bathed it with her tears—thosa
precious woman's tears, not all of repentancs, bub some of thank-
fulness and love, like those that onee washed Our Saviour's fact,
till Pinlip's heark, softened by saflering, broke down, and he
weph aloud.

But then her fears took alarm, and she guickly dried her eyes.
And when he wonld have spoken—wlion he would have answered
some of her love with repentance and prayers—szhe forbade im
to utter a word.
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alwaye seomed to woken first—to rail at their lords from ‘the
huts of the camp, Her own Ewo companions of the night shoolk
thamgslyaa mgﬂ',.hnr, anid gl'L‘{'LI?II her kiild[j‘. Sha set them o
make some tea, and sab with her hands crossed, looking before
hir ab the bright and hopeful morning,

Presontly she remenibered her little Indian, and went to look
at him in his bed. Alas! nlas! the poor child was dead,
Withont n sound, or she wonld have heard it theongh the open
door, his spirit lad gone from him in the night: and he lay,
eold and stiff, in the carcless gmee of sléeping childhood—hia
hend pillowed on his amm, his eyes closed,  Struck with terror,
ahie turned to the other reom. ‘Chere, at least, was ﬁ]w:p king-
man, but not friend, of denth. And sitting patiently by the
bedside, she resumed her watch,

Tha hours passed on, the sun grew ligh; but stall he glopt,
About ten arrived the doctor—she had simply sent for the
nearest doctor; bub she recognised an old friend of Georze
Dinrnford's, and went to mest him ez ou acquaintanes,

He tock olf’ his hat—Dr, Staunton—and seeing an unknown
lady who held out her hand, tosk it with great astonishment,

 Pardon me; madame, I—"

#.0h, Doctor Stannton, you have forgotten me them] DBut
com in guickly,”

He went in without a word, and beznn to listen to lier acoonnt
of his patient. .

“1tis a bad case, madame—a very bad case. T onght to have
been sent: for four daye ez,  IE vou are intevested in him—"

“ Interested? Oh! Doctor Staunton, is it possible you have
forgotten me? T am his mother.”

“You—>3Marie? Can it be, indesd? T thenoht you dend.
Tell me about yourself. My poor child—T mein—"

# Neover mind, doctor.  TPeople eall ma Madsme de Guyon.
Bub el me about my son.* %

“ Madume do Guyont Tzit possible that you are—"

“Yes—I nm the singer, But now tell meabont my son,”

" Marie—be strong—strong to bear the worst, e cannot live,
No human art can save him.

Bhe sat down, dry-syed,

“When will hedie

L \_‘-'v. cannot tell. 1'-.*_|'_hi1p3 in an hour—perhops in two.
Hea will die befors the evening. I will stay with you to the end.”

Sho covered her face with her hands—not to weep, but te

|

|

e i
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ts that
1up, and began to busy her
lowe, and laying

krl';J back the ]l.l.l-]. roebellions :]I'l
bosom, . 1o a few mome
aolf abont her boy 1y ~.“_||-..|| ing his
atraight.

@ L'heard,” she said, “in I
me—that le was being led awi
gure liis heart was good, I cam
him. 1 find him |'._'._|... Oh, 4
Cieorge Durmford, who loved me-
liis lifis, #in :
this iz only the third 1 seel
Stannton, he loves me :~.|.|. Oh, save him !

“ Klarie, T cani

“And why ™
nok eave him befora
knew that hie was h

¥
nka Be 8t

nid—aArthnr D
w bad ¢

thinking to try and save

litg !.||:||'|'1
d, Doetor

Iy upon him— “'1'."' did you
r's snka? Why, whon you
that e was nokb w hat |-,|',|,].E
did you not edme ar nd  reason 'L'-i'|| I Oh " she added,
bitterly, *1 know the reas i =1 hn otton, after four
and .,'.n.|'|||_1. FEArs fE { |.1p|. wis o mnlabbo."”
“T awear, Maris,” suid b yon
wrone me. | eame hera—T camoe 11-|---. 'I'l'-' I:T--: 1i=|L-'—i
must tell 1t you: =1 'wag i I. T eame acain, and i
to me. I s e |u- n il my ild not come u third l.l
1 aector,” e from the |li.-l-.ﬂ'-. ST thank

s Lk | mw
you, and .L;;L.IL [ Log ¥ r

Marie was ab Liz £idein o moment, kissing and fondling him,

%W hat shall he ]||.l.--, doctor? What will you give him1
Tea—oh, here it come

Doctor Staunton el im some ri::'i:l-' things.

":I ]|'|_l.'rI heard what you have been ::ml}'i'.l"_",-' saiid l'jj”[l). i |

"{’ﬁlu 10, my -'~Il—-l'|l it -—[- il will not permit it
! hat 1t 15 the b thiing I enm din
*erhaps that 13 the r Ho lots me do ik, Doostor, I hove
a good deal to say to my mother, and o very little time to soy it
Leave us for o I.:-..:-.:. But first shake hands with me”

Laft o

“ies me; mother,” said Philip,  “ Tell me that yon forgive
me, Mother—in my WeiKness, I i!l:[ P you '||.'|.T-.]llrl."

¢ Oh, Philip, with all my heart's love I forgive you, You did
not koow me,  You could nob know T was your mother indeed,
It was I who was wrong, There is nothing to forgive, dea

1.

[ -
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¢ Bab thers is,” he said. T knew yon wers my mother,
directly you told me go. I feli it Bub T was provd, and T had
just—without knowing all my wickedness, it is troe—robbed
Arthur of his inberitance.  And T conld not bear to give it back
ggain, DMy heart, too, was bitter with that other wrong T had
committed—oh | my mother, a deeper wrong, even, than what I
did to you. You may forgive me for one, but you ean never for-
give me for the other.”

U1 ush | my boy. Tk 18 all forgiven”

“ANY" He bhardly seemed nstonished, and had forgotton
how she knew,

€ AlL Laura told me herself.  She bade me take ont o yon
bier love and pardon.  She implored me to bring her ont with
me.  She says that all alie wants now isto hear one loving woud
from you, to treasure up, and hide the memory of all the things
vou did and said—when you did not know what you were say-
ing, my-dear.”

Philip tarned his face and wept on the pillow,

“ Wipe my oyes, mother, Iam so weak that T eannot aven
do that for myself,  And now get seme paper, and write a lotler
for me.  Bul eall the doctor frs=t."

Mario wenb to get thoe paper.  Before she came back, Doctor
Staunton had administered o restomtive,

“ How long ¥ asked Philip of the doctor.

“ Don't talk too much, or you will kill yourself in an hour”

“Good," stid Philip. * Write, dear mother—

i Deanest Wirg—IL hiave but a short time now to. live,
With my last breath, T nsk pardon of you for the grisvous
wrongs [ have done you, Ne punishment could be too graat for
me. My mother tells me yon have sont me your forgiveness.
1"-!_". dear, if I conld tell you how I have WL:L'n[mI—if vou knew tho
bitter remoree that has seized me since T have heen in this placs !

Bk all is over at lnsh, The great weight is lifted. God hns
senit my mother with her love and your pardon. I go into the
other world. T have no excnse for mysolf, T have been a bad
mnn, and lave led a bad life, Quly if God lots me ask any-

1.1“-1;1_{'—_’ )
My zon I" aried Marie,

“*If God lets me ask anything, T will ask Him to bless you
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hoth. This is my enly prayer have nona for myself.
My dear—my Lanra—T am very, very sorry.  Think only fi
futnra that I loved you all .1|--|"-' God bless you, my wifs,—
Your most affectionate and penitent husband,

U Prmar,

He signoed it with fashle fingers, guided by Marie, and then
fill back.

T ghould like to write to Arthur, bub I «
me, and tell him how 1 repented, and ask his forsi
MucIntyre wanted mo to de ight veara ago, but I
You will won't you, dear mother
LT
HSing ton

Writa for

dear mother; you zing so well. T should like
to hear your \'-*i-‘--. ange niore.  Sing me & hymn"

['. Wils 1t IJI1- tri: Bha steadiad horself and 5-'~.1.1'|_-_'—h:..-i hi "-i
upon her shoul ,],.._ with all her fulpess and richness of voies,
20 that the old ||. eloke L'.I'l-.--.] hiz Brimming eycs at the sound—

When other 1
Help of the hel

close ebhe out life's 1
wodim, its glorie

it to its
Life's joye

Hiz chesk dropped against hers. She
affright.

‘*Mother,” he murmured, very fuintly,
Is it might alveady ¥

“0h, Philip 1

“T think I am dying—give wy love to Lagra. ISz me
mother, “|I..|I! wo mieet agnan i

“ My boy—in Heaven. I conld not go there without you”

His head fell heavil y forw: He was dead, ;

The littls Indi iak salno ave “1.| . 1i-the
Indian cematory faneral ritea had |||-. sl
o mourners, | L grave, and carried him
under his arm to the placs of |
of his heart and a kind of notural |.-i-
grave, so that, should he perchanes
of at ll st slaking hia thirst.  Ax

out of the goodoess
aced o hottle on the
. there might be means

ng 1 in Indin perhaps his mother
waited for him to come |_1] wondered, locking as ths years wend
by, that he deloyed so long. The life of wan is short ab the
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best ; bot the shorier it is I'|!|: lezs of bitterness he kmows.
Solomon said much the Bﬂni:itlljlng. )
Dioctor Stanuton stayed with Marie. After the first burst of

passiomate grief, sho begnn, womanlike, to find her consolation.
And the thonght that his last few hours were spent in love and
ropentance @ that the memory she would have of her som wonld
not be of eruel insult and wrong, but of tenderness and affec-
tion, mide her thank God for one great merey at least.

They buried him the next day, in the nearest English elaroh-
:rm-l, closa to lus father's grave. After his feverish life, it was
comsoling fo his mother's heart to carry with her Lis last fow
words of repentanee and sorrow.  She treasured them up, and
when she thotught of them, she forgob the eruel scene in London,
his harsh words, his tones of mockery and pride, remembering
only his tender love at the lust, and, when all was over, his
calm face sob with the swect, sad, unchanging smile of death.

They buried him as the sun went down into the sea. The
fioree Lieat of a tropical ewmmer day was over; and night, with
its perfect calm, wns stealing upon the world when the lnst
wards of the funeral service were promounced, and the mould
mattled npon the colfin of poor Philip. Mane thought of his
Yifo; of the storm and hurneane when she left him with lLis
father and went back alone throngh theforest « of the blight that
hiz birth had thrown upon him; of his wasted energies, Tuined
hopes, and cruel misdeeds: and of the swest calm and peace of
the end. And it scemed to her that this tropical day was an
emblam of his life, with its fiares and seorching heat, ifs turbu-
lent hurricanes, and its peaceful night.

The clorgyman read the service, and went away. Then Marie
snw that she and the doctor were not the only mourners ; for,
with their hats off, and knecling on the sward, were her two
brothers, Adolphe and Aleide, Slepping réverently forward,
they each threw a handful of mould upon the coffin ; their first
and last eleim ab kinship. And then the two poor fellows
walked slowly away, and Marie saw them no mors,

she wont back to thae eatate, the old doctop I{I:"f:l_l["g hor com-
pany; and though Palmiste knew that the great singér had been
to their island, and was at Fontsineblean when young Durnfond
died, no one Enew on what erand alie had come, nor what was
her velationship to Philip. Dr. Staunton kept the seeret well,
Nor did she think it nee y to tell Adelphie Napoleon Rohan
de Montmorenei thot Marie was not dead, aftor all, " What would
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have been the nss?  If was mob o s slinme. I all the
e o wat lier bro WETH ¢ hlacks, guining o lving
by driving o voiture de pl I patberid 'IJf-'hi.';-_,r
to her. No ong in Engls ronld think the '-"-'"""-' of her. A
imger 18 nob ighed family, mors than
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{ained 1.l."m|1 he learned, thr
geniug; that he was illegibi
the lower race.

Philip, until the last few mont
hivhat -5' w I':‘i' -f: not I'u. ] |
i
c1|-|. IL'II writo

ather in his o

wig now a lad J-."|=".|:I.'. thera
now exeepb one o bwo persons in
There was no need for
: d almost everything that a
i tortures women most—ihe loss
il plina in condick, ghie had
] reproach, whispered
. the valoe of fair fame,
Therafore she kept tha

u]-.:*.:.; his JI.I--.
the man who was his evil
il touched with the blood of

of hiz life, hind beon in the
P mAgaLings, :nnh- becanse it
thom, and partly because he
l ].':.- looss. papers, heaped fo-
m alips and fragments of paper—
~-H|||l.|n ginad Hmes many—aometimes in prose
B : in verss—showed that ho knew himself capable of
goodd thi and that, though he followed the worse, he approved
the bet

bornt them all bn

_This she kept, and sent to
It had no ’.'.'||l"I

af four stanss—r
nn #lement of power.

my grave for me
yrde the painted sunshine lights the aisle



MY LITTLE GIRL.

Not where, throogh glories of the pillared pils,
Th gilver-voioied choir )

Bing o'or the sacred bones of glorious dead
The straing of David's lyre,

Rather seol out for me
Bome 1.'i|| 1] |,'|1|:n".'|1.'.1|'.'] whare tha “'n'_-]u_f domes nod
Where mounds ignoble cover men !I'ﬂ.-r:.;ll'. E
Whiere: the bisck branching yow
Oorhnngs with midmght shade the noss-grown: stones,
And hides the graves fram view,

Bury me there, and write

No long inscription on a marble stone ;

Onlv o head Cwith thisss v I nlomp=—
¥ J [ dared not—therefore failed.”

Lot the dishionour of a coward ||-":|.|.".,
FHo sot forth, so be vailed.

Let no man weep for mo =
Rather rejoice that one whose will was wealk
No ||:-||;-|:r cumbers sarth : and when thev speak
(Mot with breath bated), say,
God made £he world for those who dare be atron
Wall, that the wenk d.l.n.':l.;r "

o
ot

&he kept these lines only, and on his grave set up the head.
ecross he wished, with his own worde, “ He dared not: there-
fore failed.” Uader them she wrote—*P. D). Aged twenty-

S T
X,

Over his grave, and his fither's, wave the tall filbaos, with
their long, mournful sough, singing & perpetual lament over the
sing and sorrows of the dead. In this forpotten corner of tho
world—no longer & mamory even in Palmiste, though few years
have as yot gone by aince he disd—lhe lies of rest.  Arthur and
his wife, and their children, will perhaps be laid beside him 3
but not Mario.  Another grave is hers—a wider one, bk, I
think, guite as peaceful.

