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A DATELESS BARGAIN.

By C. L. PIRKIS,
Autkor of ‘‘ Lady Lovelace,” etc.
CHAPTER 1.

“Lock the door, Mab, then we can begin
to tarn things upside down in comfort.
Now what room in the house is most un-
like & study "

“Is it a conundrum,” laughed Mab ; * or
do you wish for a straightforward answer 1
It wants thinking over. A housekeeper’s
room, perhaps, or a kitchen ”

%0h, what unrefined notions you have !
If you had aeked me I should have said a
lady’s boudoir. You get your inspiration
from your brown holland sleeves and
spron, Look at yourself in the glass.
What a splendid housemaid was lost in
you t”

These two young people goseipping so
gily on a bright May morning were
Mabel and Joscelyn Shenstone, only chil-
dren of Irving Shenstone, one of the
largest landowners in the county of Glon-
! costershire, He was expected home on
| this day from a ten days’ visit to London,
‘and his daughters were preparing a wel-
* come for him in his sanctum by turning
things generally upside down.

“We want to leave the mark of our
presence in the room,” Joscelyn had in-
formed her mother over the breakfast-
table that morning, * 8o that when he sits
down and kicks off bis boots—as he
always does in his study—he will say,
‘Mab did that I'll swear, and Joyce made
that other lovely arrangement.’”

These sisters, in appearance, were like
and unlike each other as only sisters can
be. They were tall, slender girls, with
wellshaped heads, a profusion of dark
ji brown hair, and large hazel-grey eyes.
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But here all likeness ended ; for the
trath must be told, Joyce was one of the
handsomest girls the county could boast
of, while Mab stood close upon the border
of plainness. Joyce’s complexion was that Jk
of a brilliant brunette, while Mab was
unmistakably sallow. Joyce had the
straightest and prettiest of Grecian noses,
and a small mouth all dimples and curves ;
Mab’s nose was somewhat aquiline, her
mouth wide and innocent of dimples and
curves. Joyce’s general expression was
one of buoyant happiness; Mab, as a
rule, wore so deep a look of intellectnal
thought as to amount almost to melan-
choly, or, to speak exactly, of anxious
apprehension.

It was characteristic of these sisters
that while Mab was attired in the
neatest of black gowns, which she had
farthermore essayed to protect from dust jf
by a holland apron and housemaid’s sleeves,
Joyce’s sole preparation for her morning’s
mimic housewifery had been to pin back
her pretty cambric skirt into one gracefal
fold behind, thereby disclosing in front her
dainty slippers and slender ankles.

Mab took a long, steady look at herself
in the mirror. *I think I must be a born
housemaid ; I always feel so thoroughly at
home with a dusting brush in my hand,”
she began musingly.

But Joyce was not at all in a mood for
either musing or attitudinising that morn-
ing. “Well then, begin and use it, my
dear, as if you were ‘to the manmer
born,’ ” she replied laughingly, giving Mab
a little push in the direction of the
writing-table, which stood at right angles
to the glass. * You set to work on the
ink-bottles; empty them everyone—you
know I'm going to turn them all into
flower-vases—while I attack ~the book-
shelves.”
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Mab made a little demur. ‘It doesn’s
seem the right thing to do with ink-
bottles, and where—where shall I throw
the ink $”

¢ Oh, you want 8o much telling! You
a housemaid, indeed! Why, out of the
window of course ; never mind about the
flowers underneath. Now a clever maid
would have jumped at that idea before I
could have spoken.”

Mab made another demur, muttering
something to the effect *“that it wasn’
exactly the sort of work a housemaid
would have given to her.” It was, how-
ever, & very little demur, for although
Joyce was nearly two years younger than
Mab, she invariably acted the elder sister,
and Mab was, so to speak, completely
¢ under her thumb.”

So splash, splash, went bottle after
bottle of ink from the window on the
flower-bed beneath.

«Jt will dye those pansies a magnificent
blue-black,” laughed Joyce, hard at work
at her bookshelves. ¢ Old Donovan will
throw up his hands in admiration when
he comes round next with his watering-
pot. Look here, Mab, here’s a whole row
of books on farming, cattle-rearing, and
such like nonsense, Shall I turn them all
the wrong way—upside down, that is—or
with their backs to the wall 1”

] think you might let the books alone,

jous! What for? Why,
books are \i:“ first thing to be thought of
in a study. If I let the books alone, what
may I touch$ Ah, I've an idea! Ill
rummage about for some poetry books ;
there are sure to be a lot behind some-
where, or on the upper shelves, and I'll
push back all the dreadfully useful books
and put all the poetry in front. Now
won’t that be splendid 1 Oh, good gracious,
good gracious!” This in an utterly sur-
prised tone. * Here are heaps upon heaps
of poetry books! Why, there’s Shelley,
Keats, Coleridge, Shakespeare! Oh, no
end of Shakespeare ; a dozen volumes at
least. Who would have thought that
. father had ever in his whole life been an
admirer of the poets$ These books have
every one of them his name on the fly-leaf
in his own writing 1”
Mab left her writing-table all in a
hurry.
I thought it! I knew it!” she said
excitedly. I felt certain father had been
all but a poet before he went in so much
for farming and that sort of thing; and I

know I'm right in never opening a
book of poetry—— " she stopped herself
abruptly.

Joyce turned upon her amazed. ¢ Why
—why shouldn’t you read poetry if you
like$” she cried. “That's it! I know
you're acting up to some funny notion
you've taken into your head. You've
given up music, you've given up painting,
you are always doing plain needlework, or
poring over housekeeping books. What
does it mean ¥ What's the idea, Mab 1”

Mab went back to her writing-table.
“Look, Joyce,” she said quietly, *I've
emptied all the ink-bottles. Now don't
you think we ought to begin getting the
flowers ¢ Shall I go and ask Donovan to
cut a basket-full ¥” Which remark, it will
be seen, was in no sort an answer to
Joyce’s question.

1t served, however, to divert her atten-
tion.

“ Ask Donovan 1 ” she cried. “}Are you
out of your mind?¥ Why, if we went
down on our knees to him he wouldn’t
give us more than a handful of the com-
monest garden-flowers and just a few very
full-blown azaleas, with very short stalke,
out of oneof the hot-houses. No, thank you ;
I'm going out to help myself this time, and
I shall come back with armfals of every-
thing—tulips, hyacinthe—everything that'’s
spring-like and delicious. Oh, the dust !”
Here a fit of sneezing prevented farther
exclamation.

_ Whereupon Mab volunteered her ser-
vices.

¢ Lot me finish those bookshelves whila
you get the flowers. You only want all
the poetry in front, and the farming books

ushed back, so that father won't be able to

y his hand upon anything that he wanta.
Ten’t that it?” she asked, setting to work
briskly on the volumes.

A door opening off this little study led,
by a flight of steps, straight into the
garden, now, thanks to a singularly sunny
month of May, in the fall glory of its
spring blossoming.

Down these steps went Joyce with the
biggest pair of scissors she could find.
Back again in something under five
minutes she came, with a n y 8o huge
she was compelled to hold her dress-skirt
in either hand to help carry it into the
room.

She deposited the flowers in a heap on
the floor—snowy hawthorn boughs, deep
talips uashed with fiery dew, laburnums,
dropping-wells of fire.”
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“There’s a lot more coming,” she cried
gleefully. I came upon Kathleen just
now, and told her o bring all the hya-
cinths in pots she could lay her hands
upon. Ah, here she is!” This added
15 a remarkably pretty and, for her station,
daintily-attired damsel appeared upon the
wens burdened with two full-flowering
hyacinths in pota.

This was Kathleen Donovan, the gar-

dener’s daughter, who acted as maid to
the two young ladies. Hers was a face
that in another sphere of life might have
won for her a ducal coronmet, or at least a
dangerous reputation as a successful
beauty. Not a faultlessly beautiful face,
but & face so full of sparkle, of bewitch-
ing brightness, and changeful coquetry that
one looked at it, and looked again, without
baving the remotest notion what shape or
siza were the features, what colour were
cyes and hair. It was a typical Irish face,
not the face one is accustomed to associate
vith orange baskets and green-and-red
thawls, but rather with the harps and the
Insh melodies, the breeze-blown Norah
Creinas, and the sweet vales ‘ where the
bright waters meet.” Her manner was
Irish too—soft, arch, bewitching—though
vith an English veneer upon it, eaught
from constant daily contact with her young
mistresses.
" “Ever so many more, Kathleen,” cried
Joyoo. “I am going to fill the fireplace
vith hyacinths. I want this room to be
1 unlike a study and as much like a bower
s we can make it. Never mind what
your father says, bring everything you can
got hold of that has leaves and flowers.”

Off went Kathleen ; down went the two
gitls on their knees, breaking branchlets
from the boughs of laburnum and haw-
thorn, arranging the big yellow tulips
sgainst a plumed background of lilac,
doing, in fact, their very utmost to convert
this chosen seat of Minerva into a shrine
fit for Flora herself.

“It's like desecration,” murmured Mab,
looking remorsefully towards the book-
thelves, where the topsy-turvied volumes

thowed mournfully through a bowery ar- | perpe

rangement of bright-tinted posies.

“It's consecration, you mean,” eried
Joyce. *“These dry old walls have never
held 80 much beauty before ;” and on went
her fingers faster than ever. Her eyes
sparkled, her curly hair strayed across her
forehead, ehe sang merry little snatches of
old-world ballads which a modern fashion

revived. Assuredly the May sun,

after climbing the Mendips that morning,
turning the forgotten battle-fields of old
Gloucestershire into fields of ‘cloth of
gold ” with buttercups and celandine, could
find no daintier work for its midday hours
than throwing its light and its shadow on
this blithe picture of Joyce Shenstone on
the floor amid her bright spring flowers.

Mab lifted up a finger, ** Hush! There’s
a step on the gravel,” she said, not inaptly
in the middle of Joyce’s carol that—

¢ Every fair has a sweetheart there,
And the fiddler’s standing by.”

Down went all Joyce’s posies in a
moment.

“It's Frank!” she cried, jumping to her
feet. And before Mab could have counted
ten on her fingers she had flown down the
garden steps, and might have been seen
out there in the sunshine talking and
laughing with a tall, dark young man of
about six- or eight-and-twenty. Now look-
ing up into his face, now looking down at
the pebbles at her feet, with bright, quick,
happy glances and smiles that left no doubt
as to the footing on which the two stood
towards each other.

For of course she had a lover—this gay,
beautifal girl—and of course (equally as
beseemed a gay, beautiful girl) he paired
well with her. He was tall, dark-haired,
dark-eyed, and, if a little thin, yet withal
it was not a thinness that implied want of
bodily vigour, but rather an extreme of
nervous energy, and a sufficiency of
mauscle. ‘

Joyce dashed at once into a glowing
description of her morning’s performance.

“We have had such a delightful morn-
ing, Mab and I,” she began; “no end of
fun in father’s study.”

“Fun in a study? Oh!” This in a
voice of comic horror.

“ Well, why not? We've only turned
everything as nearly upside down as
sible. If you'd been there we should have
done it in half the time.”

“Js it likely I should have aided and
abetted¥ I'm only surprised that Mab
should have allowed such iniquity to be
trated.”

“She couldn’t help it. You know I'm
the ruling spirit in the house, Come in at
once, Frank, and pronounce an opinion on
our handiwork. From your first exclama-
tion we shall be able to judge what father’s
will be when he walks into the room.”

But Frank demurred vigorously to this
proposal.

“You know it’s my last day with you
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I'm off to London by the first train to-
morrow morning. I've no end to say to
you. Two are company; three, begging
Mab’s pardon, are not. Come into the
orchard, and let us see how the fruit-
blossoms are getting on 1”

Meantime Mab and Kathleen indoors
were bringing their work of decoration to
a close, Mab with a sudden diminution of
energy, which told either of a decrease of
interest in her task mow that the ruling
spirit had departed, or else of headache
and languor, brought on probably by the
heavy odour of the masses of sweet-scented
flowers they had packed into such a small
space. An atmosphere compounded of the
scents of hyacinth, hawthorn, narcissus,
and lilac, would be assuredly more likely
to suit the organs of bee or butterfly than
those of a super-sensitive human being,

More than once Mab put her hand to
her head. Kathleen flitting in and out of
the garden could not possibly have felt
overpowered by the fragrance, but, never-
theless, she had suddenly grown silent, and
an expression somewhat akin to sullenness
had chased away the smiles and sunshine
from her pretty face.

At the foot of the garden steps, with a
final pair of hyacinth pots in her arms, she
stood still, looking after Joyce and her
lover on their way towards the orchard
gate.

“ You're no prettier than I am ; youn're
taller maybe—a trifle, that’s all—but that's
no reason why——" the began muttering,

« Kathleen, I'm waiting,” called Mab
from within, * Put those two flower-pots
just within the fireplace—so. Now I
don’t believe we could find room for any
more if we tried our hardest. Don’t go
away, 1 want to ask you about your
brother. Has he really made up his mind
to go to London—will nothing make him
give up the idea $”

“ Nothing, Miss Mab, I'm sure. He has
as good as said good-bye to all of us and
means, I know, to set off some time to-
day,” answered Kathleen, evidently with
an effort bringing back her thoughts to
answer her young mistress’s questions,

“ But he has not said good-bye to me,
Kathleen. He must come in and see me,
I've something special to say to him.”

“T told him so, miss, only this morning.
I told him how good you had been to him,
lending him books and all that; but he
said he shouldn’t dream of coming up to
the house unless you sent for him.”

“Well, then, I'll send for him, You

must go down to the cottage and tell him
I'm waiting in here to see him. I want to
know exactly what he is going to do in
London, and I want to make him give me
a solemn promise that he won’t join any of
those dreadful secret societies.”

Kathleen’s face brightened.

“Ah, if you could make him do that,
miss, it's a heavy load you'd be lifting from
mother’s heart,” she said, in her excitement
unconsciously drifting into her father’s
brogue—a feat she did not often accom-
plish, for her mother, being a thorough-bred
cockney, had impressed upon her daughter
from her earliest years that all such eccen-
tricities of speech were to be avoided as
indicative of kinship with an inferior race
of people.

Mab began to fear she had been in-
discreet.

“Don’t tell Ned what I want him here
for,” she said, ** or perhaps he won’t come.
Only say I want to say good-bye to him,”

“Do you think he'd refuse anything to
you, Mies Mab ?” cried Kathleen, as she
departed on her mission, “why, he worships
the very ground you walk on,”

Kathleen shut the glass door as she went
down the steps into the garden. The
room seemed to grow more and more
stifling. Mab’s head went round. She
sank into her father’s easy chair beside his
writing-table, feeling drowsy and stupid.
Her eyes closed, she would get up in a
minute, she thought, unlock the door lead-
ing into the hall, open the opposite window

and let a full current of fresh air sweep-

through the room, and then straightway
her head drooped upon her band, she leaned
backwards in her chair, falling into a deep
dreamless sleep.

Five, ten, fifteen minutes passed, and
there came the sound of a footfall on
the garden steps, a face looked in through
the glass door, the handle turned, and a
man entered the room.

It was Ned Donovan, the gardener’s son.
His face, like his sister’s, proclaimed his
nationality. He was the beau-ideal of an
Irishman of the heroic, enthusinstic type,
the t.yp(emone c:lnnot bear 30 think 3f as
priest-ridden or de: e-driven, and yet
which so frequent.l?:x\gl?ftilnto the trammels
of either priest or demagogue. He had
the bluest of eyes, the most chestnut of
curly hair, a woman’s mouth and chin, and
a carriage of head and shoulders such as
one sees in the soldier-Irishman and in no
one else. Under his arm he carried a
couple of volumes of Carlyle’s ¢ Frederick
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the Great,” and if one had opened the
first volume Mab’s name would have been
seen on the title-page.

He gave a great start of surprise when
he caught sight of the sleeping girl. Then
he too became conscious of the oppressive
atmosphere. “It’s enough to suffocate
her,” he muttered, doing what Mab had
proposed to do, opening both doors and
letting a free current of air pass through.

Mab stirred in her sleep as the sweet,
freeh breeze swept over her face. Some-
thing of colour came into her pale cheeks,
her lips half parted, as though about to
mile, In sleep Mab always looked an
idealised likeness of the Mab who went
about the house with cupboard keye, or
else knitting-pins, in her fingers. It was
so now. The look of anxious, troubled
thought had disappeared, in its stead there
was an expression of serenity and peace,
which breught out a latent beauty never
seen in the Mab of waking life.

Ned’s expression as he gazed down upon
her was first one of admiration, next one
of sharp, sudden pain.

“Those cursed walls which rank and
wealth set up!” he muttered, breathing
hard and clenching his big strong fingers
into the palms of his hand, till nanght but
nerve and muscle showed in them.

He stood for a few moments looking
down on her irresolutely. Should he
make some slight stir in the room, rouse
her from her sleep, and say his good-bye ¥

“]I should like to have heuf her sweet
voice once again,” he said to himself;
“ Heaven only knows when and how I may
hear it next.”

But at this very moment there came the
sound of another voice, and this not a
sweet one, from the other side of the door.
“Mab ! Joyce! where are you hidden?$”
It asked once, twice, and again. It was a
weak, tinkling little voice, all head-notes,
and those out of tune. And it was a voice
Ned knew he should never forget, since he
had heard it assert one day, all heedless
of his presence, “Mab, really you carry
things too far. The idea of lending Herbert
Spencer to a gardener’s boy. You had
much better send him a spelling-book.”

8o with one more look and one more
tigh, and a muttered * Heaven bless you,
Miss Mab,” the handsome Irishman de-
parted, closing behind him the glass door
leading into the garden exactly at the
moment that Mrs, Shenstone turned the
handle and entered the room from the

‘ Mab, Joyce, are you here 3” she queried
for the last time as she crossed the three-
hold. Then shestood still, looking round her
incredulously. 'Was it danghters of hers
who had wrought this havoc in the quiet,
neat, little study ¥ ‘ Dear me, dear me |”
she soliloquised,  where do they get their
notions from? Some unheard-of preposter-
ous idea is for ever coming into their heads.
One day one thing, another day something
else equally far-fetched and ridiculous.”

It may be noted in fpmmin , that for the
past twenty years of her life two com-
plaints had been perpetually on Mrs.
Shenstone’s lips. The first had reference
to her husband : “ He spends the whole of
his time in his study; except at meals I
never see him,” it had run. The second
related to her daughters, the number and
variety of their ideas.

“ Where do they get them from$ Cer-
tainly not from me,” had been her all but
daily question and answer, as first Mab
and then Joyce would startle her into
wonder.

It was certainly not from her that the
two girls derived their individuality. Her
nature was too superficial, too slightly cut,
as it were, to impress itself upon anything,
even her own children.

Physically, even, they were at opposite
poles. Their one point of resemblance to
her was their long, slender figures. Her
face might have been moulded in another
planet for all likeness it bore to theirs. It
was colourless, trifling in feature, devoid
of expression. Any child with four pricks
of a pencil within a round O might have
drawn it on a slate. But trivial and unin-
teresting though it might be, to its pos-
sessor it was a mine of wealth, for it gave
her subject for thought, and occupation for
every one of her waking hours, Only her
looking-glass could have rendered an
account of the number of admiring glances
Mrs. Shenstone bestowed upon herself
between sunrise and sunset. Now, after
her first hasty look round the transformed
study and exclamation of surprise, she
walked as naturally to the mirror above the
fire-place as the duck walks to the pond.
Midway, however, between the door and
the mantel-piece, she came upon Mab
asleep in the easy-chair, and stopped with
another exclamation upon her lips.

“ How extraordinary! Another whim,
is it? Are they going to turn this room
into a sleeping apartment, or what have
they in their heads now ”

She broke off for a moment, then her
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thoughts went zigzagging into exclamations
of surprise as before. ¢ Dear me, dear me |
How remarkably plain and old-looking the
child is getting ! g declare, she looks years
older than I do! Now if she were only a
little more like me in the face (here a
complacent side-glance towards the mirror)
people might think she was my elder
sister! Oh dear, what’s this on the
floor 1”

The last sentence was added with a little
accession of energy as her foot caught in
the volumes which Ned Donovan, in his
haste to open door and windows, had de-
posited on the floor at Mab’s feet.

Mab opened her eyes with a start. For
an instant she looked about her confasedly,
then an expression of amazement went
sweeping over her face,

“ Why—why,” she stammered, looking
well over Mrs. Shenstone’s head with wide-
opened yet unseeing eyes, ¢ when did you
come home, papa 3 Why didn’t I hear you
come in?”

She jumped up from her chair, then
suddenly paused, passing her hand vaguely
over her forehead and eyes.

%“Oh—h, what is it? Where has he
one ” she asked in a bewildered tone,
ooking about her uncertainly.

Mrs. Shenstone went to her and took her

hand.

“ Why, Mab, you must be dreaming!”
she cried. “Wake up! you look uncanny
and bewildered.”

Mab drew the deep breath of an awaken-
ing sleeper.

“I suppose I must have been dreaming,”
she said slowly, * but I could have declared
that my father stood there just in front of
me looking, oh, so terribly sad.”

Mrs. Shenstone pointed to the clock.
¢ Five minutes to twelve,” she said, * your
father has just a minute ago stepped out
of the train on to the platform, and I
shounld imagine was looking anything but
sad at the prospect of seeing us all again.”

CHRONICLES OF SCOTTISH
COUNTIES.

AYRSHIRE,

WiTH its eighty miles of coast-line in-
dented and recessed ; with its rivers run-
ning their whole course within its limits ;
with its wild hills, its undulating pastures
and rich cultivated levels, Ayrshire is rather
& principality to itself than a mere political
county division. It has its own literature
too, rich and characteristic, and its history

connecting it with the brightest names in
Scottish annals,
The nurse of Wallace and of Bruce

would still be more interesting if we could
recover the lost part of it, and trace to their
origin those mingled strains of blood and
race which have given such richness of tem-
perament to the sons and daughters of Ayr.

The threefold division of Ayrshire sug-
gests a Celtic character. We have Cun-
ningham, where the Saxon has left his
mark, the country of rich and fertile levels ;
the Kyle, of mingled hill and plain, noted
for its fine stalwart sons and lovely lasses ;
with Carrick, the Ayrshire Highlands,
where the waters of bonnie Doon take
their rise among lonely lochs and moors.
And these divisions may be kept in mind
by repeating the old stave which celebrates
their respective products :

Kyle for a man,

Carrick for a coo, .
Cunnin%mme for butter and cheese,
And Galloway for woo’.

For Galloway is included in the stave,
not only for the sake of the rhyme—which
shows the elasticity of the Scottish dialect,
for, if cow and wool can be made to ring
together, almost anything is possible in
that line—but also as the two countries
seem to have a natural interest in each
other, as if they had formed an alliance in
some far-off time—alike against Borderers
and Highlanders—an alliance which still
subsgists In some unacknowledged way.

Carrick, indeed, was probably once part
of Galloway, and the father of Robert
Bruce acquired the earldom by marriage
with the descendant of the ancient lords of
the wild Gaels. From the shores of Loch-
ryan, the Vale of Glenapp stretches up with
fine wild scenery that seems a fitting ac-
companiment to the lonely moors of Gal-
loway. And the chief settlement in those
parts—thevillage of Ballantrae—is secluded
and isolated enough to suit the most ardent
lover of solitnde, lying on a lonely sea-
shore, where Stincharwater forms a rugged
creek, once haunted much by smugglers
and gipsies, and overhung by a rude crag
with its appropriate ruined tower.

Still there is a well-frequented highway
all along this wild coast that rises some-
times to a bold headland, such as Bennane
Head, where grand views may be had of
land and sea, the blue hills of Bute and
Cantyre lying on the horizon like the
islands of the blessed, and the dark mass of
Ailsa Craig rising midway in its gloomy,
lonely state.




TI:-

o
i

Charles Dickens.}

CHRONICLES OF SCOTTISH COUNTIES. fAugust7,188.) 7

' “wA much admired piece of the Lord’s
| workmanship is Ellsey,” writes an old
i Puritan traveller, *where there breeds
i sbundance of Solemne geese.” Such a breed
! is not unknown on the mainland ; but here
i our solemn friend refers to the Solan goose,

upon which it seems the natives were ac-
cnstomed to hold gruesome feasts, almost
mothered in the unctuous fat which
sponted forth at each incision of the
carving knife.

Ailsa Craig is part of the county of Ayr,
and, besides its geese, feeds a colony of
| goata and rabbits. No one has had the
| courage to live there in these modern days,
although it is said there are fragments to
be found of a ruined fort, which may have
{| been the hold of wandering pirates from
i| the North.
| With Ailea in sight, the road winds in
ad out among a succession of wild pre-
cipices, which bear the name of Games

Tradition has been busy about
the place, and, although the particular
i| Games, whose leap into the raging sea
below is not satisfactorily identified, yet
! tallad literature associates the spot with
{ the villanies of a certain Bluebeard, the
fsuse Sir John, who met with his match
- st last in the person of fair May Collean,
| This young woman Sir John enticed
from her father’s hall, and, on the pre-
tence of taking her to his own castle—
generally identified with the ruined tower
' of Carelton—he led the way to the brink
! of the precipice, which had already been
! the scene of his crimes,

i
|
|

.| “Loup off the steed,” says fause Sir John,
1| . “Your bridal bed you see ;
| Yor it’s seven Kings’ daughters I have drowned

here,
Aud the eighth I'll make out with thee.”

_But penurious even in his ferocity, he
bids his bride disrobe.
f * Cast off, cast off your silks so fine,
And lay them by on a stone;
| For they are o’er good and o’er costly
\ To rot in the

. With assumed meekness the fair May

" submits, but with instinctive modesty she
| bids her false knight turn his head away as
|

t sea-foam.”

she disrobes. The knight complies, and the
. maid takes advantage of his weakness by
- pushing him over the edge of the precipice.
i And then, bidding farewell to the mangled
! corpse of her false lover, she rides home
; with the spoils of the vanquished knight.
' Wild and lorely as the way may be,
' there is little satisfaction in coming to the
| region of manufactures and railways, for
Il Girvan is but a dingv. industrial town, with-

out any redeeming point of interest, al-
though the Water of Girvan in its course
towards Maybole affords many picturesque
scenes with well-wooded pleasaunces and
handsome mansions.

And Maybole, on Girvan Water, is a town
with a character of its own, derived from
its former importance as the chief town in
the baillage of Carrick, the seat of justice
and of government, with its ancient houses
—or remains of them—incorporated in
modern buildings, formerly occupied by
the aristocracy of the district, or by the
chief functionaries of the courts. Its chief
interest now is in the ancient residence of
the Kennedys, with ‘'quaint outside stair,
whose carvings are said to represent the
features of a band of gipsies who wrought
much scandal in the House of Cassilis.

The hero of the story is Sir John Fas,
a gipsy knight ; and we know that some
among the EScottish gipsies rose to distinc-
tion, and even founded families which came
to high estate. Thus, this Sir John Faa, of
Danbar, had been admitted to the society
of the Countess of Cassilis before her mar-
riage, and had made a strong impression
upon her heart. The Earl himself, grim
and dour and middle-aged, had little about
him to secure the affections of an unwilling
bride ; and, on one occasion, when the Earl
was in England, attending, as one account
has it, the assembly of divines at West-
minster, Sir John, having notice of his
absence, came to see his lady fair at Cassilis
Castle, some five miles from Maybole on the
banks of the River Doon, He was attended
by a body-guard of the men of his tribe, for,
knight or no knight, he had not renounced
his connection with the wanderers of the
bush and brae.

The ies cam’ to the Yerl o’Cassilis yett,
And oh! but they sang sweetly ;

They sang sae sweet and sae compietae, '
That down cam’ our fair ladye.

The poor lady, overcome by the sweet-
ness and strength of her passion, could no
more withstand the appeal of her lover
than the needle can resist the magnet.

Gae tak’ frae me this gay mantil,
And bring to me a plaidie ;

For if kith and kin and a’ had sworn,
I'll follow my gypey laddie.

And so the band rode away trium-
phantly with the fair Countess in the midst
of them; but hardly were they out of
sight when the Earl arrived unexpectedly
at the Castle. The flight of his wife was
at once reported to him, and mustering
his armed followers the Earl galloped at
their head in pursuit of the eipsies. and
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overtdking them before they crossed the
river, made the whole party prisoners, and
brought them back to the Castle. There,
on his bare word, the whole of the gipsies,
fifteen or more, including Sir John, were
hung upon the dule tree, which still stands
before the ruined gateway ; while the Earl,
with inhuman grip, held his wife to the
window that she might behold the dying
struggles of her lover. Her own fate was
to suffer a life-long imprisonment at the
family dower-house in Maybole, where,
according to tradition, she spent her days
in embroidering tapestry, with which the
old house was once hung throughout. The
famous outside stair, carved with the con-
torted faces of the dying, was built, it is
said, for her behoof.

At an earlier date than that attributed
to this story occurred a famous meeting
and disputation between John Knox and
Quintin Kennedy, the last Abbot of Cors-
regal. This was held in a large upper
room in the house of the Provost of May-
bole College, a religious community en-
dowed by the Kennedys. Both sides
claimed to have had the best of the con-
troversy ; and tradition has it that while
Knox came to the combat armed only with
his Bible, the Abbot brought with him
three wain-loads of books and manuscripts
to aid him in his argument. It is further
said, that in joy at the assumed victory of
their champion, John Knox, the pop
seized upon this vast and valuable store of
literature and made a huge bonfire of it.

Returning to the coast again, some
miles beyond Girvan we reach the ruins
of Tuarnberry Castle on a commanding
height above the sea—the stronghold this
of the ancient Earls of Carrick, among
whom is numbered the famous Robert
Bruce.

From Turnberry Point glared the mys-
terious beacon-fire that summoned the
Bruce from the opposite coast of Arran
when his English foes were in possession
of his castle—a signal agreed upon between
Brace and his friends in Carrick, if it
should prove that the Castle was weakly
guarded and open to attack. The fire was
never lighted by Bruce’s friends, for Lord
Clifford held the Castle in strength, and
had just been reinforced; but as the
beacon-light led the Bruce to victory and
virtually brought independence to Scot-
land, tradition assigned it to some super-
natural source. And Walter Scott writes
in his poem, “ The Loxd of the Isles,” anent
the same beacon-light, how

Grey-haired eld
A superstitious credence held,
That never did a mortal hand
Wake its broad glare on Carrick strand ;
Nay, and that on the selfsame night
When Bruce crossed o’er, still gleams the light—
Yearly it gleams o’er mount and moor,
And glittering wave and crimsoned shore.

Along the rugged, rock-bound coast we
come to another famous castle, rebuilt now
and modernised, but holding still the same
commanding site. This is Culzean, or
Colean, Castle, the seat of the Marquis of
Ailsa, the representative of the Kennedys,
Earls of Cassilis, whose wide-reaching
power has been noticed in our account of
Galloway.

The Caves below Culzean, in the Cove of
fairy fame, have long been celebrated, and
were probably a seat of superstitious rites
in the mysterious days of old. Strange
footmarks of uncanny creatures were long
shown upon the sandy floors of the cave,
constantly renewed as smoothed away by
the incoming tide. ~The old Puritan
traveller already quoted bears a grudging
testimony to these mysterious footprinte,
but evidently considered the sight of such
wonders an indifferent substitute for the
hospitable entertainment he expected but
did not get. Indeed, he gives & very poor
account of the housekeeping of a Scotch
noble of the period: “The castle hall very
sluttishly kept, unswept, dishes, benches,
and wooden cups thrown up and down.”

Along the countryside the hills, and
dells, and caves hereabouts were famed as

the favourite haunts of fairy-folk, a tradi-
tion preserved in Robert Burns’s charm-

ing poem of Hallowe'en :

Upon that night when fairies light
_On Cassilis Downans dance,
Or owre the lays in splendid blaze

On sprightly coursers prance;
Or for l();fean the route xI:: ta’en,
Beneath the moon’s pale beams
There up the Cove, to stray and rove
Among the rocks and streams,
. To sport that night.

There is but one more castle on the rug-
ged coast—Dunure—a mere fragment now,
perched on a bold headland fretted by
the wild sea waves. And then we are within
the curving Bay of Ayr; and the pleasant
town of Ayrstands before us, with its Auld
and New Brigs—ever memorable to the
lover of Burns—and with all ite modern
brightness and its smartness there stands
pre-eminent in the scanty display of towers
and steeples, the square tower that tradi-
tion ascribes to William Wallace. And if
there were any excuse for roaming the
quiet, respectable streets of Ayr in the
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small hours of the morning, we might
expect a glimpse of the poet, as he strolls,
not very steadily perbaps, from the Auld
Brig end :

The drowsy dungeon clock had numbered two,

And Wallace Tow’r had sworn the fact was true,
The tide-swol'n Firth, wi’ sullen sounding roar
nm%gote.the still night dash’d hoarse along the

B

All about in a narrow circle are the
various stations of the Burns pilgrimage, a
track worn by the never-ending succession
of pilgrims from the whole world round.

Here is the clay biggin where Burns was
born ; not far off is Mauchline, whose lasses
are still admired by succeeding generations,
and whose kirk was the scene of that old
festival which the poet drew to a very hair.

T'm gaun to Mauchline Holy Fair,
To spend an hour in

Close by Mauchline is the Farm of Moss-
giel, where some of the most fruitful years
of the poet’s life were passed. But Rab
was a roving blade, and has left associa-
tions connected with him all over Ayr and
Galloway. At Kirkoswald he learned to
survey and gauge, accomplishments which
mggested his future career as an Excize
officer.

Searching auld wives’ barrels
Och hon ! the day!

At Trvine Barns learnt the art of flax
dressing, and he has made the Kilmarnock
wabsters famous all over the world.

Between Ayr and Irvine lies Troon,
which has recently come into favour as a
health resort, but which has not otherwise
made its mark in local annals. But Irvine
is an old town of repute—a royal burgh
and sea-port, and was much admired by
our old Paritan tourist, as ¢ daintily situnate
both upon a navigable arm of the sea, and
in & dainty, pleasant, level, champaign
country.” Possibly our usually grumbling
predecessor was disposed to favourable im-
pressions by the good wine which was
plentifal at Irvine, for he reports that
“hence they trade much into Bordeaux in
France, and are now furnished with good
wine.” At Ayr, too, our traveller remarks
that “most inhabiting in the town are
merchants, and trading into and bred in
France,”

Beyond Irvine along the coast lies Salt-
coats, formerly noted for its brine-pans,
but whose population migrated mostly to
Ardrossan, a modern bathing place with
the old ruined castle of Portincross in the
neighbourhood. This was the seat of the
Stewarts, and can still show the remains of
8n old gun, which is said to have been re-

covered from the wreck of one of the ships
of the Spanish Armada. The Castle of
Ardrossan, which belonged to the Mont-

gomerys of Eglinton, was razed to the

ground by Cromwell, who, it is said, con-
veyed the materials to Ayr, where he built

a strong fort which is still in existence.

This destruction was to punish the son of
the house, who was an ardent Royalist,

while the father had been from the begin-
ping of the civil war a staunch Covenanter. '
Thus father and son fought on opposite

sides at Marston Moor.

Eglinton Castle itself, the chief seat of
the family, is two miles to the north of
Irvine, and just beyond is the little burgh
and sea-port of Kilwinning—noted for its
popinjay, and for a curious story which
concerns the landing of an emigrant band
of Freemasons, as early as the thirteenth
century. The Montgomerys, as the name
implies, were originally a Norman family,
and they acquired Eglinton by the
marriage of the famous John Montgomery,
who took prisoner the Percy at the battle
of Chevy Chase. Down to the end of
the sixteenth century the Montgomerys
were chiefly employed in a long and em-
bittered feud with their neighbours, the
Cunninghams, Lords of Glencairn. The
ruined walls of Kerelaw, the ancient resi-
dence of the Cunninghams, sacked and
burnt by the Eglintons of the period,
remain to attest the vindictive nature of
these family quarrels.

Passing the projecting Cape of Fairlie
Head, we are fuirly within the grand river
estuary,

Where Cumray’s isles with verdant link
Close the fair entrance of the Clyde.

And here the tall masts of sea-going
ghips, the white sails of innumerable ‘plea-
sure craft, and the long procession of
steamers passing up and down with every
tide, betoken the wealth and enterprise of
the great commercial capital of Scotland ;
while the hills of Bate and Argyle, that
bound the horizon, remind us that we are
here at the portals of the wild scenes of
the Western Highlands.

The last town on the coast of Ayr in
this direction is Largs, where there is an
ancient ferry to the Island of Bute, on the
other side of the firth ; and on the plain by
the sea-shore, to the northward, was fought,
in the thirteenth century, the battle of
Largs, where the invading forces of Nor-
wegian Haco were defeated in a hand-to-
hand fight with the hastily raised levies of
the adjoining districts. ., The Norwegians,
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in their chronicles, make light of this affair,
which is represented as a sort of chance
medley, brought on by the running ashore
of some of their galleys through stress of
weather. But the consequences of the
battle show that it was of importance, as it
put an emd to the Norwegian schemes of
conquest, while the aged King drew off his
shattered fleet towards the Orcades, and
soon ended his life in disappointment
among those wild islands. .

To the north of Largs is the pleasant
valley of Brisbane, dominated by the
mansion of that ilk; a name which some
devoted son of Ayr has planted in the
Antipodes, where the flourishing town of
Brisbane has far outstripped in importance
ite Scottish godmother.

Retracing our steps through the inland
scenery of Ayr, we may reach once more
the water of Irvine, that divides Cunning-
ham from Kyle; and here, on the left bank
of the stream, we shall find that the fine
modern town of Kilmarnock has far out-
grown our notions of the place derived
trom Robert Burng’s familiar allusions to
“Auld Killie” and its * wabsters.” Con-
nected with Kilmarnock by a long walk
or avenue, i8 Riccarton, the traditional
birthplace of the great Scottish hero,
Willie Wallace hight. In the neighbour-
hood, too, we have the ruins of Dean
Castle, the once noble mansion of the
Boyds family, Earls of Kilmarnock ; a fine
quadravgular, semi-fortified dwelling, which
was accidentally burnt in 1735,

Nearer the coast, too, is the massive
ruin of Dundonald Castle, which gives a
title to the family of Cochrane—a title
familiar in the records of naval heroism
and daring, as borne by that brave and
adventurons Admiral, Lord Dundonald,
whose life reads like a page of romance.

Some miles from Kilmarnock is Fen-
wick, where Covenanters and Camero-
mnians especially flourished. Its old kirk-
yard is full of the. monuments of its
martyrs, who suffered during the cruel
persecutions of James the Second’s reign,
with inscriptions constantly renewed by
volunteer scalptors of the * Old Mortality ”
type. One of these memorials of an un-
fortunate Cameronian, who was decapitated
on the village green, is noticeable for its
quaint Scottish rhyme, the crown, or croon
referred to, being evidently not of a ter-
restrial character.

Thus was the head that was to wear a croon
A football made by a profane dragoon.

But the Cameronians of Ayrshire could

fight as well as suffer. Drumclog is not far
distant, where Claverhouse and his dra-
goons met with an almost fatal discomfiture
at the hands of a handful of enthusiasts,
who had met to hear the Word, but armed
and well prepared to wield the sword of
Gideon. The fight has been well described,
with a novelist’s license as to facts, in
*Old Mortality.”

One of the band who fought at Drum-
clog was William Cleland, who subse-
quently became Lieutenant-Colonel of the
famous Cameronian regiment. This regi-
ment was raised soon after the revolution
of 1688, an event that was welcomed with
enthusiasm by the Cameronians as a
national deliverance. And thus in the
following year, when there was a question
of raising forces to support the new ad-
ministration, the Cameronians enrolled
themselves with ardour in a new regi-
ment, which was to consist entirely of
godly men, with ministers of the Came-
ronian faith, and which should com-
bine exercises with the wielding of pikes
and muskets. The regiment numbered
eighteen hundred strong, and was raised,
according to report, in a single day.
With the Earl of Angus, one of the re-
nowned Douglases, as their Colonel, the
regiment soon came into action. It was
just after the battle of Killiecrankie and
the death of the old enemy Claverhouse.
The Cameronians, as & regiment, had not
shared in the battle, and were now hurried
up to the front to keep the victorious
Highlanders in check. The regiment had
advanced as far as Dunkeld, when they
were attacked in great force by Mackay,
who had succeeded Claverhouse in com-
mand of the Jacobite levies. The dragoons,
who accompanied the Cameronians, at once
bolted and left them to their fate. But
although surrounded and greatly out-
numbered, the Cameronians made such a
stout fight against their enemies that these
were beaten off and dispersed. The regi-
ment, however, suffered severely, and Cle-
land, the hero of Drumclog, was slain.

This success raised the reputation of the
Cameronians, and they were soon detailed
for service in the Netherlands, where the
oriflamme of St. Louis flouted over the
tent of his magnificent successor who con-
ducted in person the leisurely siege of
Namur, while the Dutch-English King
watched him at a convenient distance.
Namur fell, and Louis retired to celebrate
his triumph, his periwig crowned with
laurels ; and then our William) determined
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upon a downright blow at the French
army under Marshal Luxembourg; an
army which felt that it had dome its
fighting, and was now entitled to emjoy
itself. ~Marshal Luxembourg, however,
was not to be caught asleep, and the sur-

ise that William had prepared for him
mea disastrous result for the English
division of the combined army, under
Mackay, which bore the whole brunt of
the fight. Among these were the Camero-
nians, who held their ground with grim
determination against the whole force of
the French army, the gentlemen of the
royal household, in all their gallant attire
of silks and plumes, being at last brought
up against the decimated ranks of these
stardy sons of ploughmen and herdsmen
from the hills and dales of Ayrshire and
the Borders. When the regiment, fell back
ithad lost its Colonel, the brave Douglas,
most of its officers, and the greater part of
the rank and file,

From the date of this disastrous battle
of Steinkirk the regiment began to lose its
peculiar comstitution. Its ranks were re-
plenished with recruits whose religious
faith was subjected to no rigorous tests,
and the young officers who joined had no
relish for sermons and exhortations, so
that before long the Cameronians ceased
to affect any peculiar sanctity. Afterwards
the Cameronians were enrolled as the 26th
Regiment of the Line, now the First Bat-
talion of Scottish Rifles ; and according to
Walter Scott, “in memory of the original
principles of the sect out of which it was
raised each soldier was, and perhaps is
ttill, obliged to show himself possessed of
2 Bible when his necessaries are in-
lpﬂCf&d.”

If we are interested in the Cameronian
sect we may reach another of their battle-
fieldls on Aird’s Moss, where Richard
Cameron, the leader, who gave his name
to the movement, was defeated and slain.
And beyond fs Muirkirk, on the borders
of Lanarkshire, where woods and green
fields are succeeded by hillocks of coal-
dust; and the smoke of ironworks begins
to darken the air.

ST. ANDREASBERG.

ALwAYS the same answer : “St. Andreas-
berg! Never heard of such a place. Only
fifteen miles from the Brocken, you say %
Ah| yes, in the Hartz Mountains. Yes,
agkno_w”them, but as for this St. Andreas-

Now in London we listened to this quite
patiently ; after all, we cannot expect rail-
way officials to be omniscient, and it was
rather pleasant to think that, for once, we
were going to escape from the beaten track
of English tourists. 'When, however, we
found that the eame ignorance prevailed in
Diisseldorf, from which town the place we
were seeking could not possibly be a hun-
dred miles distant, the affair became more
serious. The most obsequious of German
station-masters declared we must have
made a mistake in the name. He had
never heard of St. Andreasberg; conse-
quently no sach place existed, at least, not
within a hundred miles of Diisseldorf.

Fortunately we had with us a letter
bearing the St. Andreasberg post-mark,
and this we produced. Now, the German
official mind has an instinctive respect for
printed matter ; what all our persnasions,
promises, and threats had failed to achieve,
this stamp at once accomplished. With a
profound bow, he ushered us out, assuring
us that now, as he had something to go upon,
we might safely leave the matter in his
hands ; which we did most joyfully. Nor
was our confidence misplaced ; before we
went to bed that night we were in the
possession of all the information we could
possibly require for our journey.

Once on the right track, nothing could
be easier than our journey. Ottbergen,
Northeim, and Schartzfels were our only
changes, but we paid the mnever-failing
penafty for our audacity in quitting the
ordinary route. At Ottbergen, the man
smiled significantly when we asked for first-
class tickets, He had none. First-class
passengers, he said, did not travel by that
line; and we soon discovered why. German
trains at the best of times are not rapid,
but this one hardly seemed to move at all.
It drew up at all sorts of queer unexpected
places—barn-doors, windmills, cornfields,
anywhere in fact where the engine-driver
spied a friend with whom he wished to ex-
change a word. No matter how much we
weredelayed there was nodanger of accident,
the guard took care to inform us, for the
train we were in was the only one that ever
travelled on the line.

At Schartzfels the locomotive arrange-
ments were still more primitive. Only
two carriages ran to St. Andreasberg. The
whole of the way lies up a steep incline,
the train in some parts runming through
thick foresta. The authoritiee, not wishing
to incar the expense of fencing in the
line, have caused a bell to, be attached
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to the engine, and this the driver is
directed from time to time to ring. The
effect is most wonderful. It was a lovely
moonlight night when we left Schartzfels ;
and as the little train, with its tinkling
bell, made its way slowly winding up the
hillside through the dark pine-woods, past
the silvery streams, we seemed to be enter-
ing an enchanted land. Even the voices
of the people, as they spoke in their soft,
Hanoverian German, had a ring of music
that accorded well with the beauty of the
scene.

At the little station of St. Andreasberg,
we found a queer old coach waiting to take
us to the hotel which, in olden times, had
been the Rathshaus. The host—one of
the fattest men it has ever been my fate to
see—welcomed us warmly, and, what was
more to the point, provided us with an
excellent dinner.

The next day we began our acquaintance
with St. Andreasberg. It consists of one
long row of houses winding about in a
picturesque fashion that is perfectly in-
explicable until you have made your
way up to the top house, when, looking
down, you discover that the village is
built on the side of a hill so nearly perpen-
dicular that to walk straight up it would
be almost impossible, at least for anything
but a chamois. This hill is the very centre
of the Hartz range; the peaks of the
higher mountains, dark and threatening
with their pine-forest covering, rise up on
every side and, by contrast, enhance the
peaceful beauty of the valley around,
where the foliage is lighter and more
varied, and the scarlet berries of the
mountain-ash gleam brightly against the
gloom above.

A singular charm hangs over the village.
Tt is not beautiful, but it seems to smile
up at you in a comfortable, easy fashion ;
it wears an air of such ineffable peace
that you feel, as you look at it, you could
not find in your heart to wish one stone
different, for it is just as a village should
be. No two houses are alike; some are
so low that in passing you can touch the
roof, whilst by their side a huge, wooden,
block-like building may rise. Each man
has built where and how the fancy took
him, architects evidently being of non-
account. Some old, rambling cottages must
have stood untouched for centuries (in the
records of 1539 St. Andreasberg is spoken
of as a town), whilst at every turn you
stumble over old stone entrances, odd-
looking steps, quaint crosses, and a hundred

tokens of a bygone age. About a mile
from the village are some silver mines;
one at least is still in working, though 1
believe with little profit to its owner. It
is to these mines that St. Andreasberg
owes its existence.

In the fifteenth century the Hohn-
steiner Counts being, as usual, in want of
money, began to turn an eager ear to the
monks, who insisted that more wealth lay
buried in the mountains than grew upon
their surface. In those days, however, it
was no easy task to collect a band of miners.
The work was regarded as uncanny ; for
who knew to what dangers you were ex-
ﬁosed if once you quitted the fair light of

eaven 1 But the Counts were determined
men ; they scoured the country for a hun-
dred miles around, and at length, by
threats and bribes (miners in those days
enjoyed a personal liberty and immunity
from taxation undreamed of by other men),
in the year 1487 they succeeded in form-
ing a settlement, and the work was begun.
For centuries the mines were most pro-
ductive; not only silver, but copper,
granite, quartz, and hornblend were found
there in abundance ; but now, if we may
judge by the leisurely way the work is
conducted, their wealth is exhausted.

In addition to mining the Andreas-
bergers have another occupation, unique
in its way. They are the greatest canary
trainers and exporters in the world. In
every cottage you find rows of little wooden
cages full of canaries, These, when they
have been taught to sing, the peasants sell
to the manager of the great warehouse, who
exports them to all countries. Thousands
of birds are sent every year from St.
Andreasberg to America. What first in-
cited the inhabitants of this out-of-the way
little place to such an unusual pursuit no
one seems to know. All that the villagers
can tell you is, that their fathers, grand-
fathers, great-grandfathers, to the first
syllable of recorded time,. have trained
canaries ; but where they found their
canaries to train none can say.

Gentle and inoffensive, the Andreas-
bergers look as if they have been underfed
for generations. They are very poor. Two
shillings a day is the utmost a man can
earn, whilst the average wages are much
lower. Still, though there are signs of
poverty on every side, you neither see
beggars nor hear complaints. The people
have never known what it is to be richer,
so they take it for granted that perpetual
pinching and saving is the natural order
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of life. More than once I was struck with
the patient endurance with which they
submitted to the hardships of their lot. In
comparing them with the noisy, happy,
importunate Italian poor, their conduct
appears almost heroic ; nay, there is some-
thing awful in their resignation, for it
comes from their having no conception of
brightness or happiness in life. I never
saw an Andreasberger dance, or heard him
lﬁ:r%llz. Their life is hard, and they take it
y.

In addition to the native population,
there is a small colony of visitors, seem-
ingly of the professional class, with a
sprinkling of poor nobles. They are all
more or less invalids, and you see them
wandering off on a morning, armed with
any number of pamphlets, and the never-
failing spectacles and umbrella. A few
officers, either ill themselves or in attend-
ance upon some relative, make up the little
community. Society there is none ; those
who seek diversion will be driven to Hartz-
burg, some twenty miles away.

The visitors seem almost as poor as the
natives ; there is something pitiful in the
way they hesitate before ordering a cup of
coffee.  Yet some of them have grand old
names, Last year there were three barons,
whose titles dated back to the days of the
old German Reich. They have gradually
become poorer and poorer ; and, as all their
energy has been devoted to trying to save
their few sterile acres and tumble-down
castles, they are only just beginning to per-
cgive, now that it is too late, that they
have slipped behind in the race of the
world, and that their places have been taken
by a harder-headed, richer, plebeian people.
Conservative of course they all are, and of
a narrower type than we have ever known
in Eogland. For them Tartarus itself was
not more deep and impassable than the
gulf that separates those who have no
“von” before their names, from the happy
possessors of this precious particle. I once
heard a man who had scarcely enough
money to keep body and soul together,
gravely argue that he could not engage in
trade as that would be bringing a disgrace
upon his Order. Fancy the spirit of
“noblease oblige ” forcing a man to starve
upon thirty pounds a year !

Ot course the grand attraction of St.
Andreasberg for these people is its cheap-
nese. The Tyrol may be more beautiful,
the air at Davos as pure, but in this St.
Andreasberg reigns supreme; it is the
cheapest health resort in Eurove. The

terms for fall pension at the Wirthshaus—
the best hotel—is four shillings and six-
pence a day, and this includes a thoroughly
good table d’h6te dinner, whilst those who
prefer private apartments can have them
without difficulty. A comfortable room,
with attendance, costs from five to eight
shillings a week ; these of course are not
lnxurious, but they are spotlessly clean, and
their owners will take any amount of
trouble to make their visitors comfortable.

There are two doctors, one of whom
having made a special study of the Davos
system for chest diseases, throws himself
“con amore ” into the duties of his profes-
sion, and certainly with what seems to be
marvellous success. He is most enthusi-
astic in his belief in the curative qualities
of the Hartz climate; but maintains, that in
most cases, a full year should be passed
there for a permanent result to be ob-
tained—the winter, in his opinion, being
even more efficacious than the summer.

There is an establishment for different
sorts of baths, but the doctors’ only pre-
scription is to live out of doors, climb
mountains all day long, and inhale the per-
fume from the pine-trees. St. Andreasberg
lies nearly 3,000 feat above the sea, nothing
intervening between it and the North Pole;
the consequence is that in summer—1I have
never tried it in winter—the air is simply
delicious. The mere fact of living is a
pleasure, when under its influence ; it seems
to penetrate your whole being and impart
to you some of its own buoyancy. When
you first arrive you look at the hills with
despair. How can you ever climb them?
At the end of a few days, such is
the power of the air, you find yourself
going up and down the mountain-side with
as much ease as if you were walking on a
level road. Then, as for distances, those
who at home would shudder at the thought
of a five-mile walk, think nothing in the
Hartz of going ten, twelve, or even fifteen
miles a day ; the air is so rarefied that you
seem to have no weight to carry.

The walks in the neighbourhood are
lovely. You can wander for hours under
the great pine-trees, inhaling their delicious
perfume, and at every break in the forest
some exquisite bit of scenery reveals itself
—sometimes wild and rugged as in the
highest Alps, at another smiling with
gentle sylvan charms. To stand at the
summit of one of those great barren hills
and watch the sun as he slowly sinks, and,
as he sinks, casts around his rays of min-
gling hues. which lizht up the dark forest
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with a weird splendour, is a pleasure to be
felt, not described.

No one, of course, could go to the Hartz
and leave the Brocken unvisited. From
St. Andreasberg this mountain is easy of
access, though, for all but the exceptionally
strong, beyond a walk. 1wo hours’ drive
brings you to the foot, and in two hours
more, you can easily mount to the top.

The first time I climbed the Brocken
was a glorious August morning. As we
began the ascent, the whole earth was
redolent with a thousand perfumes.
Purple and gold, heather and gorse,
covered the earth with a royal splen-
dour, which the dark firs and larches
threw into yet stronger relief ; and all the
time the early morning sun, dancing and
playing on every leaf, was colouring the
geene with a marvellous beauty. But this
did not last long; soon flowers were rare,
the heather lost its brightness, the firs
became stunted, the air chill, and summer
a thing of the past. As the scene becomes
.more and more desolate, involuntarily the
Faust Walpurgis Nacht scene rises before
you, with all its strange weird compound
of tragic and comic, pathos and mirth—the
wildest, boldest dream conceived by human
brain. Mephistopheles and his motley crew,
dance mockingly around, and, struggle as
you may, you cannot escape their spe

Half way up the mountain there is an
immense ruin, whether the work of Nature,
or the remains of some citadel made by
human hands, has never been decided. The
stones are so immense, they tower above
the rock so threateningly, that, as you
look, you feel you are in the presence of one
of Nature’s own phenomena, and yet, the
huge pile is wrought with such scrupulous
exactitude, the position is so carefully
chosen, that it seems hard to believe that
man has had no hand in framing it.
Legend relates thata Hartz Squire, fired
with the ambition of owning a castle, asked
the devil to assist him in building. The
evil one, of course, gladly consenting, offered
to begin the work the same night; but
stipulated that, as a reward for his trouble,
if the castle were finished before the cock
crew the next morning, the Squire’s soul
should be his.

During the whole of the night His Satanic
Majesty worked with a truly diabolic
vigour ; and the castle was almost finished
when the first red of daybreak began to
tinge the eastern sky., A few moments
more and the work would be complete;
but the devil did not hurry, for to guard

against accident, he had taken the pre-
caution of putting a cork into the throat
of the cock. Still, sharp though he was, a
woman was sharper. The Squire’s wife
knew of her husband’s compact and of the
devil’s stratagem, so just as the last stone
was going to be fixed, she ungagged the
cock, which of course began crowing at
once. The devil, in his rage at losing the
reward of his labour, with one mighty
blow struck down the tower he had raised,
and left it in ruins, as we see it to-day.

Better authenticated witness points to
this spot as the last refuge of the wor-
shippers of Thor and Woden, who fled
there to escape from the persecutions of
the Christian bishops. On these stones the
last sacrifices of the old heathen worship
were offered.

After leaving the ruins the path becomes
steep and rough; huge boulders bar the
way, and it is a steady pull to the top.
There you find three great stones, which
form the Teufels Kanzel (the Devil’s Pul-
pitz, from which, on Midsummer night, he
welcomes his friends, the witches. Not far
distant is another curious stone—a large
oblong block, which looks as if it had been
scooped out in the centre, This is called
the Hexenwaschbecken, and in it the
witches are supposed to wash their hands
before attending the Satanic féte.

A sudden turning in the path, and fare-
well all legends and fancies—a large new
fashionable hotel, *replete with every
comfort,” stands waiting to welcome us.

MIDSUMMER FIRES.
A STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS. CHAPTER L

To-MoRROW would be Midsummer Day.
The sun was nigh its setting. Out over the
level, shining sea he seemed to lie ; blood-
redand ruddy purple gleamed the throbbing
waves of the horizon; rosy and golden
came the rippling wavelets from that dis-
tant path of the sea to the yellow sands of
the Manx coast.

A path, winding up a headland, led from
the western shores to a white road. The
red gleam of the sunset was upon it, and the
sparse heather landwards glowed ruddy, as
soml: girls sauntered loitering along the

at|
p. There were three of them, sisters. One
was a child, Nessie ; the others, Meta and
Kate Qualtrough, were on the happy border-
land of girlhood and womanhood.

We have no picturesque national garb
of a foreign land wherewith to set them
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forth—they were dressed as hundreds of
girls in London might be dressed, though
they came of so pure a Manx race as to be
proud of the days when English people
were looked upon as foreigners in Man.

Nessie was full of life ; she danced ahead,
or she lingered behind, she sprang to right
or left over the broken ground of the
headland ; what her sisters waited for had
evidently no strong hold on her thoughts.
At last, she struck In with this :

“Ye'll be utterly foolish, you girls, idling
here any longer for those lads.” Her ac-
cent bore the North-country lilt and the
soft, sweet, tones of the Manx people. “ Do
you think they’ll be leaving their fishing
for the——"

“Hist |” commanded Meta.

The girls were all at play in a sense,
but it was play with a serious vein in it to
Meta.

“Eh3—I'm full of respect!” and wild
Nessie threw out her arms, and made a
g8y, bowing reverence in a circling fashion
to the hills and the green mountains. **But
the boys are not so, and I'm thinking
ht.hey’d only be hindering us if they were

ere.”

% Still, we promised ” Kate put in.

“And they promised, too; and if they
break their promise, we’ll be free from
ours, I say. Do come, we'll be awfully late,
and there’s a lot to do.”

Then they walked on a bit faster. Nessio
was out of sight, but yet they were closely
following on her steps. So many turns
and bends and shoulders there are to these
Manx headlands that one may be easily
out of sight.

A shoat burst forth into the still summer
air, and the next moment Nessie, with
waving arms and with yellow hair flying as
the light wind caught her, was seen on the
topmost bit of green.

“ Boat ahoy | ” and her arms gesticulated.
There was a boat skimming across the bay—
Peel Bay. One unbonneted head was in
the stern of the round, deep boat; it be-
longed to a fisher-lad, who was the working
chum of three scarlet-capped youths, One
of these last was a Qualtrough, a cousin of
the girls, the others were his friends, lads
who, a year or two back, had been with him
8t King William’s College at Castletown, but
who, being English, were only in Man for
8 summer jaunt now.

And now it had been for the delectation
of these same young Englishmen that the
doings of that Midenmmer Eve were being
made s0 much of.

“ Do they mean to land or not 4" asked
Kate.

“Undoubtedly,” was Meta's decisive
word. “Do they not know it is for them
we are making this delay $”

In a very short time the boat was out of
sight, which means that she was well under
the headland and landing her crew in
White Strand Cove. Some few moments
more and three young men in boating
flannels, and each with a rough pea-jacket
atop, appeared from clambering up the
face of the headland. Then the party went
on more swiftly.

First on to and across the white sunlit
roadway, then down an opposite lane,
rough and stony and untended. This lane
finally lost itself on & furgy common, where
short sweet mossy grass was patched irre-
gularly by a savagery of gorse, and furze,
and strong waving bracken. Meta walking
apart, pulled the bracken; Kate and Nessie,
with energy of a more talkative and less
solitary humour, bade the young men bring
out their knives and slash away mossy
branches of gorse and farze.

“Where is all this to go now$” asked
DoylePhilipson,ithe elder of the twoEunglish
brothers. ¢ Is this common the haunt of
—of —the enemy *” A twinkle lighted up
a would-be grave face.

“QOh, don’t!” Meta's exclamation was
instinctive.

“There!” cried the Manxman of the
party. “Take Meta’s horror for your key-
note, Philipson, or you'll be setting us all in
danger of the evil influences of the hour.”

“Eh, Willie!” and Nessie flung her
vigorous small self against her cousin, her-
self armed with a huge bandle of prickly
furze, “ye’ll be the worst of the three.
You ought to know better.”

“Blessed are the immunities of igno-
rance !” the youth exclaimed.

“I do not say that at all,” quickly young
Philipson replied. “I wish to know—I
wish to—" ’

“ Meta will tell you then.”

The girl was still in her silent humour—
perhaps a dangerous humour for a nature
just a degree prone to mysticise over
things.

These were men from the outer world,
the brave outer world of whieh she dreamt ;
the faithless outer world which she knew
ridiculed any ancient fantasy of custom.
Should she be silent, or should she be
brave and show that she was not too weak
to acknowledge her weakness? One second
she had for hesitation, but no)more.
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“Will you”—came the question point-
edly put to ber—‘“lay your commands
upon me, Miss Qualtrough, and tell me
while I obey$” How light and yet how
true did he look as his clear-browed eyes
met hers.

Meta flushed with pleasure. Was there
really a sensible mau going to listen to her
old wives’ fables, and listen with respect?
The delight of this flashed through her and
made the delicate Manx face of the girl
radiant. Manx feminine beauty has not
had much eulogy, very likely ; but, where
will you find more delicate features, brighter
intelligence, and purer expression, than in
the faces of the girls of Man 3 Meta Qual-
trough was a picture, with all the loveliness
of those island women.

“You mean it 1” was her cry, and her
face was full of enthusiasm, Her blue eyes
took a fire of brilliancy, and the clear
delicate pink of her complexion heightened
its colour with one quick flush, gone as
soon as it was seen.

“ Agsuredly I mean it. Ignorance has
no charms for me as it has for your cousin
there. But I do not promise faith, mind
you.”

A shadow fell over Meta’s radiance.

A very quick-eyed young man was this.
He saw it, and read too in his 'kindly,
sympathetic soul the measure of her trouble.
So reading, he at once set himself to glad-
den her again. He was thinking what a
lovely study her radiance would make for
some girl-saint of middle-age religion.

“Everyone has a chink in his armour,
you know ; and though I am matter-of-fact
personified, you may — just may” —he
smiled, * find me vulnerable somewhere.”

The rest were ahead ; every one of them
laden with green or sun-dried stuff for the
burning. hese two gathered up their
burdens and followed, talking all the way.

From the gorsy common the track was
homewards for the girls, and they crossed
a meadow, stopping at its further side by a
brook, where grew clumps of golden marsh
marigolds. These were wanted as much as
the dry stuff, but not for burning.

«T thought not,” said Edgar, the younger
of the Philipsons. ¢ They’re far too pretty.
You have some in a bowl at your house.
They come far before the lilies of the
London msthetes, in my opinion.” This
young man was not like his brother, an
artist ; but a trader, To put his status
quite plainly, he was a clerk in a tea-mer-
chant’s office. And here he was trending
on to the debateable ground of lily-worship !

“Very well out here,” said young Qaal-
trough, rather testily ; “but not the things
for girls to wear on their dresses. You
don’t mean that § ”

“T was thinking of that ;” and the other
marked the word. ‘Miss Qualtrough ”—
he turned to Kate—‘do nov let him talk
you out of wearing them.”

Kate had worn some only the evening
before.

“No, I shall not ; certainly I shall not!”
she cried, langhing. Nevertheless she wore
only roses that night.

“What do you with these? What is
their virtue 3” Doyl asked of Meta.

“You shall see, if you can be patient.
Their virtue 1—I cannot say.”

“ Empty seer !” cried the young man.

“ Yes—we've reasoned out the fires, but,
here I don’t know where to begin. We
always do it—the children always do it.”

“ What$”

““We lay them about on the door-sills
and the window-sills, and we strew them
by the outhouses. It is for ‘good luck.’
‘We all want * good luck 1’”

“So we do, but—I'd like a reason to see
why ‘ good luck’ lurks within the mysteries
of these marsh marigolds more than in other
flowers.”

“ Can’s give it you, but you shall have
the ¢ good luck’ if you'll have a flower ; or
shall T keep it back from you % ”

“ No—no. Give it me.”

“ How excited you are | I've found the
chink in your armour. I've found out yon
are superstitious, and I'll just punish your
weakness "—Meta parodied some of his
own words—‘by not giving you the
flower.”

“ %r—the good luck! Oh! you wilL”

[ o"'

What was mastering this very proud
disciple of matter-of-fact$ His sun-tanned
face flushed, and something carried him
out of his former wise self. He ran back
to the brook, where he saw one ‘golden
starry blossom left, and plucking it, he
brought it like a trophy to Meta.

“This is for you,” he cried. ‘ There is
‘good luck,’ infinite good luck for you,
and—if for you, then for me, You have
given me your fait "

A shout from the rest interrupted him.
Could he possibly have been going to say
that he had faith in those old-wives’ fables
of Meta's?

 Oh, be quick | they are all waiting for
us,” and Meta ran before him. She could
by no means face any talking in such a
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passionate strain as this matter-of-fact
youth was developing. She felt hot, and
she ran up to the others laughing and
talking gaily. Certainly her humour had
wondrously changed.

CHAPTER IL

THE sweet Midsummer Eve closed in, and
the grey of the night came on. Strangers
from the foreign land of England wondered
as they drove home from their day’s ex-
cursioning, at the fancy of the peasants
for setting light to the gorse everywhere.

All the young Qualtroughs were out in
the grounds with Willie and his friends.
Mr. Qualtrough, grey-headed and wise,
went out too. Perhaps he laughed over it
all, but there had never been a Midsummer
Eve he could recollect without the burning
of tke witchfires, No, indeed; and if
his children had shown themselves very
sdvanced in the common sense of the age
and neglectful of the old customs, he,
good man, would have been just one degree
uncomfortably surprised.

They had all had a merry supper—Manx
folk are primitive, and supper is not yet
wholly cast into oblivion—and then all
went out. Two of the girls threw light
shawls over their heads ; Nessie stuck on a
gray felt hat of her father’s; and they
went gaily round the house and through
the unkempt, luxarious flower-garden ; then
through the kitchen-garden, where mon-
strous cabbages sheeted the beds with their
crumpled outer leaves; where the straw-
berries blinked rosy from amidst a tangle
of long suckers ; where alleys were made by
trained apple-trees, whose green young
frit promised joys to lads and maids in
the days to come.

“Ah{” suddenly young Philipson ex-
claimed.

“The Corrin’s fire at Ballaseggan |” and
Mr. Qualtrough turned round. There had
come a golden, springing, flashing light on
his glass houses.

“Horrid ! Nessie exclaimed angrily,
“and ours not alight yet. Jim is horrid !
I specially gave him orders to light up
early, because Mona Corrin declared they'd
have the finest show. I'll be speaking to
him to-morrow morning.”

“Do, dear, do,” Willie, her cousin, said.

“Iwil.” And she ran on. In a mo-
ment she was seen flying up the wooden
ladder which led up to what they called
their “ look-out,” a square miniature tower
which gave a grand view over miles and

miles of farmlands, of distant mountains,
of western sea, and—a sight of all for
strangers—of one bit of the savage, storm-
battered Calf of Man. “Grand!” she
cried joyoumsly. “Grand! We're alight
now! Eh! I'll not heed Mona having
the start, we’ll be far the finest.”

A pale ic:};ien fire began to shimmer on
a near-by hill, it spread and spread until
verily the whole of the hillside was a
tricksy flashing dance of fire.

“QOar gorse is not there$” Doyle
wondered.

“Eh% No. Thisis my private business,
Jim and I did this in the morning.”

“8o! That is how Jim does his weed-
ing 3” her father began.

“Yes. That'll be his manner of weed-
ing on Midsummer Eve! He couldn’t do
less than obey his mistress | ”

“No, Mr. Philipson,” she went on.
% The bits of fuel we got this evening are
on the other side. Look! I saw Jim run
across only two minutes ago ; he’ll be light-
ing it up now.”

She was right. A hillocky lift of the
land was spangled all at once with patches
of flame, ruddy flame, golden flame, flame
that sputtered and fizzed as it mastered
the juices of the green bracken. .

“ We have an extra grand show to-night,
girls,” Mr. Qualtrough began. ¢ Who shall
say our old customs are dying out? Bat I
expect it is as much in your honour as in
that of the fairies and witches,” he nodded
to the young men.

They, seated like the girls, on the battle-
ments of the miniature tower, were gazing
here and there, as one quarter and then
another was made alight. Beacons, like
stars, blazed out far away. Evidently the
whole neighbourhood was of one mind.

“ We will not accept that idea to-night,
sir,” Doyle answered. ‘“No, no; let us
not tempt the powers. But can we not go
amongst it all ¥ Two minutes will take us
where Jim is.”

“Oh! if you like.”

So they left the gardens and tramped
over a field to the hillocky ridge. There
was a good deal of talking and laughit‘xﬁ,
as might be supposed, but, amongst it all,
Meta was again silent. She was wearing
her one marsh marigold stuck under her
chin, a8 a girl might wear a brooch. She
was very careful of it, keeping her light
wrap well away from it. 'What danger of
cold could there be on such a sweetly warm
summer night $

She lingered behind. But amongst such

R ==
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a gay string of merry folks who would
notice one straggler ¢

Nessie was by Jim and talking hard and
fast. No one paid any heed to her, but we
maust, for the subject of her talking affects
our story.

“There were nine lots, Jim.”

“Eh, missee, I'll know that; and nine
have I set the light teu,” refining his word
real Manx-fashion,

“Then where are they? Six—seven—
eight,” she counted.

“It’s beyond me, missee ; but nine’ll be
the number I kindled. Sure, by token I'd
only ten matches in my box here, an’ one
I left for the pipe. Pfah!” he blew on to
the pipe-bowl. “It's nigh out she’ll be,
missee, with me talking an’ talking,”

He here took a good whiff to ward off
the fulfilment of his words,

“ The boys must have matches. I'll by
no means go without my nine !”

Nessie was always a bit self-willed.

% Eh, missee +—let be. I wouldn’t inter-
fere——"

¢ Interfere | ”

¢ Sure——"

“What stuff!” Nessie’s play had no
faith—no faith of the timorous sort, at
least. “I'm as strong as the fairies, If
they put the fire out I'll light it again!
That I will 1”

She ran back to the young men.

‘Whereat Jim faced the inevitable, and
bestowed all his active care upon his pipe.
He shrugged his bent shoulders ; perhaps
it was at the foolhardiness of young
maids,

All at once a new blaze of light sprang
into the gray night. It came with a sud-
den flash just behind where Nessie and the
boys stood and talked.

One golden flash there was; dry gorse
had caught a smouldering spark, left at
the very tail, as one might say, of Jim's
ninth match. Then the flash died down;
then——another blaze, and a brighter,
more golden blaze. A quick, short cry on
the top of it: «“ Ah |”

Meta’s foot treading on the unseen dry
gorse had pushed it towards the dying
match—had kindled the flame, and——her
tli)ress, a soft muslin thing, had been caught

it.
yThem was a rush. All were first and
all were last, it seemed. Meta was down
upon the ground before the rush and cry
were done. Every flame was out, every
;ii uldering spark was hurried out of
e.

For one moment Meta lost sight and
sound. Then, memory flashed back one
sight and one sound—Doyle Philipson she
bad seen tear off his coat and she had
heard him give one cry.

“ Meta !—my own {”

How the soft grey night echoed the
words! Had she dreamt them? Was she
dreaming still} There was now no fire,
the flickering lights of the distant hills
were paling under the breeze, her father
stood over her, bidding her not to “be
afraid.”

“Your coat has suffered.” This she
heard Mr. Qualtrough say to a dim,
shadowy figure, The voice was low, and
such as comes when a man’s inner self is
trembling,

Doyle made a light answer. Men do
answer lightly even when, perhaps, the
gravest question of their life is fighting
for its answer within them. He pushed
his arms into his coat-sleeves; and all at
once he found that, in crushing down the
rising flame of Meta’s dress, he had got his
hand burnt.

A week hence the two young men had
to go away from Man.

Willie Qualtrough was to drive them to
Douglas on the morrow, so a8 to be in time
for the boat. A good hour’s drive this was,
and they must be up betimes. He and his
friends had strolled over the fields from his
father’s house; they would naturally say
good-bye to the girls and the Qualtroughs
of Brae Hill.

Again it was a summer night, again the
girls were wandering about the old garden.
Meta was aloft in the *look-out,” Kate
was below meeting the young men, Nessie
was chasing a white butterfly.

Doyle Philipson had, many days back,
come to the solution of one grave question ;
but, not being a rich man, and being
honourable to what some folks might call
an extreme degree, he had commanded
himself to hide the love he had for Meta
Qualtrough. Nay, he it was who had
hastened the departure from the island be-
cause, seeing Meta day after day, he could
not keep eye and tongue in cool obedience.

And the sweet, lazy hours of evening bhad
come, and Meta had chanced to be aloof,
and the others had chanced to drift into the
company of each other—who talksof chance ¥

The would-be matter-of-fact young artist
was mastered. He told his story, and all
his (;vise commands were scattered to the
winds.

tﬁ_
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What they two said, only the night
heard. It was an old story made new, and
there is always a golden originality about
the telling of these old-new stories.

Meta and Doyle were coming down from
the “look-out,” the rest were in a group.

“It is arrant nonsense, Kate, for you to
drive into Douglas at such an hour.” So

ke Willie Qualtrough, the girl's cousin.
: e and Kate often squabbled, cousing do

o 80,

“Thanks,” she pouted. “But I'll judge
best for myself. I have shopping, and the
shops are fresh in the morning.”

“That are they. And the shopmen are

deo?.”
“You shall wake them up for me,”—she
was persistent. ¢ Oh ! Willie!”

The cry had actually trembling in it.

Kate made a little start and again a
cecond start, or rather droop, backwards to
Willie’s side.

“Eh! that's done!” Willle was a
masterfal counsin; he made no ado, but
drew Kate’s hand within his arm. *“He
told me he shouldn’t do it till next year,
when he’s coming again——"

“Oh! Willie!” Kate's vocabulary was
growing stunted. :

“And now that’s—all—moonshine. Do
you mean you never saw it §”

. “Dear—how could I1” She was cling-
ing to Willie in a way that her cousin un-
mistakably approved.

Before another Midsummer Day came
round there were two Miss Qualtroughs
the less at Brae Hill.

Doyle Philipson does not, so much as
heretofore, parade his matter-infact, and
he is going to make his Academy fame, so
he says, by a picture which shall have
fairy-worship for its motive. There is
going in next year a marvel of a Saxon
maiden, & golden-haired Saxon maiden, by
arocky shore, wearing a golden-hued mari-
gold. The eritics say it 18 beautiful.

It is Meta.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL NEWS FROM ABROAD,

“The Lord have mercy on us!
This can’t be true. Father! Leah, child,
Ve you seen it ¢”

Mrs. Josephs was speaking. It was
breakfast-time in the little house in Addi-
son Gardens—a meal which, after seeing
her young ones supplied with food, the
good lady was in the habit of enjoying in
company with the newspaper, dispensing
choice morsels of the intellectnal treat
thus presented to her as she had pre-
viously been doing with the grosser ones.

“Don’t talk to me about spoiling my
digestion,” she would say, when remon-
strated with on the practice. * One good
thing is never the worse for having another
with it, and busy women like me can’t
afford to wait for a leisure time to do their
reading in. They’d never get any at all
if they did.” A theory on the strength
of which Mrs. Josephs used to let her coffee
get cold and her toast flabby, to forget
milk and duplicate sugar in second cups,
and—occasionally—to make woeful confu-
sion of her husband’s correspondence while
keeping one eye on the Faper and inter-
jecting all sorts of scraps of information.

The comfortable, chirrupy way in which
Mrs. Josephs was wont to impart her
scraps of information had nothing, how-
ever, in common with the tone of hoarse,
incredulous horror in which she uttered the
exclamation recorded at the head of the
chapter ; and, as she let the paper drop
from her hands, and gazed in helpless con-
sternation from her husband to her daugh-
ter, there was something sufficiently alarm-
ing about her to make even the experienced
Professor lay down the letter he was reading
and ask anxiously : :

“ Why, mother, what’s up now? No-
thing to do with Matthias, or——"

“Qh! no, no,thank Heaven! not with any
of ours,” cried Mrs, Josephs, her eyes fill-
ing with tears. * But, oh ! it's too dreadfal
all the same. That poor, hot-headed young
Marstland. It must be he, and what can
have led him—— Leah—oh ! I see, you’ve
got the paper already. Read it to your
father, dear—that paragraph in the third
column.”

But Leah’s colour had faded so utterly
at the first glimpse of the paragraph in
question that her father took the paper out
of her hands and read it himself.

“ FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.

¢ Paris.
¢ Great excitement has been created here
to-day by a duel fought at an early hour
this morning, between the Comte de Mailly,
a nobleman of well-known social celebrity,
and a voung Enclishman of the name of
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Marslan. It took place in a bosquet, on
the Neuilly side of the Bois de Boulogne,
the seconds being the Vicomte de Birac,
and an artist friend of the Englishman,
name unknown. It appears that, at the
first fire, no harm was done on either
side, but at the second a ball entered
Marslan’s left shoulder, breaking the collar
bone, while the Count was pierced through
the brain, dying immediatefy. Additional
horror is added to this tragedy by the fact
that the Count, for long somewhat no-
torious as a man of gallantry, was married
yesterday morning to a young lady of good
family. Jealousy is said to be the cause of
the erime.”

The Professor glanced on, and a little
lower down in the page came to another
paragraph headed :

“By REUTER'S TELEGRAM.

““The Englishman, Marslan, was ar-
rested this morning at the Chalet, a
villa at Neuilly belonging to the Count de
Mailly, and which the deceased nobleman
had selected to spend his honeymoon in.
Marslan gives his age as twenty-seven,
and states that he is a surgeon practising
in London, and an M.D. of Edinburgh;
also that in fighting the Count he was
acting in defence of his wife’s honour,
Further revelations of a startling domestic
character are expected. Marslan is at pre-
sent lodged in prison. The seconds have

escaged.” )

The Professor laid the paper down in
silence. In fact the news seemed too ter-
rible to him for comment. Leah, too, was
speechless, her cheeks bleached to a waxen
hue, her whole body trembling. Mrs.
Josephs began to cry.

“ And to think,” she sobbed out, * that
I was only saying yesterday I wondered
Mr. Burt didn’t write again. Oh dear,
dear, father, I wish we had never let Leah
go over there and bring back that poor
little girl to wreck George Marstland’s life
in the way she has done. But what in the
name of goodness need he shoot that

-Count for, since the man had, after all,
given her up and married some one else!”

“Father, I don’t understand—that,” said
Leah through her shaking lips.

The Professor took up the paper again.
They had none of them any idea of the
truth.

“Unless this de Mailly had been speak-
ing damagingly of the poor little girl’s
reputation,” he said slowly, * revenging
himself for his own disappointment by

making capital out of her elopement.
I wonder if Mrs. Burt has hLeard.
Leah___”

“Oh! Iwill go round to Hornton Street
at once and ask her,” the girl exclaimed,
her cheeks kindling with a touch of their
usual colour at the firat prospect of any-
thing to do.

Leah could never have sat still, like her
friend, waiting helplessly through the long
hours of that bridal evening for the
husband who, as her own common sensze
and instinct would have told her, could
only have been kept from her by some
terrible accident to life or limb, She
would have gone from the post-office to the
police-station, and from there to the drug-
giste’ shops, or even the hospital, and
never rested until she had found him.
Neither would it have afforded her the
slightest comfort had the idea come to her,
as it did to Vera, that having set her
parents at defiance for her sake, he was
battling her cause with them, single-handed.
She would have wanted to stand by his
side, to put her hand frankly in his, and
say : “ Father, mother, it was my fault, I
asked him to take me away.” At the
present moment it did not take her a
minute to fling on her hat and jacket, and
she was hurrying downstairs again when
startled by a sudden ‘rat-tat” at the hall
door. Her father met her in the hall,
holding a telegram in his hand.

“From Mrs. Burt,” he said. ¢ Listen :
‘News in paper true. Husband still in
Paris. 'Will not forsake his friend. Please
come and see me.’”

It was nothing of a walk from Addison
Gardens to Hornton Street, where the
Burts lived, and father and daughter lost
no time on the way; but they found
Mrs. Burt in a terrible state of agitation,
and almost inclined to quarrel with the
Professor for baving induced Burt to seek
out George Marstland in Guernsey, and to
devote his holiday to dancing attendance
on the unfortunate young man.

‘“As soon as I heard from him that
Dr. Marstland was bent on following and
getting back the girl he had run away
with, I knew no good would come of
John’s mixing himself up in the matter,”
she said, tearfully, “and I wrote to beg
him not to do so; but he wouldn’t mind
me. He said young Marstland was too
weak to be trusted by himself; and you
know how fooliehly devoted John is to his
friends.”

“] don’t think it is foolish,” said Leah.

193
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“ At any rate, I am sure that Dr. Marst-
land would be equally so if your husband
were in trouble ; and you know when papa
heard Mr. Bart was in Guernsey it was
natural to ask him to call and see his
friend, especially as we knew the latter
had jast made a very hasty marriage, and
might be the better for a friend’s advice.”

“ Advice is not much good when a thing
is done, and Ir. Marstland was always
hasty,” Mrs. Burt said severely. Marstland
bad once told Vera that he was no favou-
rite with his friend’s wife, and it was true.
“Heis for ever doing eccentric things that
noone else would dream of, and getting into
tronble accordingly. The mere idea of
running away witi a girl he had met—how
often was it, Leah, half a dozen times at
most +—at your house; and then of her
running away from him the very next day
sounds too wild and romantic for any-
thing, much too wild for a medical man
who wants to establish a practice. People
will be sure to say too that she was the
daughter of a patient, and you know howa
story of that kind would injure a doctor.”

“Then the doctor’s friends should be
carefal to avoid the 'risk of spreading an
untruth, and to say nothing of the running
away at all,” said the Professor, briskly.
“Bat Burt told me in his letter that it was
the young lady’s parents who ran away
with her, not she from her husband. We
mustn’t make her out too black either, poor
child | especially as she was evidently per-
suaded that the marriage was not legal.”

Mrs. Burt looked vexed.

“Not legal, when she had just been
married according to the rites of her own
charch, the English Church, in the proper
and orthodox manner | Really, Professor,
I can’t see how any girl, with a shadow of
right feeling or principle (though perhaps
you and Leah, not being Christians, can’t
quite enter into our feelings, the feelings
of Church people on such a sabject), how
any right-minded girl could entertain sach
an idea without at any rate having the very
highest advice—clerical advice I mean—to
confirm her 1:11 it..‘;’l’1 - M

“A ntly that’s what young Marst-
land ;:ggrueght,” observed the Professor.
“He made the mistake of considering the
Charch more binding than the law, which,
notwithstanding our different views, my
dear Madam, is a mistake and always will
be one, while we live in a country governed,
not by priests, but Acts of Parliament and
civil codes. But about this duel—"

“Yes. indeed. this dreadful duel | It is

about that that I sent to you,” cried Mrs,
Burt, getting excited again. “ And how
Dr. Marstland could be wicked enough to
take the life of a fellow-creature just be-
cause the poor fellow had been in love
before with this immoral young woman,
and to drag my husband—my poor, foolish,
generous John—into it, and perhaps get
him fined and imprisoned for—— oh,
Professor | what do you think they will do
to him? Do you think they ean punish
him for only being there ?” the poor
woman exclaimed, her tears beginning to
flow.

The Professor tried his best to soothe
her. French law, he said, dealt very mildly
with duelling, even in the case of the prin-
cipals, and, though the fact of this one
having ended fatally might complicate
matters, he doubted if, with regard to the
seconds, it would come to more than a
fine.

*“And Dr. Marstland would pay that
himself, I am certain of it,” Leah%roke in,
“ You need not be afraid for your husband,
Mrs. Bart. It is his friend, in prison now
and wounded——" her voice broke a little
and she flushed up, adding quickly : “ How
soon do you think you will have a letter$”

Mrs. Burt said she was almost sure of
one by that evening’s post; and it was
decided then that the Josephses should
come back about that time to hear the
news, whatever it might be ; the Professor
adding :

‘* And, unless it is very satisfactory with
regard to both our friends, I'll promise you
one thing, Mrs. Burt, I'll take the very
next boat and go over and look after them.
Marstland may, of course, have already
telegraphed for legal help ; but as it was at
my house that he met the little girl who has
been the cause of all this trouble, and as I
certainly sent your husband to his assist-
ance, I shan’t shirk my share of whatever
unpleasantness there may be to come of
the affair.”

“Did you mean that, father? Will
you really go1” Leah asked tremulously,
as they left the house, The Professor
nodded, patting the girl's hand gently as
it rested on his arm.

“Certainly I do. The fact is, Leah, I
feel our responsibilities in this matter
quite as much as that good lady there
could desire; though more with regard to
George Marstland than to old Burt, who I
daresay, looks on his share of the spree as
a not unpleasant bit of excitement after
the clerical smstheticism of his home ; and
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as, thanks to the Easter holidays, I'm free
of the college for a few days, I think I
should rather like to run over and see if I
could be of any help. This Count may be
an important personage, in which case
Marstland will want all that his friends
can do for him ; while as for his poor little
bride, even if she be with her parents——"

¢ Oh! father, I hope not !” Leah cried,
the tears rushing to her eyes. “It is of
her I am thinking most just now, for if
George Marstland has really killed the
Count de Mailly (the only person her
father ever seemed to care for, and before
whom the whole family bowed down as if
he were a sort of demi-god) there can be
no place so terrible for Vera, poor, timid
child ! as her own home. And yet if he—
her husband, I mean—is in prison, she
can’t be with him. Oh, father | I wonder
where she is, if he got her back before the
duel? Ah! don’t you remember how she
clung to us when she was going away, and
what a despairing look there was i her
poor little face?t How frightened and
miserable she must be now when her
short happiness has come to such a ter-
rible end ! I wish—I wish I could go to
her and comfort her.”

“You can’t do that, Leah,” her father
said quietly. ¢ It's out of the question.”

““Not when you are going over, too,
father? Think of it, if she has been cast
out by her family and is all alone, in a
strange hotel perhaps, and longing for a
friend— ”

¢ She will have John Burt, who is as
steady and sensible as old Time, for one;
and, for another, your father, who, what-
ever you may think of him, isn't at all a bad
specimen of paternityin default of a better.”

“He is the dearest and kindest old
father in the umiverse, and there isn't a
better,” cried Leah, pressing a little closer
to his side.

“Well, then, if that’s so, you ought to
be content to trust your young friend to
him, supposing her to be in need of either
of us. My own belief is, however, that
she is still under her parents’ protection,
since they are scarcely likely to cast her
off now, after taking the trouble to follow
and reclaim her in the first instance,”

“Well, if she is, father, all I can say
is I pity her more—yes, a thousand times
more—than I do George Marstland in
prison.”

“ And yet you were so terribly angry
with her a short time ago, when we first
heard from Burt of hcr having left him,”

“I was angry with her; yes,” Leah
said, blushing deeply; “and I own I
don’t understand it now. It seems so
unwomanly, so faithless, to go away
without even waiting to find out whether
he was alive or dead. Buat when one
can’t understand a thing I don’t think
one ought to judge it ; and you know we
have not been told any details yet. We
have heard nothing from her; only Mr.
Bart’s letter telling us how Dr. Marstland
came to be in the straits he found him in ;
and that note from the poor fellow him-
self thanking you for your letter, and
blaming his own folly in not having con-
fided in us beforehand. He did not
reproach her.”

“No; and considering her youth and
that we don’t know what pressure her
guonts may have brought to bear on her,

agree with you that it isn’t our place to
do so. I also agree most completely with
Mr. George,” the Professor said this very
slowly and distinctly, “that, bearing in
mind the relation in which Miss St
Laurent stood to us at the time he made
acquaintance, it was scarcely even honour-
able in him to take the steps he did with-
out at least telling us of his intentions
beforehand.”

Leah’s nerves must have been a good
deal shaken that morning. For the second
time her eyes filled with sudden, irrepres-
sible tears.

“That is a very harsh saying, father,”
she said in an extremely low voice. I
thought, of all men, that George Marstland
was the last of whom anyone would speak
in connection with dishonour, and-—and
just now too!”

Her father smiled.

“My dear child, truth is truth at all
times, and whether harsh or not, and there
is no truth truer than this that the most
honourable man in the world may find
himself guilty of a dishonourable action, or
the most kind-hearted man of a cruel and
unjust one, from nothing in life but the sin
of giving way to impetuosity and want of
thought. There's no virtue in all the Law
and the Prophets put together that isn’t
the better for a spice of prudence to savour
it, and——1I say, your eyes are younger
than mine : isn't that hansom stopping
at our door §”

It was, and it contained a fresh surprise
for them in the person of a fair, fresh-
coloured, handsomely attired lady, who
no sooner saw the father and daughter ap-
proaching her than she began waving
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ared gilk parasol at them to attract their
attention, and scarcely waiting for them to
get within hearing, exclaimed in a loud,
agitated voice :

“Professor Josephs, I am Lady Hessey.
Do you remember me ? 1 came here once
to see my brother George when he was a
pupil of yours. Do you know anything
about him at present, if this—this dreadful
news is true 3"

The poor lady was looking very angry
and half inclined to cry; but the Profes-
sor’s coolly civil manner was tranquillising,
and, a8 he helped her to alight and led her
into the house, he occupied himself in trying
to find out how much she already knew of
her brother’s affairs, before imparting any
farther information to her. He speedily
discovered, however, that until that very
morning she had net even been aware of
| Marstland’s engagement, let alone his mar-
risge, and, having come up to town for a
day or two, had been greatly surprised to
hear, on calling at his house, that he was
out of town and ill. On that she had asked
! to see his partner—an elderly man with
(| whom she was already slightly acquainted,
and who informed her that Marstland had
been called over to Guernsey quite sud-
| denly on important business about three
i weeks before, and had requested him to
|| see to his patients during his absence ; that
four days previously he had telegraphed to
eay that he had been laid up from the
effects of & bad accident, but was better,
and on the point of leaving Guernsey for
France, whence he hoped to retam to
London direct in three or four days.

That was the last Dr. Flowers had heard
of him, and he intimated that it was fortu-
nate that the season happened to be an
exceptionally healthy one, as otherwise he
should not have thought his young partner
was treating bim properly, an opinion in
which Lady Hessey, irritated by her
brother’s absence and her own ignorance
of the occasion for it, sympathetically con-
carred.

That morning, however, as she was rising
from breakfast, the doctor’s brougham
/| wopped at her hotel, and the old gentle-
man made his appearance, looking very
pale and solemn, and bringing with him a
copy of *“ The Times,” containing a report
of the duel very similar to that in the paper
which the Josephses had seen, with the ex-
ception of there being fewer details, and the
Englishman’s name being spelt as * Mars-
lan.” Dr, Flowers observed that that was
Just how a Frenchman would spell it ; but

when Lady Hessey protested with some in-
dignation that the individual alluded to
could not possibly be her brother, seeing
that he was neither married nor engaged to
be 8o, her visitor looked at her curiously,
and said in a meaning way :

“‘Are you quite sure of that, Lady Hessey 1
Of course you ought to know more about
your brother’s private affairs than Ido;
and I own that he has placed no confi-
dences in me ; but from words that he has
dropped here and there on different occa-
sions, I have certainly been under the im-
pression for some time back he had a very
tender understanding with some young
lady or another, and one which only the op-
position of her parents hindered from being
announced as a formal engagement.”

The doctor then went on to observe that
he believed the young lady was a member
or guest of a Jewish family called Josephs,
with whom his partner was exceedingly in-
timate ; and on this Lady Hesasey at once
sent for a hansom, and announced her in-
tention of going straight to the Josephses,
and hearing what they knew about the
matter.

¢ Of course I am aware that part of it—
his intimacy with you, I mean—is true,”
she said excitedly. ¢ And though he is, of
course, more than of age now, and there-
fore free to please himself, still I do think,
Professor Josephs, that as my dear father
entrusted him to your care when he was
quite a lad, and as you naturally retain a
great influence over him, if he has been
drawn into a marriage——" She stopped
just in time, warned by something in the
old botanist’s face ; but, after a moment’s
embarrassment, added rather hotly: «I
have so very often heard my brother allude
to the—the fascinations of one of your
daughters that I must be excused for
asking——"

““This is my daughter, Lady Hessey,”
said the Professor gravely, and laying one
hand on Leah’s shoulder, as the girl stood,
with a deep flush on her beautiful face,
but holding herself rather haughtily erect,
beside him. “You are probably mixing
her up with the fascinating young lady
really in question, about whom and the
understanding, or engagement, between her
and your brother I will tell you all I know,
and you will then perhaps understand why
you have not heard of it sooner.”

The Professor told the story very briefly,
not to say baldly, mentioning his own un-
sympathetic treatment of Marstland as a
reason for the latter having withdrawn his
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confidence from him during the last six
months, and winding up by showing Lady
Hessey the telegram from Guernsey con-
taining the announcement of the marriage.
Considering that the whole affair would
probably be in the papers before long he
thought it foolish, even for Marstland’s
sake, to attempt any concealment of the
general facts of the case from the young
man’s sister; and he was scarcely sur-
prised, though a little amused, at the
violent indignation she manifested against
poor Vera and her parents conjointly. Did
they not know, she asked, that an English
gentleman was the equal of Kings, and
“better than half-a-dozen titled Frenchmen ;
and was the girl an idiot, or did she not
care for the man she had eloped with, that
she allowed herself to be dragged from
him? She kept appealing constantly to
Leah to support her in her sisterly wrath
and contempt; and once, when the Pro-
fessor left the room for a moment, she
turned impulsively to the girl, and said :

“Do you know I thought—forgive me—
when I first came here,utiat it was you.”

“You made a mistake, Lad.y Hessey,”
said Leah quietly, and not deigning even
to affect & misunderstanding of the lady‘s
meaning. The latter went on, however, in
a quicﬁ, cordial tone, not unlike her
brother’s :

‘“Well, I did. He used to be always
talking about you, and your singing and
cleverness, you know; and at one time I
own I did feel afraid——" she stopped,
colouring with a sense of the rudeness of
the word, and added : “still, now that I
see you——" Then stopped again, and
asked abruptly : “have you got a photo-
graph of this other girl 1” Leah took one
off her own little writing-table, and handed
it to her in silence ; and Lady Hessey held
up both her shapely, well-gloved hands in
surprise.

*“Why, she is not even pretty ! A dull,
flat-faced looking little thing, most dowdily
dressed,” she said scornfully. “And
George is 8o fond of beauty. What can he
have been thinking of? Now, if it had
been yom, indeed,” looking with frank
admiration at Leah, “I am ready to con-
fess he would have had an excuse.”

“He needs none for caring for Vera

think, if you knew her, you would find her
face as sweet as her character. Please do
not add to his troubles by setting yourself
against her, Lady Hessey,” the girl added
with sudden and winning earnestness.
““You can’t guess how he loves her; and
she i so ibnocent, gentle, and yielding
that I am sure you cannot help doing so
too. Indeed, anyone who is and
kind to her could mould her to whatever
they pleased—you, as Dr. Marstland’s
sister, more especially. And, oh! if this
is true, and he is really in prison for killing
this other man on her account, think what
she must be suffering now 1 ”

% And very justly, when it is through
her that he is in prison |” Lady Hessey ex-
claimed ; then seeing Leah’s forehead con-
tract, she remembered that the girls were
friends, and apologised ; but though Leah
in the warmth of her loyalty just then
would have fought Vera's battles to the
death, she was too conscious of her own
ignorance of the later chapters of the
history, not to feel glad when her visitor,
without pausing to be answered, announced
her intention of going at omce to the
family’s solicitor and seeing if, by chancs,
he had heard anything from her brother.
She begged Leah to go with her, and the
girl gladly agreed ; but their visit was
fruitless. The lawyer had heard nothin,
either of or from Dr. Marstland ; an
Leah, growing more anxious and unhappy
every moment, was not sorry when Lady
Hessey at last decided to go back to her
hotel and wait there for further information,
while she herself returned home to do the
same thing until the time for the evening
post should permit her and her father to
pay & second visit to Hornton Street.

They had half hoped that they also
might have had a letter to take with them;
but the postman did not even call at the
house that evening, and it was therefore a
relief to find, on arriving at Mrs. Burt’s,
that she was better off. Indeed, she had
only had time to open and glance over the
first page of the bulky epistle just handed
to her, and none of the party had any idea
of how much worse the news contained in
it was than they had at all imagined, or

' into how terrible a tragedy the hasty little
i love match had grown. Both women were

St. Laurent,” said Leah gravely, ““and she | crying unrestrainedly before the Professor
is‘not at all plain in reality. Indeed, I had read to the end.

Yy
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CHAPTER 1L

WE measure time by its loss. Two years
ot of the very middle of a girl’s girlhood,
looked forward to with the girl’s eyes,
seems no doubt to fall but little short of an
eternity ; looked back upon, which after all
must be the only way to gauge its minutes,
it seems but a wave-beat on a shore, the
flight of a bird from north to south across
the sky—nothing more.

So at least it seemed to Mab and Joyce,
a8 exactly two years from the day on
which, with blithe hearts, they had deco-
nted and generally turned upeide down
| their father’s study, they stood in the same
room talking over what had been, what
was, what was to be,

Not with such light-tripping tongues as
heretofore, for this quiet, unpretending
little room has grown to seem—to Mab at
any rate—a solemn and holy place ; a place,
that ie, sacred to solemn and holy memories,
ever eince that terrible day on which, as
the stood on the threshold awaiting her
father’s return, his dead body had been
bronght past her into the house and laid
upon the sofa in this room.

Mr. Shenstone’s sudden and awfal death
had been a great shock to his family, He
was in the very prime of his manhood, his
health, his wealth; he might have said
with the fool of old time, had he been in

the habit of indulging in frivolous solilo-
quies: “soul, thon hast much goods laid
up for many gears, take thine ease, eat,
drink, and be merry,” when lo, on a sud-
den, alighting from his train at the end of
a short, pleasant journey, he took a false
step, he fell heavily upon the platform, he
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struck his temple against an iron pillar as
he fell, and went headlong into eternity.

Mra. Shenstone’s grief was of the vehe-
ment, hysteric kind. Its outward form of
expression was the insistance upon the con-
stant daily attendance of a local doctor, the
constant daily communication with a
London or Parisian dressmaker, an in-
creased subscription to Mudie’s library, and
incessant appeals for sympathy to everyone
who went neart her.

Mab’s grief was of the silent, undemon-
stixl'a.tive kind. Its outward expression was
nil.

Joyce’s grief was of the healthy,
vigorous kind common to girls of a healthy,
vigorous nature, who know that fate, as it
crosses their path, will come to them with
both hands fall—one of sorrows, one of
joys—and are prepared to take heartily
whichever hand she offers ; to weep with i
a will if she holds out her left, to langh
with a will if she holds out her right.
Joyce knew nothing of half measures;
“thorough or nothing” had ever been her
motto. Only next to her sunny good
temper was her aptitade for deciding mo-
mentous questions at a glance. ‘‘ That is
why they are called ‘momentous,’ they are
to be decided in a moment,” she had once
quaintly informed Frank Ledyard, when he
had on one occasion slightly demurred to
herrapid decision on a matter of importance.

Somehow this habit of Joyce’s inspired
people with confidence, not only in her
capacity for arranging mundane affairs, but
also in the mundane affairs themselves,
Things certainly could not be in a very
desperate state, so people were apt to
reason, when they admitted of such simple
and easy solutions,

Even now, as she and Mab stood to-
gether in the dead father's study discussing
a serious question, Mab's-‘nervous‘frown
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slightly relaxed, and her deep-set eyes
looked less cavernous, under the influence
of Joyce's cheery decisiveness of voice and
manner.

«It can’t be helped, Mab, g0 we’ll just
make the best of it. Mother’s heart is set
upon going to London, and getting into the
vortex—whatever that means—and go she
will. You have tried your hardest to keep
her here, 50 also has Uncle Archie, so also
Aunt Bell ; very well, you see it can’t be
prevented. So we must just look the thing
well in the face, and make the best of it.”

Mab sighed heavily. ‘If papa were
here——" she began, but broke off
abruptly.

¢ If papa were here he would hold the
reins and keep things straight,” said Joyce,
taking up the broken sentence and com-
pleting it. “He is not here,” here her
voice hushed reverently, “so I will hold
the reins instead, and keep mother out of
mischief.”

¢ Oh, Joyce |”

“] mean it. I know what I'm saying.
Somecne must do it ; you think it beyond
your capabilities; I don’t feel it beyond
mine——"

At this moment the door opened, and
Uncle Archie entered. He was elder
brother toJoyce’s and Mab’s father: a small,
thin, wiry-looking old gentleman on the
down side of sixty. He had a perpetual
frown on his forehead and a perpetual
grumble in his eye ; his voice was grating,
irritating.

«If there’s one thing in the world I
detest more than another,” he said rasp-
ingly, “it's the overweening confidence of
very young people—of very young people.”
The last sentence repeated with a pointed
emphasis,

Joyce looked up at him saucily, * Poor
Uncle Archie,” she eaid pityingly, ¢ what
has put you out now?”

* What has put me out? Is there any-
thing in this house that doeen’t put me
out, I should like to knmow? First one
thing, then another. Nothing goes as it
ought. I've been talking with your mother
for the last half-hour.”

“ Ah—h—h!”

‘ Reasoning with her I should have
said, if anyone in this house had been
capable of such a thing as reasoning ; but
at any rate talking to her of her folly in
breaking up her home here and setting up
an establishment in London, where she
knows no one with an ounce of common
sense in their heads.”

“ But, Uncle Archie, no one has more
than a pinch of that precious quality
here. You know you said so only yester-
day.”

“No one, in fact, who can put two and
two together with a certain result,” wemt
on Uncle Archie, heedless of the inter-
ruption. * But there, I might as well have
tried to reason with a skein of silk. Any-
thing more limp, more tangly than a
woman’s brain I can’t imagine.”

“Poor old Uncle Archie!” again ejacu-
lated Joyce softly. “What a life Annt
Bell must have of it sometimes !”

“T repeat——"

¢“Oh, don’t !”

* Anything more limp and tangly than a
skein of silk——"

“You said a woman’s brain just now.”

“Than a skein of silk and & woman’s
brain is beyond my cenception. And now,
on the top of it all comes this letter still
further to worry me.” Here the old gentle-
man put his hand into his pocket and drew
out a letter. .

“ Why, that's from Frank |
uncle,” cried Joyoe.

“Don’t be in such a hurry ; it's addressed
to me. But I want to talk it over with
you. Come, sit down at this table.” Here
Uncle Archie drew a chair close to the
table and sat down, Mab crept out of her
corner, and left the room without a word.
Uncle Archie had taken the dead father’s
chair, To her way of thinking, it should
be kept empty and sacred to his memory
for evermore.

But Joyce without demur kneeled on the
floor beside the old gentleman, looking ap
in his face.

*“ What can Frank have to say to yout
Really he might have told me beforehand
that he was going to write to you.”

“ Really I see no necessity for his so do-
ing,” said Uncle Archie snappishly. ‘* This
letter comes in consequence of a remark
made by your mother in Mr, Ledyard’s
presence,”

¢« Addressed to Frank, was it?” This
was asked with a little show of nervous
apprehension,

“Really I'm not prepared to say to
whom the remark was addressed. Your
mother i in the habit—you may have
noticed it before now—of speaking out
whatever comes into her mind, irrespective
of the perdon or persons she may be ad-
dressing. No doubt it is a charmingly
ingenuous and juvenile habit, and worthy
of cultivation ; at the same time it is apt

Give it me,
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to be slightly embarraming to those on
whess behalf # is sxercised.”

“Uncle Archie, please tefl me word for
word what my mother said to Frank about
ml’

“No, I couldn’t undertake to tax my
memory so far ; I will give you the general
idea of her meanimg. My own words you
must allow me to use.”

¢ Oh, don't take & hundred years over it.”

To this remark Uncle Archie only raised
his eyebrows. It hurried him on though a

Histle.
I “Your mother intended to imply that
{m two girls were a very great anxiety to
er (what she said doesn’t in the least
matter). %has:r: o:l::ﬁdfelgﬂ thal: Mab would
some egrade the family by starting a
school f?; cookery at Shadwell—as though
they had anything to cook there beyond
red herrings | —or teach domestic economy
in one of the Board Schools. And as for
you, you were bound to make shipwreck of
your life by some undesirable iage,
when, with your fortunge::d good looEs,
you t be a reignin, ty for a season
md:ﬂlg)‘::chem at ge egnd of iyt.”

“Did my mother say thatt And Lefore
Prank ¢ Two nights ago, I suppose ; when
he was ataying here 1”

Ild“ D,o you imagine I'm telling lies, young
' »

“yAnd did he hear hert Do you think
be conld have hewrd her, Uncle Archie t”

“Not a doubt! To make sure that he
shoald hear her she said it twice over, and
I dare say would have gonme over to his
side and said it & third time right in his
¢ar, if he had not shown he had heard it
by taking his hat and saying good-bye at
once.”

“That was why, then, he went off in
such & hurry that might to Cheltenham—
snd that is why he has written such short,
unusual letters, I suppose! Uncle Archie,
let me have that letter and read it all to
myself, will yout” Here Joyce made a
mmte effort to get possession of the

“Stop a bit! stop a bit!” said Uncle
Archie, laying his hand flat upon the paper.
“I don’t hand over my correspondence un-
answered in that fashion. I'll give you the
gist of it. In the letters of a young fellow
at his time of life there’s always a lot to
leave out that won't be missed. Now don’t

my elbow like that.”

ncle Archie adjusted his glasses, spread
the letter in front of him, hamm’d and ha'd
a little bit more, and then proceeded to con-

dense and expomnd it for Joyce's benefit.
It may be remarked in passing that Joyce
contrived to secure a bird’s-eye view for
herself of the said letter between the lapel
of the old gentleman’s coat and the fside
curve of his elbow, scrupulously verifying
his condenmtions sentence by sentence as
he read them.

“¢Trusts I will pardon,’~—h’'m, h’'m—
¢ with respect to the remark made by Mrs,
Shenstone the other evening, Is quite
willing to admit she had a perfect right to
make it ; that in fact it is a remark that
nine mothers out of ten might, in the
circumstances, feel disposed to make; but
nevertheless it is a remark which he can-
not with dignity pass over’ H'm, yes,
dignity is the word he uses. On his high
horse do you see, Joyce.”

. “Go on, Uncle Archie, I'm taking it all
m.”

“Don’t be in a hurry. I shall get para.
lysis in my elbow-joint if you lean on me
in that way—nine stone on a few inches of
muscle is a little too much. Yes, well,
¢ with dignity,” as I said before, ‘ he would
like to direct my attention to the fact that
his engagement to my niece had Mr. Shen-
stone’s entire approval, that there was a
distinct understanding between him and
Mr. Shenstone that so soon as he (Frank
that is) could secure by his profession an
income of five hundred pounds per annum,
Mr. Shenstone was to add another five
hundred to it, and the marriage was to take
place.’ Is that true, Joyce$”

“Perfectly so. Go on.”

“I'm not a locomotive! Well, *this
arrangement he is perfectly willing to con-
sider annulled by Mr. Shenstone’s death ;
he is also willing to admit that you are
now through your father’s death in a very
different position to what you were in
when that arrangement was made.” Well,
of course, there he’s right. I suppose you
and Mab will have each of you a steady
income of a thousand a-year when some of
the leases fall in next yeart”

Joyce left off jogging his elbow to utter
an exclamation of astonishment.

“You don’t mean to say that Frank sug-
gests our waiting till he earns a thousand
a-year by his profession $ ” she asked, jump-
ing to the conclusion, which showed on the
untarned side of the r.

“ That is exactly wmehe does suggest,
and he puts it on grounds which make it
difficult for us to resist. He says ‘he makes
this proposal not alone on the score of per-
sonal dignitv’ (hich horse aeain ) ‘but
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because he conceives that by deferring the
marriage till he can double your income
with his own, he best carries out the

irit of the arrangement made with your
father at the time he was accepted by him
as your fature husband.’”

Joyce drew a long breath, and got up
from her knees.

“It's preposterous; it's ridiculous; it's
Quixotic1” she cried, her face flushing
crimson.

“ Humph. I call it sensible, matter-of-
fact, judicious. I shall tell the young man
when I answer his letter that I thoroughly
. approve the idea.”

“And I shall tell him, when I write,
exactly what I think of it! Why, he
won’t earn a thousand a-year at his pro-
fession for another ten years to come at
the earliest. And now I'm twenty-one—
why that would make me thirty-one!
Fancy a bride at thirty-one! Oh, how
dreadful 1”

“How's this, young lady ¢ I'd no idea
you were in such a tremendous hurry to
get married 1”

“I’'m not in the least bit in a hurry to

married, and if I were turned thirty-
one I should be still less in a hurry; in
fact, I wouldn’t marry at all at that ridi-
culous age. But I'm surprised at you,
Uncle Archie, encouraging anyone in such
far-fetched, high-flown folly. Ishould have
thought you would have put your foot at
once on anything in the shape of romance.”
¢ In my young days young women were
not in the habit of throwing themselves at
the heads of young men,” said Uncle Archie,
pursing his lips and looking as sour as
possible. Defence with him always took
the form of aggression.

¢« You had post-horses and Gretna Green,
notwithstanding.”

“I’'m not an antedilyvian.
twenty years before my time.”

« As if twenty years, more or less, mat-
tered on the other side of sixty | Good-bye
for the present, Uncle Archie, I want to save
this post. It is not of the least conse-
quence what you say to Frank, I shall tell
him right out what I think of the whole
thing.”

Uicle Archie wheeled round in his chair
and faced her. ¢ This is the young lady
who felt confident she could hold the reins
and keep others out of mischief,” Le said,
taking off his glasses so that she might
feel the irony of his eye as well as of his
tongue,

Joyce paused with her hand on the door

That was

handle. “Exactly, Uncle Archie; that is
what I'm bent on doing now. I won't let
you, or Mab, or mother, or Frank, make
yourselves ridiculous—any one of you—
try as hard as yon will.”

SOME FAMOUS PLAYS.
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JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES'S “VIRGINIUS ”?
AND ‘‘THE HUNCHBACK.”

IN TWO PARTS. PART I

JAMES SHERIDAN .KNOWLES was born
on the 12th of May, 1784, in Cork. His
father, James Knowles, was nephew to
Thomas Sheridan, and first cousin to the
author of The School for Scandal For
upwards of twelve years James Knowles
was master of a prosperous school in the
southern capital of Ireland. Towards the
end of that period he quarrelled with his
patrons regarding political opinions, when,
the number of his pupils gradually di-
minishing, he was obliged to seek his
fortunes elsewhere. At this time the
fature dramatist, James Sheridan Knowles,
was in his ninth year. In youth he gave
promise of the talents which distinguished |
his maturity. Before reaching the age of |
thirteen he wrote a drama, which he and |
his companions acted in his mother’s draw-
ing-room; and two years later he com-
posed The Welsh Harper, a ballad which
subsequently became exceedingly popular.

.His intellecfr(l)al gifufart;ceived no en-
couragement from his er, a pedantic
pot:‘gus little schoolmaster, who sported
a gold-rimmed eyeglass and lived to write
a dictionary; but were fostered by the
appreciation of his mother and the praise
of his friends, amongst whom he could
reckon William Hazlitt, Charles Lamb,
and Samunel Coleridge. These three dis-
tinguished men treated him with kind-
ness. Hazlitt, then a struggling artist,
painted his portrait; Lamb criticised his
efforta ; and Coleridge lectured him on
poetry. Before he was sixteen a crisis
came in his life. His mother, who had been
his literary confidant and trusted friend,
died, and James Knowles shortly after-
wards married again. In consequence of this
change the lad soon became aware that his
father’s house was no longer his home ; there-
fore, leaving it in indignation, he sought in-
dependence. In maintaining this resolation
he was aided by Richard Brinsley Sheridan,
who obtained a place for him in the Stamp
Office.

Subsequently Sheridan Knowles served '
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a3 ensign in the Wiltshire Militia, from
which he was transferred to the Second
Tower Hamlets. At this time an incident
happened in his life which savoured more of
romance than reality. Dr. Willan, a bene-
volent old gentleman who had realised a
considerable fortune, and enjoyed an exten-
sive practice, taking a fancy to the young
ensign, conceived the idea of adopting him
28 his son, and training him for the medical
profession, that he might eventually suc-
ceed him. For a while Sheridan Knowles
- hesitated t> accept this generous offer,
having no vocation for the study of medi-
cine, and fearing that his obligations might
hamper his independence.  However,
conscious of the benefits it promised, and
urged by the solicitations of friends, he
eventually accepted Dr. Willan’s proposal
with gratitude.

He therefore read, studied, and visited
patients under the guidance of his patron ;
and vaccination being introduced at this
period, he became one of its earliest sup-
porters and most earnest advocates. Pre-
sently the Jennerian Society, contemplating
the appointment of a resident vaccinator,
Kuowles obtained the post through the in-
flienca of Dr. Willan, who likewise pro-
cured him the degree of doctor of medicine
from the Aberdeen University.

Bofore he had reached his twenty-fifth
year he was established resident inoculator
to the Jennerian Society, at a salary of two
hundred pounds a year, with a house in
Salisbury Square. Working with ardour in
his new pursuit, he was Instrumental in
abating the scourge of small-pox and rescu-
ing many lives. Bat the enthusiasm with
which he laboured did not blind him to
his unsuitability for the profession he
had adopted. Instead of possessing the

sober disposition becoming a physician, |

Sheridan Knowles had the temperament of
an artist. His jaunty step, careless air,
and smiling face lacked the gravity, con-
centrativeness, and reserve becoming a
medical man, Nor was his heart in the
work he performed. The drama was
seliom absent from his thoughts in leisure
hoars, and, notwithstanding his busy life,
he found time to write, and take part in, a
five-act tragedy called The Spanish Story.
Fired by the commendation bestowed on
this composition, he resolved to abandon a
profession which had never been congenial
to his taste, and to follow a calling which
apparently promised renown. He was wise
enough to understand that, before writing

knowledge of its requirements; therefore
he resolved to becowe an actor. He im-
mediately communicated his determina-
tion and ambition to his generous friend,
Dr. Willan. I wish to be independent,”
he said. “I will write for the stage, and
make a name and fortune for myself. I
will go to the provinces and practise, and,
when I am fit fora London audience, I will
come back to you. Some wort.hy) fellow
will be the better for the position which I

have held so long, and for which I have no .

likins,g, though I have tried to gratify
you.’

Good Dr. Willan was distressed at this
resolve, but believed his pupil’s love for the
stage to be merely a passing fancy. ¢ Fare-
well, my boy,” he said at parting from
him. “I hope you will soon be back with
us. Remember this is your home. I
begin to wish for rest. House, patients,
carriage, all are here ready for you. Take
your fancy out, and come back soon.”

Leaving London, Sheridan Knowles
began his career as a player in Bath,
from whence he journeyed to Dublin.
Here his uncle by, marriage, the Rev.
Peter Le Fanu, strove to combat his resolu-
tion of adopting the stage, by recommend-
ing other parsuits where his talents would
find due recognition. But, being unable
to dissuade him from his intentions, Mr.
Lo Fanu threw open his doors to his kins-
man, who had frequent opportunities of
giving proof of such dramatic powers as
he possessed to fashionable gatherings
assembled in the clergyman’s drawing-
rooms. He speedily made many friends in
the Irish capital, espzacially amongst the

collegians, who, impressed by his elocution, -

frequently accompanied him in numbers to
Pheenix Park, that they might hear him
deliver Shakespearian soliloquies.

He eventually made his déb{l’ as Hamlet,
at Crow Street Theatre, but his repre-
sentation of the melancholy Priice being
unsuccessful, no engagement followed. He
therefore left Dublin, and joined Smithson’s
company, then playing in Wexford. Here
he acted as a general utility man in the
five-act tragedies and romantic dramas,
which delighted audiences in the early part
of this century. Alternately he was a lover
in doublet and hose ; a villain in cloak and
vizard ; and an entr’acte singer, whose vocal
powers gained vast applause, His perform-
ance of a lover’s part was not, however,
confined to the creaking boards of Smith-
son’s stage ; for amongst the company were
two young Scotch lasses, named Maria and

I:gfor the stage, he must obtain practical

—S2
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Catherine Charteris, with the -elder of
whom he became -enamoured. The for-
tunes of each were equally poor, but both
were rich in hope, and the world lay all
before them. Sheridan Knowles wooed ;
Maria Charteris was won; and they were
married on the 29th of October, 1809.

Soon after their union they left Wexford
and joined Cherry’s company in Waterford,
which pumbered amongst its members
young Edmund Kean, then in his twenty-
first year. The great tragedian was then
struggling with fate, and striving for fame.
He had frequently played on the same night
the parts of King Richard the Third and
harlequin ; and on other nights Douglas,
in Hannah More's tragedy of Percy, and
The Monkey in La Perouse. He had more-
over counterfeited the pangs of remorse as
Macbeth, whilst suffering keen pains of
hunger. Sharing his friendship and ad-
miring his abilities, Sheridan Knowles con-
ceived the idea of writing a play for him,
and accordingly produced a drama called
Leo, or the Gipsy, in which Kean played
the hero. The piece being received with
great favour, was considered by the chief
actor so suitable to his capacities, that
years after he was anxious that his first ap-
pearance before a London audience should
be made in the character of Leo. From
Waterford Knowles travelled to Belfast,
where, at the request of his new manager,
Mr., Montagu Talbot, he wrote another
piece, Brian Boroihme. Becoming a favour-
ite with the town, it was continually played
during the season. For this successful
drama Mr. Montagu Talbot paid him the
sum of five pounds.

Feeling somewhat disgusted with his
profite as an author and weary of his life
as a player, he was anxious to secure some
other means by which he might earn an
independence for himself, his wife, and'
his new-born child. A certain clergyman
named Groves, who had constantly attended
the theatre, hearing of his desire, offered
him the post of master to a public seminary.
This he accepted with gratitude, and his
salary, aided by fees for tuition, soon
secured him a comfortable competence.
He subsequently opened a school of his
own, and here and in Glasgow, to which
town he subsequently moved, he con-
tinued a teacher for many years. His
love for dramatic composition survived the
drudgery of his calling, Before leaving
Belfast he had written a tragedy, Caius
Gracchus, which had been produced in that
city, and, according to the News Letter,

received ““the rapturous plaudits of a
crowded house.” He carried the play
with him to Scetland, and awaited = proper
opportunity for its production. This
seemed to present itself when Edmund
Kean, making a tour of the provinoes,
visited Glasgow.

Since Sheridan Knowles had last seen
him, Edmund Kean had made his appear-
ance at Drury Lare, and electrified Londen
audiences by the brilliancy of his geniua.
He who had wanted bread, and oon-
sorted with inferiors, now possessed riches
and was courted by the He who
was unknown had become famous. Crowds
applauded and critics praised him; be
could experience poverty or dwell in
obscurity no more. Full of delight and
expectation, Sheridan Knowles, taking
with him the manuscript of Caius Gracchwus,
hastened to greet and congratulate his old
friend and fellow-player; but Edmuad
Kean received him with a sense of the
difference now marking their positions,
and when the poor schoolmaster offered
the successful actor his play, the latter
loftily replied that he had a dozen tragedies
already awaiting his decision. The mori-
fied author replied that none might be found
equal to his; when Kean made answer that
if Caius Gracchus was left it would receive
his attention. Hurt by the manner of his
reception, Knowles refused to act on this
suggestion, and, putting the manuscript in
his pocket, bade the player farewell

The pain of disappointment was over-
come ip the drudgery of school life ; visions
of fame were lost sight of in pursuit of
commonplace duties, Another year passed,
and once more the great Edmund Kean was
announced to appear in Glasgow. Pro-
bably conscience had smitten him since his
previous visit, for nowhe called on Sheridan
Knowles, behaved with friendliness, and
suggested that he should write a’play on the
subject of Virginius, for the production of
which at Drury Lane he promised to use
his influence. Delighted at this proposal,
the schoolmaster’s dreams of success re-
turned to him, and he resolved to pro-
duce a great tragedy. Thirteen hours
daily were spent in teaching, but such odd
moments as he could spare were devoted
to dramatic composition. If the Muases
deigned to visit him whilst he was in the
school, he rushed away to inscribe their in-
spirations on the first piece of paper which
presented itself; and once, indeed, the
poetic phrenzy seizing him when he was
engaged in explaining a problem in arith-

%
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metic, he wrote some lines on a slate, after-
wards promoted to the dignity of a relic,
and preserved with conscious pride by the
playwright’s admiring spouse,

At the end of three months Virginius, a
tragedy in five acts, was completed, and
the author awaited the rewards of fame
and fortune due to his efforts, But, alas,
fresh disappeintment attended him. On
communicating with Edmund Kean, the
latter informed him that a play on the same
subject, in which he was to represent the
part of Virginius, had already been accepted
st Drury Lane. This was a cause of bitter
vexation and sore distress to the poor
schoolmaster. Fortune apparently frowned
on his most earnest endeavours. His keen
depression, however, relaxed with time,
and was presently vanquished ; for, taking
heart of grace, the author succeeded in
having his tragedy produced in the Glasgow
Theatre. Though indifferently played it
was received with applause, and was re-
peated for fourteen consecutive nights
before crowded audiences.

Amongst others who witnessed it was a
oertain Mr. Tait, a friend of Macready’s ;
and Tait, being impressed by the op-
portunities which the character of Vir-
ginius afforded, immediately wrote to the
great actor concerning the tragedy. He

escribed the author, as Macready records
in his ‘“ Reminiscences,” as & man of
original genius, in whese fortunes many of
his fellow citizens were interested. ‘It so
happened,” writes the actor, “that I had
undergone the reading of two or three
tragedies when late at Glasgow, and it was
with consequent distrust that, to oblige a
very good friend, I undertook to read this.
Tait was to send the manuscript without
delay, and I looked forward to my tmsk
with no very good will. It was about three
o'clock one day that I was preparing to go
out, when a parcel arrived containing the
letter from Tait and the manuscript of
Virginius. After some hesitation I thought
it best to get the business over, to do at
once what I had engaged to do, and I sat
down determinedly to my work. The
freshness and simplicity of the dialogue
fixed my attention. I read on and on, and
was soon absorbed in the interest of the
story and the passion of its scenes, till at
its close 1 fonng myself in sach a state of
excitement that for a time I was undecided
what step to take. Impulse was in the
ascendant, and snatching up my pen I
hurriedly wrote, as my agitated feelings
prompted, a letter to the author, to me

then a perfect stranger. I was closing my
letter as the postman’s bell was sounded up
the street, when the thought occurred to
me, what have I written? It may seem
wild and extravagant; I had better recon-
sider it. I tore up the letter, and eallying
out hastened directly to my friend Procter’s
lodgings, wishing to consult him and test
by his the correctness of my own judgment.
Heo was from home; and I left a card re-
qu::t.i;g hhim to breakfast with me the
next day, having something very remark-
able to shown%xim. Al}lt:rg dg;yner at a
coffee-house I returned home, and in a mere
collected mood again read over the im-
passioned scenes, in which Knowles has
given heart and life to the characters of
the old Roman story, My first impressions
were confirmed by a careful re-perusal, and
in sober certainty of its justness I wrote my
opinion of the work to Knowles, pointing
out some little oversights, and assuring
him of my best exertions. to procure its
acceptance from the managers, and to
obtain the highest payment for it. I have
not preserve«f a copy of my letter, but its
general purport may be guessed from the
reply to it, which is here verbatim.

‘¢ Glasgow, 20th April, 1820.

“ MY DEAR SIR,—For bare siris out of
the question—I thank you from the bottom
of my heart for the most kind, I must not
say flattering, though most flattering, letter
that you have written to me. Really I
cannot reply to it in any manner that will
satisfy myself, so I shall only once for all
repeat, I thank you ! and feel as if I should
never forget the opening of a correspon-
dence with Mr. - Macready. You must
have a very warm heart. Do not think, I
entreat you, that because I express myself
imperfectly —very imperfectly—there is
any deficiency where there ought not
to be.

“¢] have but a few minutes, I should
say moments, to write. All your sugges-
tions I have attended to ; I believe so, and
if I have not I fully propose to attend to
them, except so far as the word ‘‘squeak” is
concerned ; that word I know not how to
lose for want of a fit substitute—the smallest
possible sound. Find out a term and make
the alteration yourself; or if you cannot
and still wish an alteration, do what you
like. I don't care about it, I merely sub-
mit the matter to you. Oh, I have for-
gotten the word “cheer.” What shall I do
also in the way of finding a substitute for
that word ?

tﬁ:
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¢ cannot stop to write another line, I | acold, could scarce be heard ; but, suddenly
am very much your debtor, and truly regaining his voice, in the third act he

“Your grateful, humble Servant,
«“J. S. KNOWLES.”

This letter, eminently characteristic of
its simple-hearted writer, pleased Mac-
ready greatly, and being enlisted in
Knowles’s interests, he urged the manager
to accept the tragedy. In this regard he
encountered no difficulty, and accordingly
the characterswere promptly cast, M y,
Charles Kemble, and Miss Foote sustaining
the principal parts. Macready’s enthusiasm
concerning the tragedy was unbounded;
he read it to the company, and arranged the
action and grouping of the crowds. *My
heart was in the work,” he writes, “so
much so that it would seem my zeal ran
the risk of outstripping discretion, for it
was made a complaint by Egerton that
‘the youngest man in the theatre should
take on him to order and direct his elders.’
On Fawcett's report of this to me, I
directly made the amende to Egerton,
apologising for any want of deference I
might have shown to my brother actors.”

ay and night the images Virginius pre-
sented were before him, whilst *every
vacant hour was emﬁloyed in practice to
give smoothness to those pathetic touches,
and those whirlwinds of passion in the
part, which in the full sway of their fary
required the actor’s self-command to ensure
the correctness of every tone, gesture, and
look.”

Rehearsals had been carefully super-
intended, and the final preparations made,
when the manager was alarmed one morn-
ing on a demand being made by George
the Fourth for sight of the manuscript,
which had already passed the Lord Cham-
berlain’s office. This being complied with,
the royal decision was awaited with fear
and trembling. However, the tragedy was
returned the next day, merely having
some passages on tyranny erased, which His
Majesty feared would bear too personal a
significance.

On the 17th of May, 1820, Virginius was
produced for the first time. Great expec-
tations concerning its merits were enter-
tained by the town, and a crowded house
gathered to witness the performance. And
in the pit sat Sheridan Knowles, by turns
radiant with hope and dejected by fear.
The first act fell flat on an audience filled
with high anticipations ; even the second
act failed to affect the house, principally
because Charles Kemble, who suffered from

aroused interest and gained applause. Mac-
ready, inspired by enthusiasm, acted with
unusual fervour. In the character of Vir-
ginius, to quote the Times of the follow-
ing morning, * he touched the passions with
a more masterly hand, and evinced deeper
pathos than on any former occasion.”
Interest now deepened to enthusiasm ;
cheers greeted the conclusion of every act;
sobs and exclamations attended the great
catastrophe where Virginius stabs his
daughter, and the curtain fell on a house
excited by terror and delight.

The tragedy took the town by storm.
“Peals of approbation,” says the Euro-
pean Magazine, “attended the announce-
ment of this successful tragedy.” It was
played for fourteen nights, and was re-
ceived next season with unabated interest.
Knowles was advised to have it printed
immediately, that he might reap remunera-
tion from its sale. To aid him in this
respect Macready called on his friend John
Murray, and requested that he would publish
Virginius. Mr. Murray promised he would
give it his consideration, but acting on the
advice of his reader, the Rev. H. Milman,
afterwards Dean of St. Paul’s, he returned
the manuscript in a few days with thanks.
Knowles then offered it to Ridgway, of
Piccadilly, who at once accepted it, and in
the course of a couple of months it passed
into several editions, It was dedicated to
Macready in the form of a letter, which ran
as follows :

“ MY DEAR SIR,—What can I do less
than dedicate this tragedy to you! This
is a question which you cannot answer, but
I can. I cannot do less; and if I could do
more I ought and would.

“] was a perfect stranger to you; you
read my play, and at once committed your-
self respecting its merits. This perhaps is
not saying much for your head, but it says
a great deal for your heart ; and that is
the consideration which above all others
makes me feel happy and proud in sub-
scribing myself,

¢ Your grateful Friend and Servant,

“JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES.”

Receiving the first copy of Virgini\fs on
a certain Saturday in May, the author re-
solved on personally presenting it to the
dedicatee. No opportunity for the accom-
plishment of his desire presented itself on
that or the following day, and as Knowles
had arranged to leave town on-Monday

3
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morning, he sought Macready on Sunday
evening at the house of Sir Robert Kemeys
in Park Lane, where the actor was dining.
Before dinner ended, Macready was in-
formed by a servant “a person” wanted
to see him. ¢ Utterly ignorant,” writes the
tragedian, “of any business that anyome
could have with me I was a good deal em-
barrassed ; but Sir Robert very good-
nsturedly relieved me by saying, ¢ You
bad better see the person, Mr. Macready’;
and accordingly I went into the hall, where
to my astonishment in the dusk of the
evening, I distingnished Knowles. ¢How
are youl’ was his greeting. ‘Good Hea-
vens, Knowles, what is the matter¥ You
should not have come here to me,’ was my
hasty remark. ¢Ob, I beg your pardon,’
he replied, ‘ I am going out of town in the
morning, and I wished to give you this
myself. Good-bye,’ thrusting a parcel into
my hand and harrying away. Putting it
into my pocket without looking at it, 1
returned in some confusion to the dinner-
table. When I reached home I found the
packet to contain the printed copy of
Virginius, dedicated to myself, and a note
sent after to my lodgings, expressive of
his regret for intrusion on me, and evi-
dently under wounded feelings, informin
me it was the first copy struck off, an
bidding me farewel. I wrote imme-
diately to him explaining the awkwardness
of my poeition, and my ignorance of his
object in coming to me and wishing to see
im. The note reached him in the morn-
ing; he came at once, and all was made
perfectly smooth between us.”