She gent Philip's last words to Tanra and Arthur by the next
mail, 8he stayed o finish what she had to do ; left presonis
for her peopls, to be given by Doctor Staunton ; and embarked
again for Lngland in the first homeward-bound ghip, hap-
pler, if move sad, than when she arrived bnt a short month
befure,

24
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CHATFTER XLV.
o Ny dearest danghter "—ib was the Iast lettor, the ona letter,
that Laure ever had from Maorie—* I send you Philip's last
words, It is all over, my child. 1 cannot write aboub him yet,
But he kissed me st the last, and we [w..'sul together. I have
given money fo o man, W ho promises to keep kis grave, and to
tpmj the :ﬁ.:l.u\-'.ﬁ thiat I have |:l.|-...|. 1 |["l e 15 A cross ok its
head, with his initials, and a line that I found in his desk—
tHe dared not: therefore 1.- pd.” Ttis the story of his lifa
—a poor life, a ginful life, a sorvowful life. He saw what was
pood, and took what wis bad, becanse it seomed the eastest, In
all his fonlts, he tried to make a compromiss between the two
My poor boy! He looked so bandsome, thongh he was pals
and worn of the last; and, as he Iy dead, his :mﬁ'rh was gik
with a sweeter amile than I had ever & -|.n on it in life. Alag!
I never saw him smile, I love to think of him so;; and to i
that Lo i with One who is far more merciful than we two
Wonmen.
i am delayed by all this business, but I retum by the next
nnit
 Strange presentiments fall upon me. T cannot sleep af
night. If I do, I have dreams and visions, And I feel as if I
shall never see you again, But I am not anhappy. God has
forriven s both— my boyand me. Isa y that sguin and again;
and I comfort mysell with thu.ku.wh-m' my Philip laid his arms
about my neck, and kissed me, ot the end,
 One-thing L forgot to tell you. You ame now the owner af
Fontaineblean. You must give it back to Arthur,  Make him
gake it.  What is mine is yours, and Tam rich. Should I never
reach England, all is Ll'llt't'-iL!H' 1 to yow
# T gnelose you o lock of l’lll]l'p-l hair. T ent it from his
head when I took my last tl:.-nL ab his poor, white, dead face, T
put up oné of mine with it. Tie them up together, dear child,
and put them in a locket. Hers, too; isa fower from his Srave.
And, with it all, his last letter, God bless yon, my danghts
Perhaps my forshodings may come to nothing,

“ Mamg"

A wild day off the Cape, where the gales ara fiercer and the
waves 1y TSN than in any other Pt of the oeean, In the midst
of the warring winds and mighty waves a gallent ship, tossing
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and groaning ns every successive mountain of gray-green witer
gtrikes hor,  The sailors are holding on by the ropes, the man
fb the helm is lashed to his post, the captuin is giving orders
clinging to the davits, and all the passengers, excopt fwo or
thres who are on deck and watching the waves, are below in the
saloon.  'The storm has raped without intormizsion for threa
days, They have been driven steadily south, far out of tha
track of any ship, It is bitterly cold. The nien linve bean all
day trying to get up cargo and lighten the vessel, The eligines
litbour heavily, Every now and then the screw, ns the ahip's

gtorn is Lifted out of the water, whizese vound awninst tho i,

with a sound that seems to terrify the ship; for she gives a
shiver, aud then makes another bound fory rils, nnd gallautly
trics to right herself, Now and again a g enger tries to. gt
hold of the ecaptain or one of the officers, and essays o fod
a erumb of comfort in the assurance that thinga eannot [if=H
waorss, and therefore mnst change soon ; but the officers wear
anxions foces, and the captain shekes his herd when Lie talks
to his chief, Hour after hour goes on, and things get worse :
the wind highor, the waves longer. Ona after the other the
passengers creep below into the ssloon, and try to cheer each
other, with a stekening fear at their hearts.  Mario is tliers,
sitting with clasped hands, and calm foce, and downenst BYes;
The women around her are crying and wesping; the men are
sitting with hageard faces, or sometimes looking ab each other
with a smilo ;. and the storm grows worse, Preseutly sho fecls
6 hand eatehing at lher avm. It is o young girl, going to Eng-
land to be married,  She had not spoken to Marie before. ' Now,
in her misery, ghe looks round, and finds hers the only faca
with any courage upon it, Marie rouses herself ab the touch,
and takes the girl into her arms,

My poor child," sho whispers,

And at the sound of her pitying voice, the gitl breaks into
& flood of weeping and lamentatiog,

** Madame de Guyon,” she crica, “do you think we are going
to b drowned 1

“ I don's know, my dear. God knows, Ho will do what is
best for ne
iy for us, Madnme de Guyon.”

Marie prayed—whispering her prayer in the gitl's ear,. The
storin grew lowder and iiercer.  She had to cling 1o the baek of
the saloon seat on which she was resting, and in the middle of

34—z

'




372 MY LITFLE GIRE,
her praye Tha child—ahe was litHa
T (re— ‘l"”] her the more firmly.

# God, our Father,” she whis pered, “send us what iz hest
for us."

Thera wns o gtamping and noise wpon d
mainmask | boen earried by ths board; be
cleared and presently more noize befell them when :]4.1
foromaet followed. These in the cobin frembled and shri
:1::.- or two of the men got brandy, and drank :I|T.-1:.I'_. to |'|l.'-.]r 11[}

5 op, [Four ex-di from Califormia sat down to
have o |- il gamble, and, he lding the cards firmly in one hand
il...."l L]|- hix |||_|"'." |_1| r-.u L.-|.|!J"J ]_.lll.:l-.lll.,l.i [||_|_, mselves g0 to !L'lJ'|I_'
the world.

But the end was not yet
whated towards one o'el
gver distant
B TLIN
.m-l. It
of 'l.':"l
to:

for the
was finally

Py

iz was the foronoon. The wind
tliers sevmed o pro _'l_'{__ ]|_||'.1.'-
1:I'|1|I‘ '.i;:,.\,_{l'l'c! gave up their
lf drunk, over the winnings
it terrified assumed anonir
Cioly the girl clung
e long dey
crept om. Ab .' fe, @ pretence wos made ab dinner—what-
ever eonld ba ng put out.” Bab by this
good many of the men were drunk, and lyin;
'|_|...|: seata on the e s and the women l"":.l]-l. ok ent, ]__||4,- 4_'|||-
tain eamo down—n cheery, hewty man,  He looked with
infinite disguat ab '|| s drunken passengers, and hoastened to say o
faw worda to Ma 1 the young Iud
“ You seom gy, Madame
tell you that, though wa niay |
shall. If the wind rises aoain
fime of it. - Cleo
hiope for the 5" st
can save 18 fro
for storm and tempest” he

wio hind Dean 1m

vomen lefl off eryix

;" he said ; “and 8o 1
y I do not think wa
1 ||l.'n' o rough
il ¢ v mist
after yon. He
e and tempesh
s ihe Lord ¢an
Laor | will"

ive and .'|'|r'I|II'|1 aa hrave
-zt down and talked to them, making a
T ii:.'il:_' {o cheer up the o
oh. DPresuntly the sun seb
rather, the t.i_;- il darkness came upon them,
stowardess 1t ono or two of the saloon In . wnd o Inpecd inta
& sort of torpor which had fallen upon her. The doctor tried to
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rouse hermpe Tt was nonsa. She lifted up her head and moaned —
“ T've been a grent sinner—oh | T've heen a great sinner ™

Well, eome,” said the dockor, kindly—* we all know that,
of course; but you might ns well do your duty all the same.”

Bat zhe refuzed to move. So the doctor tried himself to
minister 'to his two ladies, withont much effect. Indead, thora
waa likt to ba dene for them,

Marie raized her head and listened.  Thon she whispered to
the doctor—

% The wind 18 vising—T feel it coming

The doctor shuddered. Heconld distinemizh 1
the dull roar of the waves
tha wind had almcst di
Presently it eame —first o ¢hirill whistloin
a-sort of heavy, dull blow to starbonnd :
gtageerod and resled

“God help us™ said the dector, softly. “Weo shall not gob
throngh this night."

Marie and the girl clong to each other.

¥ 1 shall &0 or id the dost
- Come below,” eaid Marie, *if there iz Lige.
He nodded, and went out into the black, howling night.

* Madame,"” said the girl

0l me Marte, dear."

# Maorig—call me Lucy.. I there were only o clerzyman.”
Lot me be your clergymnn, dear Lucy,  God hears us in
alm.  We want no elergyman.”

1 him so much—more than God !
Do you think He will forgive me!  Marie, do you think T enn
be foraiven 1 ;

God forcives ns all™ said Marie. % Fla has foreiven e,
Ant God bas talien my son, and is going to take me.  Ha has
forgiven us both—me and my boy, tos. Do you mot think ho
will forgive yon " j )

* Pray for me, agoin,” sobbed the gicl,

Marie prayed. Two or three of the women—they wora
soldiers’ wives, poor. things, nil-class passongers, whe had
crept alt for better sheltor— mg tho girl on her knees and
Marie bending over her, d craw over to hier, and
kneelod round her, while Marie prieyid for a

In the midst of her prayer thers was o eonfused rosh and
_I._!llr;-_;h-' of waters, and the ahip seamed .*-:utlx't-.'ll'..'.' togtop.  In the
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ronr of the tempest, they hardly porceived that i was her
engines which had stopped. And }'-l-.rh looking up, saw the
doctor 1]'|'|.'{i.ll" liis way towards her. tohing one of the iron
pillars of the saloon, he bent over an l whispered in her ear—

“The ship will be down in ten minutes

She nodded, and drew from her hreast s little packet : which
sghe handed him.  He put it in hi ket ; ind then, with tears
in his eyes, kissed her upturned face, and dis peared up thae
companion ladder.  None of the women noticed it.

Ten minutes afterwards, he found himsalf clinging to o ropa
on the deck. Next to |I:Iirl waa the chief officer.

“ Where's the skipper i* he shouted through the storm,

“Uone overboard., All the rest, too, I think, with the
almighty wave that pat out our o firee,  Daoecter, don't ba
drowned like a heathen. Say you didn't mean what you said
the other might.”

HNot L” shouted the dostor. * Tf 've been wrong, and thera
14 ?EIII'I.L-.]'III"I” Lo comae, I 1|'.1|I1.L L D |.\.||'r into 1t with a misep-
able apols 1;:;',"

The ¢l officer said mo more 3 becauss ab that moment
another vwave, striling the ship, washed them both off together into
the black aea.

The doctor, recovering his senses, found himself clinging to
some portion of the wreck. How he got hold of if, by what
instinet, how in the erash and roar when his senses |:-. i h]lu he
still managed to hold to it, he never knew. It was a black
night, nnd ha was alone on the waves. He looked round, but
eonld see nothing.

The morning found him still living. The storm had subsided,
and the sun broke fair and warm.

TI'wo days afterwards, 2 homeward-bonnd ship saw an object
tossing on the sen, and made out that it was o man and a 311-,‘,:,
of w Iuj{ Thoy lowersd 2 boot:.  The man was breathing, but
that wasall, They teok him on board and gave him restoratives.
Hea came to his senses presently, and fold his story. And tha
doctor was the only sarvivor of the ship, The caplain and the
erew, Marie and little Tuey, nnd the passengers, had all gone
down together, When they tonehed at Plymouth, the dostor
landed and went stmight to Venn with the packet that Marie
had put into his hands, Tt contained mothing Lut a fow
memoriale of Philip:

Laura had lest her husband and her mother.

14
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CHAPTER XLVI

Lavra continued to stay with Sukey. She made no now friends,
and no changs in her life, Hurtlay chme to ses Liar nearly every
day, and the old daily visit was o reskored, with the dilference
that Lio was the scholar.

All her beaunty had come baek to her: voses to her checks,
the life and lightness of youth, the sweetness and frace, doubled
and trebled by the lessons of sorrow, wilh that additional eharmn
for which we have no other word than lndylhiood,

All were happy, exeept Bukey, who watched her hrother day
after day, with feelings growing more and wmore irrifated, At
last she spoke. He wans in g particularly good temper that
morning.  Laura wasin her own soom, dressing to go out with
him.

* It's ridiculous, Hartley,” eried Sukey, losing all control over
herself,

“What is ridiculous, Sukey 1

* I say it is ridienlous, the way you are going on.  How long
is it o last? And people talking. Even Anme gaye it's too
bad of you.”

"My own Sukey, what is it ("

“Its Laura.  Has the man gob eves in his head?  Are yon
stupid?  Are you Llind 1

Hartley turned red.

“Tell -me, Sukey—spenk plait, ‘Tell me what it is von
mean i

** Oh, Hartley !  You are the most foolish ereatore that ever
wasd, my dear brother,” She lnvarteed h;.'st,u:rjl:.dl:n  The chilid
loves the very ground you walk wpon, She drepms of you—
ghe is never happy except with you"

“* Don't, Sukey, don't—" Hao began walking about the reom.
* It you should be wrong, Am T to lose the happiness T hiave
every day 1"

#Lose it And o second time, this uonsensa! I haven't
patience with the man, While the pretiiest and best girl in the
world is dying of love for hing, he talks abonk loging happiness ™

“Go send hur heve, Sukey. dear, TIt's true our grandfsther
was & bishop, and hers was g Gray's Inn lnimdress—no, that
was her grandmother” He looked ab her with a smile Playing
about his lips,
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4Tt may be remarkable, Hartley,” said Sukey, “to quot
yourzelf, but it iz trae, that in onr family the ro Are two gran-
fathers, one of whom was nob unconnected with the wholesals "
—here sho mode & '--.r} face—"* the wholesale glua trade.”

% (o away, Suak he laughed, giving her that very anusual
ﬂ;in:_-: from him, y hiad never, --_'. tha way, been Vary
frugal over his ki ! lis, in the cld l.1r||-' o
away, and gend o

She eama, dane AU .lua stairs and singing, ready for her
walk, in a d le costume, all her own invention, and
Lringing the snshing ...u- tho room with her.