* Ma{n]y years later Macready presented the acting
part of Virginius to Mr. John Korster, accompany-
ng the gift with the following letter,

reserved 1n
the Dyce and Forster Libraries, South

ensington :

“I enclose the part of Virginius as delivered to
me (after I read the play at Fawcett’s request in his
Covent Garden green-room, April 20th) from the
Covent Garden copyist, poor old Hill. (You will
see that even the skill of copying out parts is de-
clined with our declining drama!) It has been in
we with me above thirty years. You will smile at
the Latin memoranda or suggestions to excite my
feelings! These I used to write in Latin, some-
times in Greck, sometimes in Italian, because as at
that time I could not command a dressing-room ex-
clusively to myself, I did not choose that anyone
who might be ‘chummed’ with me should look
over, or rather should ynderstand my notes. No
fear of any of them penetrating beyond English!
I send you also the iJeutical parchment I used on
m{fnt performance of this character, and which
I have kept, with a sort of superstitious partialit
tll it has become what you see, ever since. It
amazes yet pleases me these things have interest
n &:ur eyes—they have none in mine. A deep
melancholy is on me in thinking and feeling that
shall never agnin cxcite the sympathies of those to
whom I feel a sort of ahaolnte affection.®
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EvERYBODY has sung or heard that

famous old catch, *“ Dame Darden ;” and
everybody knows that, of all Dame
Durden’s maids, “Kitty was the comeliest

lass that carried the milking-pail” But
times are changed since ‘Hugh kissed

Molly,” and all the rest followed suit. Not
that there is not as much kissing as ever,
but that, instead of carrying the pail and
working at the old-fashioned pestle-and-
mortar churn; or, if she was a West-country
girl, scalding her milk and, after * unram-
ing ” it, making the butter with her lissom
fingers ; Kitty may be found standing be-
side the “Danish Separator,” or using one
of those weird machines, such as Fjord’s,
for testing all at once the qualities of milk
from her different cows. When one looks
into such a work as ¢ British Dairy-Farm-
ing,” by Mr. J. Long (*Merlin” of the
“Field ”), one really trembles for Kitty,
Why, instead of being a pleasant, un-
sophisticated damsel, she will develo;
(unless she can stand a vast lot of spoil-
ing? into something between a Girton
gir and a female post-office clerk. Ask
er, “Where are you going to, my
pretty maid ¥” and, if she vouchsafes an
answer, she’ll tell you that she’s gomg to
be present at a trial between Greiner’s
Munich Lactobutyrometer and Professor
Storch’s Copenhagen Fat Extractor. Per-
haps, if you take her fancy (for even female
scientists have fancies), and she grows con-
fidential, she’ll explain to you that the
lactometer i8 no real test, and will cite
the celebrated case in which a sample of
milk, condemned by the local analyst, was
passed at Somerset House ; the purchasers,
however, were 80 sure there was adultera-
tion, that they got a magistrate’s order for
a second sample, which was declared by
the analyst to have been deprived of
twenty per cent. of its cream. To make
sure, since doctors differed, the inspector
went to the farm whence the milk came,
had the cow milked before his eyes, and
found in what came fresh from her even
less fat than in the samples sent to him !
“There, you see ;” Kitty will oracularly
explain, “no doubt, despite all the fass
that's made, the cow with the iron tail is
still milked a great deal in London. Out
of the two millions paid yearly for the
twenty-three million gallons consumed,
perhaps seventy-five thousand pounds
are paid for water. But. still.(von,cannot
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be sure that poor milk is not pure
milk. Old or ill-bred cows and bad food
will account for a state of things which
looks like twenty per cemt. or moze of
water. The enly safe plan is to use a lock-
up milk-van, such as they do in Germany;
that is,” Kitty adds, with a curl of her lip,
‘if you can trust those who have the lock-
ing of it. And for the farmer the true
course is 0 do a8 we do” (looking as big
as f she was one of the firm), “weed out
the bad milkers, and never keep a cow
after her fifth ealf.” So might Kitty speak
in the last quarter of the nineteenth
century ; and she might even go on to tell
you that ¢ sky-blue ” is not always the result
of over-creaming and dilution ; eating the
mouse-ear forget-me-not will canse it; so
will the indigestion which often comes in
autumn from the aftergrowth of coarse
flood meadows. It is provoking, though,
that, when youhavegot yourlactometer, with
ether and o(;m (whieh, more);over,
must be of a certain specifie gravity), you
cannot be sare of catching yotigrm milk-seller
trippimg  For one thing, the moment the
cageing begins to (which it does
long before the milk is perceptibly sour),
“the conditiens are” (as experimenters say)
¢ emtirely changed.”
But what has changed the whole method
of dairy-farming fiom a routine of Arcadian
simplicity to a system as scientific as
8hmag' 0 pigtl:i!lm'lgi' Why, Ml word
hieago goes a long way te explsin it.
Brother Jonathan g f(’rr};omo ﬁxn?a mads
.itﬁnpouibhferoknBul!togmwm;
- and now he is sending butchers’ meas, dead
and alive, o‘{!” at such & rate that ;;ock-
breeding will soon be as unprofitable as
corn- . Hence the foverish anxisty
to make ome’s butter pay. Happily, goed
fresh butter will always bring more men
than that which has croseed the Atlantic.
- And so, i we can beat the Dane and the
Frenchman, we need not fear competition
from America. And what is true ef
butter is, of course, truer still of mill.
Condensed milk is all very well; they
semd eight thousand g::ts of it every
day from the great M factery to Lom-
don, where it is diluted, passes analysis,
and is sold as fresh milk ; but, til we have
still further annihilated space, it will hardly
pay to do that from the Ameriean factories.
Hence our go-ahead farmers are taking to
machines, How portentous they look in
Mr. Long’s pages! There is Sourdat’s
Ecrémenuse, a good deal like an old-fashioned
sextant without its arc; Storch’s Fat

‘there is butter-milk and butter-mi

‘stead of creamul;‘lg,‘

Extasctor, like a shower-bath on the top of
a roumd table from which springs a very
forest of pipes ; Ahlborn’s Churn, very like
a chaff-cutter ; the Glass Churn, resembling
an air-pump ; Fouja's Churn, like a Bud-
dhist priest’s rotatory prayin ; and
Poarien’s, with its ing of felt and the
cog-wheels that work its mysteriows
*“ beater.”
wi?l.‘he wisothefarmer, therefore, ?ho:I; land
grow necessary cvops is all agog
for produeing as much milk and butter as
he ecan. He ought to maks it pay, for the
return is quicker than im any other buwsi-
ness. If the figures (I think Professor Amos
Sheldon is the authority) are right, the
yearly yield of milk is worth more than a
third the value of the cows that yield it.
They cannot yet do as well as that in
America ; they more than trebls our
number of cows, but their value is set
down at much the same, their market for
milk not being so good. Yet despite the
price of mik, say sevenpence a gallon whole-
sale, we go on trying to grow wheat where it
won’t grow, but where roots, i not grasa,
might be produced in perfection. One resnlé
of this high price of milk is that we import
as much butter as we make, and four-Gfths:
of all the cheess weeat ! By-and-by, whes
we have all got a little poorer even than we
are now, we shall realise the fact that skim-
milk is for most far wholeaomer
than unskimmed. 0 in Cornwall ewer
thinks of drinking anything but *scabd”
milk, which has been skimmed after scald-
ing 1 ~

Bat there is skim and skiwm, just ia:
the. bonnie North, where. butter-milk is
very popular, they churn the milk im-
ing it first, thus giving
themaslves a . hmoro t;:ublo, but

ing: a most delicious beverage, as
mmﬁw knows—a beve e‘vgvohmh,'
under the name of ¢ Whig,” fixed itsell aa
the ellation of a now almost extimet
pom:ﬁ' party.

In the: Midland Counties the plan is to leé
the milk stand from thirty-six to fortyhours,
with the certainty that the cream will, in.
summer; be mowe or less seur, amd the
resulting butter-milk & di ing fluid of
which the thiratiest traveller could not
stemach a mouthful, while the shim-milk
is often. 8o sour that it has to go with the
budter-milk inio the pige’ trough. Hemce
the value of the Cooley Creamer and the
various cooling apparatuses to enable yeu
to take the cream off at once,and so to

o,




The Cooley is an American invention,
bwed on the fact that milk set in
deop vessels and kept at a low tempera-
ture throws up more and heavier cream,
thoagh thinner, than that set in the old-

fashioned, shallow creaming-pan. Besides,
itthrows it much quicker, taking only twelve

hours when the temperature is kept at
50° in summer and at 45° in winter. Who
has not seen some of those leaden pans in
omr old-world dairies? They are at most
sixinches deep ; the Cooley cans are twenty
inches deep and only eight-and-a-half inches
acroes, so that in this, as in so0 many other
matters, America has turned things topsy-
taryy.  Of course, the great use of the
Cooley plan, and of the Swartz or Danish
plan, from which it is copied, and
of the Aylesbury method, which is
sdapted from both, .is that the skim-milk
issweet. But the cream thus raised is not
ripe enough to make the best butter, so
the gain m one way is made up by loss
in another. The ’cutest plan of all is
that of Mr. Ellsworth, of Massachusetts.
The milk is heated to 135° and then
cooled to 60° and set for cream, stand-
ing thirty-six hours. In churning his
cream Mr. Ellsworth adds some skim-
mik, and he then mixes the butter-milk
with the milk off which the cream was
taken, and makes the whole into Cheddar
thoese. Heating the milk, he says,
tenders the caseme as manageable and as
easity cared as whole-milk curd ; it gives,
too, a finer flavour to the butter-milk. His
tkim Cheddar is often mistaken for whole-
mitk cheese ; so, if the British farmer
foows his example, he will get half as much
again out of his dairy as he now does.

As it is, the relatively small amount of
theese made in England is startling. It
hay greatly fallen off, especially in the
Midtands, since the railways have carried
the milk wp to towns at such low rates. It
has faller off, too, because you cannot
make cheese so cheaply in a dairy as you
en in a factory.

In Derbyshire they have a factory like
that st Newport, Herkimer County, New
York. There is one in Wigtonshire, near
Danragit ; and then there’s the Duke of
Westminster’s at Aldford in Cheshire ; and
wnother at Low Row in Cumberland, which
goes in chiefly for butter.

On the Continent the factory system
has long been in full swing. One great
raton why the Prussians %etermined to
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have skim-milk which may be drunk with | have Holstein was because of the pasture.
pleasure, They wanted to rival the Swiss, and they

have done it. The Kiel Company, founded
in 1877, is as perfect as German chemistry
can make it. Nothing is wasted ; much of
the skim-milk is made into Limburgcheeses;
the butter-milk is turned into sour curds
and sold at twenty pfennigs the kilo, of
about two pounds. In a factory you don’t
need so many Hughs and Kitties, who are
apt to idle about the farm when their dairy
work is over. At Aldford, all the work
connected with two hundred cows is done
by one man and a maid !

If we import cheese we also make ‘*bosh”
andimport “oleo.” Bosh meansbutter melted
down and stirred with salt and water till it
is cold. In this way it may be made toabsorb
more than thirty-three per cent. of water
—a great saving to the salesman at the cost
of the customer. Oleomargarine or butter-
ine, Mr. Long maintains, is as whole-
some as butter ; suet, of which it ought to
be made, being the internal fat of the steer,
while butter is the fat of the cow’s milk.
The best imitation may be detected by polar-
ised light: butter presents only one evenly
spread colour, green, red, etc., according to
the character of the selenite plate that is
used ; oleo i3 seen under the microscope to
be covered with stellated crystals of fat,
each arranged in prismatic colours. Myn-
heer, as clever at a trick as a Yank or a
Jap, mixes a little coarse Kampen butter
with his oleo, and then sends it to us as “*best
Datch.” Dutch cows, by the way, aresplendid
milkers, but their milk is not rich in eream.
The favourites now are, of course, Jerseys,
if your climate is not too cold ; or (for large
yield and a paying business) the Schwyt-
zers, from the canton of that name—such
as the famous Einsiedeln Monastery herd,
or that owned by Mr. Page, director of the
Anglo-Swiss Milk factory at Cham, on the
Lake of Zug. One knows that there are cows
and cows; but it is very rare to find in
England an animal that yields, one month
with another, ten quarts per day all the
year round. This is the average of the
six thousand cows at Cham ; and they ex-
ceed twenty quarts during their three best
months. At Einsiedeln, the yield is larger
still. Several of the older cows average
fifteen quarts through the year and twenty-
one quarts for the three best months, the
milk being also so rich that, for three
months, every seven pounds of it are said
to have made a pound of butter! Aud in
neither place do the cows ever taste arti-
ficial food, nothing but grass and hay.
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Now the best English shorthorns cannot
approach this; our dairy people are very
pleased to get a pound of butter out of
twenty-five pounds of milk ; and Mr. Long
says Shorthorns fall short of Schwytzers
by some six hundred and fifty pounds of
milk per cow per annum ; a very sufficient
reason for giving up the Shorthorns now
that the beef, which they lay on so readily
when their milking days are over, comes
in cheaper from abroad. Schwytzers are
dear, the best of them cost forty pounds
on the spot. Dear though the cows are,
however, the Swiss farmer can afford the
money ; he soon makes it up in wages.
What would an Eoglish labourer say to
working as they do at Einsiedeln, from
half-past four in the morning to seven in
the evening with twenty-two cows under
his care, for five shillings a week and bis
board? He has to groom his cows (a
thing seldom heard of in England), and to
take them for a daily walk, for they are
stall-fed, which means economy in another
direction. The Swiss believe that cake and
roots, while they force milk, lower the
quality ; and they have the belief, once so
common in Cheshire, that the natural
grasses, even those thrown up in dawp,
marshy land, are better than the artificial
ones. Mr. Page has sown English grasses,
and of course thinks them superior to the
native growths; but the native farmers
do not think with him.

What strikes one most of all is the
cleanness of the stalls and cow-houses
generally, for of straw there is scarcely
any, and rushes are dear ; rush-land letting
at four pounds an acre, while grassland
actually brings from fifty to eighty pounds,
nearly four times as much as the early
broccoli and potato patches round Pen-
zance and Gulval,

How can the dairyman pay that rent %
Why, by constantly treating the land with
liquid manure (making something too by
growing fruit trees upon it), and by hav-
ing no expense of trimming hedges aund
stopping gaps, and uvo loss from the tram-
pling of the beasts, which moreover, are safe
from flies, that are such a plague in these
sub-Alpine districts. You think the cattle
are all sent up in summer to the very
summit of the high pastures round the
mountain chilets. So the young things
that have not yet come into the dairy are;
and the same with the poorer cows in the
small upland farms. Buat in these big
factories, down in the lowlands by the lakes,
the cows never get a run after they have

once grown out of heiferhood and taken
up their position as regular milkers. I
suppose the Einsiedeln Monastery herdmen
get part of their pay in “means of grace,”
for other farmers pay more—from eight to
ten shillings a week and diet.

The Swiss butter is not first-class, In
Paris,” where they are out and out the
best judges of quality, it ranks third, that
of Isigny in the Calvados standing first,
and the Gournais second. The smells from
storage are said to affect it, and the churns
and other utensils are seldom kept so scru-
pulously clean as in the Norman dairies,
It is not that their churns are old-fashioned,
for what can be more old-world than the
Brittany Churn—a two-handled earthen-
ware jar, tall and thin, of classical type, up
and down which is worked a wooden dolly?
Yet Brittany butter, as most of us know, is
first class. What a difference between that
Breton affsir and Pierce’s Irish Power
Churn, with beam and fly-wheel, just like
aCornish mine engine! What a still greater
difference between the simple old churns
and that complicated machine, the “ Danish
Separator,” which, standing on its brick
batement, with its wheels and connecting
gear, and pistonsand pipesand iron cylinder,
looks like a little steam engine! The Ger-
man, or Petersen Separator, is rore un-
cs.nny-lookinf still ; and the Swedish or
Laval looks like a big steam-worked toy.
In all these, centrifugal force is the sepa-
rating power, the lighter particles yielding
to it sooner than the heavy ones. Moreover
they do their work very perfectly, getting
cream enough for a pound of butter out of
twenty-four pounds of milk, while, with
cream raised on the ordinary plan, from
twenty-six to thirty-two pounds are re-
quired. But, to succeed in these hard
times, you must not only get as much as
you can out of your land and your cow,
and cream your milk in the most advan-
tageous way, and help yourself to the
uttermost by those scientific machines
which are the farmer’s ‘‘ resources of civi-
lisation.” You must also be able, on occa-
sion, to keep the butter that you have
made. In summer it is cheap, and more-
over your clients are out of town or off to
the Continent. Well, there is Glacialine,
Aseptine, and the mysterious Omnium of
the Aylesbury Company, of which half-an-
ounce will keep fourteen pounds of butter
for several weeks, and double the quantity
will keep it for as many months,

The moral of it all is that the British
farmer must look out for the best milkers,
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and must unflinchingly reject all that
are below the mark., He must introduce
machines gradually, as his workers are able
to bear them, and after they have been
well proved by the Companies—for some
of these machines cost & power of money.
He must economise—not in the direction of
lowering wages, that “ won’t pay”in England
—but in the way of getting better and more
intelligent work for what wages he gives.
He must study temperature, use ice, be in
fact something of a chemist, and he must
use up the skim and butter milk in the
most profitable way. Why not go in for
fancy cheesemaking 3 Those soft cheeses,
Camemberts and Gorgonzolas, that are so
popular, can be made as well here as abroad,
if we will only take the pains.

Aud skim-milk cheeses will pay, despite
Datch competition ; and if they are well
made, they are very good. T used when a
| boy to eav a thin flst Durset “ sage cheese,”
and echoolboys never need wish to get
anything better.

We have not quite our proper propor-
tion of cows to population ; in Cheshire it
is one to every seven inhabitants; in
Cambridgeshire only one to every fifteen.
Hodge just now has been made to be-
lieve that he is likely to get three
acres and a cO>w out of the parson
and the squire—so that if every Hodge
got what is promised, there wouldn't be
many cows Jeft for the rest of us. I wonder,
supposing Hodge were to get his plot of
land, and small holdings (or owninge) be-
came the order of the day, whether we
should wnuke more cheese and butter, and
therefore import less,

It isn’c machinery that is wanted ; it’s
| managembnt. Look at France: the dairy
utensils are primitive ; there are absolutely
none of the new-fangled devices; yet
French butter always heads the list, be-
cause Jacques Buonhomme and his wife and
daughter devote themselves to the making
of it. They dou’c go in for that excessive
ontside cleanness that we find in some
Datch cow-houses; but whatever their
byres may be, the French pots, and
pans, and churns, are clean as only a
Frenchwoman can clean them; and, by
cutting weeds of all kinds and young
boughs of trees, they secure that mixed
fodder which (as Dr. Voelcker testifies) in
80 good for the milk ; and then they milk
three times a day, thereby utilising to the
uttermost the yielding powers of their cows,
We do not want to copy any one nation in
particular ; most have their weak points.

Mynheer, for instance, (who sometimes uses
adog, turn-spit fashion, to work his churn,
and such a ramshackle churn it is, that it
takes an hour at least before the butter
comes!) has his wooden dairy utensils
painted, which must be wrong; but we
want to pick out everybody’s good points
—to find out, for instance, why Denmark
can send us some forty million pounds of
butter a-year, and why her butter is so
good as to bring from one hundred and
sixty to one hundred and seventy shillings,
while the top quotations of Irish are only
one hundred and fifty-seven shillings, and
of Dutch one hundred and fifty shillings.
We must also bring our railways to a
better mind ; somehow, they all give an
advantage to the foreigner. American
cheese costs twenty-five shillings a ton by
rail from Liverpool to London; from Ches-
hire {nearer by five-and-twenty or thirty
miles), the cost is from forty-two to forty-
five shillings! From Ipswich it costs four-
and-ninepenca to get a hundredweight of
batter, eggs, etc., up to town ; from most
Belgian etations the cost by ¢grande
vitesse,” vid Harwich, is only three-and-
twopence, provided at least four hundred-
weight are sent at a time.

Bat the main thing for us is to be
what the Kitty of to-day, who was
trained at a Board School, calls ¢ eclectic”
—to keep our eyes open, see what suits
us, and adopt it without the delay which
has so often been fatal to the British
farmer. We shall go in largely for ma-
chinery—no factory can do without it—
but we must remember that it is not indis-
pensable for producing even the very best
of milk or cheese ; Kitty, probably follow-
ing her master, is growing too fond of it.
Her parting sally gives a good insight into
the difference between a new and an old-
fashioned dairy-farm. You venturs to
say a word in praise of her hands: “Is
it milking that makes them so soft$”
“ No, I'm sure it isn't,” she promptly and
tartly answers, *It's ever so long since I
did any milking. We used to use Barland’s
little instrument, with its four electro
tubes ; but now we've got the American
Durand’s power-milker, with fly-wheel,
link-gearing, and all. ~Why, with that,
we can milk four cows at a time. No
more milking for me, if you please.”
Kitty is a phenomenon, a wonderful
outcome of these latter days. Let us
hope that she and three-acred Hodge be-
tween them will manage to make us more
independent of the foreigner. There is
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room for both of them, for the big
scientific, also for the little farmer ; and if
_they do not act soon, America will be send-
ing us butter and milk, as she already does
cheese and beef—and then however shall
we pay for all this monstrous lot of imports?

MONSIEUR GABRIEL.
A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER L

THE old-fashioned little French Protes-
tant town of St. Zite lies among the hills
of Gascony. Still undisturbed in this age
of railways by the scream of a train, it con-
tentedly carries on its communication with
the outer world by means of lumbering
diligenees, which clatter fussily in and out
of the town morning and evening.

Oa the outskirts of St. Zite, in a square
substantial house, surrounded by a shady
%‘uden, lived Monsieur le Pasteur Vidal.

he pastor’s house had a solemn, quiet
look among its more jaunty neighbours, for
the Vidals were grave and. serious people,
who had brought from a far-of Norman
town manners and custems which con-
traated sharply with the carelees, lonnging
life in which his pastoral duties had placed
the stern-faced preacher.

Al the ten years of his sojourn among
his Soathern flock he had passed as in the
tents of Kedar. He was not an easy man
to live with, for he saw in every trivial
omission or commission, in each slip of the
temper or lapae of the tongue, a depth of
immorality which would at last draw down
a fearful retribution on the heedless trans-
gressor. He accounted to himself for his
every motive, and demanded as stern a
self-discipline from each of his fellow-
sinners. .

Mudame Vidal was, in her way, no less
imposing than her husband. She tended
her houge and garden; fed her poultry ;
visited the poor; mended her household
linen ; and wore her sad-coloured clothes
with the air of & woman in whose eyes to
take life lightly was the sum total of all
the seven deadly sins,

To this uncompromising counple, late in
life, had come the care and education of
Mals;:cia. Caxton, a high-spirited English

xl.

g Before her marriage Madame Vidal had
been the governess of Marcia’s mother;
peshaps she was less severe and more love-
able in those days. Anyhow, when Mrs,
Caxton lay dying in Paris, she sent for her
old governess, and with many injunctions

and tears, confided to her and her husband
the charge of her only child and of her
fortune,

Madame Vidal could not refuse, and
from that day Marcia became her daily
anxiety and her nightly preoceupation, the
one final complication of her arduous
life.

Marcia did not mean to be a trouble to
Madame Vidal; she was not * méchante,”
but the restraints of the pastor’s household
were a little tiresome. She would have
liked to enjoy herself as much as the small
sphere of St. Zite allowed, to be able to
shirk her lessons now and again, to talk
without thinking, and to laugh at nothing
or everything, according to her fancy.

Madame Vidal had other notions. She
guarded her young charge carefully from
frivolous ammsements ; she checked any
approach to levity ; and, above all, she in-
sisted on a careful study of French grammar,
illustrated by La Fontaine’s Fables. She
had hoped—good woman that she was—
that by steady discipline she should at last
bring Marcia to her own standard of an
earnest-minded member of society.

But Marcia at eighteen was no nearer to
Madame Vidal's ideal than she had been
when first she came to St. Zite. If change
there were, Madame used to say sadly, it
was that she was more thoughtless and
self-willed—which meant that she had
found Marcia’s nature wholly at variance
with the lines she had shaped for its
development.

In the pastor’s garden, one soft August
morning, sat this troublesome Marcia, pro-
fessedly preparing a history -lesson for
Madame Vidal. She had arranged herself
with her books under the shade of a trellis
beside the low parapet of the garden which
overlooked the road. She was not very
busy, however, for with her finger between
the leaves of her closed book she sat scan-
ning the dusty road and watching the
occasional foot passengers, while she re-
peated mechanically from time to time
Henri IV., 1589, Louis XIII., 1613. For
which method, or rather want of method
of getting over her work, she knew that
Madame Vidal would presently take her to
task, and she was prepared to listen to a lon,
lecture with a meekness which border
on indifference ; for, let me ask, what is
the use of being eighteen years old, of
being beautiful, and of having sweet
memories and hopes to dream over, if one
cannot spend a sunny morning idly and
bear the consequences with equanimity %

i
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Presently the town clock made a great
clamour to announce the hour of ten, which
meant that Madame Vidal had given the
final séroke to her household work, and that
she was sitting in her room waiting for her

upil. But the clock appealed in vain to
ifmu' ; 8he did not even hear it; while from
the way in which her eyes turmed constantly
in one direction, it ssemed as if her desn!-
tory observation musé have a definite hope.
She would have confessed this even
to hemself, which shows how little she was
fitted, by the natural bent of her mind, to
live in daily ocontact with Monsieur le
Pusteur Vidal. Suddenly a bright blush
came over her face, an eager joy flashed
indo her dark gray eyes and them veiled
itsolf under her droopimg lids, while a
suble change passed over her whole asti-
tode in unmistaleable manifbatation of the
delieious consciousness that her day was not

ing to be a dull blank ; that she had been
ooking forward to something, to someone,
and that she was not disappointed.

The personage who played the part of
Prince Charming to this impassioned Prin-
8 came up the narrow, dusty faubourg
vith a jaunty and somewhat self-conscious
air, a8 he spied Marcia’s white dress gleam-
ing among she greenery above the garden.
vall He seemed fully aware that inside
that white dress a heart was beating in
dooble-quick time, becaunse his step was.
coming towards her. He was a very pre-
sentable man, with an air of fashion about
him which savoured not of 8t. Zite. Hin.
festures were good, and were improved by
a long moustache, which concealed a hard
and rather coarse mouth. His age was
uncertain ; he might hive been anything
between a blasé five-and-twenty and a
young forty.

When he reached the spot where Marcia
tat—oblivious of everything but of his ap-
proach, thoagh her eyes were cast down—
he took a hasty look up and down the
road and then halted beneath the wall.

“I'm afraid I'm horribly bold and im-
pradent to try and see you like this,” he
tadd ; “but I cannot exist any longer with-
out alook at you. You maust not scold me
for coming.”

““8eold you!” ejaculated Marcia. ¢ Oh,
Gustave, T am only too glad to see you.”

“Thank you, my darling, for that; for
de you know I was beginning to think youn
didn’t care to see me any more ? The sight
of you and the sound of yeur voice re-
smwe me, otherwise I have been fancying

“ What sort of thinga? Whyt”

T fancied I had vexed you, or that you
were going to cast me off,” returned Gus-
tave. “Yon see it is ten whale days aince
you have given me a chancs of seeing you.
It is ten days since youm have been to La
Luquetta Everyone of those days I have
made an excuse t0 go.and see if you waere
there. At last, yeaterday, Mademoiselle
Valérie teld me she was expecting you.”

“ And so she was,’ s;g‘;llucia plain-
tively, ‘ for I had promised her; only, you
see, I am treated like a baky, and made. to
stay at home like a nun.”

* But you used te go to Madame Murat’s
just when you chose.”

] used to,” repliad Marcia ; “ but lately
Madame has taken a prejudice ageinst my
vigiéa there. She does all she can to kee)
me away fioom La Luquette altogether. It
" Vary bard” ho repeated. D

“ Very " he re “Do you
think, darling, that a!:)x“ inkling of our
secret has reached her ears, and made her
watehful $ ”

“ ¥ don’t think s0,” said Mazrcia. “She
would bhave said something about it I
fancy, if she had heard anything; I trem-
ble sometimes at the thoughs that she
knewa. Oh, Gustave,” she: went on, after
a “I do a0 envy the girls who don’t
have to keep their love a secret. It will
be 50 long before I am of age and can do
a8, I like, without troubling myself about
Monsieur and Madamse Vidal, Two years
and a half still 1”

“Newver mind, darling, it will slip away
with patience. I would go and ask for
you to-morrow, only I know—we both
know—what that would lead to. Do you
know,” he added with a curious smile, “I
sometimes think that Monsienr Vidal would,
rather like to marry you to that Monsieur
Gabriel whom you talk of $”

“My dear Gustave,” cried the girl,
‘“how can you say sush foolish things!
Do you know who Monsieur Gabriel is ? ”

“Yes, I know parfectly. He is a very
good young maa ; a protégé of the pastox’s,
who has taught you to play at ehess, and
who comes every eveming of his life to
look at you.” -

“Quita wrong,” retorted Marsia; “he
comes to study with Monsieur Vidal ; and,
besides, he is a common person, the son of
a weaver ; his mother irons my dresssa.”

“Well, you won’t deny the chess §”

“Not altogether,” she said laughing,
“ but very nearly.”

“He’s a lucky dog,” sighed "Gustave.

all sorts of things.”
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“ What wouldn’t I give to be Monsienr
Gabriel 1 ”

“What you would give?
ever seen him %”

¢ Not that I know of.”

“Then let me tell you what you would
be like if you were Monsieur Gabriel
Chalmont instead of Gustave de Valade.
You would be a clerk—a mere drudge—in
Monsieur Murat’s office.  Your great
ambition would be to become a pastor.
Your chief interest in life wonld be the
study of Hebrew. You would be unin-
terestingly ugly, with long hair straggling
on to your collar. You would wear un-
couth clothes and boots, and an impossible
hat, and you would live in the narrowest
street in the town. Would you like it $”

s Certainly% hI should,” 1113d replied
promptly, “if the disguise would impose
on Mgdame Vidal.”

““Ah well,” Janghed Marcia, *it is quite
possible that Monsieur Gabriel would not
agree to the exchange.”

“More than possible,” he returned dryly.
« After all, he is far better off than I am.
People don’t scout him for an evil-doer as
they scout me,”

“J didn’t mean that,” said Marcia gently.
* And besides, darling, you must not mind
that you have been spoken ill of. I believe
in you.”

The girl's face emphasised her words,
and for an instant there was silence. His
face softened as he looked at her.

*Marcia,” he said, “ you are going to
throw yourself away on me. Youn have
your life all before you, you are an inno-
cent child. - You are worlds too good for
such a man as I am.”

“I'm not, indeed I'm not,” broke in
Mourecia, eagerly. “I would—"

But what she would, remained untold,
for her assurance was cut short by the
barsh voice of Frangoise, Madame’s fac-
totum, crying in a tone of remonstrance :

“ Mademoiselle Marcia, here is already
half an hour that Madame waits.”

Marcia started; her history book fell
from her hand on to the road below.

“] am coming, Francoise. I forgot all
about the time,” she said.

¢ And your book, Mademoiselle,” grunted
Francoize.

As Marcia took it from her lover’s out-
stretched hand, their fingers met for a
momentary clasp.

“Come soon, my angel,” he murmured,
“and try to look now as if I was a
stranger.”

Have you

‘¢ Mademoiselle,” said Francoise severely
as she followed Marcia into the house.
¢ Mademoiselle surely does not know all
that is said about Monsieur le Baron de
Valade.”

“ What do you mean, Francoise 1 ”

“] mean that if Mademoiselle consulted
Monsieur and Madame in the choice of her
acquaintances they would not allow her to
number M. le Baron among them.”

“You are very impertinent, Francoise,
You don’t know what you are talking
about.”

“It would be more to the purpose,”
muttered Francoise, as Marcia disappeared,
“to know what Monsieur le Baron has
been talking about. Madame is quite
right ; the silly child has picked up some
worthless friends at Madame Murat’s, and
the most worthless of all is Monsieur de
Valade—at least, if we may go by what
they say of him.”

CHAPTER 1II.

MoONSIEUR GABRIEL sat among his
books in a room of the bare-looking apart-
ment, which was his home in the Rue des
Fréres. The sound of his father's loom
came, deadened by distance, from the little
workshop opening on to the street, while
from the adjoining room was heard the
thud, thud of his mother’s irons over some
immaculate linen,

Engrossed with what he was doing,
Monsieur Gabriel heard neither the one
nor the other; or, rather, these sounds of
labour were to him as the monotonous ac-
companiment which followed the obbligato
of his meditations.

Marcia's portrait of him, harsh as it
sounded, was by no means overdrawn. As
he sat over his writing, with his long,
slightly waving hair falling forward, and
his pale face resting against one of his
large clumsy-looking hands, he fully
justified the expression that he was most
uninterestingly ugly. But the heavy vgli-
ness of his features was redeemed by an
expression of resolution and self-reliamnce
which gave them a certain dignity and
force. It was possible that study and
thought might some day bestow on him a
degree of refinement which would make
him almost attractive.

The elder Chalmont had worked as
a linen weaver all his life, for in far-
away, primitive St Zite, machine-made
linen was looked on as a cheap and nasty
innovation. He did not.earn very high
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wages at his toilsome trade, but, like many
another Frenchman of his class, he was
careful to provide his son with the best
education within his reach, in order to
qualify him to make his way in the world.

At sixteen Gabriel left the Ecole Com-
munale to become a clerk in the office of
Monsieur Murat, the Mayor of St. Zite.
Chalmont hoped that the boy would climb
by means of his stool in the notary’s office,
to a knowledge of the law, and that his
earnings, well economised, would pay for a
conrse of study later on at Paris, Bat
Gabriel did not endorse this project. His
heart and hopes were centred on a very
different object. To study for the pastorate
bad been the one dream of his boyhood ;
this ambition had brightened his dall home
and lightened his irksome work.

M. Vidal, charmed with the boy’s
sturdy energy and patient enthusiasm, un-
dertook his gratuitous instruction until such
time as he could afford to go to college.
Gabriel's gratitude was unbounded, and
for four years his life contained nothing so
delicious as his occasional lessons in
: Hebrew, G reek, and theology.

After which there came a day when his
pole-star suddenly grew pale. It did not
set—he steered by it still; but its light
was weakened. His studies, and to make
the necessary leisure to follow them, were
o longer his first thought and his one
desire. It was the advent of Marcia
Caxton in the pastor’s household which
wronght this mischief, for Gabriel Chal-
mont, poor, plebeian, plain as he was, could
not hinder himself from falling deeply and
passionately in love with Madame Vidal’s
beantiful, rich, and headstrong pupil
Alas for his Hebrew and Greek since that
mitfortane had befallen him ! He worked
at them still, but under what difficulties ;
with what pauses for foolish, passionate
reverie ; with what haunting recollection of
a face whose eyes would pursue him till
his dying day, and which had never given
him oce tender glance in return for his
mmeasured, speechless devotion !

At this moment Monsieur Gabriel
shonld have been laboriously employed
on the Book of Numbers in the original,
nstead of which, had you looked over his
shoulder, you would have seen that the
sheet of foolscap before him contained
an elaborately written poem, entitled
“L'Espoir,” and signed *Chalmont
Gabriel,” with many flourishes. Farther-
more, a Latin motto immediately under
the title suggested * Ut folium ventis.”

They were not very original verses as to
matter or metre, but they had a good deal
of pathos in the way they set forth in
their rhymed triteness how for the love of
the fairest of women the poet would be
content to give up all hope—all hope but
that of being able to love her for ever ; all
hope but that of his own unreasoning con-
stancy. Poor, sentimental youth ! How
hard he had worked to polish these lines !
and now he would lock them into his most
secret hiding-place lest any eye should
chance upon his secret. And when he
had thus locked them away he pushed
back his flowing hair, took his hat—the
hat that Marcia had called impossible—
and went his way down the steep stairs
and through the town, until he reached the
faubourg where stood the house of the
astor.

The oftener Monsieur Gabriel went into
the region beautified by the presence of
Marcia, the more troubled and tremulous
he grew on his approach. Should he see
her or not? Would she be gracious to
him, would she flout him, or would she
ignore him utterly? He never knew
which to expect, or which made his heart
beat the most overwhelmingly.

This evening, at all events, the question
was soon settled, for, as he mounted the
flight of steps that led from the road to
the garden path, he saw his queen of hearts
walking up and down among the rose
trees. She was bare-headed, and the light
of the sunset touched her soft, brown hair
and richly tinted cheek with a magic
charm. It seemed to Gabriel that she
had an aureole round her head and the
glow of Heaven in her eyes. It was not
the sunset only which glorified thus the
girl's face. She was dreaming out her first
love-dream in the quiet, sweet-scented

arden, and as she clasped her fingers
oosely together she seemed to feel the
lingering touch of her lover’s hand. Mon-
sieur Gabriel walked timidly into her
paradise, and, strange to relate, instead
of resenting the interruption, her inward
happiness made her smile upon him
benignly, because she knew that would
please him, and she felt inclined to please
all the world for the sake of her own joy.

“ Ah | Monsieur Gabriel,” she cried, ‘it
is you—you have come with your books;
but Monsieur Vidal is not at home just
now.”

“Not at home,” repeated Gabriel dis-
;onsolately, “then I had better go back

ome.”
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“Oh no, pray don’t. Monsieur won't
be long—at least, I don’t think he will,
and he would be sorry if he heard you
had been disappointed. Come in and wait
for him. Madamse is semewhere about.”

Gabriel's mild brown eyes filled with
ecetasy as Marcia turned and walked with
him up to the house.

““Madame |” she called first into one
room and then into another. There was
no answer. “It is odd,” she remarked,
“I saw her a minute ago. She would
know all about Monsienr’s movements,”

Monsieur Gabriel looked embarrassed.
Duty and decorum, from a French pro-
vincial point of view, bade him begone.
Inclination tempted him to stay. The bliss
of & tate-a-tdte would be mitigated by the
feeling that it was stolen fruit. Bat Marcia
was evidently superior to such misgivings.
- “You will wait, won't you?” she said.
“TI'll play at chess with you if you like
until they come in.”

She repented the offer as soon as she
had made it. These games of chess were so
deadly dull. He was always so nervous, and
he never seemed to enjoy winning the

“Thank yow, Mademoiselle,” he said
humbly ; “if you have time.”

“Time!” exclaimed Marcia. “It is a
mercy to kill some of my time for me;
but remember this, please, Monsienr
Gabriel, that the last time we played
you gave me the game, which spoilt the
fun. You must do your best to beat me.
Ilike fighting. If you don’t try to win
all you -can, it is so very dull.”

“Very well, Mademoiselle,” he replied
again very humbly.

However, despite Marcia’s injunction,
this game went the way of many another
one they had played. Gabriel, who was
a clever player, moved his pieces about
cautiously and aimlesaly, 0 as to do as little
harm as possible to his adversary’s game.

Marcia, always reckless, and now pre-
occupied, alternately did rash things and
sank back into her day-dreams.

‘It is your turn to play, Mademoiselle,”
Gabriel said when, after a longer pause
than usual, he had looked up to see her
eyes fixed on vacancy and tetally oblivious
of his last move,

“Isit? I beg your pardon. Ah, what
have you been doing—am I in check
No, not this time, but on the brink of it.
All right, I will put my queen there.” So
saying, Marcia inconsiderately thrust Her
Majesty into the jaws of ruin.

Gabriel looked at her aghast.

“ Tenez, Mademoiselle, you have madea
mistake.”

“Oh, 8o I have—I have given you my
queen. What a goose I am, I have ruined
my chance !”

“ Put it back,” eaid her opponent mag-
nanimously ; “ move something else, it is a
pity to lose it.”

“ Move something else | Indeed I won't.
It was my own fault, and the move is
made. You must take the piece, and I
must bear the loss.”

“I couldn’t, Mademoiselle, I couldn't
possibly,” cried Monsieur Gabriel. ¢ It was
an oversight of yours, you didn’t mean to
do that.”

“ Nothing of the kind. It was pure
stupidity, take it at omce, I shan’t move
it again. Very well, if you won'’t take it off
the board, I will.”

Their hands met over the contested
piece. For an instant he shrank as if
ashamed of his audacity, then the thrill
which her cool, light touch sent bounding
through his veins, gave him courage, his
hand closed over hers with a clasp which
made her start, and, when she looked into
his face with wonder, she saw a look there
she had never s¢en before.

Her lip trembled, but she did not speak
nor try to set herself free; a sense of awe
stilled her at the sight of his soul flaming
up in hot passion to his pale, heavy
features. The next instant he was on his
knees at her feet, fonring out in words she
could scarcely follow the whole pent-up
story of his love.

“ Never, never did I dream of venturing
to say these words to you. I know not
why I say them now. An hour ago, five
minutes ago, they were as if impossible to
my tongue. I had vowed to carry my
secret unuttered all my life, and now that
I hear it as it passes from my lips to your
ears, it seems to me that it is not I who
am telling you of my love for you, but that
my voice has betrayed me—that I am mad.
Yet how can I have kept silence so long 1
You were but a child and I but a lad, when
Iloved you first. I have given you the
best years of my youth, Your name, your
face, your voice, are the food of my inmost
being. You have taken possession of me.
I do not belong to myself. I am poor. I
am a8 nothing, but no man on earth could
hold you dearer than I hold you. I call
Heaven to witness that my love is greater
and stronger than all love that shﬁlr ever
be given to you in this world.” ,

The force and strangeness of his fwords
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bad s overpowered her that she had
listened to him passively. She dared mot
break in on the vehemence of the outbarst
that rushed from his long subdued passion.
Hor silence gave him a wild, d

bope ; in the frenzy of the moment he drew
her towsrds him by her hands which he still
hgld, and, clasping her to his breast, pressed
his burninglips tohersin a long clinging kiss.

With a vielent effort Marcia, freed her-
sell. White with rage she rose and stood
above him,

“Howdare you$” she cried. * How dare
you! You—a low-born caeature, to offer
such an insult'to me$ If I live & thousand

oars I will never forgive your atrocious
How dare you presume to love
me? I hate you for it.”

They were cruel words and they were
unjust, but Marcia felt o remorse for them
or pity for him as she darted from the room.

A little while afterwards Madame Vidal
returning, found Gabriel still en his knees,
Ieﬂfmg his head against Marcia’s empty
chair, while violent sobs shook his frame
convalsively.

“ M_on Dieu!” she exclaimed, “he is ill
—be is in a fit. Francoise, Frangoise,
come quickly.”

L N:, nol,;;:: m})bod out, ‘“let me alone.
1+ want nothing. It is nothing.”

“But something must have happened.
What is it 9 7

“Do not ask me, madame,” he replied
wur’iedly, * it would be impossible to tell
0‘. I

“Impossible! Nonsense! You are
talking riddles. Where is Marcia? I see
you have been playing chess. Has your
trouble anything to do with her $”

“Madame,” be replied, *“ my trouble re-
Iates to something too private, too eacred
for discussion. I thank you for your sym-
pathy, and I beg a thousand pardons that I
haveforced my grief uponyournotice. Ihave
acted like a fool. I bid you good evening.”

And Monsieur Gabriel, despite his un-
prinly figure and plebeian gait, left the
room with an air of dignity which changed
the whole look of him.

VICTIMS.
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CHAPTER XXIX. DURT'S STORY.
“WHEN we saw that the Count was
really dead,” Burt wrote, after giving the
previous historv of Marstland’s pursuit of

his wife, and her re-marriage, with which
the reader is already familtar, * it became
evidemt to me that the soomer we took
ourselves off to a place of safety the better.
The surgeon was attending to Marstland’s
arm, which, though ®mot broken, had ‘a
nasty wound in it, the bullet having
passed upward, tearing the muscle in an
ugly way; and the Count's second, an
homest, amiable-looking young fellow, came
up to me, and said that, as matters had
turned out so unfortunately, he thought I
had better get my principal out of the way
as speedily as might be ; but that he wished
to say first, that, however much he must
deplore the fate of his deceased friend, the
affair on our side had been conducted ac-
cording to the strictest laws of honuwr,
and that he should be happy to make a
deposition to that effect if required. On
that he handed me his card, and went off
to bring up the Count's carriage which had
been left at some little distance; and if
Marstland would only have taken advice,
and come away with me then and there,
we might both have been in safety at the
present moment. As it was, however, he
wouldn’t even listen to me, but simply
shook my hand, thanked me for all I'd
done, and bade me be off as quick as I
could, adding :

« ¢ My first duty is to my wife—to tell
her that she is free—and that I have kept
my word to her, and nothing you can say
can keep me from that, let what will hap-
pen to me afterwarda.’

¢« Of course, I told him that he was mad,
that he would certainly not be admitted
at the Chilet, and, even if (he forced an
entrance, he would as certainly be arrested
there, He only smiled in answer, and
told me to button his overcoat over his
wounded arm and let him be off; so,
seeing that argument was useless, I told
him that if he would not go with me, I
should not go any farther than Paris,
where my student days lad made me
acquainted with places where a man counld
be almost as safe from pursuit for a time
as in England or Belgium, and gave him
the address of the one where I now am—
a top back room in a huge building let out
to working people, needy journalists, and
the like, in one of the dingiest alleys of
the Quartier Latin. It was nearly five
o'clock then, a dull, wet, foggy morning,
and, as we parted, the mist seemed to swngl-
low him up before he had gome a dozen
paces from me. I :aw no. more of him,
and made mv wav here at onee) whare. as
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I expected, 1 have remained unmolested
ever since, and where I received the news
of his arrest, which, as I also expected,
took place within little more than an hour
after we parted. This morning I got a
long letter from him which he had con-
trived to get smuggled to me without the
knowledge of the authorities, and, as I had
already caused private enquiries to be made
at the Chélet, I am able to give you a
pretty full history of what happened
there,

*“Tt seems that, thanks to the early
hour and the fog—which grew denser
every moment—he reached the Chélet
without attracting any observation, and,
remembering my warning as to the un-
likelihood of his being admitted, deter-
mined to make an entry for himself after
the same fashion as he had done before,
and once in the garden trust to chance for
an opportunity of reaching his wife’s pre-
sence, or at least of making his own known
to her.

* He managed it accordingly, though not
without difficulty owing to his disabled
arm, which obliged him to slip off his cum-
bering coat and leave it on the one side
of the wall while he climbed over to the
other; but, once in the garden, Fortune
favoured him beyond his wildest hopes,
for, while carefully skirting the house
under shadow of the thick belt of shrub-
bery which surrounded it, he was suddenly
stopped short and startled by finding him-
self in front of a room opening on to the
lawn with French windows, through which
to his unutterable delight and astonish-
ment, he beheld in full view the very per-
son whom he was in rearch of, Vera St.
Laurent (I call her by that name because
it is impossible for me to use the only one
to which I suppose she has any legal right)
herself !

“She was lying on a couch fully dressed,
with herface, pale and wasted-looking even
in sleep, turned towards him, and her lower
limbs covered with a warm furred mantle,
There did not seem to be anyone with her;
and even in the joy and agitation of finding
her g0 near him, Marstland wondered how
she could manage to sleep at all while her
husband and the man who, by virtue of
the law, called himself such, were fighting
for the possession of her, and still more
how she came to be doing 8o in an ordinary
sitting-room and without even having taken
the precaution of drawing the curtains to
shut her out of view of whoever might be
passing. There was no time to lose, how-

ever, on such thoughts, as the Count’s
body might be brought hack at any mo-
ment and forestall the tidings he had come
to break to her; and, having gently ap-
proached the window and found that it
was only fastened by a simple catch, he
decided not to startle her by knocking,
but to push it back with his penknife and
enter,

“It was not possible, however, to do even
this without some slight noise, and though
Vera did not move or appear to be dis-
turbed by it, someone else, to his intense
dismay, did, for, as the window swung
back a loud shriek greeted him, and there
started up from a chair in a corner a tall,
red-haired woman, whom he recognised as
the one who had been seut to fetch his
sweetheart home from the Josephses on the
occasion of their first parting. . . .

“And here I'd better break off and tell
you, what I learnt from my own enquiries
at the Chélet, how this woman and her
mistress happened to be passing the night
in the way in which he found them.

“It seems that the unfortunate bride
only recovered from the swoon into which
she had fallen during the struggle between
Marstland and the Count to go into violent
hysterics, which increased every time the
latter attempted to approach her, and
lasted uptil sheer exhaustion brought on
another fainting fit more prolonged than
either of the former ones. Dreadfully

alarmed, her mother insisted on a doctor |
being sent for; and the latter mot only

pronounced the girl to be in a most critical

state, but, on finding out something of the
facts of the case, forbade the Count to
come within sight or hearing of her, de-

claring positively that unless his orders were
obeyed on this point brain fever or actual
insanity might be the result.
banished Madame St. Laurent from the
patient’s room, having noticed that, instead
of clinging to her mother in her in-
tervals of consciousness, the unhappy girl
shrank from and even tried to thrust her
away, accusing her of having deceived and
ruined her, and piteously entreating those
about her to send for Marstlaud or let her
go to him, into the street or anywhere out
of that dreadful house. In the state eho
was in, however, it was obviously impossk- |
ble for her to be moved, even if the Count |
would have consented to such a measure;
but, as the only means to calm her, t,he‘
doctor insisted on her being permitted to
be dressed in her ordinary walking attire
and brought down to & sittingroom on the

He even
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ground-floor, so that his repeated assu-
rances that she was not a prisoner, and
should go out as soon as she was well
enough, might not seem to be without
foundation.

“ Here, then, she was established under
charge of the maid Joanna, who, in defanlt
of her mother, had been hastily sent for;
and the doctor, having seen so far
soothed, administered a powerful sleeping-
draught and left, ordering the house to be
kept perfectly tranquil.

“The narcotic took effect at last. On
condition of the blinds not being even
drawn down, so that at the first gleam of
morning she might get up and go out—the
one idea predominant in her mind—the
poor girl had allowed her maid to coax her
mto lying down on the couch ; and, once
asleep, she slept so soundly that, after a
time Joanna followed her example, tired
ouf by the excitement and anxieties of the
day, and by her patient’s piteous, hysterical
cry that Marstland was being murdered,
that the Count had gone away to murder
him, and that when he came back he would
do the same by her.

“Under these circumsetances a more unto-
ward event than poor Marstland’s sudden
entrance could hardly be imagined. The
sarvant, as I have said, screamed outright ;
and Vera, startled thus suddenly out of
her narcotised sleep, bounded upright as
though she had been shot, and sat, her
eyes fixed and fall of an awful ex-
pression on Marstland, as, taken by sur-

ise at the appearance of his old enemy,

stopped short on the threshold, his tall
fignre in its white shirt-sleeves smeared
and dabbled with crimson stains, which
bad broken out afresh from the exer-
tion of climbing the wall, his face wan
and stern-looking from agitation and loss
of blood, presenting a weird and ghastly
appearance in the gray and misty light.

“For one second she sat thus; then, as
he made a step towards her, a sound more
terrible than any cry, a laugh, shrill and
horrible beyond all conception, broke from
her lips, and she fell to the ground in a
fit, after shrieking out :

“+Ho! His ghost! Oh, they have
killed him ! They have killed him! Itis
my tarn now.’

“Joanna flew to her assistance, and
Marstland himself, filled with horror and
remorse at what he had so unwittingly
done, kmelt beside her, trying to revive
her, to make her hear, assuring her that he
was alive and safe—that he had come to

protect her and take her away : all that s
few hours before would have been mos
comforting and beneficial to her. It wa
of no use now, however ; and her lover
seeing by the lights of his professional in.
stincts the real state of the case, forced
himself to put aside his own feelings fox
those of the medical man, and was pro-
ceeding to take more practical measures
for the restoration of the poor girl, and to
force Joanna to leave off the reproaches
and lamentations she was showering on
him, and do what he bade her for the same
purpose, when hoth became aware that a
loud knocking which had been going on at
the front door for the last minute or so
had suddenly ceased, and had been suc-
ceeded by the tread of many feet, and a
confused sound of voices and some
smothered cries in the hall

- *The next moment the handle of the
door was softly turned, and Madame St.
Laurent, her face ghastly with some recent
terror, entered, making a gestaure as she
did so to silence and keep back those in
the hall behizd her; but the sight of her
daughter’s prostrate form, with Marstland
supporting and bending over it, seemed to
appal her beyond even the power of crying
out, and before she could recover herself the
open French window was darkemed by a
fresh intruder—a commissary of police,
who advanced into the room and laid his
hand on the young Englishman’s shoulder
with the ominous words :

“¢tAu nom delaloi! I arrest you for
the assassination of M. le Comte de Mailly
in the Bois de Boulogne this morning.’

* Marstland took it very coolly. He had
guessed the moment he heard the noise
outside that it signified that the Count’s
body was being brought home, and know-
ing the risk he had run in coming to the
house, was prepared for what followed.

“¢Itis all right,’ he said, speaking in
French and very distinctly. ¢ Ihave killed
him certainly, because he tried to rob me
of my wife, this poor girl whom you see
before you; but it was a duel—not an
assasgination, and he wounded me in re-
turn. Let me be for a few moments, how-
ever. I will go with you willingly after-
wards ; but I am a surgeon as well as a
husband, and as such I tell you that this
lady is at the present moment in such a
critical state, that without the most unre-
mitting medical care it may be impossible
even to save her life.’

“¢In that case it is fortunate that a
doctor who has alreadv been sent for to
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certify to M. le Comte's death is mow
in the house and can attend to her,’ the
commissary said; and when Marstland
found that the gentleman im question
was a physician o% repute, and the ssme
who had already been in attendance
on Vera that day, he made no further re-
sistance, but, laying the girl gently on the
couch, pressed one kiss on the unconscious
lips which had last kissed him back in the
little parlour of the Guernsey lodging-
house, and, holding out his hand to the
other doctor, said :

¢ ¢« Monsieur, I confide my young wife
to your care. Do your best to save her, I
entreat you; and remember this, if she
dies her blood will be on the head of her
parents, that miserable woman there and
her husband, who sold her to the man
from whom I have delivered her.’ They
took him away after that, and not too
soon, for in the carriage he fainted from
the pain of his arm and loss of blood com-
bined ; and the prison surgeon who was
called in to attend him pronounced him to
have so much fever that it was a wonder
to me that he was able to write to me the
same night, and even to speak of himself
as ‘all right,’ thongh nearly frantic with
anxiety for the poor girl whom he had left
in so critical a condition. Unfortunately
my information as regards her is of the
saddest nature. She 1s in a high fever,
perfectly delirious and raving incessantly,
and the gravest fears are entertained for
her. Possibly her death might, as things
are, be the best thing that could happen
to her, poor girl! but I dread to think
what the effect of it on poor Marstland
would be. His present position is a
dangerous enough one at the best, and I
do hope his friends will bestir themselves
on his behalf and secure him good legal
advice, for de Mailly was, it seems, a man
of considerable influence, even in the
Parisian world, and has many powerful
friends here,”

It is needless to describe the feelin
aroused in Marstland’s three friends while
reading this long account of what had
befallen him and the unhappy girl with
whom he had linked his fate. They were all
good, sincere, thoughtful people in their dif-
erent ways, and even Mrs, Burt, who had felt
some natural irritation at first against the
young surgeon on the score of her hus-
band’s detention, could not find it in her
heart to say anything severe of him now,
when whatever fanlts he might have com-

mitted had met with so severe a pumish-
ment.

“Poor fellow! It is indeed a terrible
situation,” she said gravely, and with a
tremble in her voice, while Leah vainly
tried to press back with her fingers the
tears which womld overbrim her eyes.
¢« And even if she doee die he will always
feel as if he were to blame for it ; thongh
really, as John says, it might be for the
best——" .

¢Oh, no, no, no! She won't die. Don’t
say that. She can't; it would be too
cruel,” Leah broke in excitedly. ‘Oh,
think of her, so young, and what she mnst
have suffered before her mind could break
down in this way!”

“To me it seems as if it must have
broken down before,” said the Professor.
“What could have indaced her to emter
into this unnatural second marriage? Can
either of you understand it t”

“No ; I think with you she must have
been mad,” Mrs. Burt answered. It
seems wholly incomprehensible otherwise,
and, indeed, if you don’t mind my saying
80, I did think her rather—rather deficient
in intellect the only time I talked to her.”

“ Oh, but indeed you were wrong; that
was only shyness. 8he was very shy, |
very timid and silent ; but you've no idea |
what a pleasant companion she was when
you were alone with her; how sympathetic |
and intelligent——" Leah could not get |
on. She was nearly breaking down again.
¢ Father,” she said y, “may I go to
Lady Hessey and wee if she has heard the
same news? Mrs. Burt will let me take |
her husband’s letter in case—I feel as if I |
must be doing something,” she added, with
a sort of sob.

“Go, then, by all means,” mid the Pro-,
fessor kindly, “and tell her that, as it id
too late for me to start for Paris to-night, I
shall do so by the eight o'clock express
from Charing Cross to-morrow morning,
and shall be happy to do her bidding there
in ani way she may desire. It is a pity,
though! I had a lovely specimen of
¢ chara’ sent me to-day which I was wish-
ing beyond all things to examine under the
microscope.”

“Oh, never mind the ‘chara,’ father
dear!” said Leah, kissing him. ¢ It is so
good of you to go. And you will see
about poor little Vera too the first thing,
won’t you? You will think——"

“My dear, I think of her the most of the
two; and I shouldn’t wonder if I went]
down to that accursed Chélet before I even




Charbes Diokens. ] VICTIMS. [August 14,1886.1 47

i || saw Marstland or settled myself anywhere
|| for the night. Yes; I might even send
.|| you a telegram if I thought I could afford
It Go off, now, to Lady Hessey.”

“Well, Professor, yom certainly are
good !” Mrs. Burt exclaimed when Leah
was gone.  * But, do you know, I had no
idea your daughter was so much attached
to Miss St. Laurent as she seems. It was
quite a recent friendship, wasn’t it? And,
indeed, when I first heard a rumour of Dr.
Marstland being engaged I fancied——"

“Leah’s friendships are very real things
to her, whether old or recent,” the Pro-
fessor interrupted rather hastily.  Be-
sides, in this case she cannot help feeling
herself in some way answerable for this
poor little girl whem she brought over here,
and undoubtedly encouraged in liking and
being intimate with young Marstland. It
has been an unfortnnate affair altogether,
| || and I can quite understand her feelings
about it, though I don’t think myself that
she has any cause to blame herself for her
part in it.”

Nor did Leah herself in her calmer mo-
ments, when she had time to review the
matter by the light of her own good sense ;
but there were other times when she felt
almost crushed under a vague sense of
guilt—a burden of responeibility which no
reasoning could shake off—and when she
asked herself, with bitter self-scorn and
remorse, whether a foolish fear of betrayin
any undue jealousy or feeling with reg
to Marstland had not led her to rather
thrust Vera into his arms than otherwisze,
to encourage their mutual admiration for
oneanother; to further téte-a-tétes; and in a
thousand ways to assist in bringingabout the
engagement which had just come to such a
disastrous end. Naomi had disapproved
of it at the time, had pointed out to her
that Vera’s ignorance of the world, and of
the ways of society in gemeral, was alto-
gother abnormal; that she seemed to have
no natural tact or discretion, no * juste
milien ” between a stiff, timid reserve and
the extreme of childish confidence and
trust ; and had suggested that Leah ought
to teach her a little * savoir-faire,” give
her hints here and there, and not allow
her to follow so uurestrainedly the bent
of her own ill-directed impulses and en-
thusiasms,

“She adores you, so she would be sure
to mind anything you tell her,” Naomi
had said; but it was because Leah knew
this; knew how absolute her authority
with her friend was, and how implicitly the

latter would obey whatever she said ; that

she hesitated to say anything. The power -

for doing, for checking, had belonged to her
then ; and she had refrained from using it

lest, even in her own mind, the motive for |

such action should appear capable of mis-
construction ; and now it was taken from
her: now she sat in the hansom cab, which
was carrying her to Lady Hessey’s, crying
her very heart out in a tempest of impotent
indignation, sorrow, and pity which, but

for the slight relief afforded her by the -

errand she was on, seemed as if it must
have suffocated her. There are people
whose first instinct in trouble is to rise up
and do something either to remove or to

work it off; just as there are others who

have no other capacity than to sit down

under it and weep ; and Leah belonged to |

the former category. Hers was an active,

clear-sighted nature, quick to plan, reso- |
lute in carrying into action, incapable of
thinking of herself where others were con- |
cerned ; the very girl whom one would |

have imagined as born to do and endure, to
face ﬂgrea.t: difficulties and surmount them ;
to take & heroine’s part, in fact, and play it
nobly and triamphantly to the end. And
instead, by some perverse contrariety of
fate, her role in life was to do nothing but
the most common-place things, to give
singing-lessons, to cut out her own gowns,
to make herself pleasant and useful to her
friends and family, and do little common-
place acts of charity to those outside: a
small, contemptibly small, and unromantic
part, with no scope or room for anything
great or noble in it; while Vera, on the
other hand—poor, simple, narrow, childish
Vera, feeblo to a fault, incapable of choos-
ing for herself in the s t matter, de-
testing action of any sort, and asking
nothing better of life than to live in a
pleasant atmosphere and be ruled by a
tender hand—she, of all people, had been
dragged by the same ironic fate into the

position of a heroine indeed ; had been ||

given the choice for good or evil in ques-
tions at once the most subtle and the most
important; had had her own honour,and the
lives and honour of others, hanging upon a
word from her lips; and (as might have
heen expected) had sunk altogether under
the weight of such a burden, and had not
only been crushed and mangled by it, bat
had overwhelmed almost all belonging to
her in the same ruin,

There was no answer just then to Leah
in her dumb revolt against the shipwreck
which had laid waste these two lives so
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subtly linked with hers; but before the
cab had come to its journey's end, she
had summoned enough of her wonted
self-command to lay it aside for more

ractical matters, dry her tears, and make
gerself fit to meet Lady Hessey with the
same clear intelligence and cordial, yet
delicate, sympathy, which had delighted
the baronet's wife with her on her last
meeting. Lady Hessey had not heard
from her brother himself, but from their
family lawyer, who told her he had
had a telegram from Dr. Marstland an-
nouncing his marriage and arrest for duel-
ling, and asking two things: first, that
legal assistance might be sent to him; and,
secondly, that his family would not be-
lieve anything they saw in the papers until
they heard from him direct. The lawyer
added that his head-clerk, a very clever
young man, was to leave for Paris on the
following day ; and Lady Hessey, finding
that Professor Josephs was going 100, gave
up her own initiatory desire to do the same
thing, and declared that, after all, men
were of much more use in such difficulties;
and farther, that she knew that Sir George
would not have allowed her to go, lest the
just and proper severity with which she
ought to treat her imprudent hrother,
should be merged in injudicious fondness
and indulgence by the sight of his wounds
and afiliction.

Leah was grievously disappointed. Fond-
ness and indulgence, though not permis-
sible from her, an outsider, seemed right
and desirable in an only sister ; and be-
sides, she had hoped that in going over to
Paris Lady Hessey would have taken on
herself the rdle of Vera’s sister-in-law, and
would have gone to her and insisted on
seeing, and (if needful) protecting her.
Lady Hessey, however, had no such inten-
tion. Her condemnation of the unfortunate
girl’s conduct, of her weakness, immorality,
and faithlessness, was scathing; and she
would have frankly expressed, not only it,
but a very sincere wish that the culprit’s
death might cat short an imbroglio which
must be to the lasting damage of her
brother’s life, if she had not been silenced
and put to shame by the warmth of Miss
Josephs’ indignation.

Never, indeed, had Leah felt more
keenly the imperious need for an abso-
lutely passionate loyalty to her poor little

friend than at that moment, when no fibre
of her soul could either comprehend or
condone the line of action of which she
had been guilty ; but, as she had said her-
gelf, what one cannot understand one ought
not to jadge, and if she could do nothing
else for the girl whom George Marstland
loved, she could at least be true-to her;
could stand up for her, and take her side
wholly and solely, without even allowing
herself a glance at that other of whom she
dared not even think while his claims for
pity tvugged so rebelliously at her heart-
strings. So she fought Vera's battles
bravely, and with so much fire and elo-
quence, that at last Lady Hessey came
very near to guessing her secret, and ex-
claimed in an impetuous way :

“Ab, if it was you, Miss Josephs, and
somebody else was speaking as you do, I
might listen! What do you think—I must
tell yon—1 have always been dreadfally
afraid of you with regard to my brother,
because of your being a Jewess, you know,
not for any other reason ; but really, now
that I see you, I only wonder at his having
escaped heart-whole, unless, indeed "—
without a nervous laugh, half questioning,
half incredulous—‘ he didn’t escape, and
this terrible folly is the result of pique at
your having refused him.”

“ No, Lady Hessey, I never refused your
brother, and he never proposed to me,”
said Leah quite coolly, and without even a
rise of colour. *Indeed, I hope that the
thought of any need for ‘escipe’ never
entered his mind in connection with me.
Possibly he remembered as well as you and
I do that I am a Jewess.”

“ But you might become a Christian,”
said Lady Hessey, “I almost wish you
would. Do you know that I belong to a
society for the conversion of Jews? ”

*“Do you?” said Leah, more coldly still;
“go does the wife of that Mr. Burt whose
letter you have been reading. I also belong
to a society which I started myself after I
firat heard of this one of yours. It is one
for the study and preservation of Judaism
among Hebrew girls and women ; and,
though it is very small yet, I hope it will
grow and prevent ignorant people from
being ¢ converted,” as you call it, to other
religions, for mere want of knowing what
they are giving up and what they are em-
bracing.”

The Right of Tramslating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Awthors,
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CHAPTER IIL

Mgrs. SHENSTONE laid down a letter
just received from the Countess of Cran-
bury.
“To think,” she said, looking round the
breakfast-table appealingly for sympathy,
“that the friend in whom I trusted should
fail me in this way!”

“Countesses are not to be caught with
chaff any more than jackdaws,” said Uncle

Archie grufily from behind his newspaper.
r“ You si?uld bait your trap according to

your bird.” ,

“What is it Lady Cranbury won't do,
mother$” asked Joyce good-naturedly,

desirous of putting up an umbrella between
ber mother and the hail of Uncle Archie’s
aphorisms,

Mab looked up mervously. ¢« Oh, what
s pity to ask favours of an almost
siranger——" she began, then checked
herself.

“An almost stranger! What are you
talking about, child 3 'Why, I met her and
sat next her at supper at the county ball
ten years ago!” cried Mrs. Shenstone in
mild astonishment. “ And such a small
favour too that I asked of her! I putit
80 sweetly to her, reminded her of our
pleasant meeting—now, alas, so long ago—
and asked as a special kindness that she
would assist me with her experience as to
the choice of a locality for our London
house ; whether she thought we could be

comfortable in a farnished house ; whether | ing,

we had better take up our horses and car-
riages, or trust to the London livery stables ;
whether we should require a large staff of
{ servants ; whether—but there, I've for-
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gotten the half of what I wrote to her.
And this is her reply.”

Here Mrs. Shenstone held up to view
the Countess’s letter, and read as follows :

“¢The Countess of Cranbury presents
her compliments to Mrs. Shenstone, and
begs to suggest that at any respectable
house agent's office she can obtain answers
to her queries upon the matter of house-

“ ny lady was afraid you meant to float

yourself into society on her satin skirts, so {;

she very wisely tacked them up,” chuckled
Uncle Archie.

“ My lady needn’t have been so easily
frightened,” cried Joyce indignantly.
“Never mind, mother dear, consult with
us; well answer all your questions, no
matter how many you may ask.”

*In fature I will have nothing—nothing
to do with *society,’ ” began Mrs. Shenstone
semi-hysterically.

“Don’t, except with the society you

have a right to command,” interjected

Uncle Archie,

“There is an aristocracy of intellect,
I'll cultivate that. I'll gather about me the
élite of the worlds of art and literature.
My house in London shall be renowned as
the meeting-place of art, science, and letters.

I'll choose its locality, irrespective of rank ff

and fashion.”

% Oh, the locality must be close to the [

British Museum ; of course that must be
the seat of the Muses,” said Joyce, with a
merry laugh, and throwing a saucy, chal-

lenging look at Uncle Archie meant to be J§

interpreted.
He was quick enough to catch its mean-
‘ Let me see,” he cogitated, rubbing

British Museum that a certain young bar-

rister has his quarters $”
“ Ah, Frank has my letter by this time,

925

his chin, “isn’t it in close proximity to the |

A
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Such a letter!” laughed Joyce, accepting
the counter challenge with alacrity.

“Mother,” said Mah, abruptly rising
from the table, “will you mind going
through the housekeeping books with me
this morning? There are one or two
items I can’t quite make out.”

Mrs. Shenstone sighed. *I am so tired
of housekeeping,” she said plaintively. To
hear her speak one might think that her
days were passed in the supervision of her
establishment—her nights made wakeful
by plans for the comfort of her family.
The fact of the matter was that Mab was
the Atlas of the household, and-bore its
burden on her shounlders.

For once, however, she deemed it neces-
sary to insist that her mother’s shoulder
should bear an ounce or two of the weight ;
so0 the two left the room together to spend
4 happy half-hour over account books,

Uncle Archie dropped his banter, and
turned to Joyce directly he found himself
alone with her.

“I want you to explain that sister of
yours to me, Joyce,” he said. * You, I
can understand easily enough—anyone can
understand you—but she is always a
mystery to me, I can’t penetrate her.”

Joyce grew serious in a moment. ‘' She
is & mystery to me too in some things,” she
answered gravely. “ Here we are always
together ; we read each other’s letters ; we
haven't a secret from each other; yet some-
times I feel as though slowly but surely a
brick wall were being built up between us,
and that by-and-by I should only hear her
voice far away on the other side of it.”

“Is she over-studying, do you think—
going in for philosophy or mathematics %
Girls often muddle their brains by attempt-
ing things they’ve no real capacity for.”

“I'm certain she is not. She never
opens a book, unless it is a cookery book,
or one of dear papa’s old ¢ Farmers’ Guides’
or ‘Agricaltural Gazettes.’ She is drop-
ping all her accomplishments too—never
touches a pencil nor opens the piano.”

¢ She played decently too, didn’t she $”

¢ Decently ! Brilliantly you mean,” cried
Joyce with enthusiasm. ¢ Yet she hasn’t
touched a note sinece one day—about six
months ago—I went into the drawing-room
to listen to her playing one of Beethoven’s
sonatas. It was between the lights—too
dark to see the keyboard even, much less
the music. Yet she was playing deliciously,
a8 though she had everyone of the modu-
lations by heart. I knew she hadn’t had
the piece long enough to be playing from

memory, and when I went close to her I
saw that ber eyes, though wide open,
seemed looking nowhere, seeing nothi
Of course I spoke to her, and asked if she
wouldn’t like candles, and she jumped up
with such a terrified start and clatched at
me. ‘I am so thankful you have come in,
Joyce,” she said; ‘the room sgemed full
of shadows.” And from that day she has
never touched a note.”

Uncle Archie frowned heavily, and shook
his head. *Your mother omght to have
advice for her—something mast be
with her nerves. It's just as well, after all,
that you're going up to London ; the best
of medical advice can only be had in the
big cities. I remember your father——"
he stopped short, as though his reminis-
cences were not of the sort or kind for the
danghter’s ear.

But Joyce canght at his meaning—
snapped at it, like a spaniel at flies.

““Uncle Archie,” she queried peremp-
torily, “was my father at any time like
Mab in his ways $”

“What do you meant Afraid to sit
alone in a room after dark, or for ever
bringing out his words with a jerk, or
stopping short in the middle of every other
sentence he uttered %™

“No. I mean did he seem to be like
Mab, always forcing himself to act up to
some preconceived ideas? Of course, I
mean as & young man; I know very well
what he was later on in life.”

“He was very fond of poetry at one
time—used to sit reading Shakespeare,
Milton, and that other fellow—what's his
name? Shelley—all day long. Then he
suddenly dropped it all, took to farmir
as a science, settled down here an
married.”

“Ah—h 1” said Joyce, “I see.”

But she did not say what she saw. How
could shet when the fact suddenly made
intelligible to her understanding was how
her father with his strong, clear intellect
came to marry a woman whose brains
might have been put into a nutshell with-
out the slightest inconvenience to the
kernel. * Here am I—I shall drown in
the Ideal, only the rock Common-place can
keep me high and dry,” must have been
the cry of his heart when he did the deed.

Uncle Archie possibly followed in the
track of her thoughtas.

“The truth of it is,” he eaid, with the
air of a man accustomed to deal out pana-
ceas to the women of a previous generation,
“ Mab ought to be married. ; She is old
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encugh—three-and-twenty nearly—nothing
gets the maggots out of a girl’s brain so
effectually as marriage.”

Joyce begged the question.

#1 like tiglﬁ, Uncle Archie! You would
liks to marry Mab right off at once, but
me you would keep single for another ten
years if you counld 1”

“You and Mab are two different beings.
If you were an old maid for another
twenty years you'd develop no eccentri-
dties. You'd just be comfortable and
commonplace, and—and—help to keep
other people the same.”

But it was not unlovingly said.

“Thank you, Uncle Archie. I'm sure
you mean it for a compliment, though it
is not a remarkably well-turned one, Well,
I promise you, when mother's establish-
ment in London is set up—somewhere in
the vicinity of the British Museum it will
be, I'm confident—1I'll look out for a hus-
band for Mab. I daresay there will be
plenty of young men about the house—
mother always did like young men about,
didn’t she $”

“ Ay, there’s the mischief,”groaned Uncle
Archie, bringing his hand down on the
table with an energy that made Joyce start,
“you'll get young fools about the house in
swarms—im pecunious idiots, incapable of
making their way in life, anxious to tack
themselves to a woman's skirts and be
drsgged into competence. There’s your
mother not past marrying—Ilarge income—
Mab—— you! all with independent for-
tunes, and no one to look after you.”

“You come up and do the jailor, why
not? Take it in turns with me ; turn and
turn about.”

“In tarns with yon! Great Heavens !”
tjsculated Uncle Archie, with a keen up-
ward look over his glasses, taking stock of
Jogee’s exceedingly  youthful
“Why, Mab woulg do the chaperon better
than you, or might if she chose to exért
herself. 'What's the world coming to$”

“Why, to common-sense, I hope, nowthat
young ladies of one-and-twenty are so well

| able to take care of themselves and other

people also,” laughed Joyce. “As if yon
didn't know I ha?l chaperoned my mother
and Mab ever since I was out of the nur-
sery. Why, Uncle Archie, you dear old
thing "—here she went up to the old
gentleman and gave him one, two, three
good kisses, “I'd chaperon youm if you
were a bachelor, and had no one to look
after you 1 *

CHAPTER IV.

UNCLE ARCHIE was right when he said
that anyone could read and understand
Joyce Shengtone’s character. Truly there
were no hieroglyphics in it, although
many contradictions met there. For m-
stance, her sunny good-humour was a
thing not often found in company with
keen powers of observation and a quick
sense of the ludicrous. How, too, it was
that her frank plain-speaking ran in
couples with her power to make and keep
friends was & puzzie to not a few. “If I
see a spade I feel bound to say it’s a spade
and not a teaspoon,” she had often said to
Mab, when the latter had stood open-eyed
at her sister's combined fearlessness and
truthfulness, :

Joyce had plenty of opportunities for
saying spades were spades and $easpoons
teaspoons, as likewise had Mab of standing
open-eyed and admiring when, in due
course, Mrs. Shenstone’s London establish-
ment was set up.

It was not until the season was well
advanced that Mrs, Shenstone succeeded
in finding a house to her liking. Even-
tuslly one of the roomy, comfortable
houses in Eaton Square fixed her fancy.

Joyce wrote saucily enough to Uncle
Archie from the hotel where they were
temporarily located. *I allowed mother
to decide upon Eaton Square instead of
the vicinity of the British Museum because
I knew it really didn’t matter two straws,
for wherever we went Frank would be
sure to re-pitch his tent within a stone’s
throw of us. He has already made pre-
parations for so doing, and next week we
may be able to kiss the tips of our fingers
to each other across the mews at the back
of the house. The thought is an inspiring
one for both of us to carry about, and may
serve to enliven our ten years' penal
servitude.”

“Ten years’ penal servitude,” was the
form of expression she frequently adopted
to designate her matrimonial engagement,
since it had become a received notion im
the family that no marriage was to be
thought of till Frank's income equalled her
own.

The phrase jarred terribly upon Frank’s
ear at times.

“ It is too near the truth to be pleasant
hearing,” he would occasionally say to her
when he called at Eaton Square in the
evening, looking white and tired from a
heavy day’s work in the Law Courts.) % Do
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you know, Joyce, sometimes I feel I am
doing you a positive wrong in keeping you
tied down to & poor beggar like me, when
not a doubt, from a woﬁgly point of view,
you might do so much better}”

But this would be only after a very
hard day’s work at some insignificant and
unprofitable case, when it seemed as though
the harder he wooed Fortune the colder her
face grew towards him.

At other times, when Fortune showed
in a little better temper, it would be, “I
don’t believe there ever was such a lucky
fellow—no one ever had such an incentive
to hard work as I have. Everything is going
on oiled wheels now. 1 shall soon be—well,
if not on the top step of the ladder, at least
half-way up, and then—and then——"

Joyce knew how to be cheery and com-
forting to the first mood, merry and teas-
ing to the second.

“¢And then, and then,’” she finished
his sentence for him. * People will say
what an intolerably conceited, altogether
insufferable young man that Frank Led-
yard is! How he plumes himself on his
success, and looks down on every one who
comes near him | and what a dear, patient
girl that Joyce Shenstone must be to put
up with him as she does, falling in with
his whims and humouring his pride |”

“ Joyce, if you had not humoured my

ride in this way I don’t know what would
Euve become of me,”

“It was Uncle Archie who insisted that
your J»ride should be humoured, not L”
% You were * particeps criminis’ ’——
¢ Oh, keep that for the Law Conrts!”

“Joyce,” Frank went on, speaking as
seriously as though he were already seated
on that bench towards which his ambition
tended, “ when your mother spoke those
careless words that night, all in a flash I
seemed to see myself as I stood before the
oyes of the world, and to hear the verdict
which the world would pass on me.”

“ Law Courts again ! " murmured Joyce.
“But why lay so much stress on mother’s
words ¥ No one——" she broke off all in
a hurry.

If she had finished her sentence it would
have been :

“No one ever pays any attention to what
mother says. If Mab and I did so, we
should be In perpetual hot water.”

But there are certain things one cannot
in good taste say, even to one’s lover,
second self though he may be,

Frank seemed to read her unspoken
thoughts easily enough.

“There are some words which a man
cannot pass over with dignity,” he said
somewhat doggedly.

“Dignity | 1 have heard that word
before. If I hear it often I shall fall into
the habit of adopting it for my own

rsonal use. I wonder how much you
thought of my dignity when you wrote so
bluntly to Uncle Archie i ¢ Whatever you
say, I'm not going to marry that niece of
yours for another ten years.’”

“Did I make use of that expression ?
But you see, Joyce, a lady with an inde-
pendent income of a thousand a-year does
not need to lay the atress upon her dignity
that a poor beggar with leas than half that
sum does.”

%I wish you would forget the thousand
a-year.”

“] wish I could. But somehow it
seems before my eyes and in my thoughts
all day long. I say to myself when I get
up in the morning——"

Joyce laid her finger on his lips :

“I don't in the least want to hear what
you say when you get up in the morning.
Spoken thoughts always sound so ridiculous

when they’re repeated—Ilike dreams which
bore other people to listen to. Do you

know, Mab has lately taken to speaking her
thoughts out loud ¥ It sounds so funny.”

She was evidently in a great hurry to
lead the talk away from her thousand a-

year.

““Mab’s soliloquies ought to be worth
hearing. She opens her lips so seldom to
the outer world, her brain must be packed
with ideas,” eaid Frank, following the
decoy simply enough.

“If you could hear them! She comes
out of her room in the morning counting
on her fingers all the things she has to get
through before lunch. ‘Let me see,’ she
says, touching finger number one, ‘there is
Mrs, Gibbs'’s baby wants new flannel—and
Smith, the chimney-sweep, burnt his brush
last week and must have a new one’—and
8o on till she gets to finger number five. I
must tell you that Mab, the last few days,
has not been quite so keen about her
housekeeping duties, but has taken up
with ‘Practical Beneficence,” as the news-
paper biographies say.”

“ Does that mean she has turned Ritual-
ist, and goes about visiting the slams in
company with a fellow in a black night-
gown, with a cord round his waist $”

“As if I would let her! No; it simply
means that she is working very hard at
schools and district visiting, and has given
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up the Parish Church to attend a Noncon-
formist Chapel.”

“Good Heavens ! I hope she won’t be
taking up with concertinas and the Salva-
tion Army, or those semi-hysterical things
called revivals! The tmtz of it is, Mab
ought to get married.”

“There! Exactly what Uncle Archie
said! You men seem to think iage is
the cure for all earthly ills, If a girl goes
in for high art and dresses like a saint in a
church window, you say immediately, ‘she
ought to get married’ If she takes up
with horses and talks like a groom, you
repeat the same thing ; and here, because
poor Mab, as I said just now, has ‘em-
barked upon a career of practical bene-
ficence,” you pull a face like a comnltinq
doctor and say, ‘she ought to get married !
I've no patience.”

Frank grew grave — people generslly
grew grave in talking of Mab—* You don’t
understand, dear. It's not with Mab’s
practical beneficence I'm finding fault; I
honour her for it. But you see these are
selfimposed duties, and can be laid down
s} any time. Before another month is over
our heads she may have found another out-
let for herself not quite so desirable.”

“Does that mean that before another
month is over our heads I am to find an
outlet for Mab’s eccentricities in the shape
of & matrimonial engagement §”

“I did not even hint at such a thing,”
be%nn Frank indignantly.

ut Joyce was bent on teasing, and
nitled on inconsequently. ¢ Oh the awful
responsibility | Oh the crowds of young men
I shall gather about me 8o soon as I make
kmown the fact that one of the family is
wanting & husband !”

“Well, let it be clearly known which of
the family is wanting a husband, or I may
be called upon to enter a protest.”

“Could you, *with dignity 1’” laughed
Joyce, ¢ Well, come in next Friday even-
ing when we shall be ‘at home’ to our
friends, and you shall see me set the ball
rolling.  By-the-by, did I tell you that
Friday evenings are to be an institution
weekly throughout the seasont -Such Fri-
days they will be! Something guite—
quite out of the common! They will have
to be seen to be appreciated !”

CHRONICLES OF SCOTTISH
COUNTIES.
RENFREWSHIRE.

NowHERE has the modern industrial

development effected more changes or ob-

literated more old historic landmarks than
in the county of Renfrew. Its shores upon
the busy Clyde are lined with the huge
sheds of the shipbuilders, where, in pros-
perous times huge floating monsters are
turned out, not singly, but by the dozen ;
and its pleasant sylvan scenes,
Where Cart rins rowin to the sea
By many a flow’r and spreading tree,

are now occupied by bleachworks, dye-
works, mills, and factories ; while the rivers
themselves—the White Cart, no longer
white but puce-coloured ; the Black Cart,
which once owed its hue to the peat-water
from the mosses, but now to the indigo
from the dyer’s vat; the Levern, to which
the old name of the Waters of Grief might
be well applied—all those rivers have been
turned to usefal p to the exclusion
of the beautiful or picturesque.

We may search in vain for the lovely
British pearls which, according to Crawfurd,
the historian of the county, were to be found
* in the river of White Cart, above the town
of Pasly, 8o fine and big that they may com-
pare with many Oriental,” and which were
produced in a shell larger than that of
a mussel. This river pearl fishery had
doubtless gone on from the time of the
Romans, and helped to furnish forth the
jewel cases of Roman matrons ; for here
was one of the northernmost posts of the
Empire, the great line of highways of
Roman construction coming to an end at
Paisley, where within recent times were to
be found the traces of a Roman station.

Paisley, which is now a busy manu-
facturing town, has sprung into importance
with the present century; but there has
been, time out of mind, a considerable in-
dustrial population in the district round
about ; skilfal weavers at the loom and
cunning spinsters with the rock ; and with
these coexisted generations of hardy pack-
men who, roaming far and wide throughout
the land, distributed the stout and whole-
some products of village industry. Not
after the pattern of Autolycus was the
sober, cannie Scots pedlar; no merry,
lightsome knave, but one with a hard,
theologic head that was good for an argu-
ment or a bargain. Such was the thrifty
race who founded the commercial pros-
perity of Paisley. From the pack to the
shop and the warehouse was a frequent and
natural transition, and many a wealthy
trading firm owed its firet origin to the
packman’s hoard of savings.

But quite apart from trade or manufac-
ture was the first becinning of Paizlev axa
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settlement. A missionary priest, from the
Island of Saints, here built his lowly
temple by the side of the stream, in a spot

-geparated from the then lonely estuary of

the Clyde by a strip of wild forest. This
was Saint Mirin, a cotemporary of Columba,
and a pupil of the renowned Congal—re-
nowned, that is, among the Irish of his
day. The wattled huts and rude stone

- sanctuary of the religious community which

gathered about the Saint, formed a centre
of religious and civilising influence ; and
although there is nothing to show that the
Gaelic monastery occupied the site of the
present Abbey, yet it seems probable that
advantage was taken of the existing rever-
ence for the sacred site, and that the
Abbey church enclosed the foundations of
the still more ancient temple.

The raising of Paisley Abbey brings us
into contact with the early history of the
royal house of Stmart. The royal line, as
has been already pointed out in the
Chronicle of Shropshire,* sprang from the
race of Alan, probably a Norman knight,
who followed the Conqueror to England,
and became a landowner in Salop. Walter
Fitzalan, a younger son of the above,
followed King David the First into Scot-
land. It is conjectured, with much proba-
bility, that when King David went to the
asgistance of his niece, the Empress Mand,
in those weary wars for the erown which
seem to rest like a nightmare on the
memory of the student of English History,
and took part in that siege of Winchester,
which wrought such havoe in the ancient
city, he there met young Walter, whose
elder brother was fighting on the same
side, and took him into his service.

Nothing is more remarkable in the his-
tory of medieval Scotland than the rapid
substitution of a Norman nobility, as lords
and owners of the land, for any existing
race of local chiefs all through the Low-
lands. As in England, where the heavy-
armed horseman could ride, there we have
feudalism in all its power. But Scotland is
still more feudal than England, and yet it
sufféred no Norman conquest, and its royal
house, down to the days of the Bruce, may
be considered as pre-eminently a national
line, It is a puzzle—where is the Scot ?
As for the Pict, he is enveloped still more
completely in the haze. Happily it is a
puzzle which we are not here concerned to
unravel.

Anyhow, Walter Fitzalan found high

* See ALL THE YEAR RoOUND, Vol. xxxiii. p. 510.

favour with David and his succeseor. He
was made High Steward of Scotland, en-
dowed with lands and lordships which made
him one of the chief nobles of the land, and
especially with this whole county or barony
of Renfrew. That our Prince of Wales,
among his crowd of titles, enjoys that of
Baron Renfrew, is due to this ancient
transaction, begun in the wars of Stephen
and of Maud.

‘Where the Norman noble went the
Norman monk was sure to follow, and
Walter, having established himself securely
among his castles and lordships, bethought
him of founding an Abbey for the good of
his soul. The model he chose for the new
foundation was the Abbey of Wenlock, in
his own native county of Shropshire. At
his invitation, Prior Hnmbold and thirteen
monks travelled from Wenlock to Renfrew,
where they remained till the new buildin,
at Paisley were completed. This was in
1169 ; for the Abbey buildings were some
years in progress, and, on their comple-
tion, they were dedicated to Our Lady,
Saint James, Saint Milburga, and to the
original founder of the religious community,
Saint Mirinus,

St. James was the patron Saint of the
Fitzalans, or Stewarts, as they were now
called from the official designation of their
chief, and to this circumstance is to be
attributed the king-roll of Jameses, who
wore the Scottish, and eventually suc-
ceeded to the English crown; while St.
James’s Palace and its adjoining park are
evidences of the *footprints in the sands
of time,” which lead directly to our very
doors. But what an unlucky saint he
proved to the fatefal and unhappy family
let the pages of history tell.

Walter, the founder of the Abbey, as-
sumed the garb of a monk at Melrose ere
he died; but his body was brought to
Paisley, and lies among the undistinguished
dust of generations of his descendants in
the Abbey church, the chancel of which
still serves as the parish kirk of Paisley.
An adjoining chapel, now used as a place
of burial by the Hamilton family, contains
an ancient tomb and an effigy, which is
believed to represent the luckless Marjorie,
daughter of the Bruce, whose marriage with
Walter, sixth in descent from the original
Walter the Steward, ve a line of
monarchs to Scotland and England. In
popular language, this is Queen Blearie’s
tomb, and the effigy would thus represent
the Queen of Robert the Second, who, from
his weak sight, was known throughout the
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land as King Blearie. But more probably
it represents the before-mentioned Mar-
1{‘? the mother of Blearie, who died

a year after her marriage with the
Stewart, and who, though never a Queen,
ﬂt have well passed as such into popular
bm':ion. According to tfhe legonbtli, whitﬁ:'x

every appearance of probable tru
Queen Bl:?riepwu killed wl?ilo hunting by
a fall from her horse ; and, halfway between
Paisley and Renfrew a knoll, called the
Knock, is pointed out as the spot where
the tragic event took place. On this knoll,
till within recent times, stood a stone
oolumn known as Queen Blearie’s Cross.
According to the same tradition, the future
King Blearie came into the world, or was
dragged into it, even after his mother’s
death ; a sorrowful beginning of a line full
of sorrows and misfortunes.

King Blearie himself was buried at
Scone, the ancient seat of sovereignty, and
was the first of his family to be interred
inside the limits of Paisley Abbey.

Robert the Third, his son, lies there
among his ancestors—he who had seen
his :fdest son cruelly murdered by his
enemies, his only surviving son a prisoner
among the Eaglish. ‘“Bury me in a
dunghill,” said the dying King bitterly,
when asked where he would wish to lie,
“and write for me this epitaph—‘ Here
lies the worst King and most miserable
man in the universe.’” But all neglected
and ed are the graves of the
Stewarts, unmarked by monument and
trodden under foot without respect ; and
yet is this melancholy neglect in itself a
monument, and, with that doleful vaalt in
Holyrood Abbey—rather like a prison
charnel-house than a royal mausolenm—
speaks to us of the miserable outcome of
hmman greatness.

From the date of its foundation to the
general break-up in the sixteenth century
Paisley Abbey enjoyed four centuries of
prosperous existence—a thriving burgh
grew up around its walls, which were a
mile in circuit, enclosing sanny gardens
and verdant paddocks. Neighbouring
Renfrew, one of the oldest burghs in the
kingdom, objected strongly to the birth
and growth of this interloper, and came
against it more than once to level it to the
ground. Bat, under the protection of
Abbey and King, it grew and flourished
neverthelesa.

‘When the heyday of monastic life was
pat, and Kings and nobles everywhere
bezan to look creedilv at the fair lands

and estates protected only by the tombs of
the great and a certain traditional rever-
ence, the chapter of the Abbey was de-
prived of its privilege of electing the
Abbot, and the King took upon himself
to appoint to the lucrative trust. The
first Abbot of Paisley thus appointed was
George Shaw, of Sauchie, near Stirling, on
whose lands, in the field of Sauchieburn,
was fought the battle of that name, which
ended in the death of the weak and un-
lucky James the Third. With the con-
spiracy which thus triumphed Shaw seems
to have been connected, and was in high
favour with the new King, an influential
man at Court, and concerned in all the
political movements of the day. He was
a stirring and successful administrator
of the Abbey, and he built the great wall
about it, some parts of which remain to
this day, with an inseription to its
founder :
Tha callit the Abbot Georg of Schaw,
About this abbay gart make this waw.

In George’s reign the monastery had a
notable inmate—no other than the chief
of Ardtornish, John of Ross, Lord of the
Isles, who had proclaimed himself King of
the Hebrides, and who had thought to
divide the kingdom of the Scots with the
Douglas. In the lowly habit of the monk
died this descendant of mighty chieftains.

To Abbot George succeeded his nephew
Robert ; and then came the last Abbot of
Paisley, John Hamilton, an illegitimate
son of that famous house, the great cham-
pion of the old faith against John Knox
and the Calvinists, Hamilton retained the
abbacy when he was created Archbishop of
St. Andrews, and thus Paisley shares in
the interest of those stirring times, when
Darnley was murdered, and when the
Regent Murray was shot in the High
Street of Linlithgow, in both of which
deeds of violence the Abbot of Paisley is
said to have been an accomplice. With
other zealous partisans of Queen Mary, he
was taken prisoner at the captare of
Dumbarton Castle, by a party of daring
escaladers, rushing out, it is said, at the
alarm, clad in a coat of mail with a steel
cap on his head, and so was hanged by
his captors from the castle wall—a strange
death for an Archbishop.

‘While the Fates were busy with the warp
and woof of human life, the weavers of
Paisley and district went on weaving, and
in time they became noted for a kind of
chequered linen used for women's kerchiefs

and aprons.
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The Abbey fell to ruins, the walls were
thrown down, and the sheds of the weavers
occupied the pleasaunces and gardens of
the old Abbey. Then the burgh became
famous for its fine yarns and fine gauzy
fabrics, and the originator of this new
departure is said to have been a young
woman named Christian Shaw, whose
name recalls the old Abbot who “ built the
waw ;” and, indeed, she was of the same
family, being the daughter of the Laird of
Balgarran, about whom we may consult the
learned Crawfurd, who writes :

“ A little towards the south from the
Castle of Erskine stands the house of Bar-
garan, whose ancestors have for nigh three
hundred years possessed these lands, and
derive their descent from the family of
Sauchie, and carry the coat-of-arms of that
house—viz , Azure, three covered caps, or,
and for a difference, add a chevron of
checquie, as most of the gentry of this
shire wear, of affection to their lord
superior, the great Stewart of Scotland.”

And thus, though the connection is not
very obvious, yet still there is a connection
between the Paisley reel of to-day and the
old Abbey, its Abbots, and the events that
centred round them.

The wonderful spinster who first made
Paisley famous for its fine webs did not
spin cotton, which was then chiefly used for
candlewicks and nightcaps, and for mix-
ing with other fabricaz. She span the
native flax, and hung the product in
its hanks outside her bed-room window.
She had spun other kinds of yarns when
she was a silly, wild girl, of being be-
witched and put under a spell, and half-a-
dozen poor creatures had suffered a cruel
death on the town moor for having be-
witched the child. For thus are the ages
linked together with a mingled web of
good and ill.

But the great boom, as the Americans
would say, of the little burgh was the
manufacture of silk gauze, introduced
about 1760, when Paisley quite distanced
Spitalfields, and became for a time a centre
of wealth and prosperity. Many of the
old Huguenot manufacturers of Spitalfields
transferred themselves and their belong-
ings to Paisley. By the year 1812 the
once flourishing trade was dead, and cotton-
spinning and weaving had taken its place.
Shawls, too, came up about the same date;
imitations of the Indian designs, whose
warm soft fabric soon won them a reputa-
tion of their own; so that for a bride of
the middle class her Paisley was as indis-

pensable an article of outfit as the richly
embroidered Cashmere to one of fashion,
and lasted her summer and winter through
long years. Now that fashion spreads her
vagaries from Land’s End to John o'Groats,
and women of every rank obey her behests
as far as they can follow them, the shawl
manufacture has shrunk and dwindled ;
but the Paisley folk are quick and adapt-
able, and if anything is to be made at a
profit they are pretty sure to be at the
making of it.

A cotton-weaver was Robert Tannahill
in the days when a weaver was often a
man of substance and consideration. His
father had woven the silk gauze of other
days; but when Robert was of an age to
drive the shuttle—he was born in 1774—
cotton was coming to the front. Robert
made verses to the accompaniment of the
clack of his loom—pretty sentimental
verses and songs, some of which are still
remembered. There is ¢ Jessie, the Flower
o’ Dunblane,” and others, which girls in low-
necked, high-waisted frocks, used to sing
sweetly enough in days long gone by.

Ye sunny braee that skirt the Clyde
‘Wi summer flow'rs sae braw,

There's ae sweet flow’r on Leven side
That’s fairer than them a’,

But they all sang and rhymed in that
summer noon of Scotch poesy—the plough-
man at his furrow, the weaver at his loom,
the shepherd on the hill-side. Even the
lawyer procurator fiscal, or whatever he
might be, wrote amorous ditties on the ||
backs of writs and warrants. Earlier poets, ||
too, may be found of the Ayrshire school, |
and we may trace its first models in the
immediate neighbourhood of Paisley.

Five miles to the west of our town lies
the village of Kilbarchan, whose piper,
Habbie Simpson, seems to have blown his
pi{)es some three hundred years ago, and is
celebrated in an elegy that sounds like a
prelude to some of Robert Burns's achieve-
ments in that line.

Now who shall play the * Day it Daws,”

Or “ Hunt’s Up,” when the * Cock he Craws,”
Or who can for our kirk-town cause

O l;sa\tg&miim;l:)evt?:e;md blaws

" Senpl:f:l:bie's dead. v

The writer of Habbie’s elegy was one of
a family of poets, whose lineage is of some
little interest in this connection. The first
of these local bards was Sir James Sempill,
of Beltrees, by Kilbarchan, who was the son
of a pair rather contemptuously noticed by
John Knox as “John Sempill,-callit the
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Danser, and Marie Levingstoune, surnameit
the Lustie,” the latter being one of the
four Maries known in song and story.
This John, the dancer, was the son of
Robert, third Lord Sempill, like Alexander,
and at a later date Napoleon, generally
styled the Great. The original home of the
Lords Sempill was at Lochwinnoch, on
the borders of Ayrshire, where Crawfard
describes ‘“a little rock on which Robert,
the great Lord Semple, did raise a small
tower called the Peel of Semple, which, as
it was of use for security against the in-
mlts of rambling parties in time of our
ancient feuds, 80 it was for pleasure when
the family of Semple did recreate them-
welves by diversion in their boats of pleasure
on that lake.”

Sir James, the son and successor of the
dancer, was educated, it is said, with Queen
Mary’s son, the young Prince James, and
thus would have been a pupil of George
Buchanan ; and he was long a trusted friend
of his old playfellow, and spent some years
in hns, a8 resident for King James, at
the Court of Elizabeth, when ﬁm literary
tastes may have brought him to the know-
ledge of the great poets and writers of that

orions age. His only known work, indeed,
1 the *‘ Packman’s Paternoster,” a clever
polemic poem of much popularity in its
day. Robert, the son of Sir James, edited
::d& 4 hg fa.t;her’;I ‘l‘) Eaternoeter,"

wrote the on Habbie Simpson,
alresdy quoted, e pee

Then came Francis, the son of Robert,
and the author of the * Banishment of
Poverty,” a poem describing the writer'’s
Bohemian life in Edinburgh, and celebrat-
ing the generoeity of his patron, the Duke
of York and Albany, afterwards James the
Second. Francis did not live to witness
his patron’s fall, and left behind him songs
vhich remind us, in warmth and melody, of
Barns, and many unpublished lyrics, among
which is & perhaps original version of
“Auld Lang Syne,” in the form of a love
tong, prettier, if less pathetic, than Burns’s
version, and without the whisky-toddy
flavour of that production.

Should old acquaintance be forgot
And never thought upon,

The flames of love extinguished,
And freely past and gone.

Like most of the literary temperament,
the Sempills had not been gatherers of
grist and gear ; their lands were sold, their
goods were “roopit,” and the family dis-
Appeared from Beltrees.

In the same neighbourhood, on the banks

of the White Cart, upon a bare and solitary
knoll—
Thro' Cruikston Castle's lonely wa's
The wintry wind howls wild and dreary,

The castle was one of the many strong-
holds of the Stuarts, and fell to the share
of the Earls of Lennox ; and here it was
that Queen Mary and her future husband,
Darnley, spent days of honeyed courtship.
The Queen’s yew has disappeared, but
traces of gardens and pleasure grounds
may be guessed at from the different hues
and luxuriance of surrounding vegetation.
Queen Mary visited Crocktown once morse,
when in the very crisis of her fate.

The Queen had recently escaped from
her captivity in Lochleven Castle, and her
friends and adherents had gathered about
her at Hamilton. Here it was thought the
Queen’s person was not altogether secure,
and she was advised to place herself in the
strong castle of Duambarton, which had
long held out in her cause. And thus a
useless and dangerous march was com-
menced, the Queen being escorted by her
whole available force—a parade in front
of a vigilant and skilful enemy, which met
with the fate it courted.

The Regent Morton lay at Glasgow,
where he had collected his adherents
among the feudatories of the Crown. His
forces, however, were less than the Queen’s
—some four thousand against six. On a
knoll about two miles south of Glasgow
lies the village of Langside, a scattered col-
lection of houses and enclosures on either
side of the highway, which rises steeply to
their level. Here it was that Morton, hear-
ing of the Queen’s rash march, determined
to bar her passage. It was a race for the
key of the position, and, mounting a mus-
queteer behind each troo(ger, the Regent’s
men rushed forth from Glasgow. When
the Queen’s forces began to mount the hill
they were received with a destructive fire
from the marksmen of the enemy posted
behind every wall and building. There
was much confasion in the Queen’s army,
but finally it was resolved to carry the
position at the spear-point. Then followed
a sturdy fight between the spearmen on
either side; but fresh combatants attack-
ing the Queen’s disordered host on the
flank, her army broke and fled.

Queen Mary watched the fight from a
neighbouring eminence, where there is
still perhaps a Queen’s Thorn to mark the
spot, and when she saw the result she
turned her horse, and rode in wild and
womanly terror to the (Sonth; and pre-
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Near to the Castle of Crocstoun upon
the opposite aide of the river, stands the
place of Cardonald.

Loud o'er Cardonald’s rocky steep
Rude Cartha pours in bounless measure.

And here was long a seat of the Stewarts
—aa offshoot of the royal line—of whom
was the well-known Lady Frances Stewart,
one of the beauties of Charles the Second’s
Court, almost the only one among them
who succeeded in preserving a decent cha-
racter. Her fine and ful figure was
8o much admired by the King that he
chose her as the model for Britannia on
the new halfpennies, where she still sits
with her shield and trident. But she pre-
ferred the honest estate of a Duchess to
the brilliant but doubtful future of the
King’s favour, and bestowed herself upon
the plain and insignificant Duke of Rich-
mond and Lennox, whom she survived for
thirty years. Her attachment to her own
family and its surroundings was manifested
in Her Grace’s will, when she left mearly the
whole of her large fortune to her cousin
‘Walter, the Master of Blantyre, on trust
to purchase lands in Scotland, the said
lands to be distinguished by the name of
“ Lennox-love.”

There still remains to notice Elderslie,
on the banks of Clyde, the paternal seat of
William Wallace, and one of the claimants
to the honour of his birthplace. And
another champion of a different kind owes,
if not his birth, his family origin to the
county, a8 to which we may quote from
Crawfard: “The Castle and barony of
Ranfurly are the seat and designation of
an ancient family of the name of Knox
« ... Of this family several eminent
persons in this church descended—as the
famous Mr. John Knox, who was a d-
nephew of this family whom was
pleased signally to honour as ome of the
most eminent instruments in our happy
reformation from popery, who well de-
served the epithet given him by the
Beza of being *the Scoteh Apostle.’”

SOME FAMOUS PLAYS.
VII
JAMES SHERIDAN KNOWLES'S “VIRGINIUS”
AND ‘“THE HUNCHBACK.”
IN TWO PARTS. PART IL

AFTER many struggles James Sheridan
Knowles was at last a famous dramatist.
Critics lauded him ; his old friend Charles

him £400. Elated with hope and en-
couraged by success he resolved to labour
afresh, and set about re-writing his tragedy,
Caius Gracchus, which was accepted and
acted at Drury Lane for seven nights,
a meed of success which was all it de-
served. Two years later and the school-
master, still toiling at Glasgow, had
produced a five-act play called William
Tell, in which Macready played the hero.
It was received with applause, and was
acted eleven oonsecutive nights. The
author’s next venture was a comedy called
The Blind Beggar of Bethnal Green ; the
plot of which was taken from a ballad of
that name. The selection was not happy,
and the treatment but indifferent. The
play was first tendered to the manager of
Covent Garden, and * after long discussions
and delays on the subject of value and
price, rejected.” It was then offered to
and accepted by the Drury Lane manage-
ment, and produced on the 28th of Novem-
ber, 1828. Deficient in imterest, false in
construction, and incoherent in plot, its
fate was soon determined. The first act
was dull, and the second promising no
amendment, the audience, resenting its pro-
duction, hissed, hooted, and sought to
hinder its further progress. Therefore
the stage manager came forward, and
entreated ‘‘ they would give the comedy a
fair hearing, and not hastily and inconside-
rately condemn it.” He pledged his word
that the piece would not be repeated if, at
its termination, their opinions continued
unfavourable. It was then suffered to con-
tinue, but not without frequent interrup-
tions of hisses, cat-calls, and cries. The
Morning Chronicle of the following day
felt assured that the author had enemies in
the house, “ who very early commenced
their operations of condemnation.” Of
course, remarka that orgau, *“all the friends
of Covent Garden would be desirous of ep-
posing the comedy at Drury Lane, and
that without the smallest interference on
the part of the management of the rival
theatre. We entirely acquit them of such
practices—they are above it; but we cannot
forget that at this moment Covent Garden
is closed, and not a few of the underlings
and retainers of that establishment, who
would otherwise be occupied, are disen-
gaged. This circumstance might, we only
say might, contribute to procure Mr.
Knowles a less equal tribunal.”

The author, not being in town, was spared
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the pain of witnessing the reception of his
comedy ; when news of its fate reached
it was powerless to depress him. I
remember a8 a child,” writes his son,
Richard Brinsley, ¢being with him in the
Trongate on the day when the London
papers came with intelligence that The
Beggar's Daughter had come to grief, and
Glasgow never saw him with a cheerier
face, more hopeful, more assured. Friends
tried to console him with the possibility
that the comedy would be performed again
and might rally. He knew better, and he
kept the worst steadily before him, with
unshaken confidence that success would
come one day. Heaven had gifted him
with the inestimable faculty of looking at
the bright side of things, and in the midst
of all his troubles, those ignohle pecuniary
ones which seem to be the plague and the
nurse of gemius, he took up his pen, deter-
mined not to be beaten.”

To prove that he could write a successful
comedy now became the object of his life,
and he immediately commenced the pla;
by which his name is best remembered,
The Hunchback. To follow the bent of
his inclinations he meglected a suggestion
made by Macready, that he should write a
drama having Alfred the Great for its hero.
The new work was continued under dis-
turbing circumstances. His pupils having
diminished in number, possibly ‘because
falling to receive the attention formerly
iven them, the master became a public
octurer ; and, that he might exercise
this calling with greater advantage, he
moved with his wife and family to New-
haven, close by Edinburgh. Here he
laboured incessantly, teaching, writing, and
lectaring, Macready, whilst fulfilling an
engagement in the capital, called on him
for the purpose of expostulating on his
sgain attempting & form of dramatic com-
position in which he had previously failed.
By way of meeting his objections Knowles
ml:d him the first act of The stlmhbsck,
when the t player, ceasing all remon-
strance, bﬁ?hilr’n ycont‘inue his comedy.
“This,” says the author, I thought the
happiest of omens, for many a proof had
ix:nﬁiven me of his admirable judgment in
thinz&”

He therefore worked with renewed spirit
not only at The Hunchback but at Alfred,
and in 1832 brought both plays to town.
Alired was produced on the 28th of that
month, Macready playing the hero, and
was pronounced a success, The Hunch-

back was also accented: but. before the

date fixed for its rehearsal, Knowles showed
it to Morton the dramatist and to Mac-
ready, both of whom, with blended kind-
ness and discrimination, pointed out that
the principal and secondary plots were in-
dependent of each other. Becoming con-
vinced of this blemish he carried the
comedy back to Newhaven and recon-
structed the plot. In the course of some
months it was again accepted at Drury
Lane, and the author was given to under-
stand that its rehearsal would commence
immediately. In a few days, however, he
received a letter from the management
stating that it was found necessary to give
another play prior representation, and that
his comedy must therefore be postponed ||
until next season.

Indignant at this treatment, Sheridan
Knowles went to the theatre and demanded
his manuscript. The manager expostulated,
apologised, and finally offered to begin
rehearsal at once; but the emraged play-
wright insisted that his comedy should be
returned. When it was placed in his hands
he took it to Covent Garden. This theatre,
managed by Charles Kemble, had long
been in difficulties, and was now on the
verge of bankruptcy. Though acquainted
with this fact, Sheridan Knowles offered
Charles Kemble The Hunchback, which was
immediately accepted. “And from that
moment,” says the author, “I found my-
self at home indeed, and among friends.”

Fanny Kemble, then in her twentieth
year, records her first impressions of the
comedy. ‘ After my riding lesson,” she
writes, “I went and sat in the library to
hear Sheridan Knowles's play of The
Hunchback. Mr. Bartley and my father
and mother were his only audience, and
he read it himself to us. A real play,
with real characters, individuals, human
beings ; it is a good deal after the fashion
of our old playwrights, and does not dis-
grace its models, I was delighted with it ;
it is full of life and originality ; a little
long, but that’s a trifle. I like the woman’s
part exceedingly, but am afraid I shall find
it very difficult to act.”

Again she mentions reading the comedy,
and liking it better than before. At this

iod an historical play—Francis L—
written by her, was about to be produced,
and she compares it to The Hunchback im
favour of the latter. She was cast for the
heroine, her represeatation of which the
author subsequently acknowledged far out-
stripped bis most sanguine hopes. Helen

was bplaved bv Miss Tavlor. and Sir
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Thomas Cliffora by Charles Kemble,
Harassed by anxiety and worn by exertions,
it had been the manager’s original intention
not to take part in the comedy, as we learn
from his daughter’s words, which afford a
touching picture of his distress at the time.
¢ Tried on my dresses for The Hunchback,
they will be beautiful,” she writes. ¢ The
rehearsal was over long before the carriage
came for me ; so I went into my father’s
room, and read the newspaper, while he
and Mr. Bartley discussed the cast of
Knowles’s play. It seems my father will
not act in it. I am sorry for that; it is
hardly fair to Knowles, for no one else
can do it. My poor father seemed too
bewildered to give any answer, or even
heed, to anything, and Mr. Bartley went
away. My father continued to walk up
and down the room for nearly an hour,
without uttering a syllable, and at last
flang himself into a chair and leaned his
head and armes oun the table. I was
horribly frightened, and turned as cold as
stone, and for some minutes could not
muster up courage enough to speak to him.
At last I got up and went to him, and, on
my touching his arm, he started up, and
exclaimed : ‘Good God, what will become
of us all3’ I tried to comfort him, and
spoke for & long time, but much, I fear, as
a blind man speaks of colours. I dont
know, and I don’t believe anyone knows,
tho real state of terrible involvement in
which this miserable concern is wrapped.
‘What I dread most of all is that my
father's health will break down. To-day,
while he was talking to me, I saw him
suddenly put his hand to his side in a way
that sent a pang through my heart. He
feels utterly prostrated in spirit, and I fear
he will work himself il. God help us all
I came home with a heavy heart, and got
ready my things for the theatre, and went
over my part.”

Charles Kemble eventually appeared in
the comedy, as did likewise the author, who
came to this resolution believing that his
appearance would create additional attrac-
tion. He therefore essayed the character
of Master Walter. On the 5th of April,
1832, The Hunchback was produced for the
first time. The crowded audience which
assembled to witness the performance was
unanimous in its appreciation. From the
first scene to the last hearty approbation
was most liberally bestowed, and during
the latter scenes between Julia, Clifford,
and Master Walter, “the audience was
overwhelmed with tears.” When the

curtain fell, the Morning Chronicle states :
“The applause was tumultuous, and a
general call being made for Knowles,
Charles Kemble led him forward, ob-
viously with no very good will, and as |
certainly with no very good grace. He
was confused by the novelty o% his situa-
tion, and, whispering Kemble, he said that,
¢ conscions a8 he was of his own unworthi-
ness, he presumed that the andience were
applanding their own kindness’ This
Irishism was well received, and, after
again whispering Kemble, Knowles con-
tinued : *Mr. Kemble has desired me to
say that the play will be repeated on
Saturday, and that Miss Kemble's tragedy
will be acted on Monday.’ Kemble
audibly intimated his dissent from this
statement, and Knowles, shaking him
heartily by the hand, and in considerable

itation advancing to the footlights, added
with emphasis, ¢ Ladies and gentlemen,
allow my feelings of gratitude on this
occasion ‘to trinmph, and do not listen to
my friend Mr. Kemble. His daughter’s
tragedy ought to be acted on Monday.’
Much applause and confusion followed, in
the midst of which Mr. Knowles retired,
leaving Mr. Kemble in possession of the
house (as they say elaewhereg’, which he
bespoke in these terms : * It is but common
justice to Mr. Knowles to give ont that his
play will be repeated every evening until
further notice.” The cheers, waving of hats,
handkerchiefs, and other demonstrations
of satisfaction were as enthusiastic as they
were general.”

Meanwhile the successful author, escap-
ing from the glare and tumult which
dazzled and oconfused him, ran panting to
his dressing-room, and bolting the door, as
he afterwards told a friend, ¢ I sank down
on my knees and from the bottom of my
soul thanked God for His wondrous kind-
ness to me. I was thinking on the bairns
at home, and if ever I uttered the prayer
of a grateful heart it was in that little
chamber.” The comedy ran to the close of
the season, being only interrupted by three
performances of Francis L, some benefit
nights, and the final appearances of Charles
Young. It was played for the last time
this season on the 22nd of June, an evening
rendered eventful by the last performance
of Charles Kemble and his daughter,
who had made arrangements to visit
America. When the curtain fell, Bartley,
coming forward, announced the farewell de-
parture of the Kembles, and bespoke favour
on behalf of the new management,.the andi-

tﬁ_
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ence called for Knowles and then clamoured
for the Kembles, whom they rose to greet,
waving hats and handkerchiefs enthusi-
sstically,. *“It made my heart ache,”
writes Fanny Kemble, in whose simple
words the scene is best described, ** to leave
my good, kind, indulgent audience—my
friends, as I feel them to be ; my country-
men, my English folk; my very worthy
and approvog good masters. And as. I
thought of the strangers for whom I-am
now to work in that distant, strange
country to which we are going, the tears
rushed into my eyes, and I hardly knew
what I was doing. I scarely think I even
made my conventional curtcey of leave-
taking to them, but I snatched my little
nosegay of flowers from my sash and
threw it into the pit with handfuls of
kisses, as a farewell token of my affection
and gratitude. And so my father, who
was very much affected, led me off, while
the house rang with the cheering of the
sudience. 'When we came off my courage
gave way utterly, and I cried most bitterly.
I saw numbers of people whom I knew
standing behind the scenes to take leave
of us” In this manner ended the last
performance of The Hunchback during its
first season.

Sheridan Knowles, having made his re-
appearance on the stage in this comedy,
continned an actor for many years. Hi
efforts in this line of art were never marked
by success. Nature had not gifted him
with the attributes necessary to a successful
player. His stature was below the middle
beight, his person, now that he had reached
the age of eight-and-forty, was inclined to
corpulency, and ¢ his face, of rather fat in-

ce,” was inexpressive. The press
pronounced him unsuited for the calling he
had adopted, but he, taking a different
view, ‘‘ was ravished with his own acting,”
as Macready records. However, in order
to earn an independence for himself and
his family, he was obliged either to play or
teach, and he chose the former and less
harassing labour. That his productions
brought an inadequate income wasdue tothe
fact that before the Copyright Act passed

rs were free to perform an anthor’s
plays without asking his permission or
awarding him remuneration. The tragedies
and comedies Sheridan Knowles had written
—Virginius, Caius Gracchus, William Tell,
Alfred the Great, and The Hunchback—
whose production occupied about twelve
years, brought him but eleven hundred
pounds. or not auite a hundred a vear.

Accordingly he became an actor, and played
in the provinces and in America ; not only
representing the heroes of his owntragedies,
but attempting such characters as Hamlet
and Macbeth. He was apparently satisfied
with his efforts. * To my brief success as
an actor,” he writes, ‘I owe what I should
in vain have looked for as an author—
emancipation from debt, a decently far-
nished house, the means of giving my
children ample education, relie? from the
doubt whether to-morrow might not bring
short commones, or none at all.”

It is worth mentioning that James
Sheridan Knowles in his last years became
a Baptist minister. For in his day this
man played many parta.

A LOVE LETTER.

¢ AND do you think of me
‘When you and 1 are far apart,
All %?’y, and every day, my heart,
herever you may be?
And do you, with impatient pain,
Count all the days, and all the hours,
Until that time of sun and flowers,
When we shall meet again?”

I lay the letter down—
Ah me! my little childish love,
Life’s April skies are blue above
Thy path, and spring-flowers crown
The unbound beauties of thine hair ;
Life’s April daisies kiss thy feet,
Life’s April song-birds clear and sweet
Sing round thee everywhere.

All life is new to thee ;
Thy childish tasks are scarce set by,
Thy childish tears are hardly dry,

Thy merry laugh rings free;
Love met thee suddenly one day
Among thy toys, he kissed thine eyes,
And in a rush of sweet surprise

The child soul slipped away.

Now love fills all thine heart,
It glorifies life’s simple round,
It sets thee, r)bed, anointed, crowned,

And like a Queen, a|
Above all common blame and praise ;
Ah love! God giveth, giving thee,
The ﬁace of vanished years to me,

e joy of by-gone days.

Yet change the years have wrounght ;
I cannot count the days and hours,
Nor Xlny, like thee, with daisy flowers

t ‘‘loves e, loves me not ;”

My heart and I are our spring,
Youth’s morning-prime, all rose and gold,
With pains and pleasures manifold,

Life once, but once, doth bring.

I love thee, little one,
‘With all the passion of my soul,
Firm as the fixed, unchangiog pole,
And fervent as the sun;
But, child, my life is not a8 thine,
The world must have her share of me,
I cannot sit at ease like thee
Beneath love's spreading vine.

I must be up, and hold
My own in that unceasing strife
Whereby man wins his bread of life,
Hix shara of neadful gold -
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I have my share to win and keep,

My share and thine, to make a home

For thee and me in years to come,
Ah love! true love lies deep !

I cannot count like thee
The hours and minutes as they fleet,
Nor loiter in the busy street,
As thou beside the sea,
To picture meetings far away ;
But I can love a lifetime long,
With love that will be leal and strong,
And green when life is grey.

I do not pause to tell
The minute-beatings of my heart,
In crowded street and busy mart,

Yet know I all is well :

So like the heart within my braast
Thine image lies, and broods above
Its faithful pulses. Oh! m?' love,

So sheltered, be at rest !

MONSIEUR GABRIEL
A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS.
CHAPTER IIL

A FEW days after, as the old weaver sat
at his loom, Gabriel came through the low
doorway and stood before him with a
troubled face.

“Mon pére,” he said with a tremor in
his voice, ““I would speak with you for a
moment on an important matter.”

Monsieur Chalmont raised his head, and
rested his feet on the treadles :

“Speak on, my son. What is it1”

“] have come to ask your sanction for
—for a very great change in my plans.”

The old man looked puzzled; he did
not break the pause which his son made ;
his eyes asked for an explanation.

“It would be better,” began Gabriel,
—“that is, I wish, or rather I should say
I have decided to leave Monsieur Murat,
and to go away from St. Zite.”

“Gabriel | is it that you have made
your arrangements for going to college
without consulting your mother and me % ”

““No, father, I have found a clerkship
in Paris, which will suit me better than
remaining in my present position. Do
not let the suddemness of the announce-
ment vex you. I am not acting without
due consideration.”

““You hear him,” cried Madame Chal-
mont, who had followed her son into the
workshop, and who stood behind him with
uplifted hands and pale cheeks. ¢ Qur
boy is going to forsake us—to go far away
among strangers, to tegive u who love

i He is demented. Bid him put such
a foolish idea out of his mind. Forbid
him to nurse such a crazy whim.”

““Nay, my mother, it is no whim,”
replied Gabriel. It is a clear leading of

duty. Do not oppose my resolution, you
wi.lly not alter it ;pbut you will render the
keeping of it infinitely more difficult.
Father, you will not forbid me to got”

The weaver only looked hopelessly from
one to the other, and began to move his
feet mechanically to their accustomed
labour. It was Madame Chalmont who
took up the burden of reproach :

¢ Ah, Gabriel,” she cried, * for four-and-
twenty years I have tended you and cared
for you; for all those years I have been a
willing slave—toiling day and night, sum-
mer and winter. I have hoped for you,
prayed for you, wept for you, and I have
asked no return. It was my reward to
think that you were growing up cleverer
and better than we have been. And now
you turn from us, you leave us in our
lonely old age. Ah, husband, we should
have foreseen this | ”

¢ Gabriel,” said Mr. Chalmont, speaking
:}:::vly. “Does Monsieur Vidal advise

3 1”

‘“He knows nothing of it.”

* And if you go away, what about your
studiest How can you afford to keep
yourself at Paris and to pay for instruc-
tion? How will yoB complete the sum
necessary for your college expenses ¥ ”

I ghall not need ins%mction," returned
Gabriel, ‘“nor shall I need any longer
the money for my college expenses,”

“Not need it!” exgaimed his parents
in a breath. “ And your ordination$”

“I am not going to be ordained. I have
changed my mind.”

The tears were in his eyes as he
spgze. His mother broke into plaintive
80

““ Ah,” said the weaver bitterly, “ I see
what it is. You have put your hand to
the plough and you are turning back.
Have a care, my son, the work of a
moment may be the wreck of a life-
time.”

“] know that,” replied the young man
sadly; ‘it cannot be otherwise now for
me. And, now that you know all I can
tell you, I am sure yon will not urge me
to stay here.”

His parents exchanged glances.

“You have made your resolutions and
plans independently of us, my son,” said
the father sternly, ~* There is nothing left
for me to say but this—that, if it be
nothing to you to leave us in our old age,
if nothing to deceive the hopes you have
raised, if nothing to forget your past
good purposes—if this, I say, be possible
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to”yon, then take your own counsel and
go.Gabriel’c face grew paler, his eyes di-
lated piteously ; he put out his hand and
stoadied himself against the frame of the
loom, then, with a imploring glance at
the sternness of his father’s disappoint-
ment, he turned away and left them,
“Thoxm” said itf:dune Chd.m}nt
through tears, “he is not going for
nothing; that English girl bug lll)lzg)ken
ll:z”hmt—be is going away to forget

CHAPTER IV.

FRANCOISE'S assertion respecting Mon-
sieur lo Baron de Valade was, in spite of
Marcia’s indignant rejoinder, an acknow-
ledged fact. There had been, and was
still, a good deal of gossip about him.
There was & general charge of a wild,
extravagant, and reckless life, and beyond
thia there was a atory currently believed
;’hiﬁll. had blackened his name once and
or

It was a story of a quarrel in a café,
with o man far below him in position,
respecting the favours of a * chanteuse.”
High words had led to a challenge. The
next morning the Baron’s rival was found
dead, stabbed to the heart, close to his
home, Snnﬁicion natarally fastened on
de Valade who, though he cleared himself
in the eye of the law by proving an alibi,
could not wipe out the impression of his guilt
from the public opinion of his native town.
Consequently he lived very little in his
Chitsan beside the smooth-flowing Dor-
dogne. What had brought him there that
tummer he hardly knew; but he would
have had no difficalty in saying why, once
being there, he had stayed week after week,
month after month. Business had taken
him to Monsieur Murat’s vills, La Luquette ;
chance had brought him into contact with
Valérie Murat’s friend, Marcia Caxton,
after which he devoted all his ingenuity
wd energy to make opportunities for
seeing her again,

Madame Murat was perfectly acquainted
with all the stories about Monsieur le
Baron ; but how could she, the wife of a
country notary, give the cold shoulder to a
wealthy man with a title, who made per-
sistent advances to her3 Why should she
throw obstacles in the way of his seeing
Marcia, who evidently was flattered by his
attentions, and who deserved some compen-
ution for the dreary life she led in the
pastor’s house 3 So, whenever Monsieur de

Valade chose to come to La Lugquette he
found smiles and civility from the Murats,
and, in addition, the sweetest homage a
jaded man of the world could ask—the
trustful, candid devotion of an innocent,
yet passionate, girl.

Little as Marcia’s guardians mixed with
general society, it was impossible that the
rumour of the Baron’s admiration of her
should not at last reach their ears. They
were long in suspecting the trne state of
affairs, and longer still in obtaining proof,
but when the proof came it was over-
whelming, It burst upon them like a
thunderclap, that Marcia had secretly and
solemnly pledged herself to & man who,
M. Vidal considered, ought to be expiating
a deadly crime by a life-long punishment,
and who, on the gentlest valuation, was an
unprincipled profligate.

The Vidals were too reserved to make a
great explosion of wrath, but they resolved
that the engagement should be cancelled
openly and at once ; that Marcia should be
severely punished ; and that, to prevent
farther mischief, all intercourse with the
Murats should be forbidden.

It was altogether a time of trouble and
dismay in the pastor’s house, which followed
close on the evening when poor Monsieur
Gabriel forgot himself so terribly. The
pastor had scarcely noticed his pupil’s
continued absence, until the day when
Gabriel came to announce his intended
flight. He had left his parents in their
consternation, and walked straight to
Monsiear Vidal's, determined to face all
that lay before him as quickly as possible.

It was not a fortunate moment. The
storm had just broken over Marcia’s head.
As Monsieur Gabriel entered the pastor’s
sanctum she was standing opposite to him
with flashed, tear-stained cheeks, and the
sound of indignant words on her lips. Her
grave, stern judge was eyeing her with
disapproving compassion,

“ Enough |” he said., * It is useless to
speak more of the matter. We understand
one another, and you will obey me. This
letter, which I shall despatch at once, will
explain everything to——"

He saw Gabriel, and ceased. Marcia
turned round to go. As she passed Gabriel
she gave him no recognition, but a look
of contempt shone in her tearful eyes
like fire flashing out in the darkness.
Almost’ unconsciously, as he greeted Mon-
sieur Vidal, Gabriel read the address of the
letter which lay on the table; it was for
“ Momaieur le Baron de Valade”
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If Gabriel had found it difficult to inform
his parents of the revolution that had taken
place in his plans, it had been a mere trifle
compared to the moral effort necessary to
break his news to the man who had dome
o much for him, and who had trusted in
his steadfastness.

It is not a sudden resolve, sir,” he £aid,
when he had faltered out his errand ; “for
months I have felt daily more deeply how
unworthy I was of the great calling I was
qualifying for. I have long known that
the time must come when I should have
to tell you this, though I have not yielded
without a hard struggle.”

% Gabriel Chalmont,” said the pastor
sternly, “it is by a curious coincidence of
untoward things that I learn this to-day—
things of which I had no suspicion—which
you have so carefully concealed from me,
while I might yet have combated the
growth of theevil Iam already smarting
under a disclosure of treachery and die-
simulation. You—I have no wish to re-
proach you beyond your deserts—you can,
perhaps, form an idea of the grief with
which I hear of your——" he paused—
“of your fall—of your apostacy. I bid
you good-bye. Even if dissuasion were not
useless and remonstrance unheeded, I am
too heavy-hearted to say more. You have
bitterly disappointed me. I will pray that
you may reap in this world the fruit of your
gin, that you may learn to repent of it.”

His solemn words fell on Gabriel like a
pall. Life—dim and sad enough already
—seemed positively unendurable under so
heavy a condemnation, Dejectedly he held
out his hand to his accuser, then turned
and left the room and the house with the
unspoken bitterness of a life-long farewell
in his heart.

Late that afternoon a messenger from
Monsieur le Baron de Valade brought a
letter to the pastor's. It was not in
answer to the one which Gabriel had seen
lying on Monsieur Vidal’s study table. It
was directed to Marcia, and was delivered
into her hands with all secrecy. A long,
closely written letter, which she read
locked in her room, and read again with
burning cheeks and troubled eyes, pacing
her room the while as if she were debating
in her mind some question which agitated
her past endurance.

The night after that eventful day, when
Monsieur Gabriel laid himself down to try
to sleep, many distracting thoughts came
and played hide-and-seek round his pillow.

He thought over his long nursed doubt of
himself and the dismay he had caused by
his disclosure. From his interview with
Monsienr Vidal, his mind reverted to the
conversation he had interrupted, and the
letter he had seen directed to Monsieur de
Valade. That Marcia should love another
man was no blow to him ; it sickened, but
did not surprise him. Still the circam
camstances of her love, which naturally he
easily divined, had given him a great
shock. The light of Heaven seemed tar-
nished by the thought that Marcia had
forgotten her womanly dignity and girlish
candour. He could not blame her harshly
though. It was the scoundrel who had
wooed her clandestinely who ought to bear
all the blame and shame.

Then, again, he found himself face to
face with his fature in the dim, unknown
world of Paris. He felt already home-sick
of the lonely exile which he had chosen.
Through all these changing meditations ran
the thought of his own love and his folly,
of Marcia’s beauty and her anger against
him. How long he lay and tossed he did
not know ; he heard the town clock chime
time after time, but he did not count the
strokes.