--m, Mr. Venn.  Ars you ‘-|1|.|t ent? I linve only

 Here 1
been ten :

“1 am always
hald it for & moment 1n h*

#Child, I am more than im]
You give me xul the joy Lhavein i
—the gre

She bega and her eyes filled with tears,

 (Give mo the greatest, my derling. MNever to ba separated
from you—to have you always with me. Give mo the right to
take :\IIII in my arms, as I used to do when you were a littla

took her hond and

T am discontented.
b you withhold soms

child. DBe my . Laollie™

She looked in his face.  The eyes wers smiling —the face was
grave. No wild tempestuous passion such as she might have
ramombered, only that memory scemed all desd. " No fioree light

of & burning fire in ﬂu- s eyea—only the I LL-;-F a full, deep
love which nothi £ Oy
She thraw her .mu. round his neck, l..'I" id her cheak to his
& My, Venn—Mr, Venn, Thave never anyhady bub you.”
What could he say '! Theras wis ne -":.ill.:‘.--::l_'.'. minnkes
WLerwards, ¥, hearing no voice, opensd the They
vere atil niling in that sama- posinre, kissing h other, ns
Sukey afterwards told Anne, “like a pair of b Jhiea"
6 M doarest” eaid Bukey, “T1 fways prayed for thia
from the very beginning. Ha loy, you must tell Anne. Hing
the bell. Anmne, you will ba glad to lear that Mr i|.:l.'|i.|l':|' i
going to murry Ars. Durnford.”
Anne sat down and wiped her eyes with the corner of her
"'IJII aTl.
# Wow, T m content to go,” she said.  *© Oh, Mr. Hartlay, Mr.
Hartley—and she never tired of hearing how I dandied yoi on
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my knees when you were a little baby o month old.  God bless
and keop you both, my dears.”

That evening the Choros assembled. Lynm and Jones arrived
nearly at the same moment.  Both seemed strangely preocenpied
and nervous. Jones eonld not sit down, Ha walked about,
upset glasses, and comported himself as one under the inflaence
af atrong emotion, Venn n-r.]:.' gepmnd ]_'ﬂrft'uf]}" ll'-l-l?l'llli[.

' What is it, Jomes 1" he asked ab last,

# My play came out last night at the Lyceum

00" said Lynn 3 “Cand failed, of coursa.”

“*Never mind,” said Venn, “you can ecasily write another.
After all, what matters little disappointments? Mere incidents
in our life, giving flavour to what elss would be monotonous,”

“Yes," saildl Jones, “if one may quote Byron en such an
Occasion as the presenf—

*0h ! weep not for me, thongh the Bride of Abydos
Wildly calls upon Lara to slumber no MOTE &

Though from De-[l-:-ﬂ to Crebs, from Olynthos to Cnidos,
The canes of the Corsakr is hngging the shore.

Oh! weep not for me, thongh on Marathon's mountain,
The chiefs are ot thimblary, as i3 their wont

Theugh bancath the broad plane tree, by Helicon's fountain,
The Inngoishing Dadu is murmaring ** don's, """

“*Wo will not weep, Jomes.  Bit down and be chearful”

“I am a hombug" eried Jomes, * (b | why were you not
there? If was a groak suceess. The houss sereamed. I have
gucceeded at last —at last.” e sat down, and his voica broke
olmost into a-s0b as he added, “1 have written to Mary,”

“This will not do," said Verm. “Ha violates every rals of
this-Chorns. Mo brings his private joys into what i saered to
private sorrows.  Lynn, he must be expelled.”

“Btay a moment,” said Lynn. “1, too, have something to
comminicate,”

" What? Tou, ton? Have you then—i

“No, I have accepted 2 judgaship in Trinidad, T starb next
month,”

Yenn looked round him with astomis! ment,

Then he turned red and coufused,

"1, too," ho.confessed,  hayve my secrob bo communiente.
Yes, my friends, the Choros is dissalved, I am pgoing to be
married,”

They looked at him' nerpoualr
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“T1 am to marry my little girl.”

“ Thank God," said Lynn.

W hy, who else eonld I marey?  There s but one’ woran in
the world, o far as T am comcerned. "We ghall be married 1m-
medistely, and go to Ttaly, i1l we are tived of it then we shall
come bagk again.  There will be no wedding fuss, or breakfast,
ar other auu--.,..m,-s—unl-.x:- Sukey likes to come here for o final
kidoay.”

“And the Opuscula

Venn winced,

# T sghall begin their careful revision with o view to publice-
tion—at my own expense, Lollie fs rich, you know,” he added,
simply.  Bosides, it will be good 1o ]'| 1V '~.l1‘.!c't:'1i:'-: to do. Inm
the morning, we shall roam ab n sjoy the sunshine. In
the eve nm_r,! ghall eorrect tha -|“i',; s while: Lollie plays
to ma, You sce, I am not in any hurrs pubilishing. I
haps in ten years" time you may see pn announcement of their
appearanee,’

i The last night of the Chorus" he went on,  * My frends
there stands before us the venorabla b :l.l.]1* of champagoe w ||!-'.']'|
was Dbrought in the very first night of ly establizhed
Chomg, now twelve years ago. This night must witness the
drinking of that wine, Aged and mellowed, it is doubtless by
this time in eplendid comdition. I wao 1ld 1I.|.'-||-'-r wera hera to
join ns.  Jones, gt the champagne glesses from the euphoord.
Lynu, my boy, he IJl me to remove the wire. Avo we ready ?
Now, in the *I_I,,'Il_j.,u' of the generons wine behaold the IIIZII"'ﬂI'l' 2B
of :hu fature. UOur youth will be renewed. We gha u|. live
|3¢'M,|n ][; thi sins ||:|||_|_' of Eneeess and hy 1] lJ'Elll.-~-'-'. T-- EJ-.:I!-:]. .;

He removed his hand from the o ork. It did not illltlil"':i'l-il."]'u'
ﬂ]‘ oty and he had recourse to the v |'||-'-E-|-'|-' X Lient of [.-II,]|.1I:|”
it out with a corkscrew. After great exercise of strength,
came out with o dull thud,

He eniil uothing : Lot while'all three cvowded round the table,
he poured out the wine. It was tlat, dead, and sour, Nota
single sparkle in the g

Thay looked '|I each ober.

L:.'I]:q ]:lai' 1l |l..u.L]l}.

Tt iz an emblem of ,,r.. " he said.  * Notling compensates
Wea have wasted our vouth.”

Venn stared vacantly at the unhappy wine, which seemed an
omen of bad Luck,
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*T holieve it was bad at the beginning," he murmured, [t
eame from the public-honse.”

Jones, however, brought his elenched fist upon the tabla,

“* Emblem of lifal Compeneation 1 Rubbish " he aried.
* W have waited, we hiave suffered,  What of it 1 The: suffor-
ing is gone, the waiting is over. It iz no more tian the earache
Ihad when Twis a boy, Even the memory of it s almost
faded. Venn, Lynn, this infernal bottle is the emhblem of onr
hopes and disappointed ambitions. Go, eursed aymbol of defent,”

He hurled the bottls iuto the fireplace, and threw the glazsen
§ after it.
[ “And now, Venn, if you like, T will pat FOU 20me hew
champagne, and drink to your happiness, and to Yours, Lynn,
aud to my own, In the words of the poot —

*Look not for comfort in the champagne glazzes,
Ly fonm, and fizz, and diss

Ouly romambor thnt all soreow Pasans,
As chilihood's ear-aphes ily.

At the great Banquet whore the Host dispinsen,
Ask not, but silant wait £
And when ot last your hul;:Ing turn commencas,

Complain not 'ts too late,
And ses, O Chorn 1 of the liju:;ppqintm],
Curaclves not quite forgot ;

And after nimiess play s times disjointed,
Buushing and love our log,"

IIE END.

BILLIYG ANy SONE, FHINTESS, OUILINOMD, SUNHEE
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their lunentitions ovar an tingratefil pubbis, ro -8 school of laoghing phiin-
saphars, and, whother quarilos or sritmphant, fhally appreciste the hunsowr as wall
ma tho drawbacks of the warld The story of the “ Hetls givl * mg nnocently - bed
fromn innocenes, sad as it fa, un f
thalr da rolinved from YT
slmpio o, b tha nomlllsd stity of bor mind, by her reafornilon to ha iineay
and Boodir when untted to hoe excedent and adored, though elderly, ]iulli'u.ilnﬂ
gudda; s that on cleing the besl siie thoughis revert oxelasively to the bright and

sido of the picture— 4 e,
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#ery. —Pall Mali Gaserre,
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B ]
ouly, nor nearly W8 reente sz AL abounds in qreaint hamour, o beautiful Hitle
tonder passizos, nnd b exqulsite bits of description. |, , . pessages that hnvg
mosl stneek us by orfidnnlity, T vty or lnkmour. ., 0. W aro fres to ailimdrg

tho delightful eréation of 1he bmsinnative suthons” fancios.  Venn and Laurd aro ng
detlghtiul ea wre the dosceiptions of tiem, .. . + - Indeed tho charm of the book
lies in the contemplntion af Mr. Yesin and Lavra, nod I the masy Hithe passages of
which wa spoke ot the boyinming of Hhe motiee,” W must ebont ol v with

lv o f thesa, and miest Joave unmotied the apinknns o various miljeets which
Identally threwn cut, with m ¥ af which —eapecially thoss of womun's mis-
Mioti—=wo hoartily myroo,— Spretaer,

My Tittle (el " will cort: 15 not diminish the repatation sequined by [t sutbors
from thele previows fetion,  The ot is good, thovoughly o g the Inforoat of tha
sender, withowt the aid of anything oxt k. ”  The lncldentsase

2
kor " sona
sl mnmagped, the chancters adusdrbly drwn and well contes d, nnd tho stle oooed
leat. In deseriptive writing thi sirs ore eapocially seceesriul —Duily | Tograph

An English novel by two auth warking eonjointly, la a phenommon of mre oe-
erves Ngkhon B o v Uit noconnt.  But the book before s needs
b TeCoEnoidation | as, i ¥, caticoption, belichlnom, freshicss of siyla,
ol arlginality, it altoge rt from and above tho erdinary run of
Feccat f L Tho story 1ors B epant both thme and
crg i the ol tors whish Hguw in the lictto
ARt on every page aparkles Lo very last.  We
Rro Bt qulty sure, 11 [ o there slightly tos devar
and eplgranymatio for tho Ky 1 5 who curry om, as It wWord, Lse bosinps of
e Bt this s fault, §f Gkt it be, of-sa jreisant sl g0 rare & fatire that eveary
bscomoror will most gladly ecndemo jt IF space parmitied, we might easlly quote
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timse il many other @ R bk o e
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Vi
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Chiztopes, gnd Conditivn. of Mre Novih Amerivarn Fudians :the res
=ult of Eight Vears of Travel and Adventore among the Wildest
and most Bemarkable Tribes now existing. Conlaining 360
Coloured Engravings from the Author's original Paintings.

Small gto, cloth gilt, with Coloured Tlinstrations, 1o 6.

Chaucer for Childven :

A Golden Key, By Mz H. R. Hawers, ' With Eipht Coloured
Pictores and numeross Woodeuts by the Author.

' TE it wt danlly daki a Ripk place’ suning the Chelnimins and New Frar Sooks
& tRip revson, Sl fF alie -g.l"_j‘t'rumun’nf salvr ar on fxteoduction fo'the study of
CAawcer, ko warks, i slections of cowte hind v ofher, ave son foxt-books o
Furry sokoal thal agpive ¥o five sownid fritvcifon fn BEapdich,"— Ao pusiv,

Diemy Evo, cloth extm, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24r.
i . : 5 :
Cope's History of the Rifle Brigade
{The 'rince Corsort's Own), formerdy the gsth, By Sir WiLLiam
. Core, formerdy Lientenant, Rifle Bng:uf-.,

B Thiy Lalest combritution te Phe hivtory of the Britioh avimp fc-a wenk of the
ward varied fnfieramubion repavding the Siritagpaiohed ropiment. solpsr B o
wlir oF facks dutereiting fs the siudend in aiiffary afeire. . .
Grval credid an due o 80 W Cape for the l:‘{ll'_"dmn" and fabewr, extending mer
masty yoard, aich fe dos pieva fo the wark, L. . Tn meaniy caser weeliodai-
euited plans of aellomy are groen"—Moermino Post.

3 v Fargrd -:.-"{: cords ik Aas se gfiem Beew weder Sre, and day
i fopordant enpnprments adl evee fhe wwerdd, could met e
kvt Wl sielier acorpfalie 1e e mdtitany reader,"—ATaiEN M

Crown Svo, cloth pilt, Two very thick Volumes, 7s. 6a- each,
Cruiieshantke's Comic Abnanack.
Complete in Two SERIES i The Finst from 1835 to 1843 the
SeconD from 1844 to 1853, A Gathering of the BesT HuMmovs
of THACKERAY, Hoon, Mavenw, ALBERT Sarmw, A'Beok.
ETT, RoBERT BroUGsH, & With 2000 Woodonts: and Steel
Engravings by CRUIKSHARK, HINE, LAsDELLS, &c




BOORS PUBLISHED BY

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 77, 640
Colman's Humorous Works:
“Broad Gring,” My Nightgown and wpers,”!  and  other
Humorcus Works, Prase and Poefical, of GEORGE CoOLMAN;
With Lile by G. B. BuckstoNg, and Frontispiece by HoGARTH,

Crown 8vo, cloth extre, mit, with Portraits, 7r.

Creasy's Memoirs of Enunent Elfonians,

with Notices of the Eardy History of Eton College; = By Si¢
n CrEasY, Author of * The Fifteen LDecisive Hattles of
" A New Edition, brought down to the Present
th 13 Illnsteations.

e, - The fook war a
mpad £5 wrfedal Y
Fir Eaw n'n;.-vu,.z Jax
fod siwea the Jirsd edition
SCOTEMAN,

To he Complated in Twenty-four FParls, quarto, ot 5n each, v T rofusely
illnsirated by Coloured and Plain Flates and Weood Engravings,

& .Jw’.::r/ﬁrmfm of Costime

or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, E-'-:'ln:ai'w::i-::.'l.l. Civil, and Mili-
r.‘.l_lu'—fl-'-l‘.; we Larliest Perlod In 1".n'.:|.:m-1 ta the reign of George
the Third, Incl |.[I'|" W g of Cap ||.|.-||l-::-|"':‘;|£-.l 1% Fashtons £
the Continent, |nl'|.'|l'L'L|.-: el o General History of the Costomes
of the Frincpal Ii_,.-::-lsl:lll.l{_.:, of '['v ey |. R. PLANCHE,
Somerset Hero I e sent upon application,
Part XVITIT. just I:.'.

readielle sad futeresting L aud T can scardely & congmilfed Fa

M geared for pafEedral
o

il

LT A 3
f._.".'r.'_." ."r it of R ."':'.'-C'J".r{}."'u & c'i.' ¥
e Foak, ?;' “Fif .-| f";'r.u' fiote Wark fn :l‘h(.‘,f Toagr volfeims
o, Aandsemaly bowrrd tn Ralf vad moreccs, pift top, price
vt vl may alie be had, price 51, an
Tl i .'.lr.'Jr.,J," Pavte il n':"' eenpied by the GENERAL HISTORY
OF FHE COSTHMES OF E f'ﬁ"().‘rﬂ. .|.'.r.¢.r..;'.'.,|' ki u.lrp."-'{'z(.-'.""L

'_' Part X i"’u:.l.l
ar Fal, [ of the
b e L

L3 138 6 Coves for ina

Diemy Svo; half-hound morooce, 215
Dibdin's Bibliomania

or, Book-Madness = A iﬁ].lli(.l|'::‘|.|_'|'||.i|::'.'.'| Eomance.  "With numeross
Musin i-::q‘,. A Mow Edition; with a Supplement, including a
ey to the Assumed Characters in the Drama.




CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY, ]

Parts I, to XIL now ready, 21z, each,

Cussans’ History of Hertfordshire.

L othe H{djmm E Cussans, Illusteated with full-page Plates on Copper
OLMAR aad Stone, and a profosion of small Woodcnts,

GARTH "M Cuitamy har, prom sdircer mel acerrible fa Clicfterduch, made mast

omlvadl addiiiods o the meanorial Adetary of the comndy from bie sierdivnd perisd

i dermmaand, clered wf many doskifnd foinls, ond given eriival defails édn-

errItimg aarions sedrecls wabeuelind o dwiperticrly freated i that mriter T

] et anewa folbame been crnstructed with pread core, anad ares Saduabie ol o

s &3 dhe gancalopical hittory of the cowniy. | Mr Cuitans affciss 18 fave done

y -l Ky work ddeaciinticurly, and fo Ratr spared weltder faone, Jacorr, wor expinic fa

by S render Aix valwnces werthy of rashing in the Kipheat elaes ol Cowndy Hiitorics"

ttles ol —ACAnEuY,

S - Aaidi |
b Two Vols. Svo, cloth extrs, 305

tees  Dixon's White Conguest :

w. Th i

asy kg America in 1575, By W, HErworta Dixoy.

aditio ' The bert wwritfen, wost tusbruciive, and msid snferiafntngy book fhad Mr.
A Lixow har pubfiched since " Neew Avcerica," "= NIk,

ofuseh Seconn Eprrios, demy 8vo, cloth pilt, with Tlustrations, 18,

% ' iy

Dunraven's The Great Divide :

1 Nl A Marmative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer

bl of 1874, Bythe EaRL of Dungaves. ‘With Maps and numercis

;‘mrﬂ' striking fall-page Illustrations by VALENTING W, BROMLEY.

R U Theru ez nel for  Joug time affearid o fatlee Knak o Friteal Phan Lord

Flume Dumraven's * Ve rear Diedde,” |70 0 The baok v full of elfeser shivreation,

NCHE ansd Solf marralive and ffusivafizas are tiorouphiy pond. " —ATIEN R0,

cation -I.:-k:my 1.;\';. Elullt extra, with Illustrations, 245

wis  Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds

Fosly

Frar gy of #he Graof Wet: A Description of the Plains; Game, and
seramad Indiang of the Great North American Desert, By RicHARD
rreelees Irving DonGe, Lisutenant-Colonel of the Unlted States Army.
i With an Introduction by Wittiad Bracksmons; Map, and

numeraus lustrations drawn by ERxgst Griser,

"‘"‘rm,' TR meapnifoend volume 5 ene af Phe moond able and mox? Fnbevesiing wworls
W wwhich kar evir proceeded frowe an American fen, wille ity Ireninesy £ el o
 encl thaid of any simiiar book.  Codered Dodpe Bas thocew. a enlfecl o wilicd ke s
R mrasier, and feeated i wich o fuiness fhat lenver mothing msre (o be derived, mred

f ira sty sekich 4y charming equally for iy picturcipneness and & Puvily
riiy, —HoscoNFIRMIET,

f.'mwu-ﬂ-m. cloth exira, gii:, with Illnstrations, Gr.
Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious

ariad Stower ! their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ing 1 nsceriaining their Reality. - By Harwy Emanver, F.R.G.S.
‘With numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain,




o BOOKS PUNKLISEED RBY

Crown. Evo, éloth extr, with Tlhestrations, 75 64,

The Englishman's House

A ]ra"“t:-."-b] Guide 1o all inlerested in Selecling or' Building a

ates of” Cost, 1.__||*-.1||<|I £y WL l.\- L 0= 19
tion. - W ﬂh r||.:~.|'|} Goo ]Il wsirations
r ey gt TN
il
apd v ol

House, with full
_!-'.ltn.*..r- i

Thiird

Crown Eva, eloth boards, f" per Volume ;o few I_:ug_u 1"_1|-|_-|_-
capbes (ondy 50 ]‘-r||'| teck), ab ras per Val,
Larly ﬁﬂgs’mir FPoels.
Edited, with Introdiucti

Ay Frorart Karx speud
fhd periecl rariera

K.

i Ly
1. fffh.-n.‘.' o -'"'fr.n:'a'.. .|:r=' Jr.:' J

Camplefe Pormry Christ’s Victorie

in' ‘Heaven, Christ’s” Victorie on Linis: ond Blesaaeitl Thaks: o
Eartly, 'Christ's !.|1.|:|.lj.lh over AQEE, ANG LriodiiniL JHIEK, &

Death, ‘and ‘Minor Poema. Three Vals,

With Memorial-lntroduction and | 4. Sianey's (S Plilip)

Motes,  One ‘.'-.-..h Complete Postical  Wovks, io-
. thi'{t'.fl .r.‘_':.rj" j'r.:.'_.lr.-'.?;‘) l.|l.|:|.|:||b all th I ** Areadm

Complefa, Pocticed HWorks  in- With mit,  Memonial- ||.||1;_
i % - ' 41 r - ]
chuding Paalms 1, to L. in Verse, et on the J_"- _' F‘r
and other hitherte Unpabiiahed Saney, '“"'II- Notes. - Thres Volg,
M55, for the fimt, tUme Col- | 5. Donne's f"_{}?-l }“'(}j.”’]

51} I'l:ll'.li'i.r st el N o
Porirakt,”  Indéx of First

lected and Edited., With Me- P AT T o e

marinl-Introduction and Netes, eluiding the Satires ‘and various

[wo:Vols fram MSS, With Memonal. In-
3 JI,.IF;'.I"-"{L'J{' 3 .rff.’.lj:*,-rfl‘i Fles- troduction and f\un'!e.':.

parides, Neble Nwmderr, awd | Lfm B presr,

&0 ke teluares are Ca aclive frepanaieon.
Crown Svo, cloth exira, with lostrations, 64,

o Fr
Faivholt's Tobacco .
Itz History and Associations ;3 with an Account of the Plant and
its Manufacture, and iz Modes of Use in all ."\-F!{'a 41-.; 'q..ll I TS,
By F. W, Farnont, F.5A, A Now ]
Froutispiece -||'n;|. upwards of oo T




CHATTO & IWINDIETS, FPIECADILL V. B

Crown Svo, cloth estra, with Tl rations, 4r, 6d

Faraday's Chemical History of a Candle.

Lectures delivered to o Juvenile Audicnce. ~ A New Edition.
g3 Edited by W. CrookEes, F.C.5. With numerous Ulsstrations.
Crown Svo, cloth exira, with Hlusrations, 45 64,
Faraday's Varions Forces of Nature.

A New Edition. - Edited by W. Crook £5, FoOU8 With numencus
- Illuilml[nh.ﬂr.

Crown, Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 77 6,

Finger-Ring Love -

T Historical, Legendary, and Ancedotal.—Earljest Notices; Snpersti-
% tions ;. Ring Investiture, Secularand Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and
e Wedding Rings; Ring-tokens; Mamorial and Mortuary Rings ;
it Posy-Rings; Customs and Incidents in Conneclion with Rings ;
et Remarkahle Rings, dc. By WiLLIaM Jones, F.5. A, Witk Hon.
dreds of Illusteations of Clirious Rings of all Ages and Countrics.

it " Euterr fully Deta the whsle rarkfech, and rroes an . Smeuni of information
= amd peneral realing in .r}r(&-n'm.-r Fhereto which in of very Righ anteeesf. The
e Eaike wx rat enly @ sart of intary of finper-rings, ful i a codlection of arwrcdofrs
iu B eoumieciiom wirk fheee. . 7L e volaiee i admivably iliuairated, and

altogetier afferds dn antunt of aminsciress md fetferrianiion wafek i nat othere
trise Aty sccesndble "-—SooraMate.

ﬁ)}l Ul oF Finre Eersiping Boaks wndilcl are ax full of awivisemipnl a5 or TREMPRC:
Fom M= A TR m0M,

21— ooy =y SR e

e Tin Rusgin GrIMvM. —Squnre crown Sve, cloth extray G 6o
'ﬂ; gilt eilpes, 75 6.

o - s :

. German Popular Stories.

r ) Callected by the Brothers Grisest, and Tranclated by EDcar

| TaAvLoR. Edited, with an Introducticn, by Joun ]’lj.l:.'f.HhN,"
With 22 Tlustrations after the inimitable desime of GECRGE

- CrUIESHARK, Both Series Complete,
" The sllurirations of ihis volumte . . . . avesf girste steriing wnd adinirebie
T ard, of & eliiss Precienly parallel in elevation 18 fhe charactor m Hie foles tekick
fhoy Tiwstvale s and -l':’irt origiraad £k ax  dieee Before soid fr E‘,prr.u.fr.f £
my !

tents if Dhesoing, " were smerondied fr marferfuduess of f i ey
drarnddt (In 2ome gnalities & dedimeatfon, iirivelled vom by Kiml . . . I ke
sunenhal enlavpad copies of Werm, boaking af thew Fermurk o weagmilring gl

T AMENE Fivd Himer sodere Condboinmmk s puf only one, toaiia be ai exer
riton anad hetewe dlvimtedei wlileR sovard Lot afterroands Kedle fo b fourm f
S Exdvact from fatreduciion by Jown Rusxis,

5 One Val, erown Bvo, elath tal}n,_é:.
A . - i
1 Gilbert's (W, S.) Original Plays :
YA Wicked World,? Charity," *“The Palace of Truth"
A * Bygmalion,” **“T'rial by Tury,” e

= s avorEwennship dr Fr ft woay perfesi 1 0 fr pary teund, very foem, Sy
worll muerfaimed, o rocaliently balnsced hresehaut " = OBEERFE,
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One ated by .1.:| THUR Horkiss,

il i
The {Ju.f!s’fwzm.f 5 Magazine.

af dociely

" .~__r":

Fure, 1877, «

J“'H':.'./ B G,

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Hlustraiions, 3us. G4,
Gillray the Caricalurist.
Story of his Life and Times, with Ane

i THOMAS WRIGHT, |
afid nEERGiEs 1I

Gold
or, L

W

15 for the

erent Conntrics of
Stopmime by Mrs, B
nwin W, H'ilt{-:l-.':}.l-i.

ik e«
P
ions, by E
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CHATIO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY, A

qu:a_‘re 16mo (Tanchnits siz), :Inth. exira, 2 per volume,
The Golden Library :
Bayard Taplor's Diver- | Mallory’s (Sir Thomas )

Fivug of the Scko Cled, Mort i‘.ﬂlrniur: The Siories ol

L5 . | King Arthur amd of the Knlghts

?ii gﬂ"}#‘ef{r‘rgﬂ*a!d"”ﬁ‘ | of the Round Table, i.’.-:h:-.-nrlie by
7 r”- ‘s Don ¥ B. MoNTGOMERE RANRING,

e Pascal's Provincial Let-

Carlyle (Thomas) on the fre. A Mew Trapsliton, with

Chofe - of Hooks. With a Me- | Historical * Tnfreduciion  and
maoir, §r, 6, | Motes, by T. MCmig, D.D.,
Emerson's  Letlers and | LD ;
Social déar | Pﬁ’ﬁf—'i Camp!g:; Poetical
et Tpps : Woarks,
Godwwin's( William ) Lives | X i
of e -‘lr'r:r!::'r-w.-nrrfn. |- Fﬂ'-'?ﬁf oncanld 's Maxims
e . and Moral Kefections.  With
Holmes's Awtocrat of the Notes, s an' Introduciory
Breakfast Table. With an Ine | Eoop'hy Shisrs-Beove,

troduction by G, A, SALA. | %
D :
Holmes's Professor at the | ‘f"i‘.l."i“ﬁr % :r“ i ;:_;— ”;r:'f:.wﬂé.‘ff
J’;r.r.-.-x-:r’..'r! .:"'-:ﬁ_.l'f. z I r..-_.;-:J: i-:rl:i:cd,. with' Life, by the
Hodd's Whims and Oddi- | Rev. E CLARkE.
.fr'r_:._ CIUI'ILP!:!I&?._ I||.‘¢":I“I. all the _Sf;{'ffgr ".5- -qur‘jj' Pﬁ"'}"—f
nn-,;m.mlﬁll]uumlmnh. = and 'Qieen Mad, with Essay by
Irving’s Wasliington) |  Lewn Husr,

T:.‘f'ﬂ' ofa Praveller, g | Sﬁg{ﬁ_j.f: Later Poewis »
froing’s  (Washingion) |  Laon and Cythna, Sc.
Taler of the Albawbre, Skelley's Posthumons

Fesse's ( Edward) Scenes Poesy, the Bhelley Papers, &e,
and Oecupations of Cosniry Life, Eﬁfﬁﬂp"_‘- Prase IV{H"F{'S,
Lamb's Essays of Elia. |  Incloding A Refuiation of Debsm,

Both Series Comphetein One Vol | dastroezi, 51, Irvyne, &e

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A | White's Natural History
Tale for & Chimney Carner, and | of Selforne,  Edited, with -addi-
other Pieces, With Portrait, and | tions, by TroMAS  Brows,
Introduction by EDMUND OLLIER FI.5:

M A series of ok r.*!‘.n'.ir.n_!{rl,ﬁrﬂn.rf.f wnd carefully annotaled valimes, Aandy in Fike,
siind adtogrelher afivactioe " —BoaxinyLee,
Small Svey cloth gilt, 65
" ] 8
Gosse's King Erik :

A Tragedy, By Epyuxn W. Gosse.  Vignette by W, B. Scorr,

W haoe seldam pren sv owarked an ads fiw o second Bopk begond v fFrai

£ mrerdls are solfa’ arf of & twrgr AlEl srder — ACADENSY,

{

|
e e s e e
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Small Bvo, cloth glt, 5.