One by one all his preoccupations slipped
away. The over-mastering thought of
Marcia alone remained. His whole being
concentrated iteelf into a yearning prayer
for her, to which he gave no utterance;
which was more like a vast heart-throb
than a definite idea. He lay with his eyes
fixed on the narrow strip of moonlight
which streamed in between his curtaina
Gradually his surroundings seemed to
change. He was no longer in his attic of
the Rue des Fréres, but in the faubourg
outside the gate of the pastor’s garden.
He saw a carriage drive to the end of the
road, a man jump out, and come towards
him without being aware of his presence.
Gabriel saw his features distinctly in the
clear moonlight. It was Monsieur de
Valade. In a few seconds the garden-gate
opened very softly. Wrapped in a heavy
cloak, and prepared for a journey, came
Marcia. The Baron took her in his arms
and kissed her tenderly.

“My brave darling,” he murmured
softly—yet Gabriel heard him. I knew
you would not forsake me.”

“Oh Gustave,” Marcia answered trem-
bling, “I seem so bold, and yet I am so
frightened. You will never blame me, will
you? for what I am now doing that I may
be yours alone and for always,”
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Then Gabriel—himself unseen still—saw
them hurry into the carriage and drive off

ickly. In his effort to pursue the car-
risge he shook off his dream, and he saw
once more his tiny window opposite and
the moonlight streaming on to the floor.

Trembling with excitement he turned
ronnd towards the wall, and, wrapping his
head in the bedclothes, tried to shake off
the feeling his dream had given him. Once
more unconsciousness stole over him im-
perceptibly. Again he was witness of the
same soene, and awoke with the same start.
It was intolerable. He got up and began
pacing his little room with eager but weary
stepe.

The room was 80 small that the exertion
irritated, rather than soothed him. He
sk into the chair before his desk, and,
resting his arms on his abandoned lexicons
and he laid his head down on
them. Scarcely had he closed his eyes,
when he was again outside the pastor’s
garden, and again the silent witness of
Marcia’s flight. This time, however, he did
not wake so quickly. His dream, or what-
ever it was, continued, and he seemed to
be following the carriage along miles and
miles of weary road. He wanted to over-
take them before they reached Cahors,
vhere he knew they were going to catch
the early morning mail for Paris. It wasa
hopeless pursuit ; it exhausted him, and he
fell into a heavy, dreamless torpor. When
he woke, he sprang up and drew his car-
tains ; a faint, gray light was stealing
scroes the sky and hiding the glimmer of
the stars. Then, scarcely knowing what
he did, or why he did it, or whether it was
only another Phase of his haunting dream,
he dressed himself in haste, and ran to-
vards the pastor’s house as if life and death
depended on his steps. There was no one
to beseen. At the spot where he had seen
the carriage, he stooped down and saw in
the dewy dust the mark of wheels. He
did not wait to think. Quicker than
thought he sped along the narrow shady
fabourg into the broad high road
that lod to Cahors. In the far distance
be saw something which might be a
carrisge. He saw it as he ran, for
he did not stop to observe or to reflect
how small were his chances of coming up
vith it—how improbable was the chance
that it contained Marcia, or what his
course would be if he did intercept her
flight. Nome of this crossed his mind.
His one absorbing idea was to run.

Along the dustv road the orass was

white with dew. Down the course of the
river the mist hung white and heavy. The
air was chill with the shudder that comes
from departing night. The cattle were
lying peacefully in the meadows, or giving

emselves their first lazy stretch. eso
things might have helped Gabriel to realise
whether he was going through a repetition
of his dream, or whether he was verily hunt-
ing a shadow. He saw none of them. All
he saw was a far-off speck on the white
road which he was determined to reach,
even if he died in the effort.

It was a broad road, rising for some
distance beyond St. Zite, up a slight
incline, and then winding backwards and
forwards with abrapt curves along the side
of the hills which lie between St. Zite and
Cahors.

¢ Cahore, seven kilométres,” said the first
milestone that Gabriel sped past. The
carriage was not going faster than he was,
for he had not yet lost sight of it; but
when the long, uphill strain was over it
would gain upon him, while he would be
getting exhausted. What if he had to sink
down by the way and leave Marcia to her
ruin (for not for an instant did he doubs
his vision) ¢ The thought spurred him on.
He seemed scarcely to feel the ground he
trod, or the labouring breath that parched
his tongue.

Now a bend at the top of the rise
hides the carriage from him; again he
sights it where the road makes one of
the great elbows by which it clings to the
hillsides instead of taking breakneck leaps
in and out of the hollows, Gabriel can gain a
little here by cutting across the stony little
ravine round which the highway makes a
great sweep. He crashes along through
brambles and fallen stones, climbs the
opposite side, and finds himself at least a
hundred yards nearer the object of his
pursuit,*

It is downhill now. They will distance
him again. He looks anxiously ahead,
and sees—was it & good omen 3—the first
glow of sunrise coming up in the clear
east. Another milestone flashes past.
—Cabhors, five kilomé¢tres. He must have
missed one in the ‘“raccourci.” Sarely,
if he perseveres, he must come up with
them. On—on. Here is another long
bend to the right; he rushes straight
across the valley ; there is a brook at the
bottom this time. The water cools and

* These winding roads and the footpath short-

cuts across their great curves aro a peculiarity to
that nart of Kranca. ar at lasst. a natahla faatnre:
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refreshes his foet as he splashes through it. | he is at the carriage window. He hears a

Then he loses a few seconds at the stone wall
which skirts the highway, where he regains
the road. He is 80 near the carriage mow
that he can hear the ramble of the wheels,
the regular rhythm of the horses’ feet—or
is it the rush of blood through his starting
veins and the laboured beating of his own
heart ¢

A Iittle more, a little more.

There is another hill to mount. He is
glad, becanse the driver spares his horse,
and he does not spare himself. It is awful
work. His arms seem to overweight him ;
his jaws are so heavy that he can scarcely
carry them. Of all the nightmares of this
horrible night, this chase is the most
horrible. He begins to think that he
must be dreaming. This cannot be real
life—cannot be an actual hour to be counted
with other hours into the sum total of a
day. He cannot panse a second. He can-
not brush away the film that is gathering
over his sight, a film that changes from
white to crimson with sudden throbs. He
cannot moisten the aching roof of his mouth;
his tongue is swollen and inert; his teeth
close over it unconsciously. He knows as
far as he can know anything, that Marcia,
who never thought an evil thought, is lying
calm and quiet on her pillow, behind him
at St. Zite, and that he is fated to hunt
this flying shadow of her through a dream
that may last for ever.

Oh! this hill, they are nearly at the
top, and there is a milestone—two kilo-
métres. Now for one last effort. He
raises his head, and sees that he has only
twenty yards or so to gain. The carriage
stops—a head is put out of the window
to speak to the coachman—they are off
again. Gabriel is almost beside them. He
tries to shout. Horror of horrors! He
might have known that, in a dream like
this, no sound ever comes to break the

hastly silence. The summit of the ascent
18 reached. There lies Cahors in the merry
morning light, with one more bend of the
road between us and it. There is a path
under some chestnut trees where an old
woman is feeding her goats. She looks
amazed at the dusty, limping, panting ob-
ject that hurries past her.

He regains the road, and . . . the car-
riage is behind him. Scarcely realising that
the race is won, that he will know whom he
has pursued in a moment, he awaits its
approach. A loud, hoarse voice, which he
does not recognise, though it comes from
his own lips, bids the coachman stop, and

cry—it is his own name. He sees

the waving mist which veils everythimg
from him, a white face looking at him
with terrified wonder. He hears, too, a
bitter, angry oath—there is a quick, out-
stretched arm, a gleam of metal, and a
cruel, sharp click ! Gabriel closed his eyes
—he heard the lond report, and there was
acry of pain. It was not he whe cried, it
was Marcia.

“Fool of a girl!” shouted the Baron,
“why oouldn’t you let me shoot him }
Don’t scream, you are scarcely hurt; but
we shan’t get to our journey's end this
time‘”

80 Monsieur Gabriel won kis race and
saved the lady of his worship from shame
and sorrow, though in so doing he brought
the unavoidable bitterness of repentance
suddenly upon her transgression.

The cost, however, was not 20 great to
Marcia as it was to him, for when, after a
long illness, he at last crept back as if from
the brink of the grave, he was prematurely
bent and grey, and all remembrance even
of Marcia herself had faded from his vacant
mind, Of all his passionate love and
shattered hopes there was no trace, and
his life had no higher satisfaction thaa to
bask in the sunshine outside his father's
workshop in the Rue des Fréres; while
Marcia long since married, not to Monsieur
de Valade, sometimes remembers him, and
says, * Poor Monsiear Gabriel | ”

VICTIMS.

By THEO GIFT.

Author of ** Lil Lorimer,” * An Alié and its Prics,”
Rto., Eto.

—,——
CHAPTER XXX,
“ OHE ! SECOUREZ PAUVRE TRYPHINE !”

“BEEN to Chalet. No change. Deliriam
still high.”

Such were the contents of the Profes-
sor's promised telegram ; and his letter,
which came on the following day, was little
more cheering in its nature. He had not
been able to gain admittance to the Chalet
where Madame St. Laurent held rule, her
husband being obliged to remain in Paris
to attend to the mass of business which
had devolved upon him ; but he had seen
both the doctor and the trained nurse
who were in attendance on the unfortunate
girl, and from each he heard the same ac-
count. Brain and body had utterly broken




Charles Dickens.]

VICTIMS.

[August 21, 1888.) 67

down, and the fever must now rum its
course, which would probably be from two
to three weeks before there would be any
change. What that change then would
be no one of course could prediet. The
patient had health and previous immunity
from disease on her aide ; but that was all.
On the other hand she had sustained a
violent shock, and had been for some time
back in a low state of health and nerves
extremely prejudicial to her chances of
Tecovery.

The Professor added that the shock
alluded to was assumed by everyone about
Vera, and even by the Parisian journals,
to have been occasioned by the violent
death of her bridegroom-husband and the
intrusion of his murderer into her apart-
ment on the very day of their nuptials ; as
also that she was invariably spoken of and
treated in all respects as the widowed
Countess de Mailly, and that popular feel-
ing (especially in polite circles), ran very
strongly against Marstland in consequence.

In the midst of all the excitement which
was thus produced by this paper war, and
of the preliminary enquiries, investiga-
tions and delays, for this or that cause,
which go to postpone French trials so in-
definitely, the Professor came home to
resume his course of lectures, accompanied
by Burt, who, however omly stayed a
couple of days for the sake of pacifying his
wife, and then returned to the assistance
of his friend, whom both gentlemen de-
scribed as appearing perfeetly cool and in-
different as to the whole subject in its con-
neetion with himself personally and his
chances of acquittal or punishment; not
even affecting to regret his share in the
fatal affray or the Count’s death, of which
he spoke quite coolly as of an unpleasant
but absolute necessity; and wholly ab-
sorbed in anxiety for Vera, and in the
daily bulletin which he contrived to get
sent to him of the progress of her malady.

Bart said he had never seen such a case
of infatuation: the infatuation mot of a
mere lover for his mistress, but of a de-
voted and adoring husband for the faithfal
partner of his manhood ; and he instanced,
23 one proof of it, a fact which, could poor
Vera have known of it, would have touched
her simple soul more deeply than any
other.

It seemed that the Count’s death was at
the present moment proving a source of
very serious pecuniary embarrassment to
M. St. Laurent ; not only by re-awakening
the clamours of various minor creditors,

who had been looking to his daughter’s
marriage with the deceased mobleman for
the facilitating & payment in full of their
claims ; but by an utterly unexpected pres-
sure from another quarter, that namely of
the lawyers engaged over the settlement of
the de Mailly property and estates, and
who, having found among their late client’s
papers a precise and uncancelled memo-
randum of M. St. Laurent’s heavy debts to
him, were politely urgent that these should
be discharged with the least possible delay,
if only to make easier thereby the speedy
settlement of his daughter’s future in-
come.

On this coming to Marstland’s ears, how-
ever, he at once commissioned his lawyer
to inform M. St. Laurent that in marrying
Vera, he had from the first intended, and
promised to take upon himself the obliga-
tion of discharging all those debts to the
Count for which his wife’s hand was to
have been the equivalent; and that his
solicitors had instructions accordingly to
raise sufficient money on his behalf to pay
off all such claims, and set M. St. Laurent
free as speedily as might be ; and either to
hand it over to that gentleman, or, if his

ride would not permit him to accept it, to
odge it in a certain bank in Vera’s name,
with instructions that she should be in-
formed of it and of her power to dispose
of it for her father’s benefit, as soon as she
should be capable of attending to such
matters,

Lady Hessoy asked what the sum was
likely to amount to, and on being told, de-
clared that her brother must be out of his
mind, as it would swallow up his whole
income for over a year and a half ; but
Loeah thought it only honest, and *like
George Marstland,” and felt a little glow
at her heuft;“l uexd the thought that ;hlf lllxﬁ
never yet failed to correspond wi
ideal of him.

She needed some little cheering, for in
proportion as the others’ spirits began to
rise and take comfort from the assurances
of the eminent ‘“avocat ” who had been
engaged on Marstland’s behalf, that not-
withstanding the bitterness among a cer-
tain section of society against him, he
might be sure of a perfectly fair and
unprejudiced trial, Leah herself seemed to
become more anxious and depressed, and
to wonder with a secret irritation, of which
she felt ashamed, how Lady Hessey, Burt,
and even her own father, could have the
heart to think about their dentists, their
wives, or their lectures, when Marstland

q}..-




68  [August 21, 1888,) ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted by

=

and Marstland's wife were in such grievous
pain and peril.

What must have been the mental pain
alone, she thought, which had streaked the
young surgeon’s bronzed bright locks with
grey, and filled that illomened villa at
Neuilly with the frenzied shrieks of Vera's
delirious ravings? And what would be
the end, even if the law passed by the man
and death let off the woman ¥ Were they
married, or were they not ¥ And if not, if
the hapless girl were indeed the wife,
widowed by her lover’s hand, of the Count
de Mailly, would it be easy, would it be
even possible for her, while under the
influence of her parents, and of the timid
scruples in which she had been brought up,
to re-marry the slayer of her husband %

Leah herself thought that it should be
possible—that indeed there ought to be
no momentary thought or question of any-
thing else—but Lasy Hessey, Naomi, and
even Burt, seemed to look on the matter
differently, and to consider that the scandal
of such a marriage mi%tl[“ not only be of
permanent injury to Marstland’s profes-
sional career, but that a union with a girl
already proved to be as weak, faithless, and
untrustworthy as Vera must inevitably
wreck all hopes of domestic happiness for
him, and prove a perpetual torture to a
man of his disposition.

¢ And she herself then?” Leah asked,
all the more indignantly because her own
sense echoed so much of what was said.
“ What is to become of her if she recovers,
and you are not to let them come together
again? He claims her as his wife now
that he is a prisoner. It is on that claim
that he rests his whole defence. Is he
to reject her as hiz wife when he is
free 3

It is not a question of rejecting, but of
not forcing a claim disavowed at present,”
said Burt calmly. ¢ Of course, should she
recover, and should her parents withdraw
their opposition to the legalising of the
first marriage—which is possible, since it
is an open secret in Paris that the Count
left no will in which Vera St. Laurent or
her parents were so much as mentioned
—in that case Marstland would be obliged,
as a man of honour, to offer to go through
the legal ceremony again, but——"

“ He would be miserable for the whole
of the rest of his life!” broke in Lady
Hessey. “My dear Miss Josephs, I am
George’s sister, and therefore you mustn’t
be surprised if I think of him and his
interests more than of a girl who has de-

ceived every one about her at one time or
another, himself included, and does not
even know the meaning of the word
fidelity.”

“ And would Dr. Marstland teach it to
her by breaking faith with her in the hour
when she most needs it?” Leah asked
sadly. “I do not believe he would think
80 ; he who chose her out of all other
women, and loves her better. Surely, if
he can forgive——"

But she felt her voice was failing her, in
the treacherous way in which it sometimes
did now, and that Burt was eyeing her in
a curious, quiet way, which brought the
blood into her cheeks. She was glad to get
away then, and more glad still to think
that she should not see him again, for he
was to cross the Channel that night, the
trial being expected to begin on the day
but one following,

And on that day she received a letter
which effectually drove every other thought,
even of that dreaded trial, out of her head.
It lay on her breakfast plate when she
came down, a thin, foreign letter addressed
to “ miss Joseph " in an atrocions hand, and
bearing the Neuilly postmark; and this
was what it said :

¢ M1ss JoSEPH, MA’AmM,—This is to in-
form You that your frend, Miss Sinlorren
a8 was, is lying at the present moment Be-
tween life and Death with Fever on the
brane, which it is now a Fortnite she have
been compleatly deliryus and raving from ||
morning to night. She have the very best ||
of Doctors, and her pore Ma and Me and ||
the nurse do all that can be for her, And ||
are near wore out in consekwence. She
being that voilent it takes Two at times
to hold her down in bed, but all the time
she keeps calling on Your name, and
shreaking for You to come to her in a way ||
ag is Heartbraking to hear. To-day the ||
Doctor asked what wurd it was she kep |||
crying out, ‘for,’ says he, ‘I have listened
and It is alays the same,’ and when we
Told jm you was a Lady frend as Vers
kind of worshipped, he said he would like
You to be sent for. I told him as that
wasn't Possable seein as you was in Eng-
land, and not on Terms so to say with
Vera’s Ma, but he just poo-poohed me, and
said if the Distunce or your own Sircum-
stances didn't make It impossable, you
ought to be askt to make the Effort to
come, a8 if yr Frend could be brought to
Recognise you, it might peraps be the
Saving of er. Wich at. present she is
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gotting weeker momentraly and the fever
higher. miss Joseph, I do ope you will
excuse the liberty of this letter and make
it poesable to come to Our pore child’s help.
Madam she had a Delcacy about writing to
ast you herself, g0 i does it with her know-
ledge and wish, and hoping that no il-
feeling be Remembered on eather side;
bat most Grateful on the contrary. And
even if too late will be pleesed to pay yr
Passidge both ways.

“Adding my humble Respex, I am, dear
miss, yr ever Obedient,

“JOANNA HIGS.

“P.S,—dere Miss Do come. the Doctor
says it is her oanly Chance which you
wouldn’t hesitate if you could hear her
allin’ on you.”

It must have been about seven o’clock
on the following evening, for the sun had
but lately set, and the sky was still all
aglow with purple and ruby flame, when a
young lady alighted from a hired cabriolet
before the gate of the late Count de
Mailly’s villa at Neuilly, and asked admit-
tance in the name of Miss Josephs. She
was evidently expected, however, for she
had no difficulty in getting it. The tall
iron gates, closed against everyone else
except the doctor, were thrown open al-
most before the vehicle stopped, and she
was lod with deferential haste along the
smoothly-gravelled path to the house ; the
“concierge ” explaining apologetically that,
in consequence of the sad condition of *the
Countess,” no carriages could be allowed
nearer than the gate, outside which, as she
had noticed, the street was covered with
straw for several yards.

could not answer him. even to ask
how the “Countess” was, The mnovel
name, the novel place—with its velvet
lawns overshadowed by limes and chestnuts
in all the fresh verdure of their spring
foliage, and its flower-beds gay with tulips
and anemones, the little glittering fountains
at each corner of the terrace, and the pretty
Swiss cottage beyond with its quaintly
carved eaves and balconies, all flushed
with crimson in the rosy evening light—
gave her a sense of unreality, of things
not actually before her, but seen in a
dream by the reflection of Marstland’s
description ; and she almost dreaded to turn
her head lest she should see him with his
handsome, haggard face, and the bloodstains
dabbling his bandaged arm, making his way
through the shrubbery towards her. Even

the hushed voice in which the “concierge”
spoke, and the absence of any other sound
or sight of hunmanity about the place, added
to this feeling of unreality ; and it was
with a sudden sense of awakening, of being
pulled back as it were into actual life, that
she greeted the appearance of Joanna at
the hall-door, looking, in her straight black
gown, her plain, angular features, and the
reddish tip to her nose, 8o exactly like her
old self at Les Chétaigniers, that Leah
could almost have believed that she had been
really dreaming, and had woke up in that
remote corner of Brittany, instead of in a
nobleman’s villa in a fashionable Parisian
suburb. The familiar face gave her back
her voice, however, and she asked, in an
eager whisper, after Vera. Joanna shook
her head.

““Worse,” she said in her old abrapt
way, though the grim tones had a sus-
picious tremble in them. ¢She’s been
getting worse every hour these last two
days. You see, she’d no strength to s
of when she was took, and now the fever’s
just burning it away inch by inch, so that
though she never ceases raving mnight nor
day, except when she’s under one o’ them
stupefying draughts, her voice is that feeble
and sunk away that you don't hear her
any more over the house as you used to,
and her pore little face and hands—"
she stopped abruptly, and added in an
odd, harsh voice: ‘“the doctor said this
morning that if nothing could be found to
soothe her or give her natural sleep she
couldn’t last another forty-eight hours ; and
I'm glad of it, for I can’t al to see it,
that I can’t ; and I wish that Dr. Marstland
and the Count had both been hung or ever
they set eyes on my pore child.”

Leah could not speak, she was crying
too uncontrollably, and the sight of her
tears recalled Joanna to the more present
duties of hospitality.

“Don’t you fret, Miss Josephs,” she
said in a softer tone. “I can’t help hop-
ing, a8 the sight of you, or maybe the
sound of your voice, considering the way
she have clung to you from the first, may
do somethink for her. It's downright good
of you to have come such a distance any
way, and you must just come straight in
here,” opening the door of a dining-room
where refreshments were already laid out
on the table, “and take some food and
rest afore you do anything else. Mrs.
Sinlorren she’s upstairs with the child now,
and you’re not to think that she don’t feel
vour kindness in coming as much as I do.
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or yet affronted if she seems a bit stand-
off when she meets you. She don’t mean
it, pore soul! and she can’t help it; though,
of course, it’s a sore thing for a mother,
and a woman as jealous as Jane Sinlorren
has alays been from a child, to see her
own child shudder away from her, and ery
out to & stranger for help and protection
from that dead man and the parents as
forced her to marry him.”

“But how could they do 809 ” Leah asked,
turning away from the food which the old
servant was heaping on her plate, and
which it seemed to her impossible to touch.
“Why did she submit? Joanna, I wish
you would tell me about it, for I can’t
understand it at all. Madame St. Laurent
is an Englishwoman. She has brought
Vera up to be English in her ideas, and
particularly those about religion. Surely
she—surely they both must have known
that after the marriage Vera had gone
through in the English church, and the
solemn vows she had taken on herself, that
in the eyes of God she was married, that
ghe could no more perjure herself and »

“That’s just word for word what I said
myself when I refused to have anythink
to do with it,” Joanna interrupted. “I
said to Jane, as I've a right to call her,
being my own cousin, which I'm not agoin’
to deny any longer, being sick and tired
of all this shamming and biding up things,
and putting Christianity and kindness and
everythink else aside for the sake o’ being
genteel. ‘Jane,’ I says to her, ‘you and
me was brought up Dissenters, it’s true ; but,
80 long as you’re not a Papist, one Protes-
tant’s as good as another, and I ain’t been
going to church with you and Vera ali
these years—not to speak of holding her at
the font for the very purpose of making
her a member of it—to allow, now that a
girl as has been married in chureh with a
reglar license, and by the reg’lar parson
all respectable, isn’t as much a wife as you
are ; an’ no more free to go off with another
man, not if he was the Emperor of Rooshia,
than your own mother would ha’ been.
‘Where's your religion, woman?’ says I;
but Jane, she cried, and begged me not to
talk so, for it wasn’t a matter of religion ;
that the law didn’t allow it to be a mar-
riage; and her own father wouldn’t ac-
knowledge it, but threatened to turn the
girl out into the street if the word was so
much as spoken before him ; and that the
man as had run off with her didn’t look on
it as anythink binding himself as was
proved by his deserting her——"

““But he had not deserted her, Joanna,
You must know that now. It was in his
haste to get back to her that he fell, and
he was actually lying insensible at that
factory when——"

Joanna nodded.

““More fool he to’be in sich haste |” she
interrupted angrily, ¢ it's those impetchuous
people as are al'ays hurting themselves
or others. Yes, I've heard about it since,
for he wrote to Vera after his arrest, say-
ing as how now he knew she had been
deceived, and hadn’t been allowed to see
his other letters, he must tell her the
whole story over again ; but lor ! she never
heard it, for the fever had come on by
then, and she was raving and unconscious
a8 she is now.”

“Bat how—if she loved him—could she
even fancy he would deceive hert How
oould she suspect him, Joanna, when he
had never been anything but true to her
from the moment of their engagement ?
That is what I can’t understand,” Leah said
sorrowfully.

“That’s because you’re an independent
young woman as thinks for yourself, Miss
Josephs, which Vera wasn’t allowed to be.
She didn’t suspect him. She wasn't given
to suspecting anyone, hut rather to believ-
ing too easily whatever she was told ; and
at first she wouldn’t believe that she wasn’t
married to young Marstland; but when
her mother, as was always gospel with her,
convinced her that it was so, and that
instead of being a wife she was only a pore
disgraced girl, as her own father would be
ashamed to own, and anybody might point
their finger at once her story got about,
she was 8o knocked down that she'd have
submitted to anythink, more particularly
when she’d the proof for herself that he’d

left her, and had been deceivin’ her all the |

while, which it was your telegram showed
her that. She had held out against every-
think until she saw it.”

“My telegram?  What telegram,
Joanna 9” Leah asked, her cheeks whiten-
ing suddenly.

“ Why, the one remonstrating with that

Marstland for his vicious conduct towards |
Vera, and threatening, if he didn’t give it

up, to go to her father and expose him.”

Leah looked, as well she might, utterly
amazed and horrified.

“But, Joanna, I never sent any such
telegram. I never heard of it. This must
have been some cruel forgery. I should
have thought poor Vera happy in being
married to so good and- honourable & man,
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%0 true a gentleman ‘a8 everyone who
knows Dr. stland knows him to be;
but I didn’t even know that they were
planning a marriage until the day before
it was to take place, and then, fearing that
he might not be aware of the French laws
about such things, my father told me to
telegraph to him to take advice about it
first, and wrote himself. Someone must
have changed that telegram of mine for a
forged one. Oh, who can have been so
cruel, so wicked 1” '

Joanna shook her head. She was as
puzzled as Leah.

“T don’t know,” she said. “I nmever
saw it myself. I wasn’t there ; but I know
Mrs. Sinlorren hadn’t any hand in it, for
she told me of it herself, and of how it was
fomnd on the floor, seemingly dropped out
of the young man’s pocket as he went out
of the house. Anyhow, it was that did
for Vera, because he had told her he hadn’t
had any communication with you or your
famildy about the marriage; and when she
found by that telegram that he'd lied to
her, and that you had actually been trying
to save her from him, her heart seemed to
break then and there, and you might have
done anythink you liked with her after-
warde, I believe she hated the Coumt;
but when they told her that it was very
generous of him to her, and that his
doing so was the only thing by which she
could retrieve her character, and save her
father from ruin, and her mother from
dying of shame and eorrow, she didn’t
attempt to resist. I did. I said I'd have
neither art mor part in it; that the girl
was too crushed to know what she was
doing; and that, as to generosity, I be-
lieved the Count was just marrying her to
punish her, and to show that whatever he’d
set his mind on he’d have; which I saw it
in his eye the only time I saw ’em together
sfterwards. But, lor ! what was the good
of me saying anythink? They only took
care to keep me away from her on account
of it, and, indeed, she didn’t seem to care
to talk even to me. She kep’ almost en-
tirely in her mother’s room, and scarcely
eat or spoke all the time—— but,
gracious | here’s the doctor, and you’ve
scaarcely swallowed a mouthful all this
while 1”

The doctor came to say that if Mdlle.
Josephs, of whose arrival he had been in-
formed, was rested and refreshed, he would
like to take her to the sick-room at once ;

but a at her face, and at the un-
tonehmbofm her, made him insist

on seeing her drink a glass of wine and eat
a piece of bread first ; and even when they
were at the bed-room door he stopped to
ask hesitatingly :

“ Mademoiselle has strong nerves 1"

“Very strong,” Leah answered.

“That is well, for I know she is fond of
her friend. Her taking this long journey
proves it, and ;he must be prepuﬁn for
seeing a great change, a very great c )y
in ﬁgdui: la Comtgease.” 8

“I am prepared for it, doctor.”

“That is right. Follow me, then, and
do not speak till I bid you When you
have seen the state of things as they are, we
may be better able to %orm a plan for
amending them.”

He oEened the door as he spoke, and
Leah followed him into a darkened room,
the air faint with the odour of drugs and
other sick-room appliances, and with a low,
white bed in the centre of it, on which,
watched over by two people, lay something
that looked like the wraith of Vera—a
thrunken, wasted creature, with all her
soft, red hair cropped elose to the head,
and covered with bandages dipped in ice-
water, with sunken temples and glaring
eyes, and lips so baked by the fever con-
suming her as to look almost black againat
the livid, discoloured skin. A nurse, in
white cap and apron, was bending over her
changing the bandages, while someone else,
whom Leah supposed to be Madame St.
Laurent, sat at the head of the bed, but
out of sight of the patient, who kept toss-
ing from side to side, clutching and moan-
ing, and sometimes breaking into cries
which her weakness rendered scarcel
louder than a shrill whisper, but in whic
the same words were constantly repeated.

“Leah! Leah | Leah !” she kept moan-
ing. “Help! Come to me. He said he
would bring you. He . . . Hush ! what's
that? It's hee He's come, Leah ! Leah,
has he brought you? . . . No, no, it’s not
he. It'sthe Count. He’s going to murder.
. .. Oh! no, no, no! don’t murder him !
Leah, Leah, save me ! Mamma is dragging
me. . . . Oh! have pity. Let me go. . . .
Blood ! It is all blood—his blood. They
have killed him . . . Leah!”

She made a sort of bound with the last
words, a8 if to fling herself out of bed,
but the nurse laid her back, and the doctor
drew Leah, sick and shuddering, from the
room.

“You see!” he said gravely. * This
cannot last long, Now listen to my plan.
Mademoiselle Jeanne here says yougain
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your influence over your friend by your
voice—that you sing very beautiful—
no }”

“] sing ; yes, Monsieur, and it used to
make Vera happy to hear me. Music has
a great effect on her.”

“ Justement! We will try that effect
now. Sing, Mademoiselle. Sing anything
you will that your friend knows and loves.
And sing where yon are, and not too lond
at first. It must not be that we startle
her too sudden. You will watch my
finger.”

e passed back into the room as he
sgoke, and for a minute—more perhaps—
there was silence.

" How could Leah sing then, and what !
There was one little song—a silly, airified
little French thing, to which she knew
Vera was specially partial; but how in such
a ghastly scene could she give voice to that
gay refrain—those glad, defiant words $

he struggled fiercely with herself for a
moment, and then, low and rather tremu-
lously the rich, sweet voice Vera had so
loved rose out of the silence, singing :

¢ Que tout le monde soit gai, chérie!
Que tout le monde so1t gai.”

The effect was almost instantaneous.
Softly as she had commenced, the sound
of such a voice carolling in that mournful
stillness had something electric in it, and
Vera's muttered ravings ceased before the
end of the first line. She half raised her
head, and stretched out her thin ﬁnﬁ?h"
with a curious grasping movement. e
doctor raised his hand, and once again
that unseen voice, fuller and nearer than
before, rang out upon the hushed suspense
of the listeners.

¢ Que tout le monde soit gai, chérie !
Que tout le monde soit gai.
Car si tu m’aimes, et si je t'aime . . .”

The groping movement of Vera’s hands
went on, but there was a change of colour
in her face, and her restless, wandering
gaze had become fixed. Leah’s foot was
on the threshold now. Her voice floated
}1.1 like a blithe, sweet message, before

er.
......... et si je t'aime,
On peut faire ce qu’on plait, chérie,
On peut faire ce qu'on—"

“Leah!” broke in a shrill, weak cry
from Vera’s parched lips, as the hands sud-
denly ceased their groping, and were
stretched out in piteous appeal. *Leah—
oh, God—come to me at last!” and then
Leah was just in time to catch her in her

arms and lay her down, before a swift, pale
change came over the girl's altered fea-
tures, and her head fell forward upon the
breast of the friend so long and vainly
desired.

Twenty-four hours later they were still
t(:ﬁether and Vera was asleep, her brow
*)' owed on Leah’s arm, her two hands
eebly clasped on one of Leah’s. For
nearly twenty of those hours she had been
sleeping thus, and, except to lift her head
to take the wine or soup with which
Joanna fed her at intervals as if she had
been a baby, Leah had not moved.

The doctor came and went, felt Vera's
pulse, and examined her narrowly, and
each time he said that the fever was less,
the temperature lower, and all the signs
improving.

“But she may sink yet,” he said ; * the
pulse is frightfully low at present, and un-
less thero is rallying power—well, it all
depends on how she ens,”

And just as the sun was setting for the
second time eince Leah’s arrival, and send-
ing a long golden ray through a rift in the
Venetians upon the bed-room floor, Vera
woke. She did so quite suddenly, so that
those about her did not even see that she
had opened her eyes, and Madame St
Laurent was in the act of crossing the room
to shut out that intrusive sunbeam when a
weak voice stopped her.

“Don’t—please,” it whispered ; it is
quite early yet, and—I want—to see him
coming.”

The mother turned round with a gasp.
Vera was looking at her quite calmly with
clear, untronbled eyes, from which all the
fever glare had gone, and the poor woman
almost sank on her knees in thankfulness
for the chamge.

“You are better, Vera, my—my dar-
ling,” she said huskily, and bending over
the girl, who no longer shrank from her as
before. * You know me, don’t yout You
know——"

Leah looked at her entreatingly in fear
of any agitation, but Vera only smiled very
placidly.

“Knoow you?! Yes,”’ she said in the
same feeble voice, but with a gentle, ples-
sant exdpreuion. “You are Mra. Nicholls,
the landlady. Good evening, Mra. Nicholls
Has—has he come back yet §”

The fever was gone, but the anguis
which induced it had been too much for th
feeble brain to bear. She was mad!
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swim by them. I am told that anyone can
give afternoons in London, and make them
¢ go’ passably ; but to fill your rooms one
evening every week requires talent of a
bigh order.”

Joyce pursed her lips and said nothing,

1 rely upon you and Mab to act as my
coadjutors. You are handsome, and will
make the house attractive ; Mab, though
plain, might be picturesque if she chose——"

Like flame to tinder was this slighting
allusion to Mab’s appearance.

¢ Mab plain ?” Joyce cried. ‘ Why, she
has a beauty all her own if people had
only eyes to see it.”

“Yes ; 8o your father used to say, but I
never had eyes to see it. Don’t look at
me like that, Joyce ; there is mothing to
get red and excited over, The one thing I
want to do is to make my rooms pic-
turesque and attractive, and I rely upon

you two firls to help me.”
% Oh, I'll help you, mother !” answered
Joyce, catching scent of the fan of the

thing, and y to run it down. “We
maust do the thing well, or not at all. We
must give thought, time, energy to the
work.”

 Exactly, Joyce,” exclaimed Mrs. Shen-
stone, delighted at the prospect of sympa-
thetic help. * Thought, as you say, must
be given to the undertaking. Very well,
I have given endless thought to the man-
ner in which people entertain in Londen,
and it seems to me that the first thing to
do is to make the house distinguished.
In every house, if you notice it, there is a
feature——"

- % Two, three, more I should say.”

“ Well no, not as a rule. Insome houses
religion is a feature ; in some, politics ; in
some’,,science ; in some, art ; in some, beauty

¢ Oh, mother, let’s go in for beauty here!
You, I, Mab! Let’s make our features a
feature, and the thing’s done.”

Mrs. Shenstone shook her head.

“You and I would do, Joycse,” she said
complacently, “ bat Mab would spoil it all
No; I have thought it well over, and have
come to the conclusion that picturesque-
neas is the thing we can best accomplish.
As I said before Mab can be made to look
picturesque ; though beautiful, never. As
for you and me, 1t is quite unimportant
which réle we adopt.”

The bland manner in which she, a woman
on the other side of forty, with colourless
face and expressionless features, bracketed
herself with the vouthful and handsome

Joyce, was proof of vanity swollen almost
to the vexge of fatuity.

Joyce, ruffled by the second allusion to
Mab’s unloveliness, made no reply.

“Now I was reading the other day im
one of the Society journals—I forget which
—the description of some celebrated literary
family—I forget the name—at home to
their friends. Great stress was laid upom
the [;icturesqneness of the rooms and the

p e."

“Were they got up in war psint and
feathers like Ch%ctawp Indiane, and were
the rooms stuffed with pampas-grass and
emu eggs 1”

¢*Ah, now I've forgotten that too. Pam-
pas-grass would of course be most effective
introduced in sufficient quantities. But if
I remember rightly these people got their
effects by tasteful arrangements of chair-
backs, antimacassars that is, of brilliant
eollcéu,x;s, red here, olive-green there, or old
go“ Chair-backs, antimacassars, how de-
liciously simple!” cried Joyce; “a walk
down Regent Street and the thing is
done.”

“Ah, then there’s the arrangement of
them in their right places, and the people —
you, me, Mab—to be set off tothe best advan-
tage against them. The dark corners of
the room must be lighted up with scarlet
or old gold satin—"

“ Mother, I've a splendid ides; there’s
nothing so scarlet as tomatoes nor so golden
as oranges. Wouldn’t big, piled-up baskets
of tomatoes and oranges do better than
anything in the dark corners, and be so
delightfully original and distinctive imto
the in 1”

“We'll try the effect. Yes, we must be
original, whatever else we are not. Mra,
Farran—you know she is artistic, and
literary, and musical, and theatrical, and
has her rooms always full—said to me only
yesterday, when I was calling and talking
these things over with her, ‘Mrs. Shen-
stone, be original at any cost, and dom’t
allgw yourself to be swamped by the multi-
tl'.l e.’ »

“Oh, we’ll be original enougb, never
fear,” cried Joyce, with a comical little
twist of one corner of her mouth, “ and as
for the multitude we’ll swamp them alto-
gether, deluge and drown them with our
originality. I'll set off for Covent Garden
this very minute, mother, and buy tomatoes
and oranges by the hundredweight, and
rosy-cheeked apples, a lemon or two,
apples, and a carrot, and if we can’t light up
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our dark corners with originality I should
ingly like to see the person who can.”

Joyce's purchases, however, successful as
they might be from a culinary point of view,
were, 8o far as decoration was concerned, a
profitless investment.

Only two days before her first reception
took place, Mrs. Shenstone came driving
home from her morning calls at a tremen-
dous pace, breathless in her eagerness to
consult with Joyce over another form of
display for the originality that was in her,
snd which was destined shortly to dazzle
the eyes of the world.

“I have just been calling on Mrs.
O'Halloran,” she began, going hurriedly
into the room where Joyce, at the piano,
wis getting through some storms and
vwhirlwinds of preludes and scales. *She is
the wife of the Irish member, you know,
vhom we met at Bournemouth last year,
and she said to me with that lovely rolling
sccent of hers, ‘and it’s in the fashion you
ought to be, Mrs. Shenstone; whatever
else you're out of, be in that. You ought
to catch what’s in the air, ride on the top
of the times if you'd like to be one of the
women of the day.’ Well, Joyce, I stayed
vith her nearly two hours, and all that
time people came in and out, and they
talked of nothing—absolutely nothing but
Irish politics, and the dreadful manner in
which Ireland had been ground to the dust
by the Saxons.”

“Oh, my poor tomatoes!” sighed Joyce,
fecling they would be doomed to the sauce-
pan now, and the dark corners of the
drawing-room be begrudged to them.

“And, by-the-way, Joyce, there were
among others two such charming people

ing, & brother and sister. He was such a
tplendid-lookjng man, tall, with fine fea-
tures and a d defiant air, between
forty and fifty years of age I should think;
and the sister—oh, s0 sweet and gentle and
woft speaking, all smiles and curls,”

“Irish both ¢ ”

“No, American. His name is George
Ritchie Buckingham. Captain Bucking-
ham, I think they called him. He writes
for the preas, and does ever so many things
besides. I asked them both a great many
questions about themselves; they answered

everyone.”

Joyea could fancy her mother asking a
great many questions,

“And you should have heard him talk
sbout poor Ireland’s wrongs. It was grand
beyond anything. He was defiant, farious.
I never heard finer declamation.”

Joyce shrugged her shoulders, *I sup-
pose he forgot he was addressing an Eng-
lish lady %”

“No ; that was the point of it all. He
kept repeating over and over again, ‘I
don’t forget, madam, that you are a
daughter of the conquering race, of the
race that delights to quench nationalities,
to uproot trees of liberty.’ No, I think it
was standards he said.”

“ It doesn’t matter which. Trees often
are standards—rose trees, thatis, Have

| a cup of tea, mother ?”

Mrs. Shenstone was thankful for a cup
of tea. Her lips were dry, and there was
yet a deal remaining for them to do.

She nibbled a biscuit, and went on with
her talk at intervals

“So I was thinking, Joyce, as the topic
of Ireland’s wrongs is on everyone’s lips
just now, we might as well take up with
the Irish question hotly, and——"

“ Combining originality with fashion,”
suggested. Joyce.

“ Exactly—gather about us distingnished
politicians and men of letters of all nation-
alities.”

“In rooms appropristely decorated with
shamrocks, infernal maehines, floating ban-
ners with stars and stripes upon them,”
continued Joyce.

“ Become at once envied and popular
among our friends——"

““And end with seeing our names men-
tioned with due honmour in the pelice re-
ports of the daily papers.” And hera Joyce,
with a right-down merry laugh, sank back
in her chair, hiding her face in her
hands.

The laugh disconcerted Mra. Shenstone
a little.

“] thought you were going to help me,
Joyce. I relied upon you. Yom know I
always do,” she began complainingly.

The real plaintiveness in her voica re-
called Joyce to seriousness. “So I will
help you, mother. Choose your dress for
you, if you like. Of course youw’ll be all in
green, with Limerick lace !”

“Yes ; green is becoming to delicate
complexions. But the lace! I can’t en-
dure Limerick lace. We'll think over that.
And the shamrocks! they’ll be the diffi-
culty. Now, where can we get shamrocks
in London—in large quantities I mean, of
course, for I should want big bunches all
over the house ¢”

“Wouldn’t clover do ; it's wonderfully

like shamrock 3”
“Ah. it migcht | That's a good idea.
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Now there’s something else. That little
maid of yours, Kathleen, will come in most
usefully. She has a thoroughly Irish face
and manner, and, if we dress her up and
imireu upon her that she must try and
pick up her father’s way of speaking and
drop her mother’s Cockney twang, we can
make a feature of her in the entertain-
ment. She can hand refreshments, or wait
on the ladies.”

“Oh, we can easily get features of that
sort, mother, if you want them. In Covent
Garden, the other day, every other woman
I met with a basket was Irish to the back-
bone.”

“And there’s Ned too! I wonder what
has become of him? He is a fine Irish-
looking fellow. He might slip into livery
for the evening and open the door.”

“ Green, with silver harps on the collar.
Thoh theatrilcal cf?stmzieu in th’? Strand
might supply it for the evening.

“Ring the bell, Joyce, and send for
Kathleen, and we’ll see if we can get Ned
here as footman. It was ridiculous of him
to be in sach a hwrry to quit our service.
My own belief is that Mab half turned his
brain with the books she would persist in
lending him, and quite unfitted him for his
station in life.”

Kathleen, summoned and interrogated by
Mrs., Shenstone, stated rather doggedly
that she felt certain Ned would never con-
sent to act as footman, even for an evening
—¢ No, not even if Miss Mab were to ask
him to,”

The easy familiar way in which the girl
spoke her last sentence made Joyce turn
round and look at her.

Mrs, Shenstone, not quick in detecting
shades of expression, went on calmly put-
ting her questions, * Where was Ned now ?
What was he doing? Earning so much
money, she supposed that he could afford to
scorn the idea of service ¢ ”

Mab, coming into the room at this mo-
ment, stood an interested listener waiting
for the answer.

‘“He is at Woolwich, ma'am, working at
the Arsenal. He gets a pound a week ; I
don’t suppose he saves on that.”

“How long has he been there ?” asked
Mab in surprise. ‘ When he wrote to me
last, about three months ago, he was just
starting for America. He said he had an
offer of steady work over there in some
factory at New York.”

“He altered his mind, miss, and took
other work that offered.”

¢ Kathleen,” interrupted Mrs, Shenstone,

“how is it you've dropped your pretty
brogue ? yon ty;dked just now exactly like an
English girl.”

“ You should roll your ‘rs’ along for a
yard-and-a-half before you let them go,
Kathleen,” inte: Joyce.

“Tell Ned to write to me,” said Mab,
“and tell me what he does with himself
on Sundays.”

Then Mrs. Shenstone took possession of
the girl.

“Come up into my dressing-room at
once, Kathleen,” she said ; I want to try
on dyonr head a little arrangement in lace
and velvet I bought for you coming
home.”

“ Mab,” asked Joyce, when the two girls
found themselves téte-a-téte over the after-
noon tea-tray, “ will you mind telling me
why you take such a deep interest in Ned
Donovan, and insist on keeping up a cor-
respondence with him %”

Mab’s fingers trifled nervously with her
te n.

I suppose it is from pure sympathy and
fellow feeling,” she answeres ?: a low
voice. “I am trying to save him from
himself.”

Joyce looked at her, for the moment
puzzled and silenced.

“You see,” Mab went on in an apolo-
getic and explanatory voice, “most of us
are dual—half good, half bad, and it is
hard work at times to keep our bad half in
chains.”

Joyce’s reply, given with an almost de-
fiant energy, was full of a mystic meaning
for Mab,

It was: “Better rouse your bad half,
fight it out, and be done with it. A foe
in chains is a living, not a slain foe.”

L]

CHAPTER VL

“ That's me twenty years hence,” whis-
pered Joyce to Frank Ledyard, regardless
of grammar, intent only on fun; her
quick sense of humour catching glimpse of
and exaggerating a subtle likeness which
existed between her mother and herself.

It was the last of Mrs, Shenstone’s re-
ceptions, which had been continued with
more or less success throughout the season.

The above remark had been drawn
forth by a question put by the hostess to
a spinster lady in the fifties, and severely
marked with small-pox, as to why she
had not adopted the latest Parisian fashion
in bair-dressing, ‘It threw the features
into such bold relief.”




Charles Dickens.] A DATELESS

BARGAIN. [August 25,1888.) 77

Frank winced under the allusion to a
possible kinship between Joyce’s frank
speaking and her mother’s affectation of

nuousness.
o bit his lip to keep back a reply which
must have been one of two.

Either ¢ a caricature is as much like a
portrait a8 you are like your mother.”

Or, “If I thought even in fifty years’
time you would grow into your mother’s
counterpart, I should put a bullet through
my brain at once.”

Mre, Shenstone had not succeeded in
filling her rooms to overflowing, as she had
purposed when she first atarted her weekly
gatherings. So far, her evenings were to be
pronounced failures. But she had cer-
tainly succeeded in collecting in that
mall sprinkling of people who surrounded
her enough of eccentricity, if not of origi-
nality, to have kept the comic journals
mpplied with models for their character
sketches for a whole year.

Everyone in the room, it was evident,
was someone, and did something, or had
been someone and had done something,
Here, in & corner near the window, sat a
fair, moderately young woman, dressed in
cerulean blue, with a silver crescent worn
above her left ear, and a chAtelaine of
silver stars hanging from her right side.
Under the nom gl:guerre of “Incuba ” she
bad published a bulky volume of poems
addressed to *earth’s green fields and
heaven's radiant blue.” In converse with
her sat an ancient demoiselle, powder-
glllged, rouged, bewigged, befrilled, who

once been a prima donna, but who
had been compelled, after a short season,
now some forty years past, to subside into
obscurity on account of the sudden failure
of her voice. She delighted to expatiate
on that one season, the bouquets, the
bracelets, the eager eyes that used to
follow her up the steps of the orchestra,
the distingnished arms that had assisted
her down.

Replicas of this type, with deviations,
sbounded in the room. The men, also
speaking generally, were of much the
fame ufibre. The drama was represented
by some half-dozen inferior actors ; politics
l:gaabout as many youthful scribblers for

lower-class press. There was no mis-
laking them. A trifle débonnair, a trifle
Juunty they were, and thoroughly good-
natured everyone, with any amount of
“rattling good stories” oozing from their
finger-tips.

Thoroughly at home among these, yet

standing out distinctly from them, like a
cray-fish among prawns, was the Captain
Buckingham whom Mrs. Shenstone had
gaint,ed in such glowing colours to Joyce.
o stood half a head taller than most men
there, his self-assertiveness and generally
lofty bearing possibly giving him credit for
three-quarters of an inch beyond what
Nature had endowed him with. Fancy a
dark, handsome, lawless bandit, with a
square jaw, piercing eyes, a thick wave of
grey hair pushed back from his brow, com-
pelled, from stress of circumstances, to lay
aside his lawlessness for a time and act the
gentleman in a lady’s drawing-room. A
more vivid picture than this of George
Ritchie Buckingham coald not be given,

Irish politics were rampant in the room.
Buckingham’s deep-chested tones rang to
the door, and outside it, where Frank was
having a farewell five minutes with Joyce.

“ I'm not forgetting the least of Ireland’s
wrongs when I say let your reformation,
though sweeping, be judicious. A high-
handed thoroughness, combined with a fine
judgment, is what is needed at this crisis.”

““Which way will you read that wise
sentence 3’ said Frank irritably. ¢ Joyecs,
take my word for it, that man is one of the
biggest windbags that ever breathed. I've
had a little to do, off and on, with unmask-
ing scoundrels ; I should amazingly enjoy
unmasking this one. I wonder how much
of all that grand talk abouta ‘fine judg-
ment’ is let off, like smoke, to hide the
ﬁr —_—r

“Hush !” whispered Joyce, looking
nervously over her shoulder towards a
lady who at that moment came out of an
ante-room, adjusting her opera cloak as she
went along. She was a tall, fair woman
of about eight-and-twenty, with a great
deal of fluffy light hair disposed 4 I' Ameri-
caine over her forehead, a very pale com-
glexion, a minute mouth, and large, steely

lue eyes.

“ Geeorge wasn’t willing to stir, so I leave
him behind. I'm overdone with gaiety,” -
she said to Joyce as she swept past.

“That was Sylvia Buckingham,” said
Joyce, after bowing a good-niqht. “You

ut my heart in my mouth. 1'm sure she
eard you.”

“No fear! Good-bye, Joyce. I've my
leader to write for the ‘St. George’s
Gazette’ I shall have the imp round for
copy before I'm ready for him. Be
moderate! Yes, of course I shall. I've
got a good start to begin with to-night :
“Reformation sweeping, combined with a




i

78  [August2s, 1888.]"

ALL THR YEAR ROUND.

(Oomdwotek by

fine judgment, etc. ete’ Good-night,
darling,lg):d- ight.”

In o to belp kim more quishly op
that ladder, for whose his fect
were tingling, Fraak had of late taken te
writing articles fer the press; amomg
others, for the Sk George’s Gazetts,” &
weekly high-class Conservative paper, of
“the catdle, the bell, and the beok”
order. It presented to its readers on the
following morning, & bitimg article on the
Irish question, in which the fingers of
American agitators, who dipped them un-
asked into this far from savoury squab
pie, were freely rapped.

BEAUTY'S HANDMAIDS.

TRADITION, badimge, and the advertise-
ment columns of ladies’ newspapers have
enveloped the toilet table with an air of
mystery that renders it almost an object
of horror to the sterner sex. In their minds
it is associated with pernicions confections
and instruments of torture dear to the
enterprising hairdresser and perfumer, and
at its shrine, they love to darkly hint, the
fair votaries of the tyrant Fashion indulge
for hours im those curious arts which bring

about a temporary command of more or|a

less beanty.h Ttli:a ssthetic r;vival has,
among much other work, glorified
the rﬁstling, befrilledgmgement of our
youth into a thing of beauty at which a
daughter of Eve may be pardoned for
lingering awhile.

The crackling, uncomfortable muslin has
been entirely swept away; the humble
deal table has given place to a cabinet of
walnut, birch, or ash, quaintly fashioned,
resplendent with tiny brackets and bevelled
glass, and adorned with bric-A-brac and
dainty trifles, At least it is & pretty object
to gaze upon ; as for its contents, we shall
presently show that it is no more decorated
with a modern belle’s batterie-de-toilette
than was the dressing-stool of the Roman
lady, or the table at which our remote
ancestresses donmed the veneer that too
often served for ablutionary as well as
beautifying purposee.

A glance at a “ washing tally,” or laun-
dress’s list, of the Elizabethan era reveals
some curious truths concerning the per-
sonal habits of the great ladies of the
period, and, judging from the correspond-
ing evidence of the use of rouge and
face washes, the hare’s foot, and ‘ dear
bought liquars,” as Stubbs calls them, were

far more in requisition than honest sosp
ity as th th da
aulty as the women of the presemt day
may be with regard to the use of the whole
tribe of coemetics, curtly denigntod in
theatrical parlance as * make-up,” they are
certainly less guilty than their predecessors
of all ne excepting the Commen-
wealth peried, whea no respeetable woman
would have ventured to make herself am-
other face than Nature had given her. The

Eastern women of all times have freely
indnlged in ¢ painting and ing”;
and probably from the tians the

Jewish women learned the habit which,
being used by Jezebel on a memorable
occasion, has made her name for ever pro-
verbial in commection with the sabjeet.
Throughout the whole of saered history
subsequent to the Egyptian bondage, the
custom is denounced ; yet, 80 common has
it been ever sinee to all countries and to all
ages, that it is almost strange that it has
not come to be regarded as a necessary
evil. In Rome, we know, they were always
adepts at the art ; but until the fourteenth
century theve seems no evidence of English
women using such means to add te their
attractions.

When Shak began his career as
playwright the practice was common
enough, aud thence onward to the present
day, with the aforementioned exception of
the Commonwealth, it seems to have been
always prevalent. However, custom, which
leads us into many errors, justifies mone ;
and, describing the toilet table of a Romaa
lady, a writer of the early part of this
century says, ¢ It looked nearly like that of
one of our modern belles, all loaded with
jewels, bodkins, false hair, fillets, ribbands,
washes, and patchboxes.”

In the year 1631, we find that the col
lection of toilet table accessories had con-
siderably swollen, and that, in consequencs,
the attiring of a lady of fashion was no
light matter. From the list it wonld seem
that the tables must have been im & per-
petual state of disorder, unless they were
of Brobdingnagian proportions, Tiring
maids, too, apparently had a wearisome
time of it then, since one reads in * Rhodon
and Iris,” that among the ornaments and
toilet articles were :

Chains, coronets, pendants, bracelets, earrings ;
Pins, girdles, spangles, embroideries and rings ;
Sbatfown, rebatoes, ribbands, ruffs, cuffs, f:
Soarfs, feathers, fans, masks, muffs, laces, eauis;
Sweet falls, veifs, wimples, glasses, crisping pins,
Pots of ointment, combs, with poking sticks and




Charies Diclens.)

BEAUTY'S HANDMAIDS.

[August 23, 1sse] 79

And that the ladies farthermore had a
choico asasortment of waters to make their
faces shine, confections to clarify their
skins, lip salves and scarlet cloths for the
cheeks, and ointments for various purposes
:ien J and th. i thenfaom-

iom. ging from the pictures of the
period there is reason to sup) that the
end justified the means much less then than
now; or is it that the result of increased
dvilisation has been to teach us the more
" skilful use of such artifices? If so, time

will in due course go on ing Art till
Nature herself is outrivalled.

In detail the consideration of the mis-
cellaneous articles for the toilet is not
uninteresting. They suggest many strange
ideas, and conjure up pictures of the past
that even invest them with a certain
historic and romantic air. In the mind’s
eye a pageant of dames, *dainty, painted,
powdered and gay,” passes at the mention
of fans, patchboxes, and pomanders, and
with thoughts of masks, “scratchbacks,”
lace *handkercher” and powder puffs,
come visions of the lively Mall and leafy
Spring Gardens, with their tortuous shady
walks, gay with groups of noisy, langhing
promenaders—civet-scented, sarcastic, arti-
ficial, and affected.

Snuffboxes, too, were found among the
perfumes, paintcloths, and washes ; for the
toilet has not always been a weakness
peculiar to the fair sex. Our beaux and
macaronis have been no less guilty in this
respect than the ladies of period, as
contemporary plays and romances abun-
dantly prove Having sauntered about
the coffee and chocolate houses, dawdled in
the parks, and consumed a hasty dinner
washed down with copious draughts of wine,
gentlemen then sat themselves down at their
toilet tables and commenced the serious
business of the day with a formidable array
of washes, paints, footh powders, and lip
salves, which in due course gave place to
the hai i ments that occn-
pied another hour. Then, gammed, glazed,
bewigged and bedizened, they practised
gestures before the glass; selected from
among the heterogeneous collection on the
toilet the indispensable snuffbox, a pocket
mirror made, by-the-way, of highly polished
steel, a dainty handkerchief and a scent-
ball ; and sallied forth to flatter, and gos-
tip, and intrigue with the ladies in the
varks, .
peRouge, which by reason of its antiquity,
‘ms precedence of discussion, has figured
;toilet-tables of different centuries in
|

3
I

many different guises Red leather,
Spanish paper, scarlet cloths, and * other
cosmetical rubricks,” as Bulwer puts it,
have served in turn till the “rouge de
thédtre” of the present day has been
reached. All these appear to have had a
deleterious effect upon the skin; and in a
“ Spectator ” of year 1711 a man
grumbles that his wife’s face ‘‘ has become
so tarnished with the practice, that when
she first wakes in the morning she scarce
seems young enough to be the mother of
her whom I carried to bed the night
before.” The modern preparation has at
least the merit of being innocuous when
properly prepared. 'The colour is obtained
through a long and elaborate proeess, by
precipitating it from the sall-flower by
means of citric acid or lemon juice on to
prepared cotton. Liquid ro is the
liguor left from the manufacture of
carmine.

White has always been ss much in de-
mand as colour. KEvelyn and Pepys beth
exclaim against its immoderate use. Horacs
Walpole declares that Lady Mary Wortley
Montague used the cheapest white paint ob-
tainable, and farther adds that she left it on
80 long that it had actually to be scraped off ;
whilst Elizabeth, to ‘ hark back” an in-
stant, Ninon de I'Enclos, the Pompadour,
and Nell Gwynne, were literally encased
in hardened compounds of this order.
The celebrated pertraits, by Boucher and
Lancret, of the beautiful Madame de Pom-
padour, are obviously intended to show
the white and rouge upon the cheeks;
their use being considered so essential to a
person of fashion that no lady attendi
the Court was said to be *en habit décent ”
unless rouged, and whitened, and dyed ;
for the little “étuis” of mother-of-pearl
and Vernis-Martin, now so prigzed in col-
lections, contained, besides the rouge, the
three other colours neoessary to the regu-
lation “make-up.” These were white for
the “ teint,” black for the eyes, and blue
for the veins, Overnight, ladies—and, for
that matter, men too—were in the habit of
donning a waxen mask, dressed with some
oleaginous preparation, which was sup-
posed to render the skin soft, and at any
rate served as the necessary foundation for
the mixtures subsequently laid on, just as
cold cream is now used by members of the
theatrical profession.

Dyes for the hair have varied from time
to time, like the colour of gowns, but their
use in some form has never been abandoned
at any period ; and the red hair, now so

|
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much in vogue, brings round the wheel
of fashion to the periods of Titian and
Tintoretto, when Venetian ladies all
bleached their raven locks and subse-
quently dyed them with some preparation
of lead to the peculiar hue seen in the
paintings of that epoch. Later on, how-
ever, we find blonde again in the as-
cendant, and of recent years it has been
altogether the favourite shade for hair.

It is a relief to turn aside from the col-
lection of gums and oils with which these
folksbesmeared themselves to the considera-
tion of the more harmless trifles that
littered up their tables ; and it may be
noted that the common pin was once
a comparatively expensive article on
a toilet. Some time previons to 1543—
when a statute was passed, entitled < An
Acte for the True Making of Pynnes,”
which were not to exceed the price of six
and eightpence a thousand—the poor used
wooden skewers ; the rich, boxwood, bone,
and silver pins, all big and clumsy, of
courge, but more easily caught, amid the
wild disorder of the dressing-table, than in
their present improved form. Pins, on
their first introduction, were favourite
presents to ladies, and money given for
their purchase was naturally called ¢ pin-
money ; ” hence the expression now applied
to a lady’s dress allowance.

It was about the Elizabethan period that
patches were first adopted in modern times,
though thefashion was common enough with
Roman dames. In the earlier days patches
were worn only by fops, and were generally
in the form of stars, crescents, and?ozen €s.
The coach-and-horses patch was another
especial favourite; but various other de-
signs were indulged in, sometimes of such
huge proportions that, even so late as
1754, a writer in “The World” says:
“ Though I have seen, with patience, the
cap diminishing to the size of a patch, I
have not with tﬁe same unconcern observed
the patch enlarging itself to the size of a
cap.” The earliest mention of their usage
by English women is in 1653, when the
author of ¢ The Artificial Changeling”
writes : * Oar ladies have lately entertained
a vain custom of spotting their faces out of
an affectation of a mole, to set off their
beauty, such as Venus had ; and it is well
if one black patch will serve to make their
faces remarkable, for some fill their visages
full of them, varied unto all manner of
shapes.”

Mr. Pepys does not seem to have been
consulted by Mistress Pepys as to the pro-

priety of her donning a patch; but his con-
sent and approval were subsequently ob-
tained, as he records the fact later on that
his wife, adorned with two or three patches,
looked much handsomer than the Princess
Henrietta. Patches, it is almost super.
fluous to mention, were largely used by

litical dames, who declared themselves

higs or Tories by patching on the right or
left cheeks r::sectively, whilst the non-
political adopted the expedient of decorat-
ing both sides of their faces.

o ‘“Spectator” says that a lady of
fashion stipulated at the signing of the
marriage articles that she should be at
liberty to patch on which side she pleased,
whatever might be her husband’s opinions.

Always in close proximity to the dainty
box, wherein these strange adornments
were carried, was the uneuphonious, but
doubtless useful, * scratchback,” which the
fair and stately dames really applied to the
purpose indicated by ita name. These useful
little instruments figured on every toilet
table as indispensable articles, and were
carried to the park and play as uncon-
cernedly as the coquettish fan. They were
made as ornamental as the wearer’s means
would allow, the ordinary kind being of
ivory, carved in the semblance of a hand,
with sharp finger-nails ; but simpler and
cheaper ones were formed of horn, whilst
more costly ones were of tortoiseshell,
mother-of-pear], or ivory and silver, chased
or jewelled, as the case might be.

Of far more romantic associations was
the pomander, or pouncet box, a trifle
common to both sexes, though in plays and
pictures most frequently given to the
sterner sex. These were doubtless origi-
nally intended merely as disintectants, and
were certainly used for that purpose by
the doctors, who are always represented
with their ball-topped sticks under the nose,
in an attitude of apparent profundity ; but,
as & matter of fact, this meant precaution,
not knowledge. The canes carried by the
doctors were always struck upon the floor
prior to entering a sick room, in order to
shake up and revive the odorous contents.
Pomanders were carried by men between
the thumb and forefinger, like the ¢ certain
lord ” described by Hotspur, who was

. « . perfumdd like a milliner,
And ’twixt his finger and hi3 thumb he held

A pouncet box, which ever apd anon
He gave his nose, and took’t pway again.

Ladies suspended them from their gird’
with the other appendagek that forr
their battery of coquetry. vad

1§
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Like the * scratchbacks,” the scent-balls
were often of costly material, being some-
times a nutmeg set in silver and decorated
vith stones, and sometimes a golden or
glver box containing musk, civet, amber-
gris;and spices, the odour of which ema-
nsted from perforations in the metal,
whence originated the vinaigrette of our
own days, Various compounds were used
in these pomanders, and when oranges
were introduced into England, they were
largely used for the purpose, with the
inside removed and the skin filled with
cloves and other spices. Cardinal Wolsey
isdescribed as entering a crowded assembly
“holding in his hand a very fair orange,
whereof the meat or substance within was
taken out and filled up again with the part
of a sponge whereon was vinegar and other
confections against the pestilent airs, the
which he most commonly smelt unto, pass-
iog among the press.” The case so fre-
quently simulated an orange that in the
cighteenth century the painted represen-
tations of these articles in the hands of
celebrated persons, led to the supposition
that the real fruit had been used, and it
consequently became fashionable to intro-
duco a fine Seville or St. Michael into
family portraits, a custom satirised by
Goldsmith in “The Vicar of Wakefield.”