Gosse On Fiol and Fiunte.

Second Edition. With a Viguette by W. B Scorr:

Half-bound, paper boards, 2153 or elegantly hall-bound crimson
morecoo, gilt, 255
The Grapivic Portfolio.

Fifty Engravings from ‘“ The Grphic,” most carefully printed 'on
the finest plate pape #. by 13 in. ) from the Original Enpravings,
The Dirawings ; . L. Firogs, HELEN PaTErsoN, HUBERT
HERKOMER, SYyDNEY Fary, I _]. GrECORY, - . 1} LESLIE,
W. Ssmart, G. Du Maugies, Sir Jous GieeerT, G ] PIx-
WELL, LHARLES GREEN, G. Durann, M. E. EpwaArbps, A, B,
HovGuTox, H. 5. Marxs, F. W, Lawsox, H. WEIGALL,
and atliers,

b, o ¥he choicest sfeciment, botk of dwy
Admirable frdetorfe and eapresiion, and engraved o
Nws.

r and soad-rreraeing
rure ddireasy. —LDRy

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 21s.

Greeks and Romans ( The Life of the),

Described from Asntigue Monuments. By ExnsT GUil a|1-:[ W,
Koner.  Transhuted from the Third German Edition, and Fdited
by Dr. F. HuerFee. With 535 1lustrations,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Tllusteations, 7r. 64,
Greenwood’s Low-Life Deeps :
An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there s including
"The Man and f"-.:-g 1':;,'!”," with mnch additionnl and ¢|_|,|
ITlsl.'I"'I.-\.I:-I::| evidence = “* With a Lallp-Man, ".-"|. I en - Stan,™
*The Beiting Harber,” ““A Coal 'l.i1rr|'|g{_, dic. By JamEes
GREERWOOD. With Illlﬁ[r.l!mm. in tint by ALPRED CONTANEN,

Crown S'-":-.. cloth extea, gilt, with Tllustrations, & 64

Greenwood’s Wilds of London :

Diescriptive Sketches, from Personal 1“!':1:"-.‘1[|-r| 8- Exy
of Femarkable Seon People, and Places in London.
GrEEswooD, With 1z Tinted Hlustration 5 by ALFREDC oRCy

ErEnce,
IJ..'-'lh
ANEN.




CHATTD 5 WINDUS, PICCADILLY,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, mill, with Uustrations, 45, 64,
Guyol's Earth and Man ;

or, Physical Geography in its Relation ta the History of Mankind.
With Additions by Professors Acassiz, Pieper, and Gray, rz
oy Mapaand Engiavingson Steel, some Coloured, and a copions Index.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gr,

'yl 'on Hf?r"rfﬁ: ..1}- ..r."‘lkrl'.‘fﬁ:" ..5:]."””5{?1?5 i

Engs Poems. By THoMAz Gornox HAKE,

BERT M Fhe rutfre Aok B A pure and ennolling o anmie) phamt soalcemey
SLIE, SIRLTRENILY of wira aril iz tratiom, d 3 dedels 1y REpRest procd of imapinaiive
Pru- ,-fwu.l'.‘)- il It e potee af P AT, = A R,

W : . : e S
ALY, Medium Sve, cloth extrs, gilt, with Minsteations, = 6,

' 2, . L ¢ F
Hall's (Mys. S. C.) Sketches of [rish
Character.  With aumerons Ilusirations on Stesl and Wood Ly
DaNIEL Macrise, Sie Jous Girugsr, W, Hawvey, and G,
CruksHaNg.
" The Frieh Sketehes of Fhiz Lrdy resenrdly Mice Migfrd's Aeaniiful Englipk

Shetcher i e Fitfopa® dut BAey are foar mpre pizarssg and frcturesrme wnd
rpds e BLackwoon's Ma

ARIME,
_‘i‘r:] Three Yols, royal gto, cloth boards, £6 61,
]i* - - "
Historical Poytraits s
Upwands of 430 Engravings of Rare Prints, Comprising (he
Calleztions of * Konn, RICHARDSON, Canr FIELD, e, Witk
Dreseriptive Test to every Plate, piving a brief outling of the most
important Historical and Biographical Frcts and Dites connected
ing withe ench Portvalt, and teforaness ta original Authorities.
e : 5 : 2 =
p F Two Vol Sva, cloth extea, with Hiustrations, 364,

i Haydon's Correspondence & Table-Talk.
e With & Memoir by his Son, Frenmric Woensworra Havoon.
omprising o large number of Nithertn Unpulifished Letters from
KeEaTs, WILEIR SOUTHERY, WORDSWORTH, Riuxur, Leign

| Huxt, Laxnseen, Horace Sup i, Sir G BEAusoNT, Gorrne,
Mrs. Stnpoxs, Sic WALTER SCorT, TALFoURD, EFFREY, Miss

= MiTronn, MACREADY, Mrs. Browxing, LockHART, HarLaum,
i and others,  With 23 Liustrations, including Facsimiles of many
. interesting Sketches, Portmaits of Havpox by KEATS and WiLKIE,
W and HAYDOR'S Portraits of WiLkie, KEATS, and Mania Footre,
:_{- = Tlere conn, te fhink, b wa guralion of (6 fnterest in o Foorely biap raphival

7 ters avd beble-falk fovm a maps radualds
Airdery st the time,"—Pary MlaLy GazerTe,
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, s 6.

Hood's ( Thomas) Choice f Vorks,

In Prose and Verse, Including the EAM OF THE Couil
Annvars.  With Life of the Author, 1'- rait, and over Two
Hundred original THustrations.

! e the - detlered

i L C X
D prins,” il wever want readers,"—G

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with ["||-'.'-ll!'r'rl'-.‘||'lzli.q.' Portrait, G,

Hood's (Tom) Poems, Humorous and

ed, with a Memoir, by hiz Sister, FRARCES FRER-

r ulidnl e mery fend fvdipe mniphd sondd

Squsire erown Svo, ina he ||1-.I .-',-l chnlly-designed linding,

}fm?fa’ r’ f o ) f YOI f"»*.:? viteve lo the

.I.In..l '-|'- .r.1| Nar I11.-; With :'::", I|.||:s;-
- L. BARNE

e Jinpding vy
oii awa Barmer o il
JI-'J . ' r lemganire Feenll oF (he kar monioss oo
efrFadion o anthor aod a YR |r f.rr e, =T A

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lt, Fn 64,

H’c:n.::l,{ (’ ! .I"H‘:Hffﬂ'd’ ) Choice Humorous
Moy it 1 c Lodicrous Adventures, Hons:-mols 5, ||,||'u:.lI
a new Life ‘of the Author, Portmits, Fac-

CHIKS,

similes, and [' 16

Two Vals royal Svo, with Coloured Frontispieces, cloth extra, £2 gx,
Hope's {,mffmm of the Ancients.

ds of 3zo Outline Engravings, containing Re.
.'.;;}'|-l'i3~||I Greek, and Roman Habits  and

Il phat meay be woceisary
[
amaple fa prevent
(waders.”

f" 1 #¢ f Fer's 4-’ f}s 7/ mzr.*'f.r:rr’nm* :
A Histe [ rencal Lafeand Lite !.:|hm"r‘-.|-|t Ages.
J'_.n_ o th extra, 12¢ G
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Crown Bvo, cloth'extrs;, 71,

Horne's Ovion :

An Epic Poem, in Three Books: Dy Ricuarp Hexcist Honss,
Tenth Edition,

A e dmr ol e o

{Prodal and o

i.Tn-.-.'n Svo, cloth extra, 77, 04

HHowell's Capital and Labour.

It ers .on the History of Gui
| .

.-|_';:.:||i||.l_-; Chant
Apprentices ; I'1.'|||1.|.'|||
Eestraints on l:'].;:?.: &
Trade Councils ation; Co-operation ; Friendly Societie
the Labour l.m-. . By Georcr HowgLn, Author of * A
Handy of the Labour Laws,” late Parliamentary Secretary
% I,'||i.:|'.-. of Gireat Hreitain.

. ,:i|:,_,.-f5 g

, and Res

Atlas folio, hall morocen,

The ftalian Masters :

Audtotype Facsimiles of Original Dirawings in the Biftish 3useor
With Critical and Descriptive Notes, J,cl raphical and Artis
!!'j" J. Comyxs Carg,
waliol valioree,, .
e amal e dact L
T P -:.-'; s £r ol
1L :,“'"-I:TM doat B iw R i
IETTE,

Small Bvo, cloth extr, s,
. ¥ f
Feux d'Esprit,
W 'rl.a_:|| and Spoken, of the' Later Wits and Humourists, Callected
and ited by Husey 5, Leicu.
* Thds Lokl conpraial flece of werk . o o AF
Phregfolad s e fart performnd ey o dasier i
resfored moany stalew or girs s-vals do_ fhair r.MM-"rr. L F ]
dxewerend Fix vl orvad fasncifeus Srlical .|'_1-.1u.-.‘ r_,*a.nnll' " —-IH Ly Twt

Twa Vols. Svo, with 52 Illnstrations and Maps, ¢ cloth. q..-c.n, 5'|I|:r 141,

. Josephus's Complele Horks.

-E'rﬂ.llﬁg‘llcd ].-:.r WInsTOMN, 'l'_q.u:;.n“.-..- both-" The J“,“‘.“t“_\.: of
the _TE'-‘!'E- '|.||r|. *The Wars of the |1'w1 i

sl Eﬂ.lr n.|-::-IE| extra, Gr.

Lamb's I ’.:J.a Lry jor {_’fz.cfffnw and Py .wm

Dopus.  Carefally eéprinted from the |~,_|.:!_'r diseoverad: bmjy
copies,




Smiall 8wo, cloth; full gile, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6r,

Kavanaghs' FPeari Fountain,

Anid ather Fairy Starfes. By BRIDoET-and JULIA HAVARAGIL
With Thirty Illoitrations 1'-:_|.- __I. Move SmiTw,

" enwind moetv Sadry slevier of the ofd type, sewiv of Chem w del
dest of Girtenon's “Gernean Popular Sterfex” o . o . Fer the most pare, e
storics are desnripht, thorengh i forses af Wiy wioaf adwmirells bind,
v oroa w NP Merr SenifK s fifvrf oo, 1 trr damrraldy, Lok al fhay
wltie raddlt, Anpone wenid see mit fhe Jrad Filsrer fhal be froa rabeil etk o
mind, and & very wncowsmpn prind {ee—ihal ke fr @ _fairy vk
Foning ag chicf adefeer fo bome ene—withont rotading foen n s
Arain; wotive the fasep-fibe efect of bhe iiitie #
fevgei-mre,! Aying away deck ife fareys
Priesion of farry-fomd fas Aeradly S Fi
el pnr ArewednadEe. " —SFECTATOR.

re peRieeddie @reammsiike D
o any ddfurtration of fairy faler

Crown 8va, eloth sxtra, gilt, with Portraits, 70, 64

Lamb’s Complete Horks,

In Prose and Verse, rep: inted from the Original Editions, with
many Pieces hitherto 1:.!1[;1||:|'||e'||_|_~;i. Edited, with Notes and In-
troduction; by R, H. SHEPHERD.  With Twe Portraits and Fac.
simile of o page of the ** Essay on Roast Fip.!'

" A complede edftion of Lamills worilingt, in fresé and verre, Fas lowg bon
wamied, aned {3 wew pigplied,  The editer agpears to bave fokien preat patvs
ta byimp l'-'_l:"f_-"-'f'-l"‘ £ S Hered comdribulnens, ‘and Rie Solleriion contains &
wnmley of plecen ol il dvw swenl wepridaced fovr dle sl fiame dfnee $heie oripfnsl
apprarance in varions ol periodivals"—Satunoay Exvimw,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerons Mhistrations, 105, 64,

Mary & Charies Lamb.

Their Foems, Letters, and Remainz. With Feéminiscences and
Notes by W, Carew Haziitr,. With Haxcock's Portrait of
the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-popes of the rare First Editions
of Lamb's and Coleridpe’s Werks, and numerous Tlustrations.

wp facsapes aeill deliphe Alose fond of fiterary frfea ; Aardly any
el g enfrrest for ferers of Charies Sarm R AL, — ST ANIEANIN

Py aim
pors

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Ilustrations, 185,

Lamont's YVachting in the Arctic Seas;
ar, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Meigh-
bourhood of Spitzhergen and Novayn Zemlya. By James LamorT,
F.R.G.5. With numerous fll-page 11 tiots by Dir. LIvESAy.

e
AT EhuFT,
LENNINS PRl
Ly are errfersed
durd sowawisnng. . The b £8 Ehe wrosd Encpertind

aarde o wwr Arcdfc ifferalure for g lomp (e, == A THESATUM,
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Crown Bvo, cloth extra, with Tlustrations, 7r. 6d.
Life in London ;
or, Tha History of Jerry. Hawthorn and Corinthinn Tom. . With
the whole of CRuikswank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the
Originals.

Small erown Svo, cloth extra, 40, 6.

Linton’s Foshna Davidson,

Christian and Communist, By E. Lyns Listox, Sisth Bdition,
with a Mew Preface,

Crowm Svo, cloth extra, with Ilustrations;: 3z, 64

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works.

Including  ** Outra Mer,” **Hyperion," ** Eavanagh,” %" The
Poets and Poetry of Eurape,” nml S Dinftwrood.®  With Portmit
and [Nusirations by VALEXTINE Broumiey.

Crown 8vo, cloth exten, gilt, with Tllustrations, 7+ 64,
¥ -
Longfellow's Poetical Works.
Carcfully Reprinted from the Original Edillens.  With numierons
fing Illusteations on Steel and Wood,

" 8w Lowgfelfore Ras fine many years boen bie berd Busson dad the mont read of
Amevican pocts [ anad ks papuianily ie of the right bed, and rightly and i
mn. S Gar wdl afeeped 10 enteh attenfion by arijfice, sor .,--.‘;Em o fowvee it é
wiedues,  fis works Aave faded the fest of parody and furlegue (aokich fa theie
days i almost the common el o writings of any movk), and feee cone i naw
Aarrmid, "= SaTunpay. Kevimw,

THE FRAZER 11UH'FRnt'rs.—!'§'|:nt:r qto, cloth gilt and gilt edgoes, with
83 characterislic Porimaits, 315 6,

Maclise’'s Gallery of lllustrious Literary

Characlors,  With Notes by D, Macin.  Edited, with copious
Additional Notes, by WIiLLTAM Bates;, B AL
! Oreaf B motf frderdtitng voluwies oy s pear's Biera fure. " —Tist e

" Dreerves a glace on rivry dramvingeroos fnble, and muty el waiiy Be remeoned
Srown e dmamdngreoreem fe e iy P =S RCT A TOR.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Tllustrations, a5 64

Madre Natura v.The Molock of Fasiiion.

By Lure LiM¥ER.  With 32 Ulustrations by the Author.
Fourtn Eprrios, revissd nnd enlarged,

A preealbly verltlen and amsingdy Sllwetraded  Commen spise amd prsdifion
ary dramphlddo bear sn i sudvec? slicommsed fo §8 —Lamcwr,




FOOKRS PURLEISHED BY

Handsomely printed in [acsimile, poce 55

Magna Charia.

An exact Facsimile of the ﬁvi"lﬂ Document in
AMunseum, printed on fine plate |1.1.1*'. nearly. 3 feet
wide, with the drms and Seals of the Barons emblazoned in 'l.--'1|1]
and Coloars,

"o d Ml Translation, with Noles, ona large sheel; 6d.

Crowm Svie, cloth extrn, 7r. Gt

wf_mf of \'..f;,rr--m (The).

an by M. BIRERECK.  With Pen' and
o :‘;l.l.'l'.l.'l_'-'.

Small dvo, -.’"-l b extea, with INustrations, 7s 64,

Meark Twain's. f;r’"rw:”e‘f’m@fﬁum Sawyer.
Wil I.|f|||.'|:|||"" 1 Tllnstrs

"
TATON

#.% Also o Popular E-::'.:Lhm. post 8vo; illustrated boards, at 25,

Crown Swo |‘- Eoth extra, with |:|||.'|-.‘.r:|Ii-\.n:lL'LI Tr. 2

Mark Twain's L:‘i‘c?f:m HWoorks.

Revized and Correc I::||-.-l.:;;|'.ll.|.l '|.-"|-' the Author. With f.'.'.-l_',
Portmit, and numercus Tustrations

Post Sva, illastrated boards,

Mariz f&wms f’r’:”rrw;” f;’fﬁ g1t Lhe

Continent of Ewrepe. " The Innocents  Abroad,' and ** The
New Pilgrim's Progress.')

Two Vols. crown Bvo, cloth extrn, 185

Marston's (Dr. Hf"ﬁfﬁfs’mm’ ) Dramatic

il Pl Werds, Collected Li I"T_:. Edition,

w The " Falr
feF
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, 851

Marston's (Philip B.) Al in AU :

I'l:a-r:ln-':- and “.-uh.I:Ets.

men Bwo, cloth extra, Er.

Marston's (Philip B.) Song Tide,

And other Poems.  Second Edition.

![ﬁudw‘muc]y hali-bound, India Proofs, royal folio, £10: Large I‘a]:-.:r
copigs, Artists’ India Froofs, elephant folio, £20,

Modern Art:

A Series of superly Line Engravings, from the Works of Distin-
ruished Painters of the ]'-.l:lgli.sh and .l'_um;gl:l Sehools, selected
ti:m:lﬂl Galleries and Private Collections in Great Britain, "With
descriptive Text by JAMES DAFFORNE.

Crown Svu, ct'u:h'nxzm, ;'_:illt,' éil:;-.'!gm, e )

Muses of Mayfair :

Vers de Sociétd of the Nineteenth Century.  Including Selections
from TENNYSON, BROWHKING, SWINBURNE, BOSSETTI, JEAN
IxceLow, Locker, Ixcoipsey, Hoon, Lyrrox, C. 5. }
Laxpor, Auvstin Dopson, &c.  Edited by . C. PENNELL.

Crown 3va, cloth extm, 6.:, 2 'H:.\;Eufl._(.hl.:s:r_lmmu of

The New Republic ;

or, Culture, Faith, and Pitlotophy.in an English Country Houes,
By W. H, Marrock.

' The grend charm of the Sook fex fn M clroer ond artivtic oy e aislgne
1 wharnged, . G alimerse i Tarding .-:;l.- win & molich, toekiler fhe L ot
thanghid on coery page i kil ot a gk pie weper fages 0f realintic oy
e .|".F i prenae Aipk .|‘r'|:r:-.' i & ok af Bie perd fa xay fhed § adee .-’.-;.-
s e B falen e w Sl l?r-’l.r T |f}§ T e ¥ Teprla
enfirely fri fo conoey iy fden o Bie ariiatie welty, Phe LT T
segmence of whad 5 exrdently tae brodlinmt enteonnt of minck o Shomephl
iy, . SAnowph Rag wowe been mrid £ Pecosend | swlnmes fo any
reader whe denlves avmieliing ab recrd B, J.,l.'".,‘f.'.'_u_l; e 1L e
rg Jiewcr & W AL eavm wr jr“j’h .f;.- m.-';.-.fn-
fuie Jix r'-r i o« Fleref
f2 maye Tidreciale o weds
ferd {2 s O ESERYER,

* ot Thhe ORIGINAL EDITION, i oo Folr. cromon oo, 215, ey alsr

be Kad,
Square Sva, cloth extrn, with numerons Hinstrations, gs.

Nowvth Htalian Folk.

H_:r' Mrs. Cosmyxs Carr. With Hlustrafions. by RaXDoLen
CALDECOTT,

L




BOORS PUBLISHED H)

MOORE'S mrriem 0 UNCOLEECTED WRITINGS
Crown Bve, cloth extra, ‘with Frontispiece, gr,

LProse and Fepse ~Humorous, Sativical,
o Senit e il —y THOMNAY MOORE.
Author's MSS., and all hither
Notes, by Rickann
? I

Chicily from the
* Anedited and Uncolleeted,  Edited,
SHEFHEKD,

Fircar
ehied ¥ s
e

Crawn Bvo, clath extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6. per Vol

Tihe Old Diramatists :

Ben Fonson's Works. ToaEON,; CHARLLS: Swii-
With Netes, Critical and s IILIRNI:.[' |1'I:”r|:-. I:.”.' !JHEMT.‘H?T""
planatery, and a BHiographical sl l"" . and Didyescy.
Memoir by WiLLIAM Giprorp, Mariewe's Hiorks.
fiell:eui by Col, CuxmiNGitam Including his Transations. Edit-
Three Vols. ed, with Notes and Jmmrh:-'l:tt_urf.

fffﬂ,ﬁmdﬂ s Works. by f.-ull. K_,I'.-..\-;\-rhlﬂuil.ﬂ.j\'. One Vaol.
Mow Fipss Collected. Complete ﬁfﬂﬁ-ﬂﬂﬁ"ﬁ!’ iy P&zy.ﬁ.
in Three Vols. Val, I contzins From the  Text. of WILLIAM

the Plays complete, inciuding the GIFFORD.  With the addition of
doobtfial  ones :  Val 1I.  the the Tragedy of * Beligve as yon
Poers and Minar Translations, ' Edied by Col Cun-
with an Introductary Essay by NINGHAM: Cioe Vol

Feap. Svo, cloth extra, 6.

O'Shaughnessy's ( A ythur ) An Epic of

Wonzeny and ofher Poems.  Second Edition.

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 105, 6d,
O'Shaughnessy's Lays of France.
(Fonnded on the & Lays of Marie.")  Second Edition.

Feap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7+ 6,

O'Skaughnessy’s Music aned Meoonlight ;

Pocms and Songs.
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Crown Eva, carefully printed en creamy paper, and taztelully
boandin cloth for the Library, price Gr. each.

Lhe Piccadilly Novels ;

ForuLaAr STories py THE Best Avrions,

Antoning, By WiLKIE COLLINS,
Hiustrated by Ske ], Grieent and ALrsen CONCANEN,

Basil. By WiLKiE CovLins,
Hustrated by Sir Jous GiLsent and [, Maxoney. L

Hlide and Seck. By WILEIE COLLING,
Hlustrated by Sir Joly GILEERT and ] MAHOGNEY,

Tie Dead Secrer, By WILKIE CoLLINS.
Ilustrated by Sir Jous GILEERT and H., FurNiss.

Queen of Hearts. By WiLKIE COLLINS,
[istrated by Sir J. GILBERT and A, ConcaNgs.

My Miscellanies. By WILKIE CoLLINE.
With Steel Portrait, and Tllusirations by AL CONCANEN,

The Womarn in White, By Witk CotLins.
Iustrated by Sir J. GiLoERT and F. A. Feasgi,

The Moonsione, By WiLkiE CoLins.
Hostrited by G. D MAURIER and F. A, Fuaspi,

Man and IVIEF‘;:‘. By WiLkie CoLLixs,
THustrated by WiLLIAM SMALL.

Poor Miss Finck. By Witsie Cortis,
Ilusttited by G. D MAURIER and Enwaskp Hucues,

Miss or Mrs.? By WixiE CoLyixs,
Hlustrated by 5, L. Fitoes and Hexgy Woons,

The New Magdalen, By WiLkie CoLLiys,
Hlsstrated by G, Dy Maveier and C. 5, RAnps.

The Frozen Deep. By WiLKIE CoLLixs,
Hustrated by G Dr Maveizr and J. MAHOHEY,

The Law and the Lady. By WiLkie CoLuiws,
Tiustrated by 8, L, FiLDES and SYDNEY HALL,

The Thve Destiniies, By WILKIE COLLIE,

Ye Alica POPULAREDITION of WILKIE COLLINGS'S
MOVELS, post &vo, Illustrated boards, 25, each,

Felicia. ! By M, BETHAM-Enwak D,

With a Frontisplece by W, BowLes.

"l aalle wevel, T8 teaching i2 elrvated, it Harg b5 armpatintie, ana thi kingd

of feeling its perneat loaves Sefind i3 (hat are ardtvarify divi e ameeesic gy

Partey fhan Frowe prose Soiien, | Feoy soorbs in miodevs fetion stamt oy S dn our
ertinapfion ax SRS rnoar Timas,




24 BOOAS PUBLISHED BY
THE PICCADILLY NOVELS—confinned.
Tike Queen of Connaephts
The Dark Colleen,
A oo aokicdi e '!J..r' i file e
sevmary il fe e I gl Fre -"-'r-
ST DTS s & o

falerrafing i Wl EEEy and

Aol s g i "v-‘:-‘.l-.Hl"-'u Rev i,

Pﬁfﬂﬂﬂf ﬁ:m&:’:ﬁ By E, Lysy Lintos,
With hn.nmp.:-f_w G DU MAURIER,

= AN aﬁ-cr,ﬂ Femaine s f praphic
Ferivecitrs aud mf_rly Serevmaifond o furnilh paalering s af
e eradivurry dind, "==SATURDAY REVIIW,
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. By E. Lynx Lismos,

Wiith n Frontispicce by HENRY Woons.

P e marrennsss gud fee .r.-;-rr}-. in diwer B
Fasston, thag erclusfoemers o feve wdich ir
Anwrility waltich {5 micardous pride; Leowe £ 5 Er o Sfrifeag e, Jm one
guality fhe awhoress bar in some aveasers prpiveied Rerself."—Paiu MALL,
gy e v
The -éri'E'-‘ff:._]'f.j and other Stories. By aTHaRse S.MAG QLoD

Tustrated by Teomas R Macouoin .1u-' PERCY M AGCQUOLLN
qr, .r.r'r;Il' it .rr{.‘wr' R
(T T T ;l’. wEd e’ ¥l i Camre
v e iifustvantions."—ACADENY.

Senldy, A
Nuniber Seventeen, By HENRY KINGSLEY,
Oakshott Castle. By HeExgy KixcsLey,
Wilh & Frontispiees by StikLEY Honpsos.

YA Brisk and pleer nerth 1 i qf aerifiavenf=—=rentipnend fhaf Sracex tnrfend ap
enrrmaling—divmg throved all ki v ol r ald fAefr Feaders al ewce
dead iier and more Flad,” —STICTATOR,
f}_ll"-‘fﬂ I Sesame ! By Frorence MARRYAT.

IHostrated by F. A, FRASER,

" A oy uliiek arpnses fugtalus the vewder's dntererd do o hipher degrie

Slham, periags, any of iy aubber's formier wordks,"—Guaniig,
W hiteladie i
FENTTIES, By Mrg, OLIPHANT.
With Hidstrations by A, Hopgizs and H. Woons,
' A easant and readadde ook, torifien with peactical vase and prace”—TiMns,

cis Lipadiy, farr selfsforpedifng
i grmelfyy and e ffemre

B* Cameor delfcafely, i usl very minnfely

eaongph £ gite o l,h.n
wrertend Fow fx migrised

The Best vt.!,l'" FEushands, By James Pavw,
Hustrated by J. Movs Sarrm.
Faller Foriunes, Hy James Pavs,
Haloes. By JAMES PAVS.
With a i'lnnl.isp'--.'l' ‘.:.5'_] MAONEY!
: .
Walter's Word, By JamEes PAYH,
Tustrated by I. MovEe SMITH.
W i mealy .|r.‘ FRsTpE & wdalle i Lk werae of ard, They ..'|:.l-" P dais

-‘u.l'\-n"fr -'-l'-'.rl" ¥ cladme fa sur lilang : ."-‘e Ar.v".r J
l'-'g.f LE wafurr, af rw..‘ _|‘f
Jdﬂ'v i "Jrr refrenendod by pivis

are. remarkally claeim-
Aote She peed Forfalie f
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THE PICCADILLY MNOVELS—confinyed.

The Way we Live New. By AXTHONY THOLLOPE.
With TNustrations,
T.f.rc ,{I :r.'a'.r‘f;':!ﬂ- Senator, By Axvuony TROLLOFE.

e, Trallady kg & Frevie arditd's r.'.-- o ".-u.', af el of Rarwaony ! &ix

etawig g, ong, and rridam owt of o A iieoer siraing -l.l"nrf'\?'-'a-l' L
Adelity trelf in expreming Englfish life, "B memer gulliy of carleafure. —
Forrricirrny BaviiEw.