It will thus be seen that our prede-
casors of all ages very firmly and
mbstantially laid the foundations of the
multitudinous articles now employed on our
modern toilet tables; but civilisation, which
18 generally accredited with most vices and
failings, is mot alone responsible for the
artifices that adorn or disfigure the * human
form divine.” There is as much coquetry
among savages a3 among the civilised races
vho paint and dye, and many are the
forms thereof. The Abyssinian dandy
frizzes his bair and places a fresh pat of
butter on his head before sallying forth to
court the dusky beauties of his acquain-
tance, The Orientals consider red-stained
uils to be peculiarly fascinating; whilst
other nations resort to the painful process
of tattooing in order to secure the distinc-
ton which Fashion in all parts of the
universe confers upon her followers, Hap-
pily for her cosmopolitan votaries her
Tequirements are not always so exacting ;
| [| il faut souffrir pour étre belle ” is not ever

the case, though whether the torture of
permanent tattooing is not, after all, less
mible than the daily process of hair
ing, painting, and bedizenment, is
_hﬁ- to readers to decide. Perhaps the

truth of the old proverb applies alike to
savagery and civilisation that ¢ Pride
knows no pain.”

THE NEW HEBRIDES.

SCARCELY a twelvemonth after the con-
clusion of the Anglo-Geerman agreement for
the regulation of international interests
among the Pacific Islands afforded us an
opportunity of writing something about
Samoa,* public attention has become for-
cibly drawn to the New Hebrides. These
ialands were, by the agreement just referred
to, declared open for communication, and
both Great Britain and Germany engaged
to respect their independence. Another
agreement to the same effect was already
in existence between Great Britain and
France, which bound both countries not to
annex the islands or interfere in their
government without the consent of the
other contracting party. This agreement
with France was Ent made in 1878, and
was confirmed and remewed in 1883, and
it was the remrted violation of it by
France in sending an armed force to the
islands, and hoisting the flag of the Republic
on one of them, which suddenly recalled
their existence to the mind of the
British public, The interchange of official
communications and the political aspects
generally do not conocern us here, but we
will endeavour to give some account of one
of the least kmown corners of the not over
familiar regions of the South Pacific.

There is one thing to be said, and that
is, thailzi however novel the subject of the
New Hebrides may appear to average
English readers, it iz far from a novel or a
pleasing one to our relatives, the colonists
of Anstralia, These have for years past
been living in dread lest the New Hebrides
should be appropriated by France, and
they have again and again urged on our own
Government to ¢ annex” them, not out of
sheer land-hunger, but in order to prevent
the French from getting them. This sounds
like a dog-in-the-manger proposition ; but it
is not 80, because the Australians have suf-
fered materially and bitterly by the prox-
imity of the French convict station at New
Caledonia, and it is supposed that France
can have no other object in acquiring the
New Hebrides, but that of founding
another convict station there also. The
supposition may be gratuitous, and as a
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matter of fact the most important trade
organisation — which is not saying very
much—in the New Hebrides is that of a
French concern—* La Compagnie Néo-
Calédonienne des Nouvelles-Hebrides "—
which has a number of establishments,
cultivates several plantations, and professes
to own some two or three hundred thou-
sand hectares of land in the group. Still
the Australian apprehensions are natural
and reasonable,

New Caledonia and the Loyalty Islands,
which lie between the coasts of New South
Wales' and of Queensland and the New
Hebrides, have been in the possession of
France since 1866. The island called New
Culedonia is the largest island in the Seuth
Pacific, but not the most fertile. A range
of mountains trawverses its entire length of
two bundred and thirty miles, and leaves
but & narrow margin of good land on each
side, the breadth of the island ranging from
thirty to forty miles, If, however, never
likely to be Tich in produets of the #oil,
New Caledonia is peculiarly rich in the
treasures of the rock. It is essentially a
mimeral country, and yet, although one of
ite headlands is called Mont d'Or, we are
not aware that gold has ever been found.
There are indications of irom, however,
Anl'?h thehnidk:i: mines are var% valuable.

ough in the possession of France, the
trade is nearly all in the hands of the
English or Australian colonists, and a toler-
ably large and lucrative trade it is. Even
the masils are carried by an English com-
pany, yet the whole administration of the
island and the mode of life of white resi-
dents is French. Noumea, the capital of
the coleny, is & hot, dusty, treeless, dreary
place, and has been called twim-sister to
Port Said. Just within the harbear is a
small island called Nou, on which are the
principal prisons, barracks, and oconvict
workshops. The prisoners number some
eight thousand of the very worst class of
socoundrelism, and there are besides some
two thousand “libérés,” or ticket-of-leave
men, who are permitted to form settle-
ments among themselves and to own land.
There are only a few hundreds of free
settlers on the island, but the attrac-
tions are few to a people like the French.
The country resembles more the Australian
continent than the South Sea Islands, but
the aborigines had some reputation for
bravery. The Loialty islanders especially
used to be in high request as seamen on
any particularly risky or adventurous
voyage, and that notwithstanding the fact

that camnibalism was practised by them
within the last twelve or fifteen years.
The natives in New Caledonia are esti-
mated to number still some twenty or
thirty thousand, but they are rapidly de-
creasing, and since the terrible rising of
1878, when over one hundred and fifty
white people were killed by them, they
have been driven back into the moumtain
districta.

New Caledonis, then, is neither more
nor less than a penal settlement of Franoe,
and it has absorbed as many criminals as
the French Government dare send. But
away seme two hundred miles to the nerth-
enxt, there lies afair range of islands, which
are not only beauntiful and fertile in them-
solves, but ‘which seem to present quite a
sucosssion of comfortably isolated resi-
dences for those who have to leawe France
at the experme of their comntry and for
their country’s good.

The New Hehiii‘:ndslmg mgﬁl,
prises some twenty i , large
the largest being Espiritu Santo, which
measures about seventy miles in length by
about thirty in breadth. The aborigines of
the group have all come from the same
Papuan stook ; yet not anly do they differ
very much in physical aspeet, but tribes
are y for:‘ifneu to other tribes.
Not only has each island its own language,
but 8o also has each tribe ; at any rate, it is
recorded that on one of the i aloms
there are six native towns in which six
distinct languages are Theee iam-
guages, no doubt, have all a certain affimity,
yet they are marked by differences some-
what broader than what we are accustomed
to regard ss dislects. This confusion of
tongues is ome of the most remarksble
eharacteristios of the New Hebrides, as well
a8 one of the greatest difficulties with
which Christisnising and civilising in-
fluemces have to contend.

Theee influences have so far made great-
est progress in Aneiteum, the most southerly
of the group. In this iland missions have
been long eatablished, and the natives are
now all accounted Christians, and probably
are as genuine Christians as the exemplary
Fijians, It is certainly remarkable that
two races of islanders in the Pacific
once 80 notorious for cannibalism should
so readily have taken to prayer-meet-
ings and hymns, In Fiji, a8 we know,
cannibalism has not been practised since
the British annexation ; and ir Aneiteum it
has not been heard of for five-and-twenty
years, although still (practised in other
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parts of the New Hebrides, And if Anei-
teum has been rapidly converted, it has
been exceptional, for the rest of the group
has proved as intractable as the most
savage of the islands of the Pacific, which
is uz;u‘gua great deal. It was on ome of
the er islands, Erromango, that the
misgionary Williams was murdered sosne
thirty years ago.

Mela.neaia‘lg:s generally been written of
s if it contained only the lowest types of
humanity ; but this is a great mistake.
That portion of Oceania which is properly
called i the term is
spplied with much looseness—is, as defined
by Behm and Wagner, the long stretch of
the Western Pacific which extends from
the narth-east of New Guinea to about the
Tropic of Capricorn. It thas includes Fiji,
the people of which, if not industrious, are
certainly intelligent, and are mow Chris-
tians ; the Solomon Islands, which are re-
markable for excellence .in marine archi-
tocture and for wood-carving ; and the New
Hebrides, as well a8 other groups. Now
the New Hebrideans, as a whole, although
nobamong the best, are certainly not among
the worst of savage races. They have
virtues of their own, and one of these
virtues is a capacity for work, as the

rs of Fiji, Samoa, and Queensland

ong ago discovered. In fact the New
Hebridean Archipelago was one of the
favourite hunting-grounds of the old
“black-birders,” and &e lI;mne receﬁl:},x}mt
not much more reputable, legalised ar-
vessels.” It has also been the chosen
ground of & much much higher and nobler
enterprise—that of the M sian Church
Bihop Sy e thirly 0 yours a5
some -five years ago,

and wlich";s pursned an eduut.i:g:l
method with much success. The method
wa—and we believe still is—to send a
vessel to make periodical voyages among
the islands, with the e of taking on
board as many of the young natives as
could be induced to These were then
oonveyed to the heag-zuarters on Norfolk
laland, where they were educated in secular
% woll as religious matters, and then sent
back to their homes. The influence thus
brought to bear upon the native tribes was
mmédmple. and one of its effects was that

misionaries were ually enabled to
tettle and establish Is, etc., in different

parts of the group itself, where previously
they dared not set foot. Bat it is nat sur-
prising that the cruises of tBe missionary
vessels and the cruises of the labour-vessels

were frequently confused in the minds of
the savages, and the good men had occa-
sionally to expiate the wrongs committed
by bad men. The curse of the Pacific has
been the “mean white,” and it is impos-
sible to estimate the fearful barrier against
the spread of civilisation which has been
created by the iniquitous * black-birders.”

With regard to the Christianised island
of Aneiteum, er Anateum, however, the
reader must not form too bright a picture,
Some ten years ago, Mr. J. W, Anderson,
the author of an interesting record of
travels in Fiji and New Caledonia, visited
this island, and he was distinctly disap-
pointed with the appearance of things.
““The people and their houses,” he says,
‘ alike looked small and dirty. The houses
were inferior to Fiji houses, having the roof
often slanting down to the ground, with
one side open, and a platform of small
branches as the sole piece of furniture.
The interiors were charactericed by small-
nees, stuffiness, smokiness, and general un-
cleanliness. The men wore almost no
clothing, and the women very little more,
exoept on Sundays, when ¢ we observed a
few decked out in their best finery on their
way bome from afternoon church. They
were dressed in very spacious and ill-fitting
straw hats, and wore large, bulging-out
garments of the petticoat order, no doubt a
recently introduced garb.” Mr. Anderson
thought them “a stupid lot,” and more in
a condition for the services of sanitary
inspectors than of missionaries. But M.
Anderson, it may be parenthetically re-
marked, has throughout his volume many
digs at the missionaries.’

Mr. Walter Coote, who visited a number
of the islands in the company of Bishop
Selwyn, gives one a brighter view of their
condition. He first went to Vaté or Sand-
wich Island, in which is the harbour of
Havannah, a favourite place of call for
men-of-war and trading vessels. Thisis a
fine natural harbour, formed by an island
lying across a bay or bight. It is about
six miles deep, although narrow, and at the
upper end is capital mchom%e. At this
place there is a station of the Presbyterian
mission which, at the time of Mr, Coote’s
visit, was not making very much progress.
We are not greatly rised to hear this
when we are told that the missionary then
in charge had been eight years in the place
and had never had the curiosity or enter.
prise to penetrate more than three or fou,
miles into the interior of the island. Th
native village, however, is, contrary to Mré
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Anderson’s description of Aneiteum vil-
lages, described as clean and pretty, and
‘“in front of the missionary’s house was a
pleasant garden sloping down to the white
coral-sang beach, where the tiny waves
were tumbling musically.” )

The Island of Vaté seems to be one of
the most attractive of the group, for more
attempts at settlement by Euro have
heen made there than on the other islands.
French, Australians, and Germans have in
turn made experiments but, after clear-
ing ground and landing sheep, have
in turn abandoned the p%ace. The un-
certainty of tenure and the character of
the natives, as well as the absence of con-
venient markets for produce, will no douht
account for the failure of previous efforts
at settlement; but probably in Vaté, as
well as in several others of the islands,
there is a field for European enterprise, if
the New Hebrides were under some defined
and orderly administration.

The harbour in Vaté has a fine back-
ground of hills which, like the rest of the
islands, are volcanic, although here inactive,
On the Island of Ambrym, however, there
is a large volcano, which is believed to rival
in size that of Kilauea, in Hawaii ; but no
white man has ever made the ascent, and
the natives dread it.

Another island described by Mr. Coote
is Aragh, or Pentecost, a long, narrow
island running due north and south, having
on the north onme good little bay. The
hills in this island rise to a height of two
thousand feet, and are clothed to the sum-
mit with most luxuriant vegetation. The
villages are scattered along the shore ; and
the natives have not a good name, for
more than one instance of attacks and
murders of boat’s crews are credited to
them. Still, they are not indisposed to
trade, when their suspicions of visitors are
allayed ; and they have plenty of yams, and
maize, and other fruits of the earth to
offer. The scenery of Aragh is described
as magnificent, and the youths of the
island are taught, like the Spartans, from
infancy, to draw the bow. ether the
other part of the Spartan education—to
speak the truth—is also taught is more
than doubtful.

Another interesting island is Maewo,
which is called in some of the maps
Aurora. This is a favourite place for
watering, as there is a beautiful stream
forming a double waterfall quite near the
shore.

The villages here are located away from

the coast, on the high table-land in
the centre, and the natives are compara-
tively friendly. Of Maewo Mr. Coote says,
there is no island in the Pacific to sur-
pass it for natural beauty. He calls it
“an earthly Paradise,” and is unable to
find words to express the loveliness of the
scenery.

“The steep hillside up which we
climbed was covered with a beautiful
convolvulus-like creeper, between which
and the black fern and moss-sprinkled
rocks we made our way. Now and then
at a turn in the zigzag path there would
be an opening in the wall of creepers,
through which, while resting a moment or
two, we could gaze out upon a beautiful
scene of blue sea and distant isles. I
shall never forget the delight of leaning
back against the moss-covered rock in the
deep, cool shade, and looking across the
path at these lovely pictures with their
flower-frames. . e path was literally
a gallery cut in the rock face, as are the
P es of Gibraltar, but the defence
afforded was not that of live rock against
an enemy’s cannon balls, but of thick walls

of bright green foliage against a burning
sun »

On the level ground above was found
a banyan-tree—which was roughly calcu-
lated to cover two acres.

A Maewo village, “too, is a pleasant
contrast to native settlements elsewhere
in the group, being located in a wide
clearing, clean, and so orderly, that not
even a cocoa-nut shell was found lying
out of place. About a dozen houses con-
stitute a village, and many of them were
fenced with white cane, and all of them
had flowering plants or shrubs growing
near the door. Some of these flowering
shrubs must be magnificent—one with
great scarlet flowers ; another with cream-
coloured honeysuckle blossom ; another

with bright yellow bells, amid a varie-
ga{ad f.;finge of crimson, brown, and
go

The houses of Maewo are small, have
no walls, and are more like large hen-
coops than anything else. A low door-
way leads into the single room, the floor
of which is covered with rough mats—
all very clean and neat. The natives,
however, are far from good-looking, and
the clothing is rsstricteg to a banana leaf
stuck into a string and tied round the
waist, This is for the men. The women
wear nothind because of  innate bashful-
ness ; they say’they are ashamed to wear
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soy clothing because it makes them so
conspicuous !

There is a curious system of club-life,
called here ¢ gamal,” which prevails largely
in the West Pacifie, although varying in
detail. The boys of a village are sent, as
they grow out of childhood, to a common-
bhouse—the village ““gamal.” This is gene-
nlly in some central position, and there
they must eat and sleep. They pay
asmall fee on entering, and taking their
places at the lower end, they work their
way upwards, paying a fresh fee as each
succeesive step is gained. The money in
Msewo consists of mats which are dried
in the smoke of a slow fire s0 as to become
encrusted with a shining black. An old
mat in good condition is considered equal
in vk:lne to a large boar with finely-curved
tus

The custom of burying alive was uni-
versal in the New Hebrides, and even now
is frequently practised in parts. Even in
Msewo Bishop Selwyn was aware of in-
stances. For burial-places in Maewo they
build a little wall of stones round the
grave, and plant the enclosure with flower-
iog shrubs. These flower-encircled graves
are scattered about the plain on which
the villages are built, and have a peculiarly
picturesque effect.

The people are chiefly occupied with
their yam plantations and taro fields.
“Taro is grown, like rice, under a few
inches of water, and the irrigation works
in connection with these little patches were
very elaborate, resembling those of the
p:{iy fields of China.”

Near Maewo is the Island of Opa, some-
times called Leper's Island, which is de-
uribed as ificently mountainous, the
hills rising to four thousand feet, with an
outline resembling that of a whale’s back.
The natives of Opa are better-looking than
those of Maewo, The women are very
claborately tattooed and wear their hair
cat short, while the men have theirs in
well-oiled ringlets,. Here the women wear
a short skirt, and the men a mat tucked
tound the waist. The natives of Opa have
Dot a good reputation ; but no doabt they
bave had sad provocation for the massacres
of white * traders,” with which they have
been charged. The “ black-birder's” hand
was against every man, and we cannotf
wonder that the Pacific Islanders came to
regard a white skin and a black heart as
inseparable. An Opa village is neither so
clean nor so picturesque as a Maewo village.

natives of Opoa use the bow and

poisoned arrows; but they also have a few
European guns, and know how to use them.

Tanna, the most southerly of the group,
except Aneiteum, is nearly circular, stretch-
ing, from east to west, about forty, and
from north to south, about thirty-five miles.
In the centre is a high mountain, richly
wooded, and the island throughout has a
pleasantly diversified surface. Tanna is
also distingunished by a volcano, which Dr.
Turner says produces an eruption still every
five, seven, or ten minutes, just as it did
:rv;xen C?“t]:irn Cook first saw mm&

86 Te eruptions are sup! to
caused by the steady inflow of water from
an inland lake through a crevice on the
west side of the volcano, and they answer
the purpose of a lighthouse, Dr. Turner
estimated the population of this island at
ten or twelve thousand, the people being
of middle stature and of the colour of
an old copper coin. They have more of
the negro cast of countenance than Papuan
tribes usually have, but there are good-
looking men and women among them.
They paint their faces with red earth,
which they get from the neighbouring
islands of Aneiteum and Erromango. They
frizzle their hair, and the men especially
carry hair.dressing into a fine art. Dr.
Turner says he counted no fewer than
seven hundred separate curls on the head
of one young exquisite! A similar prac-
tice prevails on the other islands of Anei-
teum, Nina, and Fatuna, and Dr. Living-
stone has noted a somewhat similar practice
of twisting the hair into innumerable small
spiral curls, among the Banyai of Central
Africa. The people of Tanna are fond of
ornaments, but not of very much clothing.
They do not tattoo, but they wear fearful
and wonderful tortoiseshell arrangements
in their ears. They seem to live in a
chronic state of war, or they did when Dr.
Turner was there, for they were fighting
among themselves during five out of the
seven months of his residence. But they
seem to have no great Chief or King, and
the authority of an ordinary Chief does not
extend a gunshot beyond his own dwelling,
which may be the centre of a settlement
containing eight or ten families. A Chief
may have two or three wives, seldom more;
and the women do all the work of the
plantation as well as of the household.
Here, as elsewhere in the group, yams,
taro, breadfruit, cocoanuts, sugar-cane, and
bananas are abundant, and form the chief
food of the people. They have (m6’idols,
and the banvan tree forms their sacred
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grove; but the real gods are the disease-
makers, the rain-makers, the thunder-
makers, and the mosquito-makers, of
whom the disease-makers are the most
dreaded and the most propitiated.

To the north of Tanna is Erromango,
containing a kindred race to that of Tanna,
but scattered, and without any well-
ordered villages. In this island there are
two distinct es, and the customs
are much like those of Tanna. In this
island Mr. Brenchley, who was there in1865,
says that the government is patriarchal
and the chieftainship hereditary ; but that
since the decimation of the population the
island has been in the hands of petty Chiefs,
who have nsually mach power for evil and
little for good. The exports of the island
were then sandal-wood and—women. The
current price of a damsel was then two
guns, or about five pounds, Erromango is
the third largest island of the group, being
somse thirty miles long and twenty-five
broad.

It is imposesible, however, within the
limits of an ordinary article to refer to all
the members of the group, and, indeed, of
the more northerly islands not much has
been recorded, aithough they are fre-
quently visited by labour-veasels and men-
of-war.

Whatever has been done towards the

civilising of the New Hebrides, has been
done by British efforts and British money.
Sir Andrew Clarke (Agent-General of Viec-
toria), estimates that one hundred and
sixty thousand pounds have been spent
by British subjects in building churches
and rting missionaries ; and there
can be little doubt that if the islands were
to fall into the hands of the French, what-
ever good has resulted from this outlay
would rapidly be neutralised.
. In conclusion we may summarise the
result of British toil, and money, and blood
in the words of the Rev. Mr. Paton—one of
the best-known of the noble army of Poly-
neeian miesionaries :

“Ten of the native have been
reduced to a written form, and other four
are being reduced to writing, The Bible is
translated, printed, and now read by those
who were ongg ;am:lhball, in ten different
languages. ight thousand natives pro-
fess Christianity ; family worship is rggu-
larly, night and morning, conducted in
every Christian family, and all things are
rapidly changing under the blessed light
and power of the Gospel. Life and pro-
perty are now safe on the fifteen islands

occapied by missionaries, and comparatively
safe on the whole group.”

What would be the character of the
security if the New Hebrides were made
now a dep6t for French convicts $

THE CHILDREN OF MYSTERY.

S(zhmmmx, beg;:;ui: the &nd of the four-
teenth or beginni ths fifteenth cemtary,
there suddenly, an%i almost limulta.neo:g,
appeared on the horizon of nearly every
country in Europe, and in parts of the
other continents, before the astonished
gaze of the original dwellers therein, a
group of olive-hued, oriental-featured, fan-
tastically-attired people, the like of whom
had not before been seen.

Their appearance, their manners, their
habits differed from those of any foreign tra-
vellers hitherto. A haughty, proud, execlu-
sive people; seeking no companionship,
satisfying no curiosity ; living an outdoor
existence, and pitching their brown, squalid,
but picturesque tents where a spring of
water gurgled through the hedgerow, or
where a bare rock rose up, affording a
natural shelter from the keen east win:

At first they were looked upon with
suspicion, as something more than intru-
ders; but when it was found that their
ostensible simple handicraft of weaving
straw and rushes, of ing carts and
tinkering pots and came In often as a
useful help to the housewife far from a
town or village, that they interfered with
no legitimate trade nor established any
rights, they were let alone, Here to-day,
there to-morrow, generally, however, re-
volving round a wide circle, they were a
constant source of wonder and ‘fearful
joy” to the youth of the neighbourhood,
who stole out to peep at the strangers
through the greenery of their woodland
home or the rents in their brown tents;
to thrust in & hand containing a coin, and
listen open-eyed and open-mouthed to
the tale of that future which wiser men
have longed to forecast.

Down the long centuries we look in vain
for authentic information regardimg this
people, so distinct in their type and their
personality from all other tribes and nations.
History is silent on this subject; tradi-
tion has nothing substantial to tell us.
The mere mention of wandering nomadic
tribes under nearly every sky is given, but
of their origin, their birthplace,/the reason

of their going forth from their native land
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and spreading over the world, the spell
which lay on them whose potency was such
that they “folded their tents and silently
stole away,” no man knows anything, and
all that as yet is ascertained is hazard,
deduction, or conjecture.

Was it a curse? Was it the inevitable,
mysterious law of the visitation on the
children of the fathers’ sins, which caused
the patriarchs of this tribe to go forth from
the sanmy, luxmriant plains of Asia or
Africa—more probably the former—awe-
struck, trembling, fulfilling some doom laid
on them ages before, which made them
tear up the deeply-twining roots of love of
country, of home, and kindred, and part-
ing from each other with no hope of re-
mion, silently, sadly—each tribe and
family apart—separate, some east, some
west, some north, some south, to follow
out a precarious existence in perverse
climates and under alien skies 3

If facts axe denied us we can picture the
weme. The glowing level rays of an
oriental sunset lighting up the dark, gleam-
ing eyes of the fathers of the tribe, as
they raise their voices in trembling bless-
ing—a blessing which has more of a doom
in its utterance—the gambols of the
unconscious, lithe-limbed babiea, marking
a bitter contrest to the anguish depicted
on the faces of their parents ; set lips, atern
vith the desire to oonoa:lh:lh;elr mﬁ'«mng(i

laring revenge on Wwrongs, an

m pale at the coming p&rﬁng?gsThey
swear to keep separate ; to sully their race
with no alien blood; to speak, amongst
themselvee, at least, no foreign tongue ; to
worship mo strange god ; to bow down to
no monarch; to acknowledge no law; to
live in the met not u?ii it—Ti-a strange,
separate, me y, proud, and yet light-
hearted and careless rgce yes ls

This is what I imagine they promised
themselves to do, a difficalt thing in this
werld where lesser tribes are swallowed up
in larger nations; where old families
dwindle and lose their identity, mingling
with the coarser, healthier, more numerous
common stock ; where the dominant power
swallows up all individuality, and the
conquered race merges into the family of
the ocongueror. Bat this one tribe has
done it. To-day their characteristics are
w8 strongly marked as they were centuries
ago. They have not lost the keen, search-
g, filmy eye ; the tawny, swarthy skin;
the sensitive hand, with its long taper
fingers ; the lithe, lissom figure ; the fiery,
Passionate nature.

Meet them where you will—in Spain or
Norway, in Hungary, Wallachia, or Scot-
land, in Italy or Epping Forest, in the arid
deserts of Morocco or the snow-swept
steppes of Russia, there is8 no mistaking
the Gypsy face, the Gypsy blood, or cha-
racter. They all understand the same
language, that of Romany, subject though
of codum ét is to vu:ia(tii(ls)ns t;xn dialect, and
tinged and interspersed by the of
t.lmrs several adopted count.ties.hnsmge

Even their name is shrouded in mystery.
Nearly a century before they appeared in
Britain they were known in France as
% Bohémiens” or “Egyptiens,” and for
long they were popularly supposed to hail

iginally from Egypt; but philologists
and antiquarians differ as to their nation-
ality. There is a faint traceable likeness
in the names given to them in different
lands: “I Zingari” of Italy, the “Gitanos”
of Spain, the “Tzigan” of Hungary, the
“ Gypsy” of England. They are as ignorant
of their origin as we are; they have no
archives, no family history, no possessions,
no patrimony, no literature.

Perhaps they were the cursed descen-
dants of Ham ; the posterity of
Jt:lt first outcastd mder(oill",o Ishmael, wha:
jealousy and injustice ve out to
wild:r?en to ilvu:t: name to the hapless
pariahs of society to time immemorial—
*their hand against every man's, and every
man’s hand against theira.” Or were they
wandering Bedouins, wandering first by
choice and then by necessity, till habit
grew to second nature, and grown too
numerous to find their needful prey on
their native soil, they spread over the
known world? A dreamy mystery, deep
a8 their own dark eyes, surrounds them ; a
halo of antiquity on which history has
thrown no side light; they are a people
complete, individual, separate, with no
rights, no titles, not even a home,

They come a silent, slowly-increasing,
pertinacious procession down the lo:
avenue of nearly five centuries; they te
no secrets—perhaps they have none to tell
—the same spell lies on them to-day which
lay on them hundreds of years ago, and it
drives them still, as it drove them then, to
wander on.

The Gypsy has been conterned, despised,
and lightly spoken of ; he has been persecuted
and killed, as in the time of Elizabeth, for
the supposed hiding of proscribed priests.
Whatever has happened of lawleassness, in
his vicinity has been attributed to'him'; his
namehasbeen a svnonvm with vagrant. thief,
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murderer, witch ; and yet in the long run,
judged by comparison and taking into con-
sideration his ignorance and lack of any
education, his almost savage existence, his
virtues have been as many as his vices.

And here I must warn my readers
against confounding the Gypsy proper, as I
am trying to paint him, with the far more
numerous tribe who are classed unthink-
ingly under the generic name of “ Gypsy ”
—tramps, tinkers, showmen, Irish itinerant
dealers in wares, people who travel ahout in
caravans, and who are generally the embodi-
ment of bratality ang vice. The Gypsy
proper despises these spurious branches of
the tribe ; they have adopted a few words
of his language certainly, but he calls them
‘the dirty people,” and they rank with all
other * Gorgios” in his estimation—only a
trifle lower. The real “ Romany chal and
Romany chie” (sons and daughters of Rom)
are being “moved” off the scene by the
active exertions of the raral police; laws
are coming into force which will oblige
them (happily) to educate their children ;
but it is a matter of deep regret to think
that a closer association of late years
with ¢ Gorgios ” has robbed them of their
acknowled and fairest virtues—the
sobriety of their men and the chastity of
their women—which were at once the pride
of their tribe and the admiration of a more
civilised but less moral people.

The Gypsies have from earliest times
taken up the innocent trades of mend-
ing, tinkering, and such like ; but, mingled
with these, and found to be a more fruitful
source of profit, were the less legitimate
trades of horse-dealing (where they “tin-
kered” the horses to some purpose) and
fortune-telling. In this latter capacity the
Gypey has been much blamed, but, sooth to
say, I think his dupes have been quite as
blameworthy.

From the results of these professions
he provides the simple necessaries of
existence. Sticks and turf are the pro-
duce and property of his great mother
earth, so he considers he has a right
to them ; rabbits and hares, his com-
panions—are they not children of Nature
like himself9—and he sees no harm in
snaring a few. The alien biped animals who
walk about are by some instinct his natural
enemies, and he is ready to take advantage
of them if they fall into his clutches. So
he promises a handsome wife or husband
to the young and fair ; a long journey and
riches in a far country to the strong and

many lines, to the melancholy-eyed and
dreamy ; and a short shrift to the old and
weary. If he does these things, is not the
material ready to his hand ¥ And if he
works upon the credulity of the crowd
around him, is he the only one ¥ And have
we not some compensation, even if we are
cheated in a small way, in his very ex-
istence ¥ Is not our artistic taste gratified
by the blue smoke curling from the brown,
picturesque tent, and losing itself in the
denser blue sky ! Look at the lithe, grace-
ful figure of this youth striking the un-
conscious beauty of a Southerner’s attitude
against the rugged tent-door ; look at that
slip of a girl, unkempt, ragged, but with
the promise of exceeding beauty in the
white gleam of close-set teeth, and the soft
eyes glowing in the oval, tawny face, fall
of the free, joyous abandon of untram-
melled childhood.

Many a man might be proud to woo sach
a bride when the child will have merged
in the woman, and the maiden’s pride will
deck her hair with pale June roses from
the hedgerow, or the flaming red leaves
of autumn’s colouring, and a shy look will
soften those bold black eyes. But the
maiden will be true to her tribe. She has
the instinctive abhorrence of a * fair face,”
a “Gorgio”—a dislike fostered by her tribe,
especially by its male members ; nay, even
if her heart did waver in its allegiance, and
were stolen, perhaps unawares, by a white
face, obedience—evgn to her untutored,
half savage mind—is a higher law than
love; and she too, wild creature of the
woods, has to learn alike with her Gentile
sisters the universal, bitter lesson, that
daty and pleasure are not always syno-
nymous, and that self-sacrifice and self-
abnegation are the rule of life, above all of
woman'’s life,
Novelists from "time’ immemorial have

‘made this—the love of a *Gorgio ” for a

Gypsy girl—a pet incident in their tales.
Stolen interviews, secret marriages,abducted
heirs, lords of high degree changed at
birth, have figared largely amongst ima-
ginary circumstances ; but, although such
unions have taken place they have been
exceedingly rare, and the girl who con-
sented to such a marriage has been thrown
off by her tribe, and has had to choose
between the handsome lover, whom she
has known for a few short weeks, and
the people who have twined themselves
in the very fibres of her being in a manner
well-nigh ineradicable.

eager ; a mysterious destiny, crossed by

She may prove false to her kinlred and
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wod the “ Gorgio,” but frequently she pines
snddies, Barewalls and oaken beams choke
the breast whose every breath was the
vide air of heaven; her impatient feet
drag heavily on a t, which heretofore
scarcely brushed the dew from the flowery
gras ; her long eyelashes droop over the
tlow consuming fire of *life’s fitful fever”’;
eyes, which had blazed and flashed with
sdmiration of every living thing under
heaven’s own blue, are heavy with unshed
tears; the voice which had sounded thrill-
ing and sweet as she ung under a moonlit
tky, breaks tremulous and ghostly in a car-
tained room : and the lover who had taken
this wild bird to his bosom, finds her beat-
ing her bruised and drooping wings in her
DAITOW cage.

_ Of religion, sad to say, the Gypsies have
little or none, as we know it. They have
not learnt, and they care not to learn.
Some notable exceptions there are, who
teach their children the Lord’s Prayer,
which is translated into their lan, , and
allow them to attend Sunday school when
they are some time in the neighbourhood
of one. But they have a rooted objection to
churches ; and some of them lay a curse on
their children, if they break the promise
they extort from them on their death-beds,
yﬂ:td. they will not bury them in a church-

In common with all savage, uncivilised
nations, they speak of and know a Great
Spirit, to whom they look up and whom
they try to propitiate; but the idea of Him
18 80 overlaid with superstition, with a
belief in lesser powers, fairies, brownies,
kelpies, omens, that even this vague wor-
thip is incomplete. They resent intrusion,
bat at the same time have met the advance
of Christian teachers with a gracious
wd dignified, if somewhat condescending
manner.

They have no ambition, for they have
never striven to rise; and, strange to say,
iny special talent or cleverness among
them has been found on the female side.
As a rule the women are far quicker in
intellect than the men. They have made
money, some of them; but the only manner
In which we know it to have been spent is
b silken coverlets for some of the low
divans in the tents of the Queen ; in silver
Jugs in which they fetched milk from the
Deighbouring farm; in gay dresses; in
Jewels, coing, and amulets, which they sport
st fairs and races, or at some of their even-
Ing gatherin

Unlike the peasantrv of nearly everv

European nation, they have produced no
genius, no poet, no painter. Of the Gitanos
there is nothing recorded to indicate a rise
in life, save that at some foreign Court in
olden time the fiery glance of a magician
or astrologer betrayed his Gypsy origin.
Ignorant without ly)e' g brutalised ; the
natural kingliness of their dispositions
keeping them from utter degradation ; con-
tented if the needs of to-day are satisfied ;
forecasting the future, dim yet vivid with
all possibilities; having no grand past to
revere ; each generation passes its life as the
preceding one has done, and dying, leaves
no trace behind it, no ¢ footprints on the
sands of time,”

Where are their gravest Have they no
Macpelah to which they carry their dead,
no God’s acre or holy ground¢ No. In
lonely woodland glades; by mossy tarns
as well as beneath palm trees ; by wild, sea-
girt shores as well as by the blue waters of
the Mediterranean, there are dotted solitary
mounds, where, with many a wailing sob
and all the prolonged noisy accompani-
ment of Oriental mourning, they have laid
their dead to rest, and lapped the green
sod over the fierce, hot hearts, which
are stilled for ever in their unhallowed
graves,

And so they dance and play through
life, dancing the gay ‘cachuka” to the
sound of the tambourine and castanet in
Spain, threading with swift winged feet
the giddy mazes of the *tarantella” in
Italy ; singing the gay light songs of the
Troubadour, whose soul would have loved
to see such living embodiments of his
verse.

Two years ago, in London, a band of
Tzigans, from Hungary, came over with
curious instruments, discoursing the stran-
gest, sweetest, wildest music, and no fashion-
able party was deemed complete without
those weird, brightly - clad, dark-eyed,
Giypsies forming part of the entertainment.

I was told by one who was thrown by
accident into the company of a Gitana in
Spain, that her eyes, of the largest, black-
est type, had such an extraordinary power
over him, that, when she stared into his, it
was exactly as if he were obliged to sit
motionless under some wizard’s spell, para-
lysed as if by some narcotic ; and that when
by sheer ferce of will he had risen, shaken
the feeling off, and left the place where
she was, he felt that her fierce, strong, un-
controlled nature might have compelled |
him to anything. -

I was on one occasion  rather anxious to
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have my fortune told by a wandering body
of most respectable-looking Gypsies, but the
clergyman in whose house I was staying,
considered they were in league with the
Evil One, and requested me to hold no
communication with them. I visited them,
ho:{ever. ?ﬁm umalwom Bﬁlzﬁd my band,
an e preliminary jargon
abont line of life being crossed by
diverse evil fortane (that I knew for my-
self), but if I would cross the palm with
silver she would tell me, etc., ete.

I assured myself that she could have no
knowledge of my individual history, and yet
the straight, stern gaze of those deep, nryste-
rious filmy eyes, flashing with piercing in-
tensity into mine, filled me with the *‘creepy”
sensation of being in the presemes of
something uncammy. Touching this seme
disputed question as to whether any know-
ledge they have possessed in bygone ages,
or are credited with forecasting now, is de-
rived from the powers of evil, I have little
to say ; and in this age, sweeping away as
it does all old customs, old traditions, old
superstitions (pretty, if perhaps somewhat
foolish), old fasts and festivals,whatI cansay
will have little weight, as every man must
judge from his own point of view, or form
conclusions from his own experiences.

‘We know that some evil powers exercise
8 wide-spread influence in the spiritual
world ; how can we tell that they do not
exercise an occult inflzence on the material
and moral world ?

Science has not yet probed all mysteriea,
Perhaps the Psychical Research Society,
lately sprung into existence, and most
actively conducting its enquiries, may be
able in the future to explain the peculiar
reputed powers of the Gypsy.

I only know two instances where the
curse of one of those wandering prophets
fell with a dire and unerring stroke on two
blameless families. In the one case the
head of the family had refused alms, and
incurred the fierce anger of the beggar ; in
the other, the seer was evidently the in-
voluntary medium through whom the curse
came, and, like Balaam of old, was com-
pelled to speak the words which, perhaps,
fell reluctant from his tongue.

Their language is a strange intermixture
of different tongues : Sanskrit, Hindustani,
Persian, Wallachian ; the paucity of words
it contains eked out by words of the coun-
tries in which they wander. Their counting
is most primitive ; they can only count to
six. Seven is represented by two threes
and one ; eight by two fours, etc., ete.

They have favourite plases im the
various countries they affect, which they
make their head-quarters, sallying out in
different directions to pursue their avocs-
tim:sk:k the ment‘llxltl)::dealing, the women
« dukkering ” (talli
ing” (filching coins from « till, with
their long, flexible fingers), persuading fool-
ish maidens, as happened only a few months
ago in Surrey, to buy love philtres to lure
back the affection of an errant lover. In
this case the draught not having the desired
effect, the girl applied to a i to
prosecute the woman who had sold it to her.
The lover must, we conclude, have been
worthless, for she rated the loss of her half-
crown higher than the loss of the reluctant
swain |

Epping Forest and Norwood ; Batieesea
and Wandsworth ; some of Yorkshire ;
and Yetholm in Sco where the Fass,
theheadsof theScotch Gypeies, long resided,
are some of their favourite haunta.
agamsln : them o i;l ml?:g of obla-

inst was the i n
men’s and gentlemew’s children. A few
scattered cases, for the sake of a ransom or
the carrying out of revenge for some injury,
may have occurred ; but it is the old stery
of popular delusion and popular prejudice,
the most difficult things in the world to rid
oneself of. *Give a dog an ill name, and
you may hang him,” says the old proverb ;
and:;theendoftimechiédmnwﬂlbe
warned agsinst straying near Gypsies’ tents,
or they will infallibly be stolen.

To tell the truth, a Gypsy encampment
is generally overburdened with children
already, without their adding more to feed
and care for.

Their love of tribe and family is pro-
found ; “ waters eannot quench it.” Their
jealousy is in the same proportion ; it is
“cruel as the grave,” Thesongs they sing
are light, and frivolous, and gay; laughter
and moonlight, dancing and love, wedded
to merry tinkling music. Their dress—
originally a gay one, and still pre-eminently
80 in some countries—has naturally had to
adapt itself, like their speech, to their en-
vironments. Like some species of the lower
animal world, both bird and beast, they
have taken their tone from the colouring
of their surroundings.

But even in cold, foggy Britain, an un-
congenial soil in which to take root and
live their out-of-door and romantie life, the
scarlet Gypsy cloak and gay kerchief tied
over the black hair, was Iong a feature in
the landscape, delighting many an” artist’s
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eye and awing many & trembling child.
Their names number some good ones
smongst them, and are nesrly all pretty
Buswell, Hearn, Cooper, Lee, Lovel, Stanley.
In Scotland Reads, Tates, and Andersone
abound.
GBnt, a;e I said bdorel,mfthe genuine
ypsy is being swept awsay before the quiek
march of ninetesnth-century awhsqauon
—let us hope for his futare good—ox,
forgetful of his old stern rule of separative-
ness, he is being slowly merged in the
hideons horde of « Hindity mengré *—liter-
ally, « dirty, sordid fellow ”—whose bratal
language and foul habits, whose degraded
ignorance and want of , are & dis-
grac to & civilised and Christian nation.

VICTIMS.

By THEO GIFT.
Awthor of ** LAl Lorimer,” ** An Alibi and its Prics,”
Ete., Eto.
—————

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE FLICKERING OF A LAMP WHEN THE
OIL IS GONE.

VERA’S reason had fled, but her life was
saaved, perhaps because of that very fact,
the snapping of that frail intangible link
between the mere physical life, and all
that makes life real and valuable. Fever
of mind and body had indeed worn her to
the very verge of the grave ; but no sooner
was the conneetion between the two severed
than, as often bappens in suech cases, the
emsncipated body seemed to mend and re-
coup of itaelf, and to recover health and
sirength in & manner which would have
been actually impossible under other and

iel; circumstances, b )

erhaps the word * happier ” is a wromg
one, however; for, whatever she might
have suffered in the past, whatever those
who loved her might suffer seeing her a$
present, Vera herself was perfectly happy
now. All the horror and anguish, the per-
plexities, fears, and misery of the last
month were blotted out, and in her own
fsey she was back in Guernsey, in the
pleasant lodgings to which her new-made
buband had taken her, waiting for his
teturn from an errand on which he had
gone for her benefit.

What the errand was she did not seem
clearly to know. It was connected with a
tdlegram and ¢ fetching some one;” but
she was not even impatient for him. He
would ba back soon.: He had onlv been ¢one

¢ & little while,” and she was ‘“ so tired, so
very tired after the voyage.” She would

+|like to go to sleep a little, He had told

her to sleep till he came baek, and whisper-
ing this in faint and broken murmurs, bus
with a placid smile ow her pale lips all the
while—the first, Heaven help her! that had
rested there since they thrilled to Marst-
land’s good-bye kiss in the little cottage
parlour—she fell asleep again, and sleps,
waking mow and then for more or less brret
intervals, to take food, or utter a fow die-
connected words, during the greater pent of
the night and day thas followed.

Of course it wes not for the
others to realise all at once what bad hap-
pened. Even Leah thought the girl was
stil only wandering from weakness and
such remains of the fever as clung te her,
and said as mueh 80 as to allay the dismay
and disappointment which had smeceeded to
poor Madame St Laurent’s momentary
gladness ; but when the doetor, who had
been sent for, came, there was something in
the startled flash which passed across his
face as he bent over Vers, took her hand,
and spoke to her, which filled the hearts of
the two women watching him with & name-
less dread, which was increased still more
by the absence of anything like recognition
in the patient’s answering gaze.

He asked her how she was, and she re-
plied, but with a certain air of reserve,
even through her extreme feebleness, as to
a stranger who had no business there ; and
even Leah’s welllloved face, her tender
m and mmgoi:, (;mt with t]l;: alilam

Tespense. e did not repulse them,
it is true; rather it seemed as if they
soothed and gave her pleasure. Her small
wasted hand rested with evidens content
in that of her friend, and a pleased light
came into her eyes when Leah speke to
her; but it faded again when the voice
ceased, the heavy eyelids fell wearily over
her eyes, and she dropped off to sleep
again, leaving the doctor free to whisper to
Madame St. Laurent that she was not to
be frightened or distressed, for her danghter
was not only better, but far less weak than
he had at all hoped to find her.

But he took Leah out of the room with
him, and in a few plain words put her in
possession of the real state of the case, a
reality which the girl already suspected,
though to hear her unspoken dread con-
firmed by a competent authority filled her
with a grief, which almost made the kind-
hearted physician  repent of Chis (plain-
spokenness.
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“Come, come,” he said at last, * this is
wrong, Mademoiselle. You grieve, then,
that your friend lives, for I tell you plainly
that if the mind had not given way she must
have died. The body cannot live without
sleep, and when the mind has been so tor-
tured and overstrained that sleep is mo
longer possible, either the body breaks
down and death supervenes, or Nature in
very mercy steps in, looses the restless,
frenzied intellect from the fleshly cell which
its struggles are destroying, and so leaves
the latter to the dream]ess tranquillity, the
blessed peace and rest without which it
could not continue to exist, Had Madame
Ia Comtesse wakened to the full possession
of her faculties, do you think she would
have smiled as she did just now, when the
first benefit which she might have derived
from her senses would have been the
tidings, which you may hear the newsboys
in the streets shouting even now, of the
sentence pronounced on her lover for
causing the death of her husband, the
Comte de Mailly 3 ”

“The—the sentence, Monsieur !” Leah
faltered, and turned as white as death.
Her very heart seemed to stand still for a
moment,.

“Yes, a light one to my mind, though
heavy perhaps, when it is considered how
often duelling is passed over unpunished in
this country. M. Marslan is sentenced to
three months’ imprisonment, and I hear he
brought even that on himself by the obsti-
nacy with which he persisted in avowing
that he meant to kill his rival, and that if
the latter had declined his challenge after
the first beating, he should have beaten him

ain and shot him afterwards, Such vin-
dictiveness of langunage is not decent after
one’s antagonist is dead ; also it is foolish
and unbecoming at any time in a man of
discretion.”

“He had been wronged too terribly for
discretion, Monsieur. The Comte de Mailly
had 'th)ﬂbed hlilll.; of his m;f";.”

« 1 , it is a sad story, perhaps ;
but, Madyemoiselle,' you are trembling all
over. I have told you this newstoosuddenly,
forgetting that the gentleman is probably
your friend. Yet in that case you must
have known that his trial was to commence
yesterday.”

“Yes, Monsieur, I knew it, but—I had
forgotten, I had indeed !” Leah said, with
a momentary gleam of pride in her eyes,
at which the doctor wondered. In truth,
she was wondering at herself, at the victory
over the past weakness which had been

complete enough to enable her so entirely
to forget the crisis through which the man
she loved was passing in her devoted watch
over the woman to whom his love was
given. And now that crisis was over ; over
mm both cases; and Marstland was a

risoner, and Vera mad | Could any endin
ge more sad ¢ The momentary pleasure die
out in a rush of hot tears, and her heart
seemed to break with pity and indignation
as she thought of it.

With regard to Vera, however, the doc-
tor had some comfort to give. He would
not say that the injury to the brain was

ermanent or incurable, On the contrary,

e thought that with time and restoration
to health and strength, above all with
tranquillity and avoidance of everything
which could excite or agitate her, the un-
happy girl might by degrees recover the
use of ier reason ; for which end, as he
frankly observed, it might be as well that
this “Monsieur Marslan, the fire-eater,”
was out of the way.

¢ But, Monsieur,” said Leah, ¢ she loves
him, She watches for his coming. Itis
that only—you saw it yourself—that is in
her mind, Surely if she were to see and

ise him——"

« And if she were to see and not recog-
nise him | What then, Mademoiselle$ Your
last hope would be over; and in the other
case there would be a shock, and any shock
would be fatal to her in her present weak
state. Believe me that for the time, at any
rate, and until her bodily health is com-
pletely re-established, it is better that there
should be no risk of anything of the sort.”

And Leah tried to believe him and feel
resigned ; thomgh it was hard to do so
when, by the very next post she received
a letter from Marstland, written before the
conclusion of his case, and brimming over
with heartiest thanks and blessings for her
goodness in going to his poor little wife's
assistance,

“For now that I know my darling is in
your care,” he wrote, “ and that I can hear
of her from you direct, I feel as if the news
must be better ; as if the love which, even
in her delirium cried out for you, must be
potent enough to enable you to save her;
and that is all I ask; all I care.for now.
My one thought in this maddening deten-
tion is of her, and now gratitude to you is
mingled with it and makes it easier to bear.
May Heaven bless and reward you!”

And the news that she had to send him
was, that the Vera he had loved and known
he might in all possibility never know

e

e
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again ; that the worst misfortune life holds
in store—worse a thousand times than
death itself—had fallen upon her! Truly
it was hard indeed, and she needed all the
comfort of that blessing to strengthen her
for it.

As for the agony of the strong man when
the tidings reached him, no matter how
gently broken, or with what words of hope
and cheering, it is best to draw a curtain
over it The doctor was right in thinking
that prison was the safest place for him
just then,

He was right also in thinking that Vera
could not stand anything like a shock, as
was proved in the course of the next few
days by a rather curious incident. On her
first seeing Joanna, she had smiled at her
in friendly fashion and presently had ad-
dressed her as ¢ Mrs. Nicholls,” as she did
her mother, testifying rather oddly thereby
that she had been able in her insanity to

ise the likeness which, patent enough
even to strangers, had never seemed to at-
tract her attention through all the years that
they had lived together. But no one was
for the natural sequence of this
confusion of identities, or for seeing the in-
valid start up in bed with a faint scream
the first time she chanced to see Madame
St Laurent and Joanna talking together in
the room, and then cower among the
clothes, exclaiming in tones of terror :

“Two of them ! Two Mra, Nichollses !
Oh! it ism’t real. It couldn’t be. I don’t
like it. I am afraid. Oh! take the two
away.”

She was trembling from head to foot,
and so frightened and hysterical that it
took both time and trouble to soothe her
and restore the feeble strength thus easily
shaken ; but after that Madame and Jo-
anna took care never to let her see them at
the same time;vand though for a little
while there was something nervous and
mspicious in the way in which she glanced
at either of them, this passed off, and she
again called them both * Mrs. Nicholls,”
as before. Also it became evident very
early that she considered it a decided liberty
for them to address her as Vera, observing
with mild severity that her name was * Mrs.
Marstland,” and plaiing rather demon-
stratively with her bright new wedding
ring (the Count’s, alas | not Marstland’s) as
she said it.

Madame St. Laurent submitted with
wonderful docility. Indeed, much to Leah’s
surprise, Vera’s mother seemed of all the
others the one most able to take comfort

from the present aberration in her daugh-
ter’s intellect, and to be resigned and sub-
missive under it. In truth, the very
intolerableness of the remorse and misery
she had gone through ; from the time when,
driven by her husband and her own miser-
able false shame and love of appearances,
she had consented to deceive and coerce
her daughter into what her own conscience
told herwas a sin before Heaven and man, to
those awful days when the betrayed and
frantio girl lay between life and death,
shrieking out reproaches on her, shudder-
ing from her touch or neighbourhood, ap-
pealing to Heaven, to Marstland, Leah, any
one, for protection from her ; was something
80 terrible to this unhappy woman, that the
present calm and quiet—the fact that she
had not actually killed her child; that
Vera could still smile in her old way, still
speak in her old, soft, placid tones; and
that these smiles, these tones, were for her
as well as others—seemed like a haven of
repose, a healing balm to the mother’s sad
and pardon-seeking soul. To see her
daughter happy, and herself absolved and
loved once more, was indeed the one strong
desire of her soul at present. To gain it
she would have done anything, and yielded
anything; and in the present state of things,
which she persisted in looking on as only &
temporary phase in her daughter’s illness,
she fancied she saw an earnest of that fer-
vently-prayed-for future, and was ready to
call, or to be called by Vera any name the
latter pleased ; to praise Marstland and
listen to his praises; to discuss twenty times
a day the probability of his returning within
the next half hour; and twenty times a day
to invent a ﬁ“htha relsoh t.a.?l forlilris not doing
s0; to agree that the poplar swaying in
the breeze outside the wigdow was gthe
chimney of Le Geyt's factory; and the
green lawn below the terrace the harbour
of St. Peter's—in fact, to humour every
whim and fancy of the poor, demented
girl with a cheerful docility which would
have been almost ludicrous at times if it
had not been always so pathetic, and which
had at least the rewm-dp of winning her a
most friendly liking from the hapless object
of her devotion.

But it was Leah alone who had any real
influence over the patient—Leah, whom she
loved best, and to whom she clung with an
affection which made her always joyous and
tranquil in her presence and fretful and
depressed when she was away—Leah, who
seemed to draw out whatever sparks of
intelligence and memory still lingered
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in the poor, distracted brain. And yet
Vera did not always know her, could not
even remember her identity for long when
reminded of it. At first, indeed, if Leah
came into the room quietly, or sat down by
her without speaking, the sick girl would
stare at her blankly as at a stranger,
though with a puzzled, anxious look, as
though it were someone she had known,
but whose name and appearance she had
forgotten. Then, if Leah began to sing,
the anxious look would deepen into dis-
tress, and her eyes would with tears,
while she stared wildly about her, mutter-
ing that someone was calling her—some-
one she wanted—a voice, oh | whose voice
was it? But when the singer took her in
her arms, and told her it was Leah—did
she not know her ¥ her own friend Leah—
all Vera’s distress vanished, and she clung
to the Jewish girl with eager kisses and
caresses, asking when had she come? and
had Marstland sent her? and was he coming
too? and chattering away until, from very
happiness she tired herself out, and dropped
asleep with a laugh still on her lips.

Yet, when she woke again, she had for-
gotten all about it, had forgotten afresh
who Leah was, and had to be sung to and
reminded all over again; and this, day
after day—for every new day at present
was a repetition of the last, so far at any
rate a8 her mental condition was conocerned.
It seemed as if a certainlimited set of ideas—
as that she was with Mrs. Nicholls at
Guernsey, waiting for Marstland’s return,
and that Leah had come to her there—
seemed tolerably fixed in her mind ; but
everything else was a confused jumble,
changing and forgotten with each passing
moogln Of time in especial she seemed
to have lost all cognisance. Each fresh
day was the day‘ he” went away; each
fresh night the night “he” was to come
back ; and the difficulty with her, as she got
stronger, and able to struggle for her own
way, was to induce her to go to bed or sit
down to a meal instead of waiting until
“he ” came,

“ He will think it so rude and unkind,”
she said plaintively ; and it was only when
she was reminded that Leah was tired or
hungry, when the latter assured her that
Marstland would be angry if they waited,
that she would give in.

On another point she was more obsti-
nate. Nothing (even when she was quite
well enough to go out) would indace her to
leave the Chilet, even for a drive in the
fresh air. “He” had told her to wait for

him, and if he came while she was away
he would miss her; and each attempt to
persuade or coerce her into the contrary
produced such hysterical distress that the
doctors were fain to decide that it would
be better to allow her to have her own
way and remain where she was, so long as
her physical health did not suffer from the
confinement.

This, then, was the life to which Leah
had committed herself for the present—an
indefinite present, as it seemed — for,
though her own family were urgent in en-
deavouring to persuade her to return, and
not wear herself out in watching what
seemed to be a hopeless case, Lesh herself
felt that—with Marstland relying so frankly
on g::'gﬁdel;':ytz)hu trust, and Vera de-
pending on her for everythi inging to
her hand and following Mh gmw
it would be impossible for her to forsake,
even for a brief rest, the duties which she
had imposed upon herself.

Most assuredly, too, Madame St. Laurent
did not wish her to do s0. Vera's mother
felt neither coldness nor jeslousy now to-
wards the girl who had supplanted her in
her daughter’s affections ; nothing, indeed,
but & warm and almost humble gratitude,
which was intensified by the delieacy with
which Leah treated her; for, whatever
opinion the latter might have of her
hostess’s past conduct, it was impossible
for her to keep up either eoldness or anger
with a person so palpably penitent, so
bowed and sorrow-stricken, and who was
besides associated with her daily and hourly
in the same labours of love, the same cares,
the same anxieties. By tacit consent, as it
were, the cruel and shameful story which
g:mna ht?ad rev&aled was nerit:(ri alluded to

tween them, though Leah did manage to
learn (and the kn?gvl made her task
easier) that, while Madame was aware that
Marstland had returned to the lodgings and
had written what was probably an explana-
tion of his mysterious departure from them,
her husband and the Count had never
allowed her to see the letters or become
acquainted with the contents, and, while
exacting from her strict compliance with
their arrangements, had treated her with
little more confidence than her unhsppy
child.

“She guessed, of course, from
seer’s very precautions, that young
land was following ’em up,” Josonatsaid ;
“but likewise she knew that if Vejs got
wind of it, and refused ‘to m the
Count he'd have left no ‘stone unturined, in

oun-
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his revenge, to ruin them and blacken the
pore gurl’s name; and to see the gen-
tility she’d been all them years building up,
and her daughter, maybe, took from her,
and her husband set agen’ her for life, was
more than she’d courage to stand, pore
soul. She’d always a mortal dread of
being looked down on, had Jane.”

Fortunately for Leah’s comfort, they saw
nothing of M. St. Laurent. He kept away,
ostensibly because he would not enter a
house contaminated by the presence of the
woman to whom he chose to attribute the
whole of Vera’s errors and afflictions ; but,
in reality, from a species of selfish remorse
which made him shrink from the sight of
his helpless victim in the condition to
which his tyranny had reduced her; and
because he was more than sufficiently oc-
cupied by the pressure of his pecuniary
embarrassments and the fierce litigation
which he had already commenced with the
deMailly family on the score of Vera’sclaims.

No one at the Chilet wanted him. Leah,
indeed, in her horror and indignation at
his conduct, would not have met or spoken
to him ; and Vera had never uttered his
name save once or twice, and then in such
s terrified whisper, and with such an ex-
&r:sion of wild and abject fear, that

ame St. Laurent was as anxious as
Leah to keep him away. Nay, she was,
perhaps, more so indeeg ; for, as soon as
Vera was fairly convalescent, Miss Josephs
had made it clearly understood that if she
was to remain at the Chélet, and continue
her care of the invalid, it was to be ad-
mitted that these cares were for George
Marstland’s ¢ wife,” as also that, when the
young man’s term of imprisonment was
over, Madame would put no obstacle in the
way of his seeing her danghter, should the
doctors think it advisable for him to doso;
nor of the legalising of their union, if,
indeed, poor Vera were ever to recover her
intellects sufficiently for such an event to
be possible.

So passed the summer away. A strange,
fad, monotonous summer, shut up within
the four walls of a suburban villa; listening
to the disjointed prattle of a demented girl,
coaxing her to eat and sleep; watching
with her for an imaginary footstep ; throw-
ing pebbles with her into an imaginary sea;
and deriving such poor comfort as it pos-
sossed from the smiles on the poor child’s
lips, the colour in her cheeks, and the al-
most infantile gaiety and content which for
the most part she manifested.

There were times, however (rare ones

certainly and brief of duration), when this
gaiety gave way to a kind of blank, un-
reasoning terror, refusals to eat or drink, a
bewildered stare of incomprehension of
everything that was said to her, crouching
in corners, and vague mutterings about
“blood, blood,” or some nameless, un-
speakable horror with which someone (she
never named the Count; never, save at
these times seemed to remember he had
existed) was threatening her. On some of
these occasions she became actually violent
and needing to be restrained from injuring
herself ; but every physician, who was con-
sulted on the subject, declared that such
seizures, distresaingh as they might be at
the time, were rather of hopeful augury
than otherwise, as proving that the intel-
ligence was dormant, not extinguished,
and, therefore, likely to revive at some
future time if not unduly stimulated in the
present. For that reason they all joined
in deprecating anything like a shock or
strong excitement; and as the time for
Marstland’s liberation was drawing near,
Leah wrote very sorrowfully to acquaint
him with this, and to tell him that the
doctors were all of opinion that it would
not be advisable for him, even when free,
to risk & visit to the ChAlet for some time
yet to come, or without much and careful
preparation.

She little knew what was to happen be-
fore that time came !

It was quite sudden. Vera caught a
chill, in the first week of September, from
getting out of bed one night, unheard by
her mother, who slept in the same room,
and, sitting by the open window in her
thin night-dress, and for several days after-
wards she was very ill, confined to her bed
and suffering from a severe cough and some
fever and delirium. Care and proper reme-
dies, however, got the better of the malady;
but as they did so all noticed that a great
change had come over her. Her bright
tranquillity was gone. She seemed nervous
and depressed; complained of having been
removed into a strange room, and of not
being able to hear the sea, would not allow
Leah to leave her side for a moment, and
was only partly I?aciﬁed by her presence
and soothing. ay, even then a slight
thing nearly upset her again. Her mother,
who had been absent for some hours taking
needful rest, entered the room, speaking to
a servant as she did so. Vera did not see
her; but the mere sound of her voice
seemed to electrify her. Weak as she was
she almost sprang from the- pillows where
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she was lying, and, flinging her arms round
Leah, whispered to her with trembling lips
that she had heard a voice—‘‘a voice like
mamma’s] Had Leah heard it too, and
oh! how could mamma have come there?
And why had they taken her to this place
from the lodgings where Marstland left
her, and where he had said she would be
quite safe ?”

She was in such a febrile, excited state
that it was ohvious Madame St. Laurent
must be kept out of the way, and no one
but Leah and the hired nurse allowed into
the room; but even when this was ar-
ranged, Vera's restlessness was not quieted.
Her mind seemed to be oscillating, as it
were, between more violent mania than
heretofore and recovery. Factsand fancies,
reality and memory, jostled one another in
her weakened brain, with one desire domi-
nant over all —to get away from this
strange place and back to the lmings from
which, as she imagined, she been re-
moved while she was ill. It was necessary
at last to give her an opiate as the only
means of soothing her; and though this took
effect and she soon slept soundly, Leah
dared not leave her, but remained watchi
by her side all night, and was still sea
there in the morning when, to her intense
surprise, the nurse brought her a pencilled
note written in Marstland’s hand. '

¢ The other doctors and I all think,” he
said, “that this thange may be for good,
and that directly she is able to be moved,
even in an invalid carriage, it will be well
to do as she wishes, and take her back to
Guernsey and the old lodgings there. I
am going there in advance to secure them,
and see that they are arranged in their
former way; and should she on waking
appear cognisant of any lapse of time, or
uneasy about my absence, you are to tell
her that I have gone to Les Chataigniers
to make friends with her mother and bring
her the latter’s forgiveness. That will pave
the way for their meeting, when, as I pray
—and oh ! Leah, best and dearest friend,
pray for it with me—she may have re-
covered her intellect sufficiently for such
a meeting to be possible for all of us.”

And as he planned it, it was carried out.
The mere promise to take her back seemed
to do her good ; and as she was evidently
able now to take intelligent note of the
Eas of time and the oijecte about her,

er old doctor congratulated himself on his
foresight in having had her established at
the commencement of her first illness in a

suite of rooms at the opposite side of the
house from that where the terrible tragedy
of her life had taken place, and which, there-
fore, were not cupabfe of recalling anything
of an alarming nature to her.

To avoid all risk of excitement indeed,
her actual removal and the early part of
the journey were achieved while she was
under the influence of narcotics ; but, even
when she woke and found herself in the
train, she was quite calm, and though too
weak to lift her head, seemed so happy
and talked so sensibly of Marstland’s mis-
sion and her hopes that it might have
been successful, that no one listening to her
could have fancied that her mind had ever
been affected.

So they reached their journey's end, and
she was carried up the steep stone steps of
the little cottage in Hill Street, and put to
bed in the sunny, chintz-curtained bed-
room without any accident or ill effect.
Indeed, she seemed so pleased at being
there and greeted Mrs, Nicholls—whom she
recognised at once, and who was touched
to tears at the sight of her—with such
smiling gentlehess, that poor Marstland,
listening with trembling anxiety outside
the door for one sound of that dear voice,
could hardly maintain his long-tried
patience sufficiently to keep himself from
entering the room and taking her them
and there into his arms. But his own
reason told him the risk would be too

great, and he crept away at last to watch |

the night out in the room below, praying
dumbly, but with all a strong man’s believ-
ing earnestness that Heaven in its mercy
would end this affliction which had fallen
on him and the girl he so passionately
loved, and give them once more back to
one another.

Suddenly, as it seemed, a hand was laid
;)11: hi::ishou](‘ller, almd hfe knew that lio must

ve dropped asleep, for it was only grey
dawn when he last looked about him,g::d
now the sun was shining brightly and Leah
was standing beside him—Leah, whom he
had not seen since last winter, and who
met him now with no greeting, but a look
on her pale, quivering face, before which he
started up as though he had been struck.

“Go for a doctor, George,” she said
hurriedly ; “I—it may be nothing; don't
—don’t look so frightened—but she has
been sleeping beautitully till a few minutes
ago, and now—there 18 a change in her
face. I don’s like it, and her pulse is so
low. Go quickly!” _
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should deal out fiction to them, bright,
sparkling, merry fiction, and deal it out
right liberally too.”

Of course he must lay down the law
on every subject, small or great, that came
within his cognizance. The words ¢ don’t
you think,” or *it seems to me,” would
have come strangely from his lips.

Mab rang the bell for the tea-tray.

“I haven’t a single volume of fiction | tigh

among my books,” she said, and the
minute after re she had said so.
Question and controversy must follow now.
She was very tired with her tramp through
the by-ways of Westminster. She wished
the man would go, and let her enjoy her
tea and talk upstairs with Joyce in

peace.
“ Not a volume of fiction | ” he repeated;
‘““are you afraid of fiction¥ Does it mean

that poetry is a terra incognita to you,
that gl):;kespem, Milton, Shelley, Swin-

burne are names to you and nothing more 3

“ I never read poetry.”