Diamond Cut Diamond, By T A, TROLLOPE,

Pl of dife, of infereaf, o close 8 fon, i pyampdadly. . . e
M Trollnpe’ pafads & sceme 8 2 pure fa de 0 srend Ty v ‘Mm.r:m. P B A TR
DAY HEvinw,

e

Bowwel to ' the Wihee!, By Joux: SAUNDERS,
Guy Waterman, Ry JoHN SAUNDERE.
One Agatnst the World, By JoHN SAUNDERS
The Lion fu the Path. By Jous SAUNDERS,

A ergfully weilfen and deantffnd 1f
wdick fr wel g dedeeesiim,
Tiie omtforr o thix

Fr—a_ Jforr of prodwcsy aurd fritiy
w0 rirh Mhe aptouiie g 'n-.ra'i.".':'r. P
¥ Amr B read pafng £o i aug adl
wir a@etanids ik efabo 4 MRS, EAUE Wil A A PEEE wrodE T
af e ey o e ol .l’i.:l“'..J of thesrkd of aFnd and | fiFir paard age.
v o Crriaialy a very inleraaiing deok."— 1

}L('daf’:l' _Ifg;_,l;,}r oy f}ﬁ({jﬂ By W, BrzaxT and JJ..‘.!P::-\.- Rice.

" READY.MONEY MORTIBOY may alse be had in
illestrated boards, at zs.

My Litele Girl By W, BESART and JAMES RIGE,

The Case af M, E...'rﬁ'.:’.rf!, By W. BEsANT and JAxes RICE

This Son :-'f Vaelean, By W. BesanT nod JaMEs RiCE

With Harp and Croum. By W, BESANT and JAMES BICE.

The Golden Bubterify. By W. BEsaAxT and JAMES RiCE.
With & Frontispiece by F. 5. ‘I-"r ALKEE.

" ke odr 8 B '\.-.'."." Ty adfid fo ffe Raddimoss of mandind, for me

ey asplody fa read s

@ jrdoaer TR e WET R

NEW NOVFELE BY FUSTIN McCARTHY,
Twao vols. 3vo, cloth exten, with Tllustrations, 217

Miss Misantlrobe.

By Tusris MoCartey, Author of 4f Das Lady Trslain, " &e.
With 12 Illusteations by .'L!: it Horsixs,




Folle Farine,
ldalia,

| C;fﬂ.&'!fd.f, By Ouiba.
Lnder Tovo F g, By OUiDA.

By OuTnA.
By Ouina.

Tricotrin, By Duina,
Cecil Castlemaings
(Fage, By Outna,

Held in Bondage. vy ovima.

Crown Svo, cloth extra {unil

Ariadné.

By Ouina,

** Ouiaa’s mee sty e
corsnentale teeek of def, rema
i for Phe combimaiion gf 1w
rtands o an- alispriier
anthar, N froag oy

£ o malevindy
Frincipal dramati
ary do deandifwd fm prage
& abdy da framaiorm the s
el of Hfe, “The pages are
SN g, ARSI W BTl enr an
o avic oy e e
| wd, miwaanion., N drag
s TR
Lo,

Towuch and Go.

By TeAxw Minnnesass,

HOOKS PUBLISHED BY

MRS, LINTON'S NEW NOVEL
Two Vols. 8vo, eloth extra, with THustrations, 21
. The Horid Hell Lost.
By E. Lyxx LisTox, Author af P
| 12 Ilustrations by Hesmy Feescn

Crown Svo, red cloth, extra, 55 each.

Quida's Novels.— Uniform Edition.

Pascarel By DUIDA,
Puck. By :Duina,
ﬂﬁfﬂfﬁfaﬂffﬁrf. By Difba.
Strathmore,

By Ouita,
Two Wooden S foesty Ovina,
S:L‘,TH-I‘I‘. By OuipA.
In a Winter City. 5y ovion
Awricdnd, By Ouipa,

CHEAP EDITION OF QUIDAS NEW NOVEL

form with the sther Volumes of the
Series) 30

atnicra Kemball," Se.
ancl- . Lawson,

With

|| MISE JEAN MIDDIEMASS'S NETE NOVEE,

Fhiree Viols. crown Svo, at every Librey,
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Post, Svo, illustrateid boards, ‘3¢, each,

Cheap Editions of Popular Novels.

[WiLkie Cow
6, S oy

The Wamean in Wite,
Antonina,

Basil

Hide and Seet

The Dend Secrey,
The Queen of Hearts,
ﬂ]':]" .-']fi:_'.'l'f.'ﬂfﬂ!f;'&'.

Tie Moonstone,

Maw and Wit
Poor Miss Frnch.
Mivs or Mrs. 7

Lhe New Magdalen,
The Fyozen Degp,

The Law and the Lady.

Ns' NOVELS ma
S PicCAbioiy N

also be had in cloth limp at
OVELS, for Library Fditions, ]

By WiLkiE CoLLins,
By-WiLkie Colring,
By WiLkie Cortixs,
By WiLke ConLrys
By Winmie CoLtiys,
By Witakie CoLvins,
By WILKIE CoLLims.
By WiLkig Corvixs.
By WiLkiE CotLins,
By Witk CoLvans:
By WILKIE CoLiins.
By WiLKI® CoLLiws.,
By WiLEiE CoLrin,
By WiLkIE Corrims.

Feady-Woney Mortidoy, By waites Besas T and JAMES R 1cE,
Lle Golden B wetteryly;

By the Authors of Ready-Money Mortibey. "
Likis Son :{,u" Fieican, By the Auiliors of * Ready-Money. Mortibay,
My, Latide Gird, By thie Avithors of ** Ready-Money Montiboy.”
Lhe Case of My, Lucrart.

By the Anthors of Ready-Maney Mortiboy. "
With Harp and Crown,

By ihe Anthors of Ready-Money Mortiboy.
The Adventures af Tom Satuyer, By MARE TWwAIN.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent af Luroge.

d By MARK Twilx,
Oakslhott Castle,

By Heswvy KincsLey,
Bound to the Whee!
Guy Waterman,

One Aguinst the World,

The Liow dn the Path,

By Joux SAusbess,
By Joux Sauspens.
By Joun Savsnens,

By Jonx and KamiEkove SAusDEas,

Surly Tim, By the Author of “That Lass o’ Lowrie's,”
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Twa Vale, 8vo, cloth extra, with Illzstrations, 10s, 6,

Plutavch's Lives of [llustrious Men.
Traonslated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical,
and & Life of Plutarch, by Jonx and Wirriam LANGHORNE,
New Edition, with Medallion Portraits,

Crown 3vo, eloth extrn, with Portrail and Iustrations, 7r. 6,

Poe's Chotce Prose and Poetical Works.

With BAUDELAIRE'S "* Essay."”
P i #i ap wveh aleae wmeer vevte-toeliery af Safvalsr Boers among

Fairiders." —SFRCTATOR

Small Svo, cloth extra, with Tlustrations, 3. G,

The Prince of Argolis;
A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By I. MovYR SMITH.
With 130 Hlnstrations by the Author.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, 1275, G

Proctor's Mytiis and Marvels of Astro-
memy. By Raciianp A, PROCTOR, Author of " Other Worlds
than Ours; " doc.

" ke chief
Frowarird 1o s by
fovwy, the stvangsd f
Hnsf forgalion syl P
Rar b g oy il vl SRR il 1
nLP.-:_F i i present serier o papers has been (oo
&f these v st A sirenemeical Myths, arsoc
Flaw, gov
TOFRCY

i

] arrdd bepdsdea iyl &
v, £ il ieug ¥ : F I should feish fs have
& R o g phveiel Sranch of iy gresented fov my ol Fet-
PuscToR,”

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 55

Prometheus the Firve-Giver ;
An :|.l;|_|_-|||p1_|_-|:t Restoration of the Lost First Part of the 'I'lih.-J;}-
of schylus.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, 12: 640

The Final Religues of Father Proul.

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the: family of the
Rev. Francis MARosY, by BLAXCHARD JERROLD,
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In Two Series, small 4hay blne and gold,
Puniana ;

ory Thoughts Wise and Other- Wiy,

Eiddlies, conundrams, Jokes, Sells,"&c,

containing 3000 af the best Riddles, 10,000

and upwards of Fifiy beastifully executed H::Lw'mgs by the Editor,

the Hon. Huoit RowLey, Fach Series is Complete in itself

WA wlily, .:'.--.-.'."I arreed aposd wrnn fooed, Araliiely and elogmnd iy fldattraded
~STANDARD,

gilt edpes, 61 gach,

A New Collestion of
In Two Series, ench
Moat oabtrageous Puns,

Crown 8va, cloth extra, mill, 7r G
The Pursuivant of Arms i

of,  Heraldry foimdad upoli Facts. A Popular Guide to the
Science of Hemldry., By I. R PLANCHE, -Ea y Smerset
Herald;  With Colaured Frontispiece, Plates, .-I.:u!zmhlu-,uurinn_ﬁ,

: Crown Svo, cloth extre, 77 [
Rabelais' Wopks,

Faithfully Transtated froin the Ty ench, with YAriorm Notes, and
numerons Charscteristic Tustrations by Gusrave Dogg,

Crown Svo, eloth gilt, with numerons Ilestrations, and Beantifully
executed Chart of the variogs Specira, 75 645 g New Edition of

Rambosson's A strononty.

By . Rasnossoxn, Taureate of the Inslilite of France.

Trans.
Iated by C, B, Presas, Profusely Mlustrated,

Crawn Svo, cloth extrn, G,

Red-Spinner's By Stream and Sea :

A Hook for Wanderers and Anglers, By Wripran SEXTOR
[]{{Drﬁf'!h’.'\i}'.t-;].
T W Nenfer baj g
it Aver i)

TR A8 iR Faferenting sl
WS ke rewiile A
hady Adf

G F
SPEAT abir

ehlfwd reaalTge s pun
de gl fo have fn the pids Aocket a2 v

e b B dest Saske o 5P inad 2ol Troe A
aqp"={xronn Usireesree Hiikaun,

AF @M abiy
Adlegriher, 1

Y ol i Fagr

i iy a foy

fﬂht[su!ne!}: printed, price 551
The Roll of Battle 4 bbey ;

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who, canie ‘aver from Nor-
mandy with William the Conaqueror, and Settled in this Cotntry,
Aa It T066=-1.  Printed on fne Phale, paper, nearly three feet 5}‘
two, with the principal Arms om blnzoned in Gald and Colonrs,
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In gto, very handsomely printed, extra gold cloth, 121,

The Roll of Caerlaverock.
The Clidest Hemldic Roll ;- incloding the Orginal Anglo-Norman
Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the British
Museum. Dy THosas WaicHT, M.A.  The Arms emblazoned
o il: Gold and Colours.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75 6,

Memoirs of the Sanson Family :
Seven Genemtions of Executioners.’ By Hexnr Saxsow. Trans.
Inted from the French, with Tntreduction, by CAMILLE BARRERE,
A fudehful dramsdadion of this curiows verd, wlfch sogll certarng
=l e fhe prennd of fis n.-fﬁu'r'u/ forrorr, for She sriermal
de rather nskamed of the fechnivol arpict of JI. profeision, o
rrifcrad o fo (s dedaila, Bud Secaacte 1 comitiefs el ACeANNF @
causes cildbres from (or fime af L e pheriod
reems w0 o Caw seareely fadl fa e extremely
JarLy ToLegRAri

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Hlustrated, 45 6d each,

The ** Secret Out” Series.
The Volumes are as follows -
The Axt of Awnsing :

A& Collection of Graceful
Gumes, Tricks, Puzzles, and €

| Magic No Mystery ;
t5, | ‘Tricks with Conds, Dice, Balls,
| B, with folly deseriptive THree-

raudes. By FRANKE BELLEW. 300 tions; the Art of Secret Writing

Ilnstrations. the Training of Performing Ani-
r 1 mals, &c,  With Colowred Fron-
Hanky-Panky : tispicee and many Ilostrations,

Very Ensy Tricks, Veéry Difficalt
Tricks, White Magie, Sleight of
Hand. Edited by W. H. Crg-
MER, oo Iilustrafions,

Magician's Ouwn Book :

Performances with Cups and Balls,

The Merry Circie:
A Book of New Intellectun] Games
o Amusements. By CLARA
Beriew, Many Illustrations.
The Secret Out: . -
Omne Thousand Tricks with Cands,

Eggs, Hals, Handkerchicfs, &c. and other Recreations ; with En.
All" from  Aciunl Experience, tertaining Expesiments in Draw-
| Edited by W, H. CREMER. 200 |  log-room or ** White Magic." By
IMhsstrations. | W. H. Cremer, 300 Engravings,

DYCE'S SHAKESPEARE. —In o-wols. S;t:n, cloth exira, L4 Ton
The Workes of Shalkespeare.
Edited by the Rev. Avexanper Dvce, A New Editdon, being

the Third, with Mr. Dy inal Carmections.
w Thiy efidion 3 wal o Pl welisk Afdeared in 18gy,

freaetils A fewd By walort r T aeindeal from deyr
a farge dody o creifond Noter “wloreri dnfirely mey e
AFE Sy e

damraage oF the foet, i v cariemes, O

L. il"-’i-"' BRST TEXT OF SHAKESFE
PEARED, - We, Dree’s ealifiom i 0 Frcal e
Fer the provevi of confaing (he standard fexd, " —T
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In rectuced I":ll'::iillluljn:_‘; small Bvo, halp Rnxtnrrghu, Tor G,
The First Froliy Shakespeqye.

Mr. WiLrrau SHAKESPEARR'g Comedfps, Histories, 5

dies,  Published ecording 16 the trye Originall Copies

Printed by Isaac TACoARD ang Eo. Brovys 1623 —An exnet

Reproduction of the extremely rare atiginal, fn reduced ficsimila

by a r-!mmﬂthhn: pm-a;ﬂs—cmurlnp the strictest ACCurasy jn every

detail, A Juli Prossac e W e spaer HAOH aptlication
e Menrr Chadts and Wity Selomes rhe ersd of .-hq.'-.r'n_r Aoms pary #a
Factlitate. the ov r.'.-':'.:.l'Jg-.u.'r::rq./ fhe fond of our VRN Armiiiag g A TR,
eare olwly g FeStrtler facd forvither, ORIl et O e ealrdrg e
ﬁnn’ Foli eiltion ar Ty e Al aeitvpy EE ot amp =elrutede :-,r".-ﬁ.hfu-_r:r s
ety iy fae g -r..-'.u.'ed'_.:’:-r.'.-:, e e fy ML r s riher .Kn.u.'qmnrv,
dusd ot fr.ax L !

* IR i ofe o e op Trinal, augd BlY b imwapgf fo.lb¢ as
WEEful ama Sy Mre dandy fe phe TRl Phan fhe firf e My Wi,

Post -8va, with I|f|r~rr|1r|'mr'5, clath extra, gilt edpes, 18,

The Lansdome Shakespeaye.
]'h__-_nul.ifutl!yp:urinrud in red and black in smal] b

L enpmved Giesimila of Drorsnopy's Partrai
Steel Plutes, pfior STOTHARD,

It very clear typa.
boanicl 37 beaygify]

Two Vals, erown Sva, clorh extra; 18y

Zhe School af Shakspere.