Then she threw off her light summer
mantle and busied herself over the tea-
table ; fussed over the sugar, the tes, the
urn, the cream, all the time feeling that
Buckingham’s large dark eyes were fixed
full upon her face with that bold question-
ing, seuchm{ stare, which as a rule
affronted her, but which now seemed rather
to disconcert her. She made the servant
stay in the room, handing the tea, the
cake, the biscuits ; then, when there could
be no further possible reason for the man to
remain, walked to the window ; raised the
blind ; wondered what had detained her
motherso long; and made jerkylittletirades
against the uncomfortable weather, the
scorching heat, the blinding dust.

Captain Buckingham’s eyes followed her
round the room.

*“Miss Shenstone,” he said in the same
loud dogmatic tone as before, * you are
resisting influence.”

Mab inve a great start. These were the
words she had felt through long years past
would some day be spoken to her by some-
one’s lips, and now they had been spoken
by this man’s,

She .answered. calmly enough, though
with an effort :

't..’:‘ If influence is bad, it is well to resist
i

“ But if good, what then ¥ Do you know
the first day 1 saw you I detected in you a
something that cat you off from the rest
of the world, though I could not tell what
it was? I see it now; the *something’ is

organic, therefore permanent and unalter-
able. You are made of the stuff of which
the seers of old time were made, the
augurs, the prophets, the poets if you like.
Pound yourself in a mortar, you won’t get
rid of it. Go atom by atom to dust, it will
cry aloud in the ashes.”

Mab's face went from white to red, from
red to white. She clasped her hands
tly together, and turned facing him,
staring blankly.

He went on calmly, yet loudly as before: -

“In all my life I have only met one
person at all to compare with you. She
was & young Vermont girl of French
parentage, Marie St. Clair by name, a born
seer, clairvoyante, and of the finest sus-
ceptibilities. And her parents had set her
to sell stockings and calico in a draper’s
shop! Her sense of touch was so fine she
could distinguish the quality and price of
any article by the touch of her finger-tip.
Ah,” here his voice drogped a note or two,
¢ through want of know. odge one may burn
oil in an Aladdin’s lamp !”

“ What became of her?” asked Mab
under her breath, and drawing a step
nearer.

“I rescued her. Iinduced her to throw
up the miserable drudgery in the draper’s
shop, and put herself under tutelage at
Boston. She developed rapidly enough;
had a brilliant career ; in fact, at one time,
was more talked about than any other

reon in the States. The odd part with

ar was, that though she could do some
remarkable things in a state of trance, her
best moment was on the moment of awak-
ing from deep sleep, before her senses were
aroused. Then it was all in a flash that she
saw the person, or had the thing revealed
to her, on which her mind was set.”

Mab gave a painful start. Her memory
flew back to tﬁat bright spring morning,
when to her fancy her dead father had stood
before her.

“You seem interested,” Buckingham
went on. “I'll lend you her autobiography
if you like. All the Boston people went
mad over her. Three years of a most bril-
liant career she had.”

“And then?” asked Mab again under
her breath, and drawing another step nearer
to bim.

“ QOh, she died—at twenty-six years of
age. Overdid it, lost control over herself,
and died in an asylum.”

“Ah-h1”

“But it doesn’t follow from that that
other people are to go and do likewise. Sup-
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posing that I, an English nobleman, de-
franded of my rights, were to claim and
get back my birthright, and then run riot
in my inheritance and die a panper! Would
you argue from that fact that therefore no
one to the end of time is to venture to
claim a lost birthright ¢

Mab yet stood silent and with clasped
hands before him, her thoughts all one
wrging, storm-toesed masa.

It was a relief at this moment to hear a
voice outeide the door, which suggested
common-place morning calls, evening recep-
dh'ons, tea-gowns, small talk, in a pre-eminent

e,

t said, evidently addressing a servant:
“I am tired to death, absolutely; with
listening, nothing else. I haven opened
my lips since I left the house two hours
m ! n

Then the door opened, and Mrs. Shen-
stons, in a costume that might have suited
amodern youthful Lydia Languish, made
her appearance. “I knew you were here,
Captain Buckingham,” she said, smiling
affably, ¢ before I was told. I heard your
voice all the way upstairs, Now will you
tell me why it is that you and your sister
do not talk the least bit in the world like
any other Americans I have ever heard ?”

“It is because we are cosmopolitans, I
suppose,” laughed Buckingham. ¢ Never-
theless, you mustn’t imagine that the Eng-
lish accent is a monopoly for which you've
taken out a patent. Some of us Yankees
talk every whit as broad as your English-
men!”

CHAPTER VIIL

Joyce's headache turned out a more
serious affair than was expected. The next
day found her in bed with a crimson face
and ice-cold hands. The day after found
the doctor in the house, with his watch in
his hand and the terrible word * typhoid ”
on his lips,

“Is it catching, doctor ?” moaned Mrs.
Shenstone. * Shall weall take it one after
the other? Oh dear, dear! Just as we
were all going to start for Dieppe, like the
rest of the world! This comes of Mab
diving into all the'holes and corners of Lon-
don. She has brought it into the house,
somehow or other, depend upon it.”

The doctor stared at her. * Well, I've
seen women blessed with next to no sense,
bat this one beats all 1” he thought. Aloud
he said : “In which case it is rather re-
markable that Miss Mab was not the first
| to fall victim. You had better look for the

caugse within your own four walls, Madam,
and see to your drains and water-pipes.”

It may be conjectured that he had but the
slenderest acquaintance with Mrs. Shen-
stone, The old family doctor down in
Gloucestershire would have nodded to her
complacently, and said nothing,

Three weeks, packed with anxiety, with.
alternating hopes and fears, followed.

During those three weeks all the house-
hold wheels ran down.

Mrs. Shenstone was ordered out of the
houseby the doctor, and rooms found for her
within easy distance. “ She'll just frighten
herself into the fever and double your
trouble,” he explained to Mab. And
to himself he added: *“And if it's all
the same to everyone else, I would rather
not have such a patient as that on my
hands.”

“My poor darling Joyee,” Mrs. Shen-
stone said, as she sobbed a good-bye on
Mab’s shoulder, “such a mercy it isn't
small-pox | such a mercy, t0o, that you are
such a thoughtful, careful nurse, Mab. If
you had been & beauty, instead of a dear,
domestic treasure, you wouldn’t have done
half so much good in the world. Good-
bye, ’darling; wish I could be of use to
you.

Mab, as might have been ox'ﬂocted, at
once took up her post in the sick-room as
head-nurse. Helter-skelter out of her head
went all thoughts save that of watching
over her fever-stricken sister, morning,
noon, and night, No one knew when she
slept nor when she had her meals, Other
nurses were there in attendance from the
hospitals ; but no matter, Mab must super-
intend them and the general routine of
the sick-room, so that her darling Joyce
should lack nothing.

Up came Uncle Archie from the wilds

of Gloucestershire, with fat, placid Aunt
Bell in attendance. The old gentleman
was still suffering sharp twinges of inter-
mittent gout, and his views of the situation
were coloured accordingly.

He attacked the doctor first,

“ Typhoid,” he said ; * I don't believe in
such a thing. There was no typhoid when

I was a boy. We called a thing typhus—
a disease everyone could understand, or
we called a thing Ngul:ric fever, something
quite different. Now, I don’t believe she
has what you are pleased to call typhoid,
and if you let her die through improper
treatment you'll be guilty of manslaughter,
sir, manslaughter.”

The doctor was at first naturally enough

-1,
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disposed to grow irate, and to stand
upon his dignity under such treatment;
bat when he heard the old gentleman go
into the next room and rate Mab in pre-
- cisely the same fashion, he shrugged his
shoulders, and came to the conclusion that
all this only represented family idiosyn-
crasies coming to the front again.

“Look here, Mab,” said Uncle Archie,
“ you've undertaken the sick-nursing. Very
well, you'll break down under it, anyone
can see you'll break down—jyour face is
like a sheet, and you're shivering and
shaking like an aspen ; you'd better have
in a sister to superintend the nurses from
the hospital, and take turn and turn about
with her. If you break down, Joyce will
get neglected—it'll be a case of man-
slaughter,” etc., etc.

He stormed at Frank, too, in much the

same fashion ; or rather, he began to do so, |’

but Frank turned upon him in a way he was
unprepared to meet.

“Don’t, don’t, Mr. Shenstone,” he im-
plored, “my nerves are all gone, I can’t
stand it. If anything happens to her——"
but here he broke off bruequely, his own
words seeming to choke him.

Uncle Archie stared at bim a moment,
blinking his eyes very hard. Then he took
to stamping up and down the room, mut-
tering to himself and making his stick doa
great deal of work.

Aunt Bell came in and carried him off
to a neighbouring hotel, where he was laid
up in bed for a fortnight, with the worst
attack of gout he had ever had.

Frank almost lived in the house for that
fortnight during which Joyce was at her
worst. He and Mab seemed drawn more
closely to each other in those days than
ever they had been in their lives before.
Mab was less of a living enigma to him,
he a more defined and conceivable bit of
humanity to her. Joyce’s extremity was,
80 to speak, the light which made them see
each other’s faces.

“If she lives, Mab, I shall say you have
saved her,” Frank would say sometimes, as
he crept away from the house at day-dawn
with face gray and ashen as that of the
misty morning itself.

And Mab's answer, given with a look
clear and straightforward as Joyce's own
could be, “I would give my life for hers,
if God would but take it.”

Frank seemed all made of mnerves just
then. His work was almost an impossi-
bility to him. His,leader-writing was sus-
pended. One moment he would be all

irritable excitement, the next all depressed
misery. He seemed somehow to have let
himself slip through his own fingers, and to
have lost all power of self-control. He de-
spised himself heartily for his weakness,
fancied he could read unmitigated scorn
and ridicule in every face he looked into—
in Captain Buckingham’s especially, when
by chance they met on Mrs. Shenstone’s
doorstep, or within the house making en-
quiries for the invalid.

These meetings were not frequent. It
was a subject for congratulation that they
were not. There was a smouldering fire
of antagonism between these two men,
which frequent intercourse must have
stirred into flame.

“ Why is he here at all# What concern
is it of his whether Joyce is better or
worse$” Frank once savagely asked of Mab.

‘“He comes on my mother’s account.
He takes her a report of Joyce three times
a day,” was Mab’s reply.

“ Good Heavens !” cried Frank, *I for-
got all about your mother | Now, Mab, I
can undertake that mission and give this
man to understand that his services are
not required.”

Mab, anxious to keep the peace, shook
her head. * It wouldn't do at all,” she ex-
plained. My mother has asked him to do
it. Don't you see she likes him? and——"

“Doesn’t like me,” finished Frank. «I
know it. I only ho, ?

But here he broke off. Naturally enough
he felt shy of hoping to Mab that her
mother “ wasn’t going to make a fool of
herself over the man Buckingham.”

The day of crisis came at length. They
all knew what the doctor meant when,
after staying in the sick-room about double
the usual time, he came out saying :

¢ Come, cheer up, my young friends, she
has everything in her favour — youth, a
strong constitation, good nursing. We
must hope for the best.”

And when he announced his intention of
coming in again at midnight, and resum-
ing his watch, they all knew that day-
dawn most probably meant life or death
for their darling.

Joyce’s dressing-room, opening off her
bed-room, had been improvised into a tem-
porary sitting-room, and here Frank passed
the whole of that lagging night of suspense,
getting about ever{dqnarter of an hour a
brief report from Mab, through the half-
opened door, and feeling his heart go up
and down with a bound every time he heard
her touch upon the handle,




PR S do

b
|®._§

s VG TR iememe

Charles Dickens.)

A DATELESS BARGAIN.

{September 4, 18863 101

The feverish mutterings and tossings of
the patient came to him through the thin
partition. The sounds of London night-
life died down in the street, giving place
to those of the young day. Frank felt his
hopes sinking low, lower, like that flame of
his night-lamp just burning itself ont. A
great numbness and stillness seemed to fall
upon him. He sank upon his knees beside
the table, hiding his face in his cold,
trembling hands. He felt as though he
were wrestling with death for her.

Five o’clock of that August morning
found the cool daylight flowing into the
little room through the half-tarned Venetian
blinde. Mab, opening softly the door of
the inner room, let out a stream of lurid
light which met and quenched it. Frank
sarted and lifted up his wan face in-
quiringly.

“She sleeps ; she has taken a turn. The
doctor says all will be well now,” was all
she found voice to say. And then their
hands clasped, their tears flowed together,
and their hearts sent up the thanksgiving
their lips lacked power to utter.

Someone came tapping at the door—a
sleepy servant saying a person was below
wishing to see Miss Mab.

Mab, all tottering from excess of grateful
joy, went downstairs to find Ned Donovan
standing in the hall

He started back when he saw her.

“They told me it was Miss Joyce who

was ill, but surely—" he began hesi-
tatingly.
Mab could see in his startled gaze the
reflection of her own ghastly, haggard face.
“ It was Miss Joyce,” she answered. * It
is, rather, for she is not yet out of danger.
It is very good of you to come. Ob, it is
anly anxiety that has made me look so
wretched. I shall soon be all right again,
now she has taken a tarn.”

Ned’s eyes seemed rivetted.

“ Miss Mab, you will be ill if you don't

take care. Is anyone looking after you?
I only heard late ﬂmt night of Miss Joyce’s
iliness, I could only get a train one station
up the line. I've walked the rest of the
way. No, thank you, Miss Mab ; I'm not
tired now I've seen you and know the
worst of your trouble is over.”
Mab made him come into the dining-
room, and fetched him wine and biscuits
from the sideboard, making him eat and
drink, and asking him questions meantime
of himeelf, of his work, and how he
liked it.

“]1 have only five minutes to give yon,”

she said. “T must get back quickly to the
sick-room. But you must tell me all you
can about yourself. Now; why is it you so
seldom write to me ?”

If the light had not been so gray and
uncertain she might have seen his face
flush a deep red.

“I've no time for writing, Miss Mab.
It was best to leave it off,” he answered a
little unsteadily.

“No time? Not even to me?” ex-
claimed Mab in a pained voice. I asked
you so many questions in my last letter.
What you did with yourself on Sundays?
Why you never came near the house—not
even to see your sister ¢ ”

Ned’s face flushed desper and deeper
crimson, his hand holding his wine-glass
trembled noticeably.

Mab seeing his perturbation, not un-
naturally misinterpreted it.

* Is anything wrong $” she asked kindly,
“ a.r: , ot things going smoothly with
you

Ned jumped to his feet.

“ Wrong — anything wrong$” he re-
peated, ‘ what is there right in the world #”
He checked himself suddenly. Possibly
his thoughts would not translate into words
choice enough for a young lady’s ear.

Poor fellow! He was only three-and-
twenty years of age; he was defiantly, yet
despairingly in love with a woman as much
beyond the reach of his human arms as the
stars in heaven, and so it seemed to him
that everything was wrong indeed.

Mab looked at him in silent wonder for
a moment. Then those dreadful Fenian
societies suggested themselves to her
mind.

“What books are you reading, Ned %"
she asked. “I hope you are not taking in
those insurrectionary papers—1I've for-
gotten their names—you gave up two or
three years ago to please me $”

Now in all these kindly speeches Mab
was actnated by the simplest, the loftiest
of desires to help a man whom she had
always looked upon as one of the most
hot-headed of a hot-headed race, and liable
at any moment to catch the fever of the
demagogues, and to catch it fatally too.

Ned was born in England of an English
mother ; he had had an English education
in English schools, and brogue was a thing
unknown to him ; bat for all that, he was.
as she had so often told him, * more Irish
than bhis Irish father.” Her attitnde
throughout their interconrse had been that
of kindly unostentatious patronage, such
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as any lady might extend to any working
man, Yet as she stood there waiting for an
answer to her question a something crept
into his face—a sudden light into his deep
blue eyes, a change of ression about
the mouth—which startled her, and made
her think of her sick-room duties, and
that the sooner she got back to them the
better.

She made a step towards the door.

“ I must go—I am sure I must be wanted
upstairs,” she began. Then she came back
irresolutely. After all the interest she had
taken in this man she did not feel inclined
to let him go down the hill, when a word
from her might perhaps save him. * Ned,”
she said, speaking up bravely, “I want
you to make me a promise—a very solemn
promise.”

Ned hesitated.

“If it's about any of our national
societies, Miss Mab, I would rather not
make it,” he answered slowlg.

“I will have nothing to do with you to
the end of time if you join any ome of
those societies,” she interrupted, dashing
nervously into the very middle of her sub-
ject. *“They are secret, detestable, formed
only for murder and assassination.”

A noise of door opening at that moment
made her turn her head. It was the
sleepy servant who had announced Ned,
showing in Captain Buckingham. There
seemed an amused look iniis eye, as he
looked from Mab to Ned. Of course he
must have heard her concluding words.

“I have come for my morning’s report.
I promised Mrs. Shenstone she should have
it before six,” he said blandly enough.

Mab gleefully gave him the glad news

Ned, with a respectful “ Good morning,
Miss Mab,” took up his hat and left the
room.

Mab went one step over the threshold,
bent on making a final effort. * You must
think over what I have said. Pray, pray
do not forget what I have asked of you,”
she said gently.

“ Miss Mab,” was Ned’s reply as respect-
fully as before, I am not likely to forget
one single word you have ever spoken to
me.” Then he went.

Buckingham cross-questioned her as to
who was Ned, what were his surroundings,
what was his occupation ? * Irish of course
he is, although his brogue is fairly enough
hidden. I could swear to the Irish blue
eye among a thousand.”

Mab, with her foot on the first step of
the stairs, all anxiety to get back to the

gick-room, answered him briefly as to the
man’s parentage and present occupation.

Had anyone watched Buckingham take
his departure down the house steps that
morning, they might have seen his lips
forming to the words : *‘ Irish—no brogue
—works at the Arsenal,” and his forehead
knotting into a thoughtful frown.

The cold daylight had quickened into
rosy dawn as Mab passed the staircase
windows. A figure glided along the land-
ing from the small room a little hurriedly
at her approach. It was Kathleen with a
tray in her hand. It did not strike Mab
a8 strange that the girl should be dressed,
and smartly dressed as she had been on
the previous night: just then no one’s
toilette was much criticised. They washed
and dressed when they could, andjwore even-
ing drees in the morning or cotton gowns
at night, just as it happened. 'What, how-
ever, did strike her as strange was the
brilliant flush and look of confusion on the
girl's face as she explained that she had
been’ taking Mr. Ledyard some hot coffee.
She had thought he must be tired with his
night'’s watching.

“It was kind and thoughtful of you,”
was Mab’s comment as she went hur
riedly into the room, trying to dismiss
the matter from her mind as one of no
moment.

Later on events brought it back to
her and gave it possibly a magnified im-
portance.

RECOLLECTIONS
OF A MIDSHIPMAN’S MESS.

IN FOUR PARTS. PART L

IT must be twenty years ago. Dear me !
when 1 come to count it up it is more than
twenty years ago by a good bit since I
joined my first sea-going ship at Sheerness.
As I glance back at that opening period of
my life, many things appear quite faint and
dim in the distance, only the shadow in-
stead of the substance of them left, while
others are as clear and distinct as on the
very day on which they occmrred. I have
said that I was going to join my first sea-
going ship, and naturally 1 was a youngster,
but equally naturally I did not consider
myself to be so. I had served twelve
months in a harbour ship, and this distinc-
tion tilted my nose in the air and enabled
me, as the Yankees say, * to put on frills.”
I knew a thing or two. I spoke naturally
of “my messmates.” I flavoured my speech

with naval phrases, which seemed to me
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the simple consequence of such long and
distinguished service.

So, with all this accumulation of know-
ledge, I went down to Sheerness to join
HMS. *Bruisewater.” My recollection
of the time makes it an equal solution of
glory and discomfort ; glory in arriving at
an unknown port, to join an unknown
ship, to be rowed off to her in a boat of
unknown build, to plunge suddenly into a
throng of faces all unknown, and yet to
have & distinct right to be there and a
thoroughly well-defined place to hold. Dis-
comfort in exchanging the beauties of Ply-
month and all its familiar sights and sounds
for the hopeless dead-level of mud and
marsh which constitutes Sheerness; in join-
ing a ship in the first throes of commission-
ing; in trying in vain to find a familiar face,
a familiar sight, a familiar spot in which to
take refuge for a moment from the din,
and whirl, and confusion, of the new and
strange life. The first week or so of my
life on board seemed to me then, and still
seems, a sort of dyspeptic dream. No con-
stitnted mess; no properly appointed sleep-
ing place—for the hammocks were not
served out for the first few days, and even
wbli;o;dt.hey were, my marinlf aer;ant uvlv;s
obliged to sling mine anywhere he could ;
no prop]er f:ohtil,gbut :]l:ly Sort of skirmis dxl';
ing apology for a meal, necessitating sun
dinners aiy the * Fountain” toh:ﬁisfy the
cravings of young stomachs.

On board the ship were caulkers, ship-
wrights, dockyard officials, blue-jackets, ma-
rines, stokers, shavings, wet paint, dirt, tar,
rope-yarns, putty, spars, tanks, hawsers,
casks, bales, biscuit-bags, all knocking about
in apparently hopeless confusion, The decks
above and below resounded incessantly
with the noise of hammers; of cheeping-
blocks; of men running and stamping ; of
enormous weights bumping down so as to
make the whole ship quiver ; of short, sharp
orders given in a voice evidently long ac-
customed to authoritative tones, and re-
peated noisily by important warrant officers,
boatewains, and others. The atmosphere
was packed as full as it could hold
with the mingled smell of new rope, of
ship’s ram, and of tobacco in the leaf, save
when, from the engine-room hatch there
came up a reek of oil pure and simple, such
a3 a man might live on for a year without
other food, and which overlaid the other
combination like rancid butter on sour
bread.

By-and-by our messmates began to join,
and the mess. hitherto combarativelv de-

serted,{became’a centre of noise and liveli-
ness. Our berth was on the lower deck.
It was lighted by three scuttles—bull’s-eyes
of glass set in the solid thicknesses of the
ship’s side—and no other light pierced its
gloom. Perhaps it was as well that it was so,
else the dirt and neglect which would have
been revealed might have sickened us. It
was lamentably small, even for the number
it was intended to hold ; and we were to be
packed with supernumeraries for the dis-
tant Pacific, shedding a few on the south-
east coast of America as we passed. The
berth was very long and very narrow, and
had a sliding door at each end, by which
entrance was gained by ourselves and by
the steward and his boy. There was no
attempt at ornament on the walls or bulk-
heads, and the whole area of the berth was
taken up by the table, which, allowing just
room enough for seats all round it, stretched
from one end to the other. This table
was, moreover, a gigantic chest, in the
bowels of which, known generally as the
“ jolly-boat,” were stowed wines, preserved
meats, jams, sardines, and 80 oa. At the
after end of the berth was a tiny continua-
tion of it, separated from it by a bulk-
head, or wooden partition, and called the
steward's berth, is communicated with
the mess place by a small sliding panel in
t.hcz centre, " th ep

t first, with the exception of Peregrine,
the Assistant-Paymaster, ,all the fellows
who joined were youngsters, and we were
all very friendly and noisy, each trying to
outbrag the other, and all striving to ap-
pear quite at ease and at home in a situa-
tion which was obviously utterly new to
everyone, Still, there were some far greener
and more ignorant than others, and of
these we naturally made game, and thereby
exalted our own superiority. But presently
8 hush came over all this. Three sub-
lieutenants joined, with a master’s assistant,
and an old, old midshipman with whiskers,
and of such standing that even the sub-
lieutenants looked up to him and listened
respectfully to his yarns, which smacked of
Nelson and of Blake. They seemed to be
of ships and men of so very, very long ago;
whileliﬁs

masterly handling of the art of pro- !

fanity and the stream of blasphemy which |

issued continually from his lips struck awe
and admiration into all, and made them own

themselves in the presence of a master. In '

the face of this real talent we poor pre- '
tenders slunk away abashed and admired '

from a distance ; and when; with many a
fine manlv oath and blustering sea-far-
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ing expression, these our senior officers
threatened *to stick a fork in the beam,”
at eight p.m., and drive us all on to the
lower deck while they talked *politics,”
as they called it, we acquiesced humbly
enough, as heing powerless to object. Then
they too would begin to brag, and swell,
and talk of what they had seen and done,
and the ships which they had served in, and
the courts-martial they had but narrowly
escaped ; and, as the conversation went
round, the grog would do so too, and by-
and-by the bergh would followthe example,
and some of our seniors would find it a
matter of some difficulty to retire grace-
fully to their hammocks,

But old Peregrine, our Assistant-Pay-
master, outdid them all; he had served
longer, had been on more stations, in more
ships, had been more under arrest, and
could drink more rum (with very little
water) than any of them, or indeed than
all of them put together; and he looked
down with contempt on their young ex-
periences and their old yarns served up as
new ; and he would sit silently drinking
his grog, listening to it all, and occasionally
putting in a word calculated to throw them
all aback, as it were, and make them try
another tack. The best of fellows, old
Peregrine—a gentleman by birth and
bmgir;;, a man of great intellect, of con-
siderable humour, of boundless generosity,
of tireless good-nature, a real good mess-
mate and fsrisnd, but for one miserable
vice—the vice of the British Navy. He
was an incorrigible drunkard. I don’t
know what it was that forced him into
such a habit—who ever does know that
of most drunkards?—but I have often
thonﬁht that, with his undoubted talent,
he had recognised the fact that there
was no possible chance of rising above
the dead level of his lot in life, and
that this was a bitter disappointment to
him, for he had brothers who had greatly
distinguished themselves. Peregrine it
was who invented the original idea of a
free cask of beer in the mess ; he it was
who ordered it on shore, who superintended
the placing of it in the berth itself, who
saw to the tapping of it, who drank the
first and many another glass from it, and
who, I believe, finally had to pay for it, as
nobody would admit any responsibility in
the matter except himself.

I know it was a vast mistake ; and that

thoughtless ; that we were in considerable
numbers ; and that there was nobody to
exercise any kindly control over us. Often
and often I have since thought that, if the
tender and anxious mothers of those boys
could have seen them in the first blush of
their new lives, they would never have had
another hour’s peace until they had torn
those boys from the pestilential place, and
abandoned all thought of making them into
sailors. Well, well! All that is changed
now, I hear; and youngsters dine at 7.30,
instead of noon, as we did ; and are par-
ticular about the light sherry they drink,
and the cleanliness of the tablecloth and
napkins ; while some even have decided
opinions on the subject of mess waistcoats
and such fripperies.

But to my story —if story it can
be called. ,Our seniors, the ward-room
officers, had joined now, and we were, of
course, much interested in them. The
Commander was an object of intense
awe and interest; the Lieutenants were
criticised very powerfully by our *subs,”
who treated them with great respect on
deck, but declared them to be the most in-
capable body of men they had ever met,
down below. The Marine Officers, Pay-
master, Chaplain, and sall came in for
severe and trenchant criticism; and of
course among the medicos there was a
young Irishman. No ship in Her Majesty’s
service could possibly put to sea without
one Irish doctor on board, affording much
relaxation and amusement to his mess-
mates, especially during the first few years
of his service.

By degrees the ship began to assume
the appearance which one expects a
British man-of-war to wear. The casks
and bales were down in the hold, or
stowed in the various store-rooms; the
spars were sent aloft, or lashed in their
proper places on deck ; the hawsers were
coiled down and sent below; the paint
gradually dried ; the shavings were swept
up; the dirt was removed; the decks
were persistently holystoned, scrubbed,
“squeegéed,” and swabbed, till every speck
was removed from them, with about a
quarter of an inch of solid wood as well ;
the guns were oiled and polished till they
shone like a top-boot ; the cabins of the
officers down below began to glow re-
splendent with the little gay curtains and
strips of gold moulding. The wardroom

many of us boys drank a great deal more
of that beer than was good for us, for the
simple reasons that we were all utterly

dinners took, to our hungry eyes, as we
peeped down, the, skylight on the main-
deck, the semblance of splendid banquets,
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amidst the glitter of glass and plate and
the dazzling snowiness of white linen.
Alas! the only thing that did not change
was our mess, which was still dark and dis-
mal, as on the first day of the commission ;
still dirty and neglected, if only the light
would have let us see it ; still bare, as to its
walls, and curtainless, as to its doors. We
got some cushions to sit upon, that was all
I can recollect in the way of improvement.

All these signs of smartness and good
trim betokened that the ship would soon
be ready for sea. Oar trial trips came off,
were pronounced satisfactory—what trial-
trip of one of Her Majesty’s ships is not
pronounced to be satisfactory, unless the
screw shaft actually refuses to turn round
The Admiral came and inspected us, and
we were reported ready to sail, at a given
date, for the far Pacific  Then came
a lovely, bright spring morning when
we actually did get up our anchor, as
we lay at the Nore, and bear away for
Plymouth, picking up our Captain on the
way. A very grim and powerful-looking
little man he was, and we felt very much
in awe of him as, for the first time,
we watched him pacing up and down the
bridge in conversation with the Commander.

That short run to Plymouth established
the fact that our ship could sail, for we
logged eleven knots during a good part of
the distance ; and though some of us were
not nearly 8o well as we could have wished,
and turned into our hammocks as soon as
ever they were ‘ piped down,” yet we at
once started that feeling of pride in our
own ship which is so universally seen in
the service, and which certainly aids in
keeping up its efficiency. Many & proof
did the good old craft afterwards give us of
her speed under sail ; and had she been in
the hands of a captain who was fond of
“carrying on,” I believe her record might
have been something extraordinary; but
we were in careful hands, and she was
never really pressed.

Then came two or three hurried days at
Plymouth, occupied in duty of all sorts, and
in scurrying through the place to take a
long leave of old friends ; and then at last
one afternoon we were steaming out of
Plymouth Sound, conscious that for three
years at least we should see no more the
faces of those who were dearest to us. Bat
we were youngsters ; sorrow sat lightly on
our hearts; all our world was in the future.
It is the man of middle age—leaving behind
him wife and child, all the holiest ties of
life—who suffers most at such a time,

Ere the coast-line had disappeared in the
gloom of that spring evening we had re-
covered our spirits ; we had cast retrospec-
tion overboard, we had strained our eyes
ahead to see what the great world had in
store for us. One word about the ship :
she was a splendid frigate of those days—
nearly three thousand tons—with moderate
engine-power, capable of driving her some
eight knots in calm water; but she was
essentially a sailer, and, as I have already
said, she sailed splendidly. She carried
about forty guns, mostly thirty-two poun-
ders, and one one-hundred-and-ten-pounder
forward, which we youngsters then con-
sidered the most ponderous and perfect
weapon ever invented ; but which we have
since learned to regard with much less
enthusiastic feelings, both as to its power
and especially as to its value in action. It
usually split its vent-piece at the third
round, and remained sulky and silent for

| many hours afterwards, while its attendanta:

in vain attempted to remove the injured
fitting. We were five hundred and twenty-
five officers and men all told, or rather we
ought to have been, for we were several
hands short. ,

Now that we were at sea with no dis-
tractions, we settled down into our places
in the berth with littlhes trouble ; but $e
were anything but a happy mess. [
had too manygmembom in the first place.
Our senior, Peregrine, was the best of
fellows when sober, and should have given
a tone to the mess, but he was not often
sober. Our three subs wera very young
in their new rank; we had a few mid-
shipmen who bad been to sea before, but
they, baving been youngsters and felt the
migery of it in their last ship, were de-
termined to be oldsters, and let us know it
in this.

Never will the recollection of those first
days at sea in that mess be erased from
my mind. The atmosphere reeked with
bad language ; the dyoungstem were either
outrageously bullied or were taken up by
oldsters, who constituted themselves their
“ gea-dads,” and were by them instructed
in the arts of ornamental blasphemy and
rum-drinking with an assiduity worthy of
a better cause. At night the whole mess
—as many as could wedge into the berth—
sat round the table by the dim light of a
couple of lanterns, and, while sapplied by
the steward with the necessary liquor,
made the whole ship ring with the most
disreputable songs that the lowest type of
East End music hall could supply, the




106  (September 4, 1886.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted by

=1

chorus of which was sung by all, oldsters
and youngsters alike, with infinite X
the piping treble of the children fresh from
the * Britannia” rising shrill and loud
above the discordant roar of their older
and more intoxicated messmates. Every
night these saturnalia went on ; the same
lot congregated round the table, the same
songsters sang the same miserable ditties,
which were listened to with the same
interest, joined in with the same spirit, and
applauded with the same enthusiasm ; and it
was a merciful release when the master-at-
arms came round and announced, * Nine
o'clock, gentlemen ; lights out, please.”

Bat it was, perhaps, at meal times that
the mess may be considered to have risen
to its greatest height of artistic disorder.
Let us take dinner at noon as a specimen.
I have said there were two doors, both on
the same side of the berth, but at oppo-
site ends of that side, which slid to and
fro instead of moving on a hinge. Just
before dinner time the berth would be
crammed to its utmost capacity, every one
eager for his dinner, and drumming the
table with his knife handle in impatient
auticipation of it. The cloth, such as it
was, was already laid, and the plates
placed round the table, almost touching
each other by reason of their numbers.
All eyes would be turned towards the
door. Presently a sound outside would
announce the arrival of the food ; the doors
would be drawn back, and the steward
would appear at one with, say a smoking
dish of hot “salt horse,” while the boy
would enter at the other with an enormous
bowl of potatoes, if we were lucky enough
to have any. They entered, but they
seldom, if ever, reached the table. No
sooner had the steward got inside the
doorway than the strongest of the oldsters
seized the dish from his hands, slapped it
down in front of his own plate, and
savagely hacked off from it as much as he
thought he could devour.

'Pﬁoro, you fellows | ” he would sing out ;
and in an instant half-a-dozen hands had
seized the dish, and were tugging at it in
all directions in their eagerness for the
next help, when some more enterprising
and experienced member would suddenly
snatch up a fork, plunge it up to the hilt
in the steaming mass, and bear it off to his
own plate, while the others still wrangled
and fought over the dish on which it had
reposed, hardly conscious that their prey
had escaped them.

The same scuffle had in the meanwhile

been taking place at the other end over
the bowl of potatoes. The bowl was
snatched from the boy’s hand by the most
active member near enough to the door;
its ownership was disputed, hands were
thrust in, and potatoes—‘‘spuds” as we
used to call them—were carried off in this
manner ; and finally the bowl was capsized
on to the table, and the rest of its contents
were rolled all over the place, while the
surrounding mob, each armed with a fork,
fought for each individual spud, swearing,
laughing, threatening, and jobbing at the
potatoes, regardless of the hands of those
who snatched at them ; scrambling over the
table in their eagerness; smashing plates
and dishes; and even doing more serious
damage, for on one occasion the table itself
gave way under the strain.

Such was “ dinner,” as I learned to know
it in a midshipman’s mess—the most hor-
rible and rowdy spectacle that one could
imagine, associated in my mind with every
feeling of misery and discomfort. I tried
it for a bit, but it was of no use. I was a
youngster. I was not then one of the
strong omes. I frequently got no dinner
at all, and so at last I hit upon the plan of
offering to exchange my tot of grog—
which I loathed—for my marine servant’s
allowance of pea-soup, and this, with a
couple of ship’s biscuits, was all the
dinner I used to have until we arrived on
our station, got rid of our supernumeraries,
and established, as we did at length, a
more decent order of things.

It is needless to say that in such a mess
there was plenty of ill-feeling—the oldsters

inst the youngsters, with a middle party
;gmthose who were neither oldsters mnor
youngsters, but who alternately sided with
either—the * executives ” against the ¢
idlers,” or those whose duties did not take
them on deck—growls, bullying, reports,
mock court-martials, ending in "¢ four
dozen over the mess table with a sword
scabbard.” These were matters of fre-
quent occurrence, and to me it seemed |
a8 if one could not be worse off in Pan- |
demonium itself. But it is but justice to |
say that at this time we were a more than
ueually unfavourable specimen of a junior
officers’ mess,

We conducted our relaxation in the
same frantic manner that we exhibited in
our other occupations, We “slung the
monkey ” on deck, and let into the poor
victim when slung with a malicious viru-
lence which would have made an outsider
believe him to, be .our! deadly foe instead
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of a chance messmate, For the benefit of
those who know not the customs of the
ses, I must explain that ¢slinging the
monkey ” is & kind of nautical “iaste
the bear,” the difference being that the
“monkey ” is sl to some spar over-
head by a sling which passes under his
arms, so that his toes just touch the deck
—by this means he can swing himself
violently into the air in any direction and
attack with his rope’s end or kmotted
handkerchief any one of the crowd of
players who stand around him, eager to
assault him in the same manner, and who,
on being struck, is obliged to take his place.
We fenced on deck in the evening with
single-sticks and no masks, and smote each
other hip and thigh as hard as we could
let drive ; we boxed in the same terrific
manner ; and when we got on shore we
devoted ourselves to the pursuit of plea-
sure with such headlong eagerness that we
were utterly unfit for dut;afor twenty-four
hours afterwards. Well I recollect how
we touched our first land at Madeira—
how I, in conjunction with many others,
landed immediately after breakfast ; how
we hired horses and rode up to the Grand
Corral ; how we rode down again, mostly
at & hand gallop, along places where I
should now crawl on hands and knees; how
we abandoned the horses only to instantly
hire & boat for the purpose of bathing;
how on the termination of our bathe we
at once went ashore and hired more horses
and again rode off no one knew whither,
certainly not ourselves; and how, at sixp.m.,
having eaten nothing since our breakfast
on board, we had a high tea at Miles’s
Hotel, and then actually knocked about the
town, which was in festal garb, until long
past midnight, and finally went off to the
ship utterly and hopelessly knocked up in a
blaze of indescribable phosphorescence.
Such was our method of recreation—all
done at high pressure, with no suspicion
in our minds that it was possible to have
too much of any good thing. Practical jokes
g ap to us to be the most
humorous and harmlelss methods u::el ex-
ing enjoyment, as Iong as we ourselves
mt they;l)jects of them. And of this
form of amusement some specimens shall
be given in my next chapter.

OLD WEST-COUNTRY PROVERBS.
“IN winter's tedious nights sit by the

fire with good old folks and let them tell
thee tales,” is pleasant advice, as full of

charm now as when Mr. William Shake-
e set it down in Print, in his play
of “Richard the Second.”

But it is not permitted to everyone to
get into some comfortable old farm-house,
where homely fare is proffered with homely
speech and quaint sayings, that in few sen-
tences prove that ¢ Saxon and Norman and
Dane are we.”

When the chairs are drawn up round
the blazing wood fire, and when fresh fuel
is added, that sends the chairs shrink-
ing back from its blaze, and when light
wreaths of smoke go curling up to the old
blackened carved oak ceiling, then many a
saying and many a story comes forth that
has done its work in the district since
Saxon and Dane veritably ruled there.

In the West-country of Somerset and
Gloucester here and there such a house may
still be found, where good Saxon speech is
yet unconquered, and where many a quaint
saying is used that carries one far back
into history.

But it is very difficult to collect these
sayings and phrases. They are only used to
;ullltimsbe friends, and w:re thed mhﬁdl to

e passing stranger he wo ly
understand them. gPerlmpu one of the
most quaint lists ever published has lately
appeared in a purely West-country book,
issued under the auspices of the Bristol
Archmological Society.* Sir John Maclean,
in his etfilting of the three quartos, has
done well to preserve this famous list of
“ Gloucestershire‘iroverbs and phrases.”

John Smythe the chronicler says: “In
this hundred of Berkeley are frequently
vsed certaine words, proverbs, and phrases
of speach, which wee hundreders conceive
(as wee doe of certaine market moneyes,)
to bee not only native but confined to the
soile bounds and territory thereof ; which,
if found in the mouthes of any forraigners,
woeo deem them as leapt over our wall, or
as strayed from their (fr?lp“ pasture and
dwellinge place. And doubtles, in the
handsome mouthinge of them, the dialect
seemes borne of our owne bodies and
natural vanto vs from the breasts of our
owne nurses; with some fewe of which
dishes I will heare feast my readers and
sport my selfe.”

The use of the “y” between words ending
and beginning with a consonant he gloats
over, to prove they ‘‘ bee true patryots and

* The Berkeley Manuscripts: A Description of
the Hundred of Berkeley in the Cmmtgut:f Glou-
cester and its Inhabitants. By John Smythe, of

Nibley.
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true preservers of the honoured memory
of our old forefathers, Gewer, Chaucer,
Lidgate, etc.,” and this usage of the con-
necting “y” is still in common use in the
district, as, Sit-g—doun. Will-y-goe, Don’t-
y-say-80. The first phrase given to illus-
trate the pride of the inhabitants in their
native place is pure German, as a hun-
dreder being asked where he was born
would reply, “ Each was geboren at Berke-
leyburns.” The first three words are in
modern German, Ich war geboren; and the
word “Ich” for “I,” pronounced Ik, is in
daily use still in parts of Gloucestershire,

““ Wee hundreders have a powerfull pre-
rogative of transplantacion over the alpha-
bet,” cries out John Smythe, ¢ for do not
we use ‘f’ for ‘v,’ and ‘v’ for ¢‘f, and ‘g’
for ‘¢, and ‘ous’ for ‘us,’ as ¢fousty’ for
‘fusty '#” A prerogative still retained in
full usage, as also the puzzling use of
“thick ” and “thuck” for “this” and *‘that.”

“Putton on thick way,” quotes our
writer of three centuries back ; but a phrase
heard but the other day, used by a washer-
woman who had had the wrong basket of
clothes handed down to her from her cart,
well illustrates the usage of these words,
and is a good phrase to puzzle the learned
foreigner who may boast that he under-
stands English dialect, * Te’'nnt thick un,
tis thuck un.” (It isn’t this one, it's that
one).

Bat it is more in the proverbs than
in the phrases that the non-philological
reader will find his feast of quaint humour
and sound sense, altkough about four pages
are devoted to the phrases only.

The saying, *Hee thinkes himselfe as
great as my Lord Berkeley,” is by no
means a dead proverb, even in these
crowded days of steam and travel in the
villages in Gloucestershire,

Slg;no ofdtho plio¥e]rbs iven age togpc:lb-
8 n, aud too plainly aspade a e
fgl? our own days; although could John
Smythe read some of our present-day
literature with its borrowed French innu-
endo, he might say in that matter “wee
mend like sowre ale in sommer,” or that we
go from bad to worse.

“ Day may be discerned at a little hole,”
is a shrewd saying, and the fact of * the
gray mare is the ietter horse ” nppea:‘ilgi
in these proverbs disposes of the ab
notion that this saying came in with the
grey horse of Hanover—with the white
hors]:. of the Saxons might be nearer the
mar

to the divill,” is given here as coming from
the fact that a certain * old flillimore of
Cam, goinge in anno 1584, to psont Sir
Tho : Throgm : of Tortworth with a suger
lofe, met by the way with his neighbor
S. M: who demanded whither and upon
what busines hee was goinge, answered,
*To offer my candle to the Divill :’ which
cominge to the eares of Sir Tho: at the
next muster hee sent two of ffillimores
sonnes soldiers into the Low Countries,
where the one was slayne, and the other
at a deere rate redeemed his returne.”

Many a badly-mated man, who has found
mu'riage to be but a sorry exchange for his
early days of freedom, might exclaim, as
did these hundreders, *If once again I
were Jacke Tomson I would never after
be good man Tomson while I lived.”

They laughed at the foolish and un-
thrifty man with *“ hee hath sold a beane
and bought a peaze,” or “hee hath sold
Bristoll and bought Bedminster,” an allu-
sion of forciblefw ight, when the little
separate town o minster (now a
of Bristol) was compared against pa:-:
wealthy city.

Then as now the newsmongers turned
their imagination to account in developing
tiny events into facts of great portent, and
so arose the saying that such a story was
% Simondsall news.” This being a purely
local saying requires some elucidation, and
the words given in explanation bring a fall

icture of life in the sixteenth century
fore one. ¢ The clothiers, horse-carriers,
and wainmen, "says the writer, “of our
hundred who weekly frequent London,
knowinge by ancient custome that the first
question (after welcome home from Londomn)
is, ‘ What newes at London}’ doe vsually
gull vs with feigned inventions, devised by
them npon those downes ; which wee either
then suspecting vpon the report, or after
findinge false, wee cry out, ¢ Simondsall
newes,” A generall speach betweene each
cobler’s teeth.”
The returning wains and packhorses and
the ¢ welcome home,” the inventions of the
“newes ” upon the *‘downes,” and the re-
tailing it in the town of Berkeley, in the
broad street that is but little altered, exc-
cept that the pointed gables have nearly all
given place to square houses ; all is brought
vividly before one in this explanation of
this doubting saying, and the title of “ Si-
mondsall newes ” would perhaps be usefual
for the Society papers of to-day. “Hee

The saying, “ Hee hath offered his candle

is a8 milde as an hornet,” was a saying as
common in the chronicler’s 'wife’s’motath




Charles Dickens.]

OLD WEST-COUNTRY PROVERBS. (September 4, 1886.)

109

a “true hundreder” as *chidinge with
her maides;” letting a little glimpse be
taken into the goodwife’s character.

“Poorly sitt ritchly warme,” is a curious
bat pithy saying, and

In little medlinge is much ease,

Of much medlings comes no sound slecpinge,
may well be remembered by lovers of a
calm and quiet life,

The use of the word *smicker” for
pretty, reminds one of the Danish “Smukke
pige” for pretty girl. “Smoke will to the
smicker,” says the proverb, meaning, if
many gossips sit against a smoky chimney,
the smoke will bend to the fairest.

Bee the counsell better, bee it worse,

Follow him, that bears the purse,
smacks strongly of ‘Put money in thy
purse.”

There is a fund of worldly wisdom and
shrewd teaching throughout these proverbs.
Asin “The owner’s foot doth fatt the soile,”
which is explained by a second saying of
“The master’s eye doth feed the horse,”

Right well knew John Smythe the
tricks of hostlers, and that the impression
of the master’s foot made richer the land
by the more carefal labour that prevailed
under his eye. His choice of these one
hundred proverbe proves him to have been
s painstaking, careful, kindly, generous
man ; for the hard or coarse sayings he
throws doubt upom, or boldly objects %o
their teaching; but to the gentle sayings
that urge to kindliness and thriftiness, he
lends weight to by some sententious words
of his own. The following he does not
comment upon :

“As the good man saies, soe it should bee;
but as the good wife saies, s0e it must bee,”
The hundredth proverb is: “ Beware the
fox in a fearne bush,” to which he adds,
“ia.,o0ld fearne of like colour keeps often the
fox unperceived. Hypocrisy often clokes
a knave.”

With which old-world, ever-true motto,
we leave these lost-sight sayings, now
once more brought to light in these
volumes ; that are indeed “ an abstract and
brief chronicle of the times,” through which
the Berkeleys have lived and reigned from
1066 to 1618, as plainly set forth on the
title page.

One glimpse at the preface of the work,
which is a noble monument to the compiler,
will, perhaps, increase the interest that
may have been aroused by the quotations
of these proverbs from the labour that their
writer offers ‘to the memory of the most
antient and honourable family of the Ber-

X

keleys of Berkeley Castle,” as an * oblation
of a servant’s myte and duty.”

With manly dignity, but with even noble
words, this servant (as he shrinks not from
describing himself) commences his preface
with : “The castome of those who write
histories, is to propose in the beginninge
a modell of the subiect they meane to
handle ; mine is, of noble men and noble
mindes, whom I will not celebrate aboue
the merit. Stand or stoope they shall unto
themselues.”

The whole preface is worthy to be
quoted ; but the last paragraph must suf-
fice, with which John Smythe launches
himself forth upon his task.

“ He beg noe further fanor or protection,
than as upright and fayth-full writinge
shall deserue. In a playne and home-bred
stile, cleere from passion or partiallity, Ile
freely write the truth I know. And be-
ginne my story thus.”

And his beginning must be our ending.

LAST YEAR.

LaAsT year, he wrote : ““ The roses blossom red
And palely white to scent the hot, still air ;
And then, soft-springing in the garden bed,
The aromatic pinks, all tall and fair,
Nod to each other, as the dawn grows clear.”
That was last year : sad heart ! that wae last year!

Here is the page ! as there I sadly trace
The failing bhand, that pain's keen touch had

pressed,
T note the faltering, the increasing space,
As if the task were hard, the longed-for rest
Were yet more urgent. Ah! I sitting here
Remember all this letter said last year !

And now I rise—and wander all alone
Beneath his roses ; when wan night glides by
I see the moonlight sleeping on the stone
That marks the spot where he out there doth lie.
At rest—alone—he who was once so dear,
From whom that letter came : last yenr—last year !

Is it not cruel how his roses bloom ?
How lives this letter, though the writer’s dead ;
How there last on his chair, his desk, his room,
The flowers he planted—white or pink or red—
‘While he is deaf, nor heeds each heart-wrung tcar
That falls as I think of him there last year!

How laugh the children, gathering in the dusk

As love-gifts for each other, sacred leaves!—
Sacred to me at least. That old-world musk

We always gathered : God ! aow memory weaves
Immortal spells ! I fecl—I see him near,
That true, good friend God took from me last year !

And yet T am alone : beyond life’s pain
That friend I loved lies silent—while his flowers
Rise from the earth, and blossom once again
As they did blossom in those better hours
When that which is was but a haunting fear,
And he was with us still: oh! sad last year!
And yet ! if they can spring from out the sod,
Will he and I not meet and speak once more?
Thou maker af our friendship : patient Gad !
Send me one message from that silent share !
Yet nothing see I, nothing can I hear,
Save echoes faintly calling—ah ! last year !

|\
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STUDIES OF OVER THE WAY.
A HOUSE IN LAST STREET.

THOSE readets, who have thought it
worth their while to wade through the
histories of my strange experiences, must
often have set me down as a prosy old
fellow. I shall not complain of any such
rating, but I shall ask for a little farther
indulgence, and beg them to defer for a
little their final judgment, at least till
they have read the story of the house
in which I am at present located ; and,
if this narrative does not make every hair
stand on end, thrill every nerve to the
borders of frenzy, and freeze all the
marrow in their bones, they are beyond
the reach of nervous stimulants, I myself
have always had a great liking for my
novels hot and strong. ¢ The Italian,”
“ The Mysteries of Udolpho,” ¢ The
Monk,” ¢“Frankenstein,” these are the
novels for my taste, They are a trifle
old-fashioned, but more recent favourites
of mine are those wonderful stories of Le
Fanu’s, one in which a man is nearly buried
alive, and another about a savant who is
haunted by a horrible little ape with fiery
eyes, the result of overmuch study and

tea. This last is indeed rather absurd
in its conception, for men who sit close at
their books, as I do, are the last people in
the world to be troubled with such delu-
sions. Whenever I open one of my old
favourites I wonder how people can ever
wade through these new so-called novels of
the historico-religious order; or these
melancholy maunderings of Mr. Drivell’s,
from which one discovers, after a week’s
hard reading, that a certain neutral-tinted
young lady has decided not to become the
wife of a young gentleman of the same
hue, and has ¢ concluded ” that they had

better pursue a separate path through life,
Wellpl put all the wonderful horrors you

ever read into one story, and then multiply
by ten, and the product will fall infinitely
behind the tale I have now to set before
you. The house over the way—which
stares at me now as I write, with its blank
windows like dead men’s eyes — holds
within its four walls a secret so terrible
that, as I sit down to write, I shrink with
dread from the task of lifting the veil.
A nameless horror seizes me when I reflect
that for weeks I have been living within
twenty yards of a thing so awful that it
seems to require & new set of terms to
describe it; but I must conquer my fears
and set to work at once.

Before I took these rooms, I had been
well-nigh driven out of my mind by the
noise .of the cab traffic, which had been
turned into my formerly quiet street by
the removal of some barriers, and I was
determined to find a street which led
nowhere. I succeeded to a marvel. Last
Street runs between two other streets, in
which the traffic is next to nothing, and
since I have been here I have never seen a
hansom cab pass my door, 8o in the matter
of quietude it suits me perfectly. Quietude,
I may remark, is with me now a matter of
primary importance ; for my sleep is worse
than ever, and unless I go to my friend the
chemist for some of his soothing balms, I
lie awake ni%ht after night. Last Street
stands upon land belonging to a wealthy
company ; and, looking at ite architectural
features, I should say it must have been
deeigned by the Company’s own architect,
or perhaps by the Prime Warden himself.
The houses are all mean two-storey base-
ments, with three stone steps before each
front door. It is painfully, hideously uni-
form, with only one single break to its
monotony. Only one house differs in the
least degree from its fellows, and this one
exception is my present ¢ Over the way.”

Just in front of my windows is a gap in
the street where one house, considerably
larger than the rest, stands back ten yards
or so from the road. The flagged space
in front of it is shut off from the street by
a high curiously-wrought iron railing, now
cankered by rust, and ruined as to its
finer details by the coats of paint with
which succeeding Company’s painters have
daubed it. In spite of the railings, this
bit of vacant ground is used by the neigh-
bours as a sort of common dust-bin, Old
hats and shoes, broken crockery and
bottles, and other nameless rubbish are
deposited there privately during the night;
and at intervals, when the collection
becomes excessive, and seems to threaten
the communications with the outer world,
the dust-cart comes and clears it away, the
operations of the dustmen being directed
by a tall, gaunt woman in a black bonnet
and shawl, whom I never see at any other
time,

In none of the windows which face the
street is there ever any sign of life or
habitation. I once made an attempt, by
venturing down a mews in a neighbouripg
street, to investigate the rear; but I coulld
see only a very small portion of the hou
and just halfia window.'’ This was all thak
was not hidden by a projecting outbuilding.
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The window was open, and I could plainly
se0 within the chamber a huge wheel, like
the fly-wheel of an engine, slowly revolving.
I cannot describe how powerfully this dis-
oovery affected me. I stood gazing for
minutes, and should have waited still
longer in the hope of finding out some-
thing more, had I not been warned off by
8 stableman, who informed me that ‘No
sdmittance except on business” was the
rule in that particular mews, )

I made no further attempt at explora-
tion ; indeed, it was only by a chance whim
that I had done so much. So completely
have I learned to rely on Simpson in these
matters, that I look to him to do all the
mystery-elucidating as naturally as a lame
man trusts to his stick ; but from careful
observation at my window I became pos-
sessed of further knowledge of a fact con-
cerning that mysterious house opposite,
which made me more anxious than ever for
Simpson’s appearance. This fact was a
very strange, a very awfaul one. In the
course of the day I often noticed a dozen,
s score, two score people pass into the
jealously-guarded door opposite, but not a
single one ever came out. No one ever
issued from it except the tall woman in the
black drees, who came to supervise the
dustmen, and she, as belonging to the
establishment, does not count.

About a week after I had become firmly
convinced of the fact above named, Simpson
called upon me and seemed, as I thought,
much pleased that the newmystery to be dis-
entangled lay so near at hand and did not
require him to go careering over Europe to
pick up the scattered threads. He was so
anxious to set to work and so incredulous
of any danger that I bade him remember
that the door opposite, like the lion’s den
in the fable, showed no footprints ecoming
swdy from it. I entreated him to go
round to the back and clamber over the
wall, or effect an entrance by way of the
area, or down the chimney even ; but he
treated all my fears as groundless, and,
taking up his hat, bade me good-bye. The
next minute I saw him ring the bell oppo-
site, The door was opened by the tall
woman, and he entered.

Then followed four days of weary wait-
ing, rendered yet more intolerable by the
persistent precaution of that old dolt,
Clausius. Every morning, as I took my
seat at the window to await the reappear-
ance of Simpson, the Doctor would come in
and sit staring at me with his great, goggle,
sncer eyes, as if I were a wild animal.

He would say very little. I was thankful
he had given up talking metaphysics. I
had given him a crusher last week he was
not likely to forget in a hurry; but now he
kept on telling me I ought to go out for a
walk, or into the country, or have some of
my friends to be with me, saying he was
sure ‘‘zere was zomzing ze madder mit
me.” Madder, indeed! I told him he
was much madder than anyone I knew
out of Bedlam, and this made him take
himself off I heard him outside mut-
tering to the landlady ; no doubt he was
telling her of my brilliant repartee. She
kept dodging in and out of my room after-
wards in a most unaccountable way. Per-
haps she expected that I was going to say
something brilliant to her, but I wasn’t.

Ah, what weary days they were! I
could not sleep at night, though I increased
my dose of chloral continually; and all
night long I seemed to hear the slow beat
of some great engine keeping time in my
brain, and to see in the darkness the piti-
less fall of the great spokes, as I had seen
them fall inside that back window. At last,
on the fifth day, Simpson came, and I
forgot all my troubles as I bade him wel-
come and prepared to listen to his story.

As I glanced at Simpson I saw that he,
at any rate, had not suffered physically in
his recent adventure. He seemed to me to
have grown stouter ; a keen, exultant light
shone from his eyes, usually so calm and
tender, and his colour was fresh and youth-
ful. Before he began to speak I could see
that he had accomplished a great *coup.”

“] did not look up at the window
when I knocked at the door oppozite,” he
began ; “but I was sure enough ﬁu were
following me with your eyes, , The door
was opened by the tall woman, of whom I
have heard you , and as soon as I
was inside she closed it and fastened the
lock with a heavy key, which she then put
in her pocket. The passage in which I
found myself was long, lofty, and narrow.
There were doors on the right and left;
the former was closed, but through the
other doorway I could see into a spacious
room in which a number of people were
assembled. They were all seated on nar-
row, wooden benches ranged round the
walls, and these benches seemed to be well-
nigh full. There was, indeed, but one
vacant space—to the right of a little door
immediately opposite the one by which I
had enterec{ 'he woman ushered me in,
and, pointing to this vacant space, bade
me sit down and wait my turn.
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“I sat down, and, after a little, my eyes
having become accustomed to the dim light
—for there was no more than could pene-
trate through those dulled panes you see
over there—I could discern what manner
of people were there who were my com-
panions iun this strange room. I never in
all my life set eyes on a more melancholy-
looking lot. I have attended spiritualist
séances often. My aunt in Norfolk is a
Particular Baptist, and I have met select
parties of her co-religionists round her
tea-table. I often go to Congresses and
Conferences, where papers of all sorts are
read ; but on none of these occasions have
I ever seen so deep a shade of melancholy
as that which brooded over the faces of
the people around me. My neighbour on
the opposite side of the door; the man
whose turn—turn for what I had not the
faintest notion—came next, was a tall old
man with long, white hair flowing down
upon his shoulders. He sat with his chin
leaning upon his hands, which were
clasped on the top of a handsome, gold-
headed cane. His eyes were restless and
wild, and he kept glancing nervously at
the door between us, behind which now
and then I could plainly hear a passin,
footstep. He was evidently anxious, an
perhaps impatient for the arrival of the
moment when the door should be opened
and his turn should come,

¢ Presently, in obedience apparently to
| some hidden machinery within, the door
opened, the old man started to his feet,
and with one glance at the dim light
strugil:’:ginthrou h the darkened window
—a glance in which there seemed to me to
be more of terror than of hope—he
shambled through the doorway into the
unknown beyo:tgl, and the door closed be-
hind him with a smart, smooth click. The
next one moved up into the vacant place,
everyone else followed suit, and IP also
shifted myself a foot or two, making room
for a new comer, should one arrive, below
me. I felt a curious muddled swimming
in my head, for the air of the room was

heavy with a strange and sickly scent ; but:

I was not too much dazed to begin to
examine more carefully the appearance of
my companions. All were seemingly people
of the middle class ; none bore any sign of
poverty ; and I doubt whether any poverty
could have produced a look of misery more
profound than that which appeared upon
the faces of all. In type they varied ex-
ceedingly. The man who now sat nearest
to the little door was small and wizened ;

but his eyes, dark and piercing, burnt
bright as live coals. His faco was deathly
pale, as was that of the woman next to
him—a tall, handsome lady, with delicate,
clear-cut features, Nearly all were well
advanced in life, and I myself seemed to
be the youngest of the party. All this
time silence the most profound reigned
throughout the room, broken only by the
regular thud of a machine of some sort. It
sounded faint and distant, and was evi-
dently broken by the intervention of
several thick walls, Now and then, too,
another sound—a hissing, sucking noise—
would make itself heard, and mingled with
tl;is I llfa.m:ied I could l;ea.r low moans, as
of a human being in fainting or agony;
but on this point 1 could ot positive
The door opened again, and I expected to
see the white-haired old man reappear;
but, no, the other, who had taken his place,
rose and walked with an unfaltering step
through the mysterious portal, which was
immediately shut again. After this the
turns became much more rapid, and several
new-comers came and seated themselves
below me, being conducted to their places
by the tall, dark woman, who looked at me,
I thought, with no friendly eyes. At last
I counted those sitting before me, and I
found that only fifteen now remained. At
the present rate in less than an hour I
should learn personally what lay on the
other side of that uncanny little door.

“] must confess that I now began to
reproach myself for not having made some
enquiries as to the nature of the house be-
fore I knocked for admission, but the whole
affair had seemed so simple and common-
place ; and, to tell you the truth, I fancied
youmusthave been mistaken in your theory,
that no one who had once heard that
strongly-barred front door close behind
him ever issued from it again. Now I can
quite believe that you are right. I—the
exception—prove the rule. I was half in-
clined to ask m neigﬂ)onr on my right a
few questions, but then it requires con-
siderable resolution to break a silence
which had lasted intact for more than an
hour, and I did not like to show my igno-
rance or to pose as an interloper, so I
held my peace.

At last I noticed, lying on the bench, a
little red book upon the outside of which
were the words: “ Rejuvenescence, Dr.
Thermor’s System.” Dr. Thermor, who-
ever he was, had written a short preface to
his book, a new edition(I remarked, in
which he thanked the press‘and the public
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generally for the generous way in which
his efforts in the cause of progress and
humanity had been received, and ventured
to hope that the present revised edition
would command as general approval as
had its predecessors. At the end of the
preface I noticed that he dated his work
from No. 40, Last Street, EW. Now, as
Ihad a distinet recollection of seeing the

“40” on the outer door as I
knocked, I concluded that I was in Dr.
Thermor’s house, and possibly on the way
to be fully enlightened as to the details of
his *system,” whatever it might be.
Therefore I thought I might do worse
than gather what information I could
from the book I held in my hand.

“This pamphlet was an exposition of
what seemed to me to be the wildest
and most extraordinary excursion into the
by-ways of pathology that ever came under
my notice, and you know I have had some
carious experiences in that field. The
author, Dr. Thermor, M.D., of the Uni-
versity of Saratoga, began by stating how,
in the course of medical practice on the
ordinary lines, he had become convinced
that there is no absolute necessity for man to
die ; that there are no conditions insepar-
ably resident in his physical frame to pre-
vent him from living for ever, unless he
should choose to kill himself by intem-
perance, or become the victim of mis-
chance. Then followed an accognt of a
long series of experiments undertaken by
Dr. Thermor upon the lower animals—an
account which would have thrown an anti-
vivisectionist into a fit—while he was grop-
ing after the truth. Finally came the an-
nouncement of success, and the publication
of as much of his glorious discovery as was
expedient to the human race.

“To begin with, Dr. Thermor had satis-
fied himself that all the ills which plague
mankind take their origin from the un-
wholesome food which man puts into his
stomach, consequently the first step in the
new system was an entirely new dietary.
This was not to be uniform. Dr. Thermor
recognised the wisdom of the saw that
one man’s meat may be another man’s
poison, and he proposed to feed his
patients according to certain peculiarities
of constitution. The primary aim of the
doctor was to get the blood into a perfectly
pure and healthy condition. Up to this
point there was nothing very revolutionary
in the principles laid down, or in the
methods the doctor proposed to adopt in
working out his almost supernatural pur-

-

pose; but before I had read three pages
farther I had mastered the details of the
entire system, and when I knew these I
confess I felt a cold shudder creeping over
me, and I wished myself most fervently
outside that well-bolted door. I learned
that, when once the blood is restored to a
healthy condition by simple diet, and by
the use of certain newly compounded
medicines, the course of decay in the
human frame is greatly retarded, and for
many years men will, to outward seeming,
get very little older; but dacay is not to-
tally arrested.

ere for a long time was the flaw, the
removal of which Dr. Thermor regards as
the keystone of his system—the most valid
title to honour and reward. He had hunted
out the canuses which led to the deterio-
ration of the vital fluid, and had satis-
fied himself that no earthly power could
remove them. New blood, replete with all
the qualities of the healthiest organism, was
his desideratum, and after long and patient
search he had mastered the secret of its
composition. A man wishing to enjoy this
new immortality, must submit to have his
old worn-out blood extracted, and to be
supplied with a due quantity of Dr.
Thermor’s patent in its place.