Including ¢ Ty Life and Deappy of Captain Thomas: Stukela T
with a New Lif of Sticley, from Unpublished Sotrges ; fOAr,
by i .‘-Srmw!w.n!y,” * Histr MRSy, "t o Prodigal Son,»
** Jack Dmm's ]-:nwr!:.im-mﬂlr.' A "-"-'z.rnjng for Fair Woiman
with Reprints gf the Aceonnts or the Murder ; ang “ Falre Fig v
Ediied, with Introdnctiongs and Nodes nind B Accoing of Roberg
Green and L terrrels with Shakspers, by Richagp SIMpaoy.
B.AL, Authoe oo he Philosophy of Shaleperety Sonnets, & The
Life of Campion, * fo. With an Introductiog by F. . Fumsrvapg.

Crown 8ve, clath exira, with i‘ii'n::!m:icms, 77, B,
Stendoards -

Their History, . iy, Anscdates of Famows Thyerns and  Re.
markahle Characters, By Jacon Lag WD and Touy CaMDEN
Horten, Wi, nearly rog Hlustrntione,
i * Etiw ooy SO PO g i T ."\'.'r'r'm'n'. o crwnli e Pickowtaly ffergay.
Laraang g Hotten's Hwer, & Wie e poag FRENEE twp g BHEPONE 3y 1o o S
TAE mart wedfer by e Are s, .

=TrMms
Exquisitely Printed iy miniatire, clogh extr

The Swmiopey s 7z ext-Book
By 7. Il’.mu, ERSL

M gl edpes o0 gy
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 1o full-page Tinted
Ninstrations, 77 G

Sheridan's Complete Works,
with Lifs and Anecdotes.  Tneluding his Dramatic Writings,
printed from the Orginal Editious, his Works in Prose and
Practry, Translations, Speeches; Jokes, Puns, &¢. with a Collec-

gt haan wpl o
o of i P
P Creddane
spceches.” To thete

'y im Sdberidan’ s
o and palftical caveer | 22 fhat, i Ay Aand, e sledfeud
Wty cowslair waelf| foferelly roell foud alll ihal fo mécriikry JEE a
revieral consprehencion af Ghe subfect of 5.~ PatL Matt GazirTe

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, G, Gl

The Slang Dictionary :
Etymological, Historisal, and Anecdotal: An E
EmTioN, revised |_]||_'1_||'.|_:'|1l:|:ll, amad I.'-::i11:~i.t'|<!‘.'.'-.|.'-|_'|' Ex

¥ vy glad fosre £ e Slame Dix. d
weiendific point af wiew dels boak inm

v awr. algs, o fi cowtady

iy, oud greleigaoneit.  Juow
of @ demgrvagy sl DR giwaeef o

s HECaE g

RELY NEW
1

Crown 4to, uniform with ** Chavcer for Children,"" with Coloured
THustentions, eloth gilty 1on 64

Spenser for Children.

By M. H. Towey, With Tlustrations in Colours by WALTER
J. MorGaN.
g

(4}

de gt ond
T et - s

Imperial gto, containing 150 beautifully-finished full-pape Engravings
ancd MNine Vignattes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and
eolours, half-morceo, L0 05

Stothard's Monumental Effigtes of Great

Britaie.  With Historical Deseription and Introduction by Jous
Kemre, .S A A New Eprrion, with o lnnge body of Additional
Notes by Jorr HEWITT.
* * A few Lovge Paper copies, Toyal folio; with the arms illuminated
in gold and colours, n.n:[ the plates very carefully finished in body-colours,
heightened with gold in the very finest style; half-morocco, £15 154
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Crown Sva, eloth extra, g

y e : r3
Stedman’s Victorian Poefs -
Critical Essays.. By Epiusn Crapgsoe STEDMAN,

W ki e & Fhankiul fo thope wie de' criffont ek itk conededend plily
A i It AN, T ACHERty 8F parfasy, it sorih aildeemee swd e AnsE
lur,;'fr.-'rn'm'mu. Awd Mr. Stedman Saty g wadem e wvird e A Iine, déterver e

Admbr af Enpiiah scholary v FResr pualitler J‘;p;-'m.‘r.h'u_f IR [
A i i, Fiwl ity amal e RerrR iy B AT R Exvimw,

Large 8vo, hall-Roxburghe, with IJ]!I.&:tmt[u.h-s, price g,

Stow's Survey of London.
Dited by W, T, Tuonts, F.E A, A New Edition, with Copper-
plate Illustrations,

; meﬂ.ﬁ;-;,:-:!nih extra, ;FlTlh I_ll.-l.r;!rp.;:il:rl'l."-, 3.:.. &
Swift's Choice Works,

in Prose and Verse, Wik Memaoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of
the Maps in the Original Edition of ** Gulliver's Trayels®

e Tals of @ Tub’ f1, fn mey apFrekension, the mrsierpicce of Soife ;
cervarnly Rabelars has nething SHPEFIEP, FTEN PR Smiwmiion, sov mun Fikirng 30 cone
densed, 12 porried, 5o Fud of renl mraniag, o Bifing sadive, o felieitone anler.
Te * Battle of tir Bools" frowck an dimpromantent om fhe similnr comiat fn E
Lutrin, thatwe qirn hardly ewn if ar an Tiitadion,"—Haviau,

- i repctation ay o foed Aetw bera fn mias s obscurrid by the rres i sAfo-
iosr, Gy phe wekfared force and frventive eafine, af iy drose writdngs ; bty 1 he
had sever wriiten wffker the Fadr afa !ﬂlﬁ or ' Gulifoes's Trazels,” s masme
MIERRLY if o port wowld have come dot to M, aind Aate powe doren (e Pasterity,
i tewdienrnad heeora,"—HazritT,

Mr. Swinburne's Works :

The Queen Mother and Bothurell >
Kosamond, Feap, bvo, g1, A Tragedy. Two Vols. crown
Atalaniax in Cadydon, Bvo, sau. 6d,
A Mew Edition. Crown 8va, 65, Gfrﬁ Chapman :
| 0 ¥- Crown Evo, 7,
telard, :
cﬁ‘?l?m!ggi:'ﬂ’ Foap. 8vo, 7s. | Sﬂﬂg.!‘ "f T Nﬂﬁt’?ﬂ.

Crown Evo, fr,

Poems and Ballads, Essays and Studies.
Feap. #vo, gr. | - Crown 8ve, zar,
Notes on “Poemr and | Erechithens »
Balladr” 8vo, 15, [ A Tragedy. Crown 8ve, 6,
William Blake : Note of an English Re-
A Critleal Essay. 'With Facsimile | publican on the Micreowite Crn-
Paintings, Drtmny v, 16, | tade, Bwo, 1
Songs before Sunrise, | A Note on CharlotteBrongs.

Crown Bve, a7, G, Crown Bva, Gr,
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AR, SIWINBUENE'S NEW WORK.
Crown: Svo, cloth extra, g5

Poems and Ballads.

Geeond Series, By AvcEeNox CHARLES SWINDURENE.
X E-‘.c;a]:, Bvo, -l;lﬂ[]l extri, 35 [ e
Rossetti's (W. M.) Criticism upon Swin-
Bicried i % Poemis and Rallads”

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Ilustrations, 72 Gdl

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the

Frople of England § including the Fural and Domestic Recrea-
tloms, May Games, Muommenes, Shows, Processions, Pageants,
and Pompons Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present
Time, With 149 Illnstrations, Edited by Willras HoxEe.
* % & few Large Paper Copies, with an exir sel of Copperplate
1llustrations, ;_.1”_-E|_1]'j}r colotred 'Inl'-.' hand, from the GrE::innls, Lo,

Medinm Bvo, cloth extm, with Ifustmtions, 71 6.

Dr. Syntax’s Three Tours,
i Search of the Pictaresque, tn Search of Consolation, and in
Search of 3 Wile. With the whole of RowrAspsor's droll page
Tllustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Aathor by J. C. HOTTRN,

-];_,mga_- post Bve, eloth, full gi_l::, gilt tog, with Illustrations, 12:. G,

Thackerayana :
otes nnd Anecdotes.  Tlustrated by a profusion of Sketches by
WiLLIAM MAREVEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Inci-
dents in liis School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of
his everpday rending,  With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and
Five Coloured Plates, from My, Thackersy's Original Drawings,

w gy shewld faoe Bren o vead foas te Sblagvaphieal iferature Rad eapyrfphd
AiEculties doprived the penerad pubiic of ; allection. e of
Thackeray's Aakits, frem ks gehoolbey days, Sar [o oriamine B TANEIE A
Blank paper. of ihe bocks Re fead fn wer earforfurs Hilwatvalions of thar
confents,  This-game ppecinl palue o the sale of Wis divary, arud f5 adanest cened
for wrpred that ¢f cowld ol ke biew preserved in it dntegrity, Thackeray's
Alrce ta ditrendure §F coriacnt cuough e Aame rmnde fhls an fnfererd fo fulues
et The ameuymens adiior Ry dome Lhe Bext that ke cowdd le compene
e for the fack of (Rfs, T fan admitradle addendwm, nol enly io by eollegted
weorks, but wies de ary wemoir of kv thal has oecdy or that i dhely da 8,
swrdldet =D TIaH . QuanTiELY Brvimw,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Lilustrations, 77 i

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of In-
daleees, Wil u Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CusNINSHAM, aod over go fine 1llustrations on Steel and Wood.
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Tyro Voli crown Sve, eloth boards, 18z,; Large Paper copics
(only 3o printed), 367

s
Cyril Tourncur's Collected HWorkes,

Plays and Poems.  Edited, with Critical Introduction and Notes,
by J. CHURTON COLLING

Crown Bva, cloth extra, with Coloured Illus.u;nln;m, wr, O,

F. M. W. Turner's Life and Correspond-

ence, . Founded upon Letters and Papers furmishied Ty his Friends
and fellow Academicins. By WarTeg THORNTURY. A New
Edition, considerably enlarged, With numerous Ilustrations
In colours, facsimiled from Tumer's original Drawings.

Taine's History of English Literature.
Transiated by HExny Vax Lavy. Foar Vels smalt Svo, 308

** Also a Mew and Cheaper Edition, in Two Vals,, crown
gvo, cloth exira, 156

Small Bvo, cloth gilt, with i’ortr;ﬁl, fr.

Thovean : His Life and Aims.

A Study. By H. A. Pace, Author of *The Life of Thamas
ke Quincey," fo.

Exruacr FRoM PREFACH—"" The matwrednstined én Therrai tvan &2 sireng
that, az § belizow, §F way roex de semrthing £2 e fa fhe a'n#rﬁwnrrr'me’ cirtain
Akesawmenn of 10 distans o peviva an the Middie Ape. [ e 0 Jrind of real Hbwess
Seinseqe Shie socalind P Eiee” of Americ wiih his g et e for the slave, &is
smomareind mewiatlies amd aliractioms for Pt Lrwer creafures, i miwplicidies,
e Bis Jiking foe the dabear of he Rand, end that 58 Franos awkags dive hax
secenily bers swade_fraek aad read fo wr Sy Ghe shilfwl, v o Mra, O phant,  ANT
claim for Thovean i o dizintevrsted ana sl @ e ot and prefadiced kearing”

lff;;c-wn Svo, cloth extrn, with Illustrations, 72 B,

Timbs Clubs and Club Life in London.
With Anecdates of its famons Coffes-houses, Hostelries, and
Taverns. By Jous Tiues, F.5.A. 'With numerons Iinstrations. |

: Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Hlustrations, 72, 64,

Timbs English Eccentrics and Ec-*
cemiricitier : Stores of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impos-
tures, aidl Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes,
Eerentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By Jous
Tiuns, F.5.A. With nearly 50 Ilustrations,

Crovn 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d.

7
Trollope's A Peep Behind the Scenes at

Keme. By T. ADOLFEUS TROLLOPE:
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One Vel. erown 8vo, cloth extra, 71, O,
v 3 >
Tom Taylor’'s Historical Plays.
 Clancarty, ™ “*Teanne d"Are.™ ' Towixt Axe and Crown,™ " Tha
Fool's Revenge,” Arkamight's Wile™ ¥ Anne Haleym,™ ** Plot
and Pasion,"

he Plays may also be had separately, at 15 each,

Crown 4to, I'.u.l['.-:n'.ua!:u.'iim 125, 64, =
Vagabondiana ;

or, Ancedotes of Mendicant Wanderers throtsh the Sirests af
London ; with Portrafts of the most Remarkable, dmwn from the
Life by Jorm THOMAS SMITH, late Keeper of the Prints in the
British Museum.  With Introductisn by Frawxcis Dovce, and
Descriptive Text,  'With the Woodcuts and the 32 Plates, from
the ariginal Coppers.

Large crown Sl.-q.:, cloth :J;nlil.]n.u, with Tllustrations, e G
. : 4
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler
ar, The Cnnlm:g-]:tim Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fixll|mn 5, Fish and Fishing, written by Izadk WaLTox £
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear
Stream, by CHARLES CoTron, With Original’ Memodirs and
___Dotes by Sic Harwis Nicovs, and 61 Capperplate 1)

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original o= in. be oo b o

Warrant fo Execute Charles I.
An exact Facsimile aof this important Docement, with the Fifty.
nine Signatures of the Regitides, and corresponding Seals,
Ugmmﬁl[[}-i;rjntud on paper to imitale the {_hj;;.::u.ﬂ- 'J.I:-i,, ]\.-I;;._
Warrant to Execute Mary 0. of Scots.
An exagt Facsimile, inclading the Signature of Queen Elizabeth,
and a 't":lt‘Fim_i_'!e_nl'I-_iEc {:T_t-.'l._l. Seal, & ;
Crown 8vo, cloth exira, with Illustrations, 71, Bal
Wright's Caricature History of the
Gravwivt. @ The fﬁ:weufr".".:m-.--:r.lj With go0 Pictures, Caricatures,
Squils, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Titoaras Waigur,
— Esq, MLA, FS.AL

Large post 8va, clath extra, gilt, with Mustrations, 7r. 64

Wright's History of Caricature and of
the Gratesgie in Arg, Literature, Sendpture, awd FPafnding, from
the Earliest Times to the Present Day, - By THoMas WricHT,
M.A,F.5.A. Profusely illustrated by F. W, Fargmowr, F.5.A,
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