“Then the doctor went on to describe
with horrible minuteness the mechanism
he had perfected for the safe and painless
extraction of the worn-out fluid, and for
the refilling of the veins with the new de-
coction containing all the elements of
human blood just the same as Brighton
seltzer is fabled, so far as chemical com-
position goes, to be precisely similar to the
outflow of the German spring; but the
doctor’s system did not stop here. By a
long series of experiments he had dis-
covered that people were dull or lively,
amiable or ill-tempered, clever or stupid,
according as their blood was rich or de-
ficient in certain organic salts and volatile
ethers. He had carefully tabulated the
relations between physical structaure and
nerval phenomenon, and now he preferred
to be able to supply temperaments of all
kinds to order along with a fresh infasion
of blood. That is, if a man of excitable
nature wished to emjoy a calm and un-
eventful spell of prolonged existence, he
had only to put himself under the doctor’s
hands and say beforehand how he would
like his new blood to be made up. A man
who was conscious of his dulness, and
wished for greater brilliancy of intellect—
surely this phrase argues.that the(doctor
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had been too deeply engaged in physical
research to study mankind—might in like
manner be turned into another Ruskin or
Carlyle. Of course there was a danger
that the desire for change might not always
be upward and onward, A judge might
hanker after the temperament of a fraudu-
lent trustee, or a bishop might wish to
know something of the feelings of a Monte
Carlo habitué, but on this point the doctor
spoke with no uncertain sound. It was
true it lay in his power to degrade as well
as to elevate ; agrain of a particular nitrate
added, a drop of a certain tincture with-
held, and the thing was done; but as a
Christian, as the father of a family, and as
a churchwarden of his parish, he let the
world know once for all that not all the
wealth of the Indies should tempt him in
this matter one inch from the straight path
of morality. The human race, if it wanted
to take advantage of the doctor’s won-
derful discovery, must make up its mind
to be elevated. If it desired to travel in
the opposite direction, it had better go to
some other practitioner. |

““ As I read on I could not help thinkin
what a good joke it would be if you conls
persuade Herr Clausius to submit himself
to Dr. Thermor’s treatment, and provide
beforehand that he should be replenished
with blood rich in all the attributes which
go to make an acrobat or a jack-pudding.
The doctor could hardly find any moral
objections to this arrangement, for the
change it would propose could not well be
called a degradation; but, perhaps, I am
a little prejudiced against Herr Clausius,
on account of the way in which he persis-
tently ignores me.

“All the time I was reading I could
hear the steady beat of the engine, and
now and then the ghastly hissing suck-
ing sound would make itself heard,
just as though some unfortunate were
being pumped dry in the adjacent room.
I had been too much absorbed in the
contents of the doctor's brochure to
notice the opening and shutting of the
little door, the entrance of fresh people,
and the fact that I had by this time been
shifted quite round the room, and that
now only two people sat between me and
the door of exit.

¢ At this moment I frankly confess that
I would have given a great deal to have
made my way out of this horrible room,
with its heavy-scented air and tomblike
stillness. I looked at the window, but the
heavy iron bars stretched across it told me

there was no hope on that side. The door
by which I had entered was indeed open ;
bat now the tall woman in the black robe
stood by it, glaring at me out of the dark-
ness of the passage with eyes like those of
an angry snake,

T gat gazing at her like one fascinated,
when sudgenly was again startled by the
soft click of the little door as it closed.
The man who had sat next to me all the
time had passed in,and it was my turn next.

“I can now fully realise the feelings of the
condemned malefactor, as he listens in his
cell for the grating of the key in the lock
on the last morning of his life. Ah! how
the moments sped along; it seemed as if
that great wheel which throbbed and

ed inside was rapidly measuring off
the reel the last inches of my thread of life.
I looked up at the others, who sat on the
benches behind me. Many more must
have come in, for the places were almost
all filled up again. I was beginning to
count them when, once more, the little
door opened. I turned my head and saw,
standing within it, a little fat man clad in
a white dress, something like a cook’s. He
fixed his bright, sparkling eyes upon mine,
and bent his forefinger with a beckoning
gesture, and I was forced to rige from my
seat and turn towards him by some strange
influence. Then a broad smile came over
his face, his eyes twinkled brighter than
ever, and he waved his finger backwards
and forfrards two or three times. All
mastery over my will was by this time
quite gone, I passed in through the little
doorway ; the door swung back behind me,
and I stood at last on the threshold of the
mystery.

“The place in which I found myself was
alofty, vaulted passage, lighted I knew not
how. The air was dim with faint blue
smoke, and scented with the same heavy
perfame as I had noticed in the room I
had just quitted. Suddenly, from a door-
way on the left, which I had not noticed,
a tall man, dressed in a long flowing crimson
robe, advanced towards me with a

b

Post scriptum, written by Anton Clau-
sius, Ph.D., of the University of Dummer-
bausen, and addressed to the editor of ALL
THE YEAR RoUND.

“ When I was summoned by the bad-
news-bearing landlady of my old friend,
Herr Christoph, Holt, I found him at his
table sitting quite dead, with this not yet
finished writing before him; “He had been
working at it when he was by deathseized.
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I find that this paper is only one of a lot,
all on similar subjects written, and evi-
dently for publication designed. When I
through read them I found out the reason
of my old friend’s altered towards myself
behaviour. We were friends, good friends
always, till he the subject of metaphysics
took up, and for this study his brain was
not strong emough. It is only men with
strong brains who can study metaphysics ;
men with brains like mine. My poor old
friend thought he had a strong brain ; but
no ! fourteen hours’ reading would put it
all in & wirr-warr, as we say in German, I
often, when we were metaphysics discusaing,
wed to show him his mistakes, and then
he would become very angry, and this men
often do, who the metaphysic study without
the strong brain, This, I find, is the ground-
work of his dislike to me. Lieber Himmel!
it is very strange that any man should
dislike me; but, as I read the papers, I find
out another much-more-to-be-wondered-at
cireumstance, My poor old friend, when
his head by the too much study of meta-
physics muddled became, would always
begin to fancy that some strange mystery
in the house over against his lodgings hid-
den was. Then, when by his strange
speculations he had himself madder than
he was before made, he invented to help him
find out the m{mry over the way a sort
of phantom, whom he by the name of
Simpson call. Lieber Himmel ! Did ever
anyone before hear of a ghost named
Simpson ¢ First he the mystery invents,
and then he invents the Simpson ghost
to help him to explain it. This shows
what comes of studying the metaphysics
without the strong brain.

“After I had read through these histories
I went to visit all the houses in which my
old friend had lodged, and I made out as
well as I could who the people were about
whom he such strange fancies imagined.
Of course, to a systematic thinker like my-
self, there was no mystery at all. The
house where the three Frenchmen lived
was pulled down and clean gone, 8o I could
nothing about them learn; but the old
man and his daughter were neither Poles
nor conspirators,. The old man was an
Italian music teacher, and his very talented
and affectionate young daughter made a
little money by water-colour painting till
the got married, and then she was to the
aliar led, not by a Russian attaché, but by
a smart young stockbroker, who took her,
and her aged father as well, with him at
Patnev to dwell

“The young clerk in Islington he cer-
tainly did a holiday take after a severe'ill-
ness, but nobody but the Simpson ghost;has
ever heard of the strange reason. The
gentleman in the Clapham Road he of his
garden is still very fond ; but his face is
very sad, just as my old friend describes.
Perhaps it is because he two wives has
got ; but any man might well look sad and
by care weighed down, who has to listen
all day long to tlie noise of the tramway
bells in the Clapham Road.

“The old man in the Horseferry Road was
not the victim of a terrible secret, as my
poor friend had imagined ; he was only the
proprietor of sev. on the river trading
between Oxford and London barges, and
every week  his foreman the money to him
would bring. And this last not quite com-

leted, most horrible story about Dr.

'hermor, is the greatest delusion of them
all ; but that is not to be wondered at, for
the poor old man took more and more
chloral every day, and madder and madder
became. The house opposite the lodgings
where he is now lying dead, where he saw
at work the mysterious machinery, was the
public baths and wash-houses and nothing
more. The people go in dirty by the door
in Last Street, and go out clean by another
way at the back.

“Mr, Holt, I find from some memoranda
that he has left, intended to send these
stories to your magazine, so I feel myself
in daty bound to forward them ; but I can
hardly think you will give them to the
world in your so widely read and much
appreciated pages. I send with them a
little treatise of my own, about four hun-
dred and eighty pages octavo, on the future
of metaphysics in England, which would, I
am sure, much more amuse your readers,
and at the same time raise to a never yet
attained point of fame, both yourself and
your illustrious magazine.”

VICTIMS.

Br THEO GIFT.

Awthor of ** LAl Lorimer,” ** An Alibi and its Price,”
ﬁc., Kte.

CHAPTER XXXIL
INTO A SAFE HAVEN.

IT was some hours later on the same
day. The mellow afternoon sunshine,
piercing the thick foliage of the pear-tree
in Mra. Nicholls’s little garden, flickered
pleasantly among the feathery clematis
which made a white-and-oreen bower about
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the window of an upper room, and lay
like a splash of gold across the foot of a
low, chintz-covered couch, whereon, wrapped
in soft shawls and with her head pillowed
on Marstland’s breast, lay Vera, her face,
white as the blossoms of the clematis, filled
with a kind of joyous peace beyond all
words, her grey, sweet eyes clear and
shining with the unclouded radiance of a
child who, having lost its way awhile and
found it again, is safely nestled in its
parent’s arms.

They were all there, the young husband,
who had known none of the joys but only
the pains and responsibilities of marriage ;
the girl friend, loved so to the last that,
even when resting in her husband’s arms,
Vera would have her seat herself on a
footstool close by, so that she might slis
her feeble fingers into the warm an
faithful clasp that had so long and loyally
upheld them ; Madame St Laurent, wan
and aged-looking, but striving still to
foster a faint hope which no one else, alas !
shared, and drinking in with wistful eager-
ness every light and shade on the face of
the child whose agonised appeals she had
silenced, whose innocent heart she had
broken in that very room ; even Joanna,
seated a little in the background with red
eyes and nose redder than ever, and giving
vent every now and then to an irrepressi-
ble sniff, which she endeavoured on each
oceasion to turn into a sneeze or cough,
lest the nurseling, to whom she had always
seemed 80 grim, might erroneously imagine
that she was grieving, and have her own
happiness damped thereby.

For, if it is possible for any human
being to be perfectly happy in this life,
Vera was then. She had been very ill in
the morning, seized with attacks of faint-
ness and difficulty of breathing, hard
both to endure and to relieve; but these
had passed away, and she was better,
‘““pearly well,” she said—so nearly, indeed,
that the doctor who had been called in
turned away at last with a sorrowful shake
of the head, and told those in charge of
her that she might see any one, or do any-
thing, that she pleased. Nothing—not
even to agitate her—conld do her harm
now, save for the briefest while.

In truth, however, there had been less
agitation after all than anyone could have
supposed ; for even while Vera was resting
on the evening of her arrival, Leah had
brought her a loving little note which, at
the Jewish girl's suggestion, Marstland
had written to his wife, telling her that

his errand had ended so successfully that
he was bringing Madame St. Laurent to
Guernsey with him to see her runaway
child, and convince her of her forgiveness
and affection; and that, as they would
arrive on the following morning, Vera must
be a good child, and eat and sleep soundly,
80 a8 to be well and strong to greet them.

Vera cried a little with sheer joy over
this letter. * How dear heis! How bean-
tifully he writes! And oh, how good of
mamma to make friends with him so
eacily |” she kept saying again and again,
but obeyed with charming docility when
reminded of the orders to eat and sleep ;
and, holding the precious missive clasped
inst her bosom, kept it hidden there
wgile she slumbered.

So, after the morning’s seizure had suf-
ficiently passed away, her first question
was whether the travellers had arrived,
and on being answered in the affirmative,
she entreated Leah to “make her look
protty,” and let her be taken out of bed
and laid on the couch near the window,
declaring that she could breathe more
easily there ; and also (with a little con-
scious blush and smile) that as she could
not go down to ses Marstland, it would
seem less funny to receive him on the sofa
than in bed.

The blush was brighter yet when, a
little later, he was admitted, and at the
sight of that shy, exquisite bridal bloom
lighting the fair wan fuce with more than
its old youth and tenderness, the poor
fellow forgot for one moment all that was
behind and before him, all the bitter, ter-
rible past, the shadowed future, even the
hard lesson of repression he had been so
long teaching himself,—everything was for-
gotten, save that this was Vera, his little
love, the girl-bride of one brief, beautiful
hour five months ago—and, falling on his
knees beside her, he clasped herin his arms,
calling her his darling, his own precious
wife, his poor little patient lamb, the while
he showered kisses on her brow, and lipas,
and cheek, and more than all on that slender
left hand where his own ring (replaced by
Vera's mother herself) hung so loosely on
the wasted third finger.

As for the girl herself, she simply gave

'8

herself up to his caresses with most perfect !

and innocent content, and, nestling in his
arms, hid her cheek against his coat and
rested there, bappily shielded from secingr
the tears which, powerfal man as he was,
were rolling down her husbaud’s face as he
held her to him,
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And even the meeting with her mother
scemed to have been robbed of all harmful
excitement by that merciful dispensation
which, by blotting out all memories of pain
and trouble, had left nothing but peace and
happiness behind.

“Dear, dear mamma, how kind of you
not to be angry and to come to me!” the
girl said, stretching out her weak arms to
her mother, and pressing warm and grateful
kisses on her thin cheek. “I never
thought you would be so good, after my
running away and all ; but indeed, indeed,
Idid not mean to be bad to you, and I
nid ‘good-bye ’ outside your door before I
came away. I did, truly.”

“I know—I heard you, my poor child ;
and I'm not angry, I couldn’t be,” Madame
said tremulously. * It's you I want——"
“to forgive me,” she was longing to add ;
but a quick gln.nce of warning from Marst-
land checked her, and Vera answered the
sentence as if it had been finished.

“Ob, but you will still have as much
of me, almost, as if I was not mar-
ried; for you must come and stay with
George and me, and teach me to keep
house tidily like you do. Onmly I don’t
suppose you ever kept house in a house-
boat ; and, you know, George promised
long ago that, whenever we were married,
he would give me one for my own, so that
we might live in it all the hot summer
days. Don’t you think that would be very
nice §”

“Very nice, my deary,” Madame said,
vith quivering lips. No one else could

“And Leah is to go with us. Dear
Leah, where is she? George, won't you
cll her back? Mamma will not mind,
vill you, mamma?t You used to like her
once, you know ; and it was g0 good of her
to come over and take care of me while
George was away.”

“1 do like her now, dear. I can’t ever
Wtefnl enough for her care of you,”

ame St. Laurent answered, her eyes
meking Leah’s wistfully.
beamoﬁ with mild pleasure.

“That is nice,” she said, with the long
sigh of a thoroughly contented child. * I
don’t think there’s anything so nice as
everybody being friends. George,” lifting
her sweet eyes to her husband, “* don’t you
think I'm a very lucky girl—luckier than
other girls, I mean—to have all the people
Ilove 80 good to me$ AndIused to be a
'R lttle afraid of you once, and of mamma
%00, before I was married. Once, when I

Vera’s face

was ill—." She stopped abruptly, and
added : * Have I been ill long ?”

“ Not—verylong,” Marstland said gently.

“No, I suppose not; because it was
after you went away, and you said you
wouldn’t be away long. It has been a
fever, hasn’t it, George 1 ”

“Yes, my darling; you caught cold
sitting by the window, and that brought
on a fever.”

“ Ah, yes, I remember. I was watching
for you to come back ; but it seemed such a
fine evening, and the hyacinths smelt so
sweet—— I suppose fever makes one
forget things, for I can't recollect what
came afterwards or—or how Leah came.
Was I ill then, Leah ¢ It seems such a long,
long while ago, and all filled with dreams
—bad, frightening dreams. Just now,”
her brow puckering a little, ““I seemed to
remember one about mamma—that she
came in at the door there and stood looking
at me—oh, such a dreadfal look! And
she said—she said I was not——"

““Don’t think of it, Vera,” Leah said,
kneeling down by her, and speaking as
much in pity for the unhappy mother as
for the girl, whose face had grown sud-
denly worn and troubled. *It was only a
dream, as you said, and the fever is gone
now, and the dreams too, so you must
forget all about them. Your mother only
wants now that you should be happy.”

The smile struggled back to Vera's lips.

“] am bappy,” she said softly; “so
happy that I only wish——"

** What, my darling ” Marstland asked,
laying his cheek against hers.

“ Well, I wish we could all go out for a
walk in the sunshine. See what beautifal
golden rays are filling the room, and how
the shadows of the little leaves seem to
dance and beckon on the wall It seems
so silly to be ill and tired when everything
is 8o nice and beautiful.”

“ Are you tired, love ¥ Shut your eyes,
then, and try to sleep,” her husband said
anxiously, for the weak voice had grown
weaker with the last few words, and the
lips that spoke them were strangely white.

era laughed a little faint, far-off laugh.

“To to sleep—with you here !
Wouldn’t that berude? And I wanted to
say—so much to you.”

“Yon shall say it when you wake, my
precious one.”

“Only I have had to wait—so long
already ; for I missed you, even though 1
was ill I missed you. You won't go away
from me again, will yon ?”
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“Never
one moment.

¢ And Leah will come in the house-boat,
and little Alix—I shall tell her stories. Do
you remember—how she liked that ome
about Sainte Tryphine? You used to call
me your Tryphine once $”

“ That was & foolish name, my dearest.
¢ Wife ’ is a sweeter one. I call you that
now.”

*“ Ah yes, her husband killed her{ Bat
he—he was killed too, wasn’t he 1”

“ Yes, he was killed too,” Marsland said,
with sudden, savage sternness. * Don’t
speak of him, my own one. Rest now.
Rest in my arms and sleep.”

“Will Leah take mamina, then, for a
walk in the sunshine? But kiss me first,
mamma, that I may feel you are not angry,
and—Leah | ”

“Yes, darling,” Leah said, bending down
to her, and striving hard to answer the
sweet, smiling eyes with as brave and
bright a look. Vera lifted one feeble hand
to touch her face.

“Dear Leah, how lovely you look, and
how I love you! I have taken George
from you, but I am not—going to keep him
—Ilong. When I am asleep he must go to
you—when—I am asleep.”

Her lips met Leah’s in a long kiss as she
said it ; but as the door closed she let her
head sink back on Marstland’s breast, and
whispering something about ‘so tired,”
and “ a little while,” closed her eyes,

She was “asleep ” already !

ain, my darling; never for

It is five years later: five years with
all their changes, their joys, and sor-
rows, and vicissitudes, and Leah is stand-
ing one day on the boat-house steps of the
villa at Weybridge, looking up and down
the river through the gathering afternoon
mist. That villa is Mr. Lucas’s own
property now, Naomi and he having de-
cided, after the birth of their sixth child,
that for the sanitary interests of the young
brood, as well as for the relaxation from
City cares implied in Mr. Lucae’s piscatorial
exertions, a country residence easily acces-
gible from town was preferable to a London
one.

Naomi does not mind. Increasing fat
and family diminish the liveliest woman’s
zest for dancing and -going, and
Naomi resigned herself—as she told her
mother—*“to give up the world for the
sake of Lucas and the babies;” but since
then there have been no more babies, and
she has grown fatter and more lively than

ever, while Lucas and the rest of the party
thrive equally well, not even the fish be;lﬂg
excluded from the category, unless ind
—a8 Mr. Lucas is sometimes fain to sus-
pect—they deserted that pleasant bend of
the Thames in a body at the mere news of
the arrival ‘“en permanence” of himself
and his rod.

Leah is often there; as often indeed as
Professor Josephs can be brought to spare
her from home, for the old house in Addison
Gardens is Leah’s home, and Leah is Leah
Josephs still. In vain has little Rosenberg
worn himself limp and hoarse, and taken
to wearing dejectedly sentimental-looking
weeds in the button-hole of his velvet
jacket, in the endeavour to induce her to
change that name for another.

In vain have sundry long-haired, wild-
haired, and no-haired-at-all musical geniuses
hailing from Bloomsbury, Berlin, or Buda,
joined their persuasions to his in the same
cause, though on their own account. Leah
will not listen to any of them. She simply
says that she does not intend to marry, and
adds—for the benefit of her family circle
—that being now an ugly, middle-aged
woman, she thinks it is high time she was
let alone on the subject.

That latter assertion is not quite correct
in its premises, however. She is not cer-
tainly as pretty a girl as she was five years
ago. She would scarcely be a Jewish
woman if she were; but in some respects,
in the noble lines of her form and features,
and the ex%uinito sweetness and gentleness
softening what might otherwise have been
an undue gravity of expression, she is yet
more beautiful a3 a woman than she was
as a girl ; and so Lady Hessey thinks each
time she persuades Miss Josephs to pay
her and Sir John a visit at their “ place ”
in Lincolnshire, and, watching the charm
of her face, listening to the glory of her
voice, wonders what her brother could
have been thinking of in the past, what he
can be thinking of at present.

For, though Marstland has been very
little in England during the last five years,
he and Leah have often met during his
brief visits to the old country, and are the
best of friends, but nothing more !

His partnership with the Kensington
physician had been cancelled at his own
desire while he was still in prison, and
almost immediately after poor Vera’s
faneral he engaged himself as su.lﬁ::n on
board a large emigrant vessel sailing be-
tween Liverpool and Melbourne,and for the
next two years and a half devoted himself to
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the dry monotonous duty of ceaseless doc-

ing of poor emigrant men and women, and
ess ushering of poor emigrant babies
into the world, managing in the course of
such duties to bestow so much extra and
unprofessional kindness and aid on his
patients and their friends and neighbours,
that there was a general outery from
employers, captain, and passengers when,
at the expiration of the time named, the

bandsome, sad-eyed young surgeon an-
nounced his intention of relinquishing the

sea and joining a scientific exploration party
into the interior of Almtmh{a.P part

In truth, however, that dull round of
self imposed duties in-the way of saving-or
mending life which, when his trouble was
newest, seemed a better medicine than
mere idle travel or excitement, grew to be
tnendurably wearisome after a time to a
man of Marstland’s talents and calture ;
and when, after an absence of two years,
he and ome other man, the sole survivors
of a party, all the rest of whom had
succumbed to hunger, thirst, or native
spears in the trackleas wilds of Australasia,
England to receive the gold
medal of the Royal Geographical Society
as a reward for the labours and sufferings
which had added a fresh leaf to the laurel
crown of scientific discoveries, Lady Hessey
declared that she thought her brother look-
ing brighter and better than he had done
sinco the day when she went down to
Liverpool to bid him good-bye ere he
started on his first voyage in the good ship
St halt hopad he migh

e 0 e might be going to
settle down at last, andmt.;gok an eg:ﬁ;gop-
portunity of asking him if he had heard
that his friend Miss Josephs had become a
Christian? Well, not perhaps what she,
Lady Hessey, would call a Christian, becanse
she did not think Miss Josephs had even
been baptized as yet; but so much so that
her pet society for the study and strength-
ening of Judaism among the women of her
race had come to an end some time ago,
owing to the fact that the deeper her own
researches led her into the records of the
Jewish Church in opposition to Christi-
anity, the deeper and more fervent became
her admiration, not only for the latter
faith, but for its Divine founder,

But Marstland hardly seemed to be in-
terested in the intelligence ; and though, as
usual, spending most of his time with the
Josephses during his stay in England, he
only remained there six weeks after all,
before taking himself off to the south of

Europe and spending three months there
in the cholera hospitals at Naples and
Marseilles, an experignce from which he
had only lately returned.

It really seemed, Lady Hessey said, as
if the sight of his old friends and old
haunts was actually prejudicial, rather
than the reverse, to her hopes, and by
re-opening that terrible wound, the depth
of which she had never fathomed, made it
more difficult of healing.

He never talked of it to anyone but
Leah ; never, by word or sign even, allnded
to the trouble which had, as it were, cat
his life in two in the very prime and
promise of it, and made all that was left
valueless to him ; nor had he ever met, or
held intercourse with any member of the
St. Laurent family from the hour when he
and Vera’s mother stood beside the grave
of the girl they had loved less wisely than
too well, and for the first and only time
clasped hands ir the mutual forgiveness of
& common heart-break. Leah, however,
knew well that in all the arrangements
between them ,up to that time he had
shown a quiet magnanimity and forbear-
ance, which had won him the unhappy
woman’s hearty gratitude and respect ; and
on one point he had been quite firm. No-
thing would induce him to take back one
penny of the money he had made over to
“ his wife ” for the payment of her father’s
debts. It had been the girl's own desire,
one of the few she had ever expressed, that
they should be discharged ; and every wish
and word of hers was sacred to him, and
should be—so he argued—to her parents
Whether M. St. Laurent was of the same
way of thinking is not known ; but as his
daughter’s premature death cut off all hopes
of his getting any benefit from the de Mailly

roperty, and as his debts were neverthe-
fess paid, it is fair to conjecture that he
did in some manner arrive at recognising,
if not Marstland’s rights, at any rate his
duties, as a son-in-law.

But we have left Leah too long standing
by the river’s brink, for the autumn was
drawing in by now, and the evenings
getting damp and chilly, Leah felt it so
herself, and after a last glance in the
direction whither Benjy and Alix - had
betaken themselves in their own special
dingy an hour back, she gave a very de-
cided shiver and twrned her steps back to
the house where, as she was pleasantly
aware, a warm fire and afternoon tea were
then awaiting her.

Something—or rather someone—else
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was waiting also; for, as she entered the
drawing-room,s tall, broad-shouldered fi
rose from the arm-chair nearest the hearth
and answered her exclamation of surprise
by saying :

“I haven't been here long. The maid
said Naomi was out, but you were some-
where in the garden ; so I came in.”

“Very sensibly,” said Leah; *“for you
are just in time for tea. I hope you want
some,”

“I shan’t be sorry for a cup. Your tea
is always good. But I didn't come for
that. I came—to say good-bye.”

“Again |” Leah said sadly. She was
filling the teapot as she spoke.

“Yes; has my sister told you? She is
furious with me ; but I can’t help it What
elee can I dot You know 1”

“Yes.” The word came sorrowfully,
but with no sarprise, only a full and gentle
understanding,

] have no home here, and don’t seem
able to make one. I never even have a
home feeling, except in this house perhaps,
or Addison Gardens. You give it me; you
alwaysdid. But then I can’t quite quarter
myself on you indefinitely.”

“ We don’t grumble at your visits,” said
Leah, with a little emile—one - quickly
quenched, however.

“I know you don’t; you're too good-
natured to grumble at anything. I wonder
if there ever were better people than you and
your family, She didn't think so. "

“Yes,” very quietly.

‘“Where do you think I have just come
from 3”

“Not from Lincolnshire $ ”

““No, I left there last week and ran over
to Guernsey.§ I wanted to make sure the
—the grave was being kept tidy, and to
plant some white hyacinth bulbs round it.
She—jyou remember $—she liked the scent
of them.”

Leah nodded. She did not trust herself
to speak.

“I had the old rooms, and I thought—
I had thought, I mean—I counld manage to
pass the winter there ; but the memory of
all that past pain made the present empti-
ness worse. I eouldn’s stand it; and yet
they tell me I must go somewhere. Gull
says what's the matter 1” for she had
started and uttered a low cry.

¢ Nothing,” she said composedly. “Go
on. What did—Gull say? He—he does
not think you ill, does he " Baut her deep

gard lines of his face eagerly, and if he had

gure | been nearer he might have seen her tremble.

“Oh, no! only that it is evident that
old spear-wound, where the Australian
nigger dug into me, did touch the lungs,
and that I can’t stand English fogs and
frosts. He wants me to go to Malaga.
They've written to him to recommend
them some one to the English practice
there ; but——"

“Oh! don’t say ‘ but,’” she interrupted
eagerly ; “it’s & pleasant place and a lovely
climate. Do go there, do. You oughtn’¢
to delay a day if it is as he says; and
you know there is nothing to prevent you.”

“Except the old thing, the restlessnees
and loneliness which the very sight of other
men in their happy family circles always
makes worse, and which generally ends—
coward that I am | —by driving me back to
your charitable fireside for comfort. I
want to be further away, out of reach alto-
gether, to resist it.”

‘ Why should you$?” But her eyes were
full, and she dared not look up.

“Why? For three reasons, Because
it’s cowardly, as I eaid, and selfish; be-
cause it's a tax on you and yours, and not
fair to either; and because—because it
only makes it worse for me, worse each
time. Leah, dear, you know well enoungh
what you are to me, what you have been
all these years—the best, the truest friend ;
all that makes life worth living to an un-
lucky beggar, who has shown too plainly
already how miserably unfit he was to be
trusted with a woman’s happiness to dare
to ask you to trust yours to him. Look
here, dear, dor’t you ask me to stay within
reach of you, or go on being kind to me.
It—it only makes me long the more to
have you altogether, and I know it’s mo
use. I know you’re miles too good for me,
too good every way not to deserve to have
been first from the beginning with any
man who was lucky enough to win you.
And yet I'm such a jealons fool I can’¢
keep away from you, or from hating every
man that sits down by your side, and has
a better right to you than myself.”
¢ But—if I hate them too!” Leah said
rather brokenly, for the tears that were in
her voice. She added after a few minutes -
“And it is I to choose who has the best
right.”

But he was kneeling beside her thhen
with his arms round her, and his.head
resting on her faithful heart, and she got,

bright eyes were reading the rather hag-

no answer—in*words,

—————




Digitized by GOOS[Q



122  (September 11, 1886.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Oonducted by

informed he was expected to thrive and be
content, or else to build up for himself a
fortune in life. He chose to attempt the
latter, and set to work at the mil with a
vast energy. No incentive to hard striving
was needed by a man of his large ambi-
tions and strong will ; but, naturally, when
he came upon his fate in the form of Joyce
Shenstone, his interest in his work doubled
and trebled itself, and straight ahead of
other men he went with a sure-footed swift-
ness that was bound to win the race.

“That is & rising man,” had been the
comment freely passed upon him by his
seniors in the profession, as they noted
the steady grasp of his intellect, his clear
eye for an outline, legal or otherwise.

And “he’ll make himself a name before
he has done,” had been more than once
said of him by his colleagues on the press,
as they marked the sure-handed vehemenoe
with which he struck at his nails, and the
straight, atead{ fashion in which every one
of them went home,

But, coupled with these essentially mas-
culine traits, were others, which some would
consider of lees robust growth—a sense of
honour so fine as to be superfine, a pride
80 wire-drawn as to be all but attenuated.
Under the dictatesof this pride he had taken
fire at foolish Mrs, Shenstone’s foolish words,
and had done his utmost to retard Joyce's
happiness and his own. The pride, how-
ever, was for a time quenched by a stronger,
deeper feeling : a terror lest, by retardi
his happiness, he had lost his chance of it
altogether. He now saw matters in a clearer
light, and lost no time in coming to a new
resolution upon them.

He took the first opportunity that pre-
sented itself to explain to Mab the change
which had come over his views; how that,
instead of wishing to postpone his marriage
with Joyce, he hoped he might now be
allowed to press matters forward as much
as possible,

“ Of course it costs me something to put
my pride into my pocket, I won’t say it
doesn’t ; and I expect (and deserve) to be
made to eat humble pie all round,” he went
on to say. “But you will understand, I
know, Mab, whoever else makes mis-
takes on the matter, that Joyce's happi-
ness is my first thought ; that if I thought
I could not make her happiness for her, I
would step out of her path at once and
make way for someone who could.”

Mab was deliciously sympathetic. ¢ Of
course it will be a terrible wrench for me
to part with Joyce,” she said with a sigh,

“but I know it will be for her happinesa
I am going round to mamma’s rooms this |
a.fhernoon;% will tell her, if you like, what
you have said to me.”

“ Thank you, Mab, that is kind; I am
afraid your mother, however, wi]ll not take
m tition quite so graciously as you
hayve,l')'e said Frgnk, a little doubtfully.

¢ Oh, but I am sure she will,” was Mab's
ready reply; “only yesterday she said to
me, ‘I shan’t believe in Frank’s devotion
to Joyce if he prolongs their engagement
much longer.’” Il undertake to manage
mother, if you can undertake Uncle Archie.
?f:;lil 1,1’0 the one to give you trouble, I'm

Frank in silent wonder apostrophised
his own folly, that had ever attached the
slightest importance to words spoken by so
feather-brained a woman as Mrs, Shenstone.

He took the earliest opportunity also of
hinting to Joyce from which quarter blew
the wind of his wishes now.

Joyce, looking fragile enough from her
sharp illness but withal as coquettishly
beautiful as ever, turned her deep shining
eyes upon him. At heart she was trium-
phantly glad, but she did not intend yet
awhile to show him the gladness, only the
trinmph.

“ Ah,” she said, smiling up at him from
the pillows of the couch whereon she rested,
“ this is the man who meant to serve ten
yearsof tian bondage before he entered
Canaan, and he hasn’t the courage to
serve out one!”

“I know I deserve to be laughed at,”
said Frank humbly; “and I don’t mind
your laughing at me one bit, dear. But oh,
what will Uncle Archie say $” ’

“ What will you say to Uncle Archie ¢
That’s the point, I think,” laughed Joyce.
“ How will you begin your letter, how end
it? What will you put in the middle of
it1”

“ You shall see it, Joyce ; you shall dic-
tate it if you like—you shall tell me word
for word what to put down.”

“Shall It Then take out your pencil
and begin to write at once.” Frank obeyed
her immediately,

“ Now begin : ‘Dear Mr. Shenstone, 1
feel 80 small as to be absolately microscopic,
and I sincerely hope you won't overlook
me together with the request I have to
make,’ That is to be by way of making a

inning. Your request is to be sent
when you get Uncle Archie’s reply ; that is,
if you dare send it at(all after the crushing
answer you will be sure to get.”




Charles Dickens.)

A DATELESS BARGAIN.

[September 11, 1888.) 123

“I deserve °crushing’ I admit,” said
Frank, sharply rapping his knuckles with
his pencil. *“Bat I don’t believe any
reply of Uncle Archie’s will crush me, let
it be never so ponderous. Just now with
you given back to me, dear, I am in the
seventh heaven, and it would take an army
of ynde Archies to bring me down from
it

“ Ah, but fancy such an answer as this :
;Sir, remain the atom ihat yim are, and

eep your request unspoken.’ I assure you
I hav?o known Uncle Archie go farther
even than that in a letter.”

Strange to say, when Uncle Archie’s
answer to Frank’s petition for an early
wedding-day came, it was something quite
other than Joyce or Frank could have pic-
tured in their most sanguine moments. It
was the heartiest of complacent consents
given with the most thorough goodwill

“To eay truth,” wrote the old gentle-
man, ““I have been very ill sinee my trip to
London, though I have not liked to lay
stress upon my illness for fear of causing
ﬁ‘gll:n}lm need]feg:l a.l:::i;ty. I am, howavt«]alr,

inning to feel that I am getting near the
end of tﬁe race, and I shonldm;ie to see
my dead brother’s children in safe keeping
before I drop out of it. What you told
me when you wrote some little time ago,
and what I have heard from other friends
in London as to the sort of people my
sigter-in-law is gathering about her has filled
me with anxiety on my nieces’ behalf.
Joyce married to you is safe, of course,
(you are made of sterling stuff, though you
have your whims and your cranks like
other people,) and there will be always a
haven for Mab should anything arise to
make her feel the need of one. So, my
dear fellow, all I say to you is make all
arrangements for as early a date as is
admissible, and the sooner it is the better
I shall be pleased.”

CHAPTER X.

AFTER her illness, Joyce, accompanied
by Mab, went for a month of sea air to
some old friends in Wales; Mrs. Shen-
stone, for ret:ﬂms best;k knftl)wll; to hell'lself,
refusing just then to take flight anywhere,
ﬁlﬁgq Ftpenat i Al on
iking, and she ap) extremely loth to
be dislodged from them. It was possible
that, alone in rooms, she was able to claim
a freedom of acﬁo:u for hers;lf;dw::ich her
danghters occasionally begrudged her.

The house in Eaton Sgor:ne Was mean-

time thoroughly cleansed and disinfected
by her orders. Someone must have sug-
gested this sanitary measure to her, for
common-sense on the matters of health or
comfort she utterly lacked. It might have
been the Buckinghams, who, during the
absence of her daughters, passed a great
deal of time in her society.

Joyce and Mab, returning from their sea-
side trip at the end of September, to their
immense surprise found Sylvia Buckingham
installed in their home as something of a
major-domo, that is to say, she held the
household keys, and appeared to be keeper
of the privy purse.

Joyce came back in altogether redundant
health and spirits, intending to make brisk
preparations for her wedding-day, and to
wind up generally the household clocks.

In straightforward fashion she took her
mother to task on this matter.

 Is Miss Buckingham going to-morrow,
mother?” she asked, tzmg to be as sun-
shiny as possible. “If she stays over
another twenty-four hours, you may be sure
I shall anub her frightfally,”

Mrs. Shenstone begged the question.
“How can you speak so rudely of my
friends?” she said querulously. “I can’t
tell you how kind the Buckinghams have
been to me while I have been so lonely
and wretched. Siylvia and George——"

“Who? Who?” exclaimed Joyce, aghast
at her mother’s easy and familiar mention
of this man, with his doubtfal captaincy
and objectionable personality.

Mrs, Shenstone turned her head towards
the looking-glass to see if she had a girlish
blush on her face. “Well, Joyoe,” she
said deprecatingly, “you know I never
could adopt your stiff and formal way of

ing of intimate friends.” '

“Friends! Mother, get upon stilts as
soon as you can, if you can’t keep out of
the mud any other way.”

“Mud | Stilts| That is always the way
you and Mab talk when I want to have a
little rational conversation.”

“ Ah, then we’re of one mind now,”
cried Joyce brightly. “I only want a
rational answer to my very rational ques-
tion—how much longer is Miss Bucking- '
hat’n' going to inflicc her presence upon !
us ¥’ i

The door opened at this moment, and ;
Miss Buckingham entered. There was |
nothing to give the impression that she |
had heard Joyce’s last sentence, for her
small mouth always wore that semi-satirical
smile: but nevertheleas. Javea falt anra !
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that she had done so, and that in due
course she would acknowledge her in-
debtedness for it.

Mrs. Shenstone gave a sigh of relief.
There could be no more cross-questionings
from Joyce, 80 long as Sylvia remained in
the room. She would do her best to keep
her there,

“Sylvia, darling,” she begm, “what do
you advise about that black lace dress of
mine? Must I condemn it, or shall I get
it retrimmed with blush-rose tints$”

But ¢ Sylvia, darling” had something
else on her mind at that moment.

“In a minute, Tiny,” she answered.

Joyce looked up at her. Her mother's
name was Ernestine, but even her father
had never made a diminutive of it.

Miss Buckingham laid a bunch of keys
on the table.

“I have much pleasure in resigning my
post, now you have returned ; but it has
been an equally great pleasure to keep the
keys in your absence, and so lighten Mrs,
Shenstone’s housekeeping cares,” she said,
addressing Joyce in that patronisingly
amiable manner of hers, which Joyce said
always made her want to open the windows
to avoid suffocation.

“It was more than kind of yom,” an-
swered Joyce, getting on her stilts at once,
and laying a conspicuous emphasis on the
word ¢ more.”

But though Sylvia resigned the keys, she

did not bring her visit to a close, and the | to

privy purse still remained in her keeping

So at least Joyce surmised, from the
manner in which Mrs. Shenstone constantly
appealed to her on various matters of ex-
penditure. “ Was she running ahead in
dress expenses? Could she afford this or
that luxury or piece of extravagance $ ”

It was very irritating ; but an even more

tent canse for annoyance was to follow.

aptain Buckingham, who had been on a
few days’ visit to Ireland, returning, made
himself quite as much at home in the
house as his sister.

Joyce flew for sympathy to Mab, and,
for the very first time in her life, strange
to say, did not get it.

Mab, scratching away with her pen at
answers to a pile of her mothers letters
which had been left unattended to, looked
ap nervonslﬁor a moment.

“I don’t like to hear you call them ad-
venturers, Joyce. I think you are rather
hard upon Captain Buckingham. I'm sure
he is honest and straightforward.” Then
her face drooped over her note paper again.

Joyce for one moment thought her ears
must have deceived her.

“ What |” she exclaimed, staring blankly
at her sister. ‘‘‘Honest and straight-
forward,’ did you say$”

Mab grew confused. She never seemed
able to stick to her opinions, if Joyce stared
her full in the face and asked her to repeat
them.

“1 mean,” she began hesitatingly, * he
has ideas, and does not mind giving other
people the benefit of them.”

To this Joyce agreed with a nod.

¢ And the ideas are always worth listen-
ing to-"

Here Joyce shook her head vehemently.

“Well, at any rate, they are opinions
that have been well thought over. I
should say he never speaks until he has
given careful thought to what he has to
8a’ .D
“What of that?” cried Joyce scorn-
fally. “Heaps of people never speak with-
out thinking beforehand what they are
going to say. The wonder is to find a
person who says the right thing all in a
moment without thinking about it. Talk
about second thoughts being best, I would
alter it to sudden thoughts are best. All
my best thoughts come to me in flashes.
Oh, Mab!”

Here she abruptly broke off. A sudden
thought had that moment come to her,
which the next found her giving utterance

% What if the subject of the man’s medi-
tations at the present moment is to get
round mother and make her him ?
Oh, it would be too dreadful !”

Mab’s colour went to a russet-red. She
did not flush so becomingly as Joyce did.
She was lighting a candle at the moment
to seal a letter by, and her hand shook so
much that the lighted match fell to the
ground.

Joyce put her foot on it.

“ Well, there’s one comfort,” she went
on, “Iknow how to put a stop to that little
arrangement very quickly, by a reference to
dear papa’s will.” She gave a second ener-
getic stamp on the extinguished match,
adding : I wish that were Captain Buck-
ingham. I should like to stamp on him
and put him out in exactly the same
fashion.”

She had not heard the door open, and
a light step across the room, or she might
have slightly modified her expression.
Sylvia Buckingham had.a very quiet way of
opening doors, and her footfall might have
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been that of a beetle for all the noise it made
upon the carpet.

Once more Joyce came to the conclusion
that her words had been heard, and
registered on the debtor’s side of Sylvia's
memorandum book, although the fair, im-
mobile face made no sign.

“How dare she come creeping into
rooms in this way? This is the second
time | ” thought the girl ; and she looked
across at Sylvia and gave another emphatic
stamp on the defanct match,

“Am I intruding ?” Sylvia asked pa-
tronisingly and amiably as usual

Joyce made her manner as much a re-
flection of the other’s as possible. ‘* Not in
the least,” she answered coolly ; *“ Mab and
I always lock the door when we wish to be
alone,”

Sylvia lifted her large steely-blue eyes,
giving Joyce one steady look.

Translated into speech it might have run
somewhat as follows :

“ The time for paying off debts has not
yet come. When it does, you may trust
to the goodness of my memory.”

Aloud she said: *“I'm looking for a book
to read to Mra. Shenstone. Now can you
recommend one {”’

Joyce pointed to the bookshelves. ¢ If
you want to read mother to sleep there
are no end of books there admirable for
the purpose. Darwin, Tyndall—ever so
many. But if you want really to interest
her, I should recommend one of the society
journals.” Then she turned to Mab and,
apropos of nothing, brought out the fol-
lowing surprising remark :

“Mab, I do think our dear father was
the best and wisest man that ever lived.
He couldn’t have taken better care of
mother if he had tried. It was so sensible
of him only to leave her a life interest in
all his property. Only fancy, on the day
she gets married again she will have no-
thing left her but a paltry five hundred
a year for her life!”

Her words launched themselves like a
thunderbolt on her two listeners. Mab’s
face was a picture of confusion and distress.
Sylvia suddenly found the volume she
wanted and left the room.

“Ob, Joyce! how could you$” cried
Mab, her eyes filling with tears, her cheeks
aflame,

“How could I what, dear?” asked
Joyce calmly. “I have said nothing Miss
Backingham need take to herself or conve,
to her brother unless she is 8o disposed.
have only done my best to take care of

mother on the lines dear father laid
down.”

“I do—do believe you are mistaken,”
cried Mab excitedly, clasping her hands
together.

“ Perhaps.”

“I'm sure you are hard on them, hard
on mother too!” Mab went on vehemently.
“Why shouldn’t she choose what friends
she pleases for herselft We left her so
much alone, you and I being always to-
gether, no wonder she felt dull and thought
she would like some nice companionable
person to be in the house with her.”

Joyce ended the discussion with a re-
miniscence of their sea-side trip.

“Do you remember the hermit-crabs we
used to catch at Rhyl, Mabt” she asked.
“They were a delightful study. Such
voracious creatures ! And so thoroughly at
home in their friends’ houses ! *

Mabh thought it wiser to say no more.

THE FRENCH-CANADIANS.

A CENTURY and a quarter ago the white
population of Canada consisted of about
sixty thousand hardy French colonists,
who, with their Indian allies, principally
occupied the best and richest lands on the
shores of the St. Lawrence, between the
towns of Quebec and Montreal. Some few
were settled on the banks of the Richelieu,
which flows northward from Lake Cham-
plain, and ,empties itself into the mighty
St. Lawrence, near the little town of Sorel,
formerly called William Henry, after the
sailor monarch who once honoured it with
his presence. The remainder of the vast
area now known as the Dominion of
Canada—which stretches from the Atlantic
to the Pacific, and, bounded on the south
by the frontier line of the United States,
touches with its northern boundary the
extreme limits known to Arctic explorers—
was then a wild and trackless country,
covered in great part by thick forest, teem-
ing with animal life, and traversed by
wandering bands of savage and crafty
Indians, who were supported by the huge
herds of buffalo which roamed over the
prairies, and by the fish that abounded in
every lake and river. The province of
Quebec, alone the size of modern Germany,
was, with the exception of the region be-
tween Quebec and Montreal, an uninhabited
wilderness.

To-day the French-Canadians have in-
creased to a number which may be com-
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puted at over one million and a half, and
they have become something more than an
ordinary factor in the population of five
millions, which, including English, Scotch,
Irish, and Frenchmen, has spread iteelf
over British North America, from Halifax
in the east to Vancouver’s Island in the
west. They are still chiefly to be found in
the province of Quebec, French names
being as rarely met with in other portions
of Canada as they are in England. The
spectacle of fifteen hundred thousand
Frenchmen, speaking their own language,
following their own manners and customs,
and practising to a certain extent their own
laws, in a country in which they are a con-
quered people, is a very remarkable one.
How many nations besides England would
have allowed this condition of things to con-
tinue, it is not very difficult to say. That
the Canadian people might have suffered
more injustice and oppression beneath the
sway of the Germans, the Russians, or any
other Euro nation than they endured
under the disgraceful rule of the intendant
Bigot, and the wilful neglect of their own
King, cannot justly be said. But it is cer-
tain, on the other hand, that the gratitude
displayed by the French-Canadians on
the cession of their country to Great
Britain, has been remarkably well jus-
tified by subsequent events. To hear the
French language constantly spoken in the
parliaments and tribunals of an English
colony; to note that every public docu-
ment in the province of Quebec is—at a
vast expense—printed in both the English
and the French tongues; and to mark the
preponderance of French names and in-
fluence in the municipal and other councils
throughout the province ; is to be assured
that the very fullest liberty which may
possibly be desired, is granted to the French
subjects of Her Majesty in Canada.

Whether the granting of so full 8 measure
of liberty is wise or prudent, under all the
circumstances, is a grave question. The
French inhabitants of the Dominion have,
it is true, constantly professed, and even
occasionally asserteg by a call to arms,
their loyalty to the British Sovereign, but
this has mainly arisen from the natural
shrewdness which is a property of the race,
and which enables them to appreciate the
many advantages of good-natured and easy-
going English rule.

They fought willingly against invaders
and rebels in 1812 and 1837, and cheer-
fully responded to appeals for assistance
against the dastardly attacks of Fenians in

later years; but times have changed, and
in their response to the call to all good
subjects of the Queen to assert the Imperial
authority against Louis Riel and his horde of
ignorant half-breeds, there was a compara-
tive apathy and a sullenness which it would
be impossible to misinterpret. Riel was,
though Indian blood coursed in his veins, to
all intents and purposes a French-Canadian.
That he had the full sympathy of a very
large proportion of his fellow-countrymen
and co-religionists, cannot be denied.
During the progress of the rebellion last
year in the North-West provinces, a sheet
was published in Montreal, which bore the
title of Le Metis, and which advocated, in
the strongest and most stirring language,
the cause of the people whom Riel was at
that time endeavouring to establish in in-
dependence on the banks of the Saskat-
chewan, in defiance of the constituted
authorities of the country. This journal
was widely read and circulated amongst
the French-Canadians of the province of

Quebec ; and at meetings openly held in the

city of Montreal, under the patronage of |

well-known and influential politicians and
lawyers, the action of the Government in
sending a force against the rebels was
violently denounced. When Riel was cap-
tured, and General Middleton broke the
neck of the rebellion, a groan of consterna-
tion went up from the sympathisers with
the rebel, and from that day until Riel
paid the last penalty of the law at Regina,
the most strenuous efforts were made to
obtain his pardon and release, Money
was freely subscribed for his defence,
although your French-Canadian is by no

means a generous man as a rule; and
utterances of a most disloyal nature were
freely made, culminating, amongst certain
sections, in distinct threats of revolt.

But, long before this, in 1884, while
Louis Riel was still a sojourner in the
dominions of Uncle Sam, a great French-
Canadian festival was held in Montreal.
It was glorious weather, in the height of
the brief Canadian summer, and from far
and near came the Canucks in thousands
to do honour to Saint Jean Baptiste.
The festival lasted for a week, and duar-
ing that time many banquets were given
and many speeches were made. At these
banquets speeches of the most inflamn -
matory character were delivered by hot-
headed young lawyers and hudding poli-
ticians, the nature of which, even if the
impetuosity of youth be allowed for, mnust
be seriously taken into account by the
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rising generation of English-speaking Ca-
padians. These representatives of public
opinion did not ecruple to say that, if they
were not prepared at the present moment
to retake possession of their country, their
numbers were so rapidly increasing that
in the course of a few gem they would be
enabled to sweep the British invader from
the land of their fathers, and again gather
the French-Canadians beneath the flag of
La Belle France,

Now all this, at present, sounds very
much like unadulterated bunkum, and it is
the habit of the English-speaking in-
habitants of the country to disregard these
theatrical and passionate utterances. Butit
must be rememl;)ered that the men who gave
vent to these opinions, though now young
and irresponsible, will be the politicians and
the leaders of the people of the next decade
or two, and th;t what tll::y now threaten

may in a few in a position to
mom? At lmmt should never be
carried to a successful issume, a French-
Canadian revolt, which might possibly be
supported by secret enmemies of Great
Britain, would lead to a very serious loss of
life and treasure. The French-Canadian
of to-day is a different creature to the
ignorant and simple-mannered holder of a
seigneurial fief, who, a century ago, quietly
followed his agricultural pursuits on the
fruitful shores of the St. Lawrence, and
who blindly obeyed the behests of his
ish priest. He is an educated man,
excitable and full of impulse, with a certain
amount of antagonism to English rule im-
planted in his breast; whose leading pas-
sion it is to talk and play at politics ; and
who, in the hands of experienced agitators,
might become a dangerous and implacable
foe. In the towns, the priest has still a
certain amount of power over his flock. In
the country districts he is its absolute
master. The Roman Catholic Church in
Canada is extremely rich, but wonld doubt-
less like to become richer ; and if, in order
to further its own designs, the influence of
its priests were to be exerted amongst the
people in such a manner as to excite them
to revolt against the English Government,
the effect would be disastrous. Ambition
is the dominant characteristic of the young
French-Canadian’s mind, and when that
ambition takes the form of wishing to
obtain ion of what he is taught to
consider the rightful property of his nation,
it behoves the legal proprietors of the soil
to be on their guard.
Sociallv considered. the French-Canadian

is an interesting and picturesque character,
The peasantry are ordinarily contented, |
industrious, and frugal to a degree; and
plots of land, which an English farmer
would look upon as ridiculously small, the
Canadian peasants, or * habitants,” as the

 are generally called, manage to till in suc

a manner as to provide themselves with a
sufficiency of food, a suit of black clothes
for féte days, which are numerous, and
with a few luxuries in the shape of tobacco
—grown in their own gardens, and pre-
pared for consumption by themselves—and
whiskey blanc, is latter delicacy con-
sists of alcohol slightly diluted with water,
and, together with a fiery kind of gin and
the native rye whiskey, constitutes the in-
toxicating fluid mostly affected by the
French-Oanadians. :
Their diet is extremely simple, and con-
sists principally of soup and vegetables,
though meat and poultry are very cheap
in the country districts, costing some-
what less than half the price paid by the
English labourer for the same articles of
diet, The French-Canadian farmer is a
strict conservator of ancient habits and cus-
toms, and is strongly opposed to any
progressive principles. The soil in some
parts of the province of Quebec has there-
fore been so systematically starved by long
habits of neglect, handed down from father
to =on, that a bare existence is all that has
been gained from the land. However, if
the same farm has come into the posses-
sion of an enterprising Scotch or English
farmer with liberal ideas of progress and
advancement, the result has been striking ;
and in the course of a few years the old
decaying buildings have disappeared, a
new farmhouse and substantial barns have
been erected, and the estate has recovered
all the appearances of prosperity. This is
not an uncommon instance. The old
seigneuries on the St. Lawrence have lost
but little of their ancient character. In
many cases even the venerable manor-
houses still stand on the river-banks, sur-
rounded by prim old-fashioned gardens,
and approached by straight avenues of
poplar. These seigneuries were, in old
times, usually ted by the Government
to persons of distinction, or to Court
favourites, and consisted of immense tracts
of land (in some instances three leagues in
breadth by the same in depth), extending
for miles from the river-shore back into
the primaval forest. The seigneur, or
lord of the manor, parcelled this’ land out
into small fiefs. which were freauentlv
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again subdivided by families into almost
infinitesimal proportions. The fief-holders
made a small annual payment to the
seigneur, who had also certain feudal
claims, the principal of which was a con-
siderable proportion of the amount pay-
able on the sas)e or transfer of land.

The French-Canadian peasant, or * habi-
tant,” is & hard and willing worker ; and
while the short summer of his climate
lasts, not an hour is lost, and he is early
and late in the field. But, during the
long and rigorous winter, the hardships
and severity of which must be experienced
to be appreciated, Jean Baptiste has more
leisure fl())r amusement, and the old stone
farmhouses often ring to the sounds of
the violin and of merry feet, as they tread
the sandy floors in measures learnt many
years ago from old Norman and Breton
ancestors, and now forgotten in the France
of the tri-coloured flag. The French-
Canadians love music, and many a melo-
dious voice is to be found amongst the

It hzy been said of French-Canada that
the country is more Romish than Rome
iteelf, and the many evidences of the sincere
attachment to their religion which abound
among the people go far to prove this,
Sca;san are almost invariably worn by
the men, and there is hardly a room which
does not contain at least one crucifix and a
fow tawdry pictures of saints. The village
churches are in some instances magnificent
edifices, and on Sundays, and on the count-
less saints’ days which during the year
furnish a pretext for a holiday to the
French-Canadians, these buildings are
thronged with devout worshippers.

The “habitant "is a hardy individual, and
though, through ignorance and superstition,
the infant mortality amongst the French-
Canadians sometimes attains alarming pro-

portions, the individual, on wing to
man or womanhood, generally displays

physical qualities which, without being of
that robust type so dear to English hearts,
are more fitted to cope with the extremes
of heat and cold which are so common in
the climate of Canada. In a country where
the thermometer frequently falls to twenty
below gzero, and remains in that uncom-
fortable poeition for a few weeks at a time,
the cold may be termed intense, but one
may often observe a French-Canadian
farmer jovially drivinghomewards across the
frozen St. Lawrence on a winter’s day, the
snow flying before a north wind with pene-
teating farce. and yvet he seems, seated on

his rough wooden sleigh, to all appearance
as comfortable as an %‘.nglinh coachman on
a fine spring day in the Park,

The *“ habitant ” is a loud, shrill, and in-
cessant talker, and it is apparently impos-
sible for him to perform the slightest
manceuvre with a horse without giving
vent to torrents of ear-piercing and blas-
phemous e. In appearance the
“ habitant "s—clad in grey hooded sur-
tout, “with a sash of some bright hue
bo:;nd round his waist, lugl(i thick boots,
and far cap—is original and picturesque.
Here and there delicate features and clever
expressions are noticeable, though, as a
rule, the French-Canadian cannot be said
to be handsome. Occasionally the true
type of the grenadier of the ‘ grande
armée” is to be met with, possessing

a spare figure, shaggy eyebrows and
moustache, deep-set and piercing eyes,
and sharp, beaked nose. Black eyes,
aquiline features, and sallow complexions,
are the prominent characteristics of the
women.

In the towns the French-Canadian
;mrm:ﬁin a:lh p{.pfeaaiona, but princi-

y affects the law, which ap, to
be the natural vocation of m««:
educated young men who do not enter
the priesthood. In the cities of Quebec
and Montreal the majority of the highest
civii and municipal appointments are
filled by French-Canadians, who, in their
turn, confer upon their poorer friends
and relatives the less dignified offices of
policemen, postmen, and other kindred
positions.

At the bar of Qaebec, besides innumer-
able solicitors and barristers—the profee-
sions are generally practised together in
Canada—are to be found several brilliant
legal luminaries of French-Canadian de-
scent, and some of these men would be a
credit to the bench of any country. In
the Parliament Houses of Ottawa and
Qaebec they usurp a large proportion of
the situations, and in the Senate and the
House of Commons they are a considerable
power. The present Secretary of State of
the Dominion is a French-Canadian, but
though one or two more of his race hold
seats in the Cabinet, the Premier of to-day,
Sir John A. Macdonald, is too far-seeing a
statesman to allow any chances of the
balance of power being rudely disturbed
by permitting the entry of a preponderating,
or even an equalising, French-Canadian
influence into the government ;of the
country.
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in the 'old ” for a like purpose; and, though

RECOLLECTIONS the persecution was severe and unpleasant

OF A MIDSHIPMAN'S MESS. at the time, it did entirely succeed in

IN FOUR PARTS. PART IL

HamMmoCKs were slung with a “ slippery
bitch,” so that the very moment the weary
youngster made his effort to swing himself
into his bed everything instantly carried
away, and hammock and owner rolled alike
upon the deck. The more experienced
hands never turned in without first closely
inspecting both head and foot clew.

Another method well known in the ser-
vice was to cut one of the clews clean
through with a very sharp knife, or even
arazor, when the occupant was buried in
heavy sleep, when he would come down on
deck with a thump whicllll would drilvle his
interior organisation right up into the top
of his head, and leave him perfectly dazed
and stupid for some minutes afterwards.
By degrees one’s senses even when asleep
got to be so acutely alive to this dmﬁer,
that the very slightest touch on the clew
of one’s hammock was sufficient to rouse
one at once to fall activity; and the prac-
tised hand, who was generally to be known
by the fact of his turning in with a heavy
boot or other missile in the head-clew of
his hammock, would rise without a second’s
hesitation and hurl this with all his might

in the direction of the supposed maraader. | pl

It seldom, perhaps, reached its mark, but it
was a sufficiently emphatic notice to quit
at any rate, and it occasionally served a
good cause by hitting the dozing sentry
and arousing him to a sense of his duties.
Bat I am bo;nd g: say that I never sav;
put into ce the savage jocularity of
catting a.pf!:;fow down ‘‘by the head.” In
this case it is the head-clew that is severed ;
the victim falls upon his head, is generally
stunned, occasionally breaks his neck, and
sometimes falls upon the iron-shod corner
of a sea-chest and fractures his skull.
There are many stories afloat of the fatal
results of such barbarous skylarking.
Another practical joke I remember of a
slightly more original turn. We had a
messmate, a youngster whom we will call
Henry Harris, whose difficulty in the
management of his aspirates attracted the
unfriendly notice of his seniors. Subs
would “’it im over the ’ead with a ’and-
spike,” just to remind him to “ hemphasize
the haitch.” Others would offer to *’eave
‘im down a ’atchway * with the same laud-
able intention; while yet others would

threaten’ to make him ‘‘sling ’is ’ammick | ‘ead

caring him of his defect. But I doubt if it
could be said to have been ¢ done in kind-
ness,” and for the time he was never
allowed a moment’s peace, and his nights
as well as his days were often made miser-
able to him.

One night ““ ’Enery,” as they used to call
him, had turned in early, and was enjoying
unmolested his first sleep, when his some-
what stertorous breathing called the atten-
tion of several jokers who were prowling
around the stee in search of some
mischief for their idle hands to do.

They accordingly went to the ship’s
office and borrowed, on some simple pre-
text, a large stone bottle of red ink. With
this they hurried off to poor *“’Enery’s * ham-
mock, and, while one joker armed himeelf
with an office ruler, another stood ready
with the bottle. At a given signal the
former hit the sle:‘ll)er a cruelly hard blow
over the head with the ruler, and simul-
taneously the other deluged his hair with
the contents of the bottle Up jumped
poor “’Enery,” thus savagely roused from
slumber, and, setting up a howl of indigna-
tion, clapped his hands naturally to the
injured part, feeling for the bump which
I fear was too surely there, and apostro-
isi his assailants as brutes and
0 s; but when he felt the wetness of
his hair, and became aware of moisture
trickling down his face as he sat up, his
fears overcame his indignation, and sing-
ing out lustily for the sentry and a lantern,

he set about a close investigation of his
injuries, and finding his head, his hands,

and his pillow apparently soaked in a
copious stream of his own blood, he came
to the conclusion that he was bleeding to
death, and made an announcement to
that effect.

A wild burst of laughter from the con-
spirators in concealment among the
chests and hammocks of the steerage awoke
in his mind the suspicion of his being the
victim of a practical joke, and finding that
his loss of blood did not prodauce any
symptoms of faintness, and moreover de-
tocu":g the acrid smell of red ink in his
nostrils, he dropped his head upon his
gore-stained piﬁow with a sweeping
anathema on his messmates and soon fell
asleep, waking next morning to undergo a
torrent of chaff from all around him, who
sympatho”tioally demanded “’ow ’is poor
‘ead was.
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{ Sometimes, however, the temptation to
; practical joking led them to soar to utterly
- forbidden heights, from which the fall was
as severe as the presumption which
_prompted them was great, ms. making one
"of the senior officers the victim, they had
to regret the rashness of their enter-

prise.

With perfectly appalling light-hearted-
ness, and an utter oblivion of such a thing
a8 retribution, they would plan an attack
on the very centre of discipline, the source
of all leave-stopping and extra watch-keep-
ing, the embodiment of the Queen’s Regu-
lations and Admiralty Instructions—the
Commander himself.

Here is an instance. 'We were in harbour;
it was four o'clock in the afternoon (* eight
bells” as we knew it) ; and the midshi
man of the afternoon watch was anxiously
awaiting his relief on the quarter-deck. No
such relief, however, came, and, growing
more and more impatient, he at last sent
the Quartermaster down into the berth to
ask who was going to keep the first dog-
watch. The Quartermaster returned with
the answer that Billette, whose duty it was
to keep i, was sick, and that that there
was nobody willing to * look out ” for him.
Upon this the middy went down himself
to the berth, and remonstrated with his
messmates ; but all to no purpose, and,

. finally, finding himself unable to get a relief,

he went to the Commander and reported
the state of affairs to him.

The Commander was furious. He would
teach the young gentlemen to shirk their
duty in that way | He would show them
whose duty it was to keep the first dog-
watch! And he instantly sent an order
to the midshipmen’s berth that the first
dog-watch was to be kept by every mid-
shipman in the ship |

There was no getting out of it ; and, ac-
cordingly some nineteen midshipmen made
their way sulkily to the quarter-deck and
marched to and fro with black looks and
muttered execrations, each with a glass
under his arm, to the amusement of the
officer of the watch, and the astonishment
of the bluejackete. Thus punished en masse
it was natural that they should plan ven-
geance ; and the step from convict to con-
spirator is not a difficult one. .

It was the Commander’s order that one
bell in the first dog-watch (half-past four
pm.), should be reported to him, and,
moreover, that this should be done by “the
midshipmanof the watch.” The Commander
sometimes took a nap at that time, and his

general reply to the report was a smothered
grunt on such occasions. It occurred to the
conspirators that by turning this simple
report into a function, they might cause their
chief a considerableamountof annoyance. It
never seems to occur to the young mutineer
that his victim’s powers of annoyance are
probably far greater than his own. So,
with much chuckling, they awaited the
sound of one bell, which they proposed to
report to the Commander as midshipmen
of the watch. One bell came, and the
nineteen conspirators marched off together
to make their report. The Commander
was in his cabin lying down. The senior
midshipman knocked at his door.

“ What is it $ ” shouted the officer.

“One bell, sir,” reported the youngster
in stentorian tones, and the Commander
said :

“ Thank you,” and settled himself for
another snooze. But no sooner was his
reply out of his mouth than another loud
knock, and * one bell, sir,” in, if possible, a
still louder note.

Once more the Commander replied cour-
teously, only to hear knock after knock
and report after report in ever-increasing
volame of soundbu:lt;ﬂ’ﬂ roused to lfurﬁ, he
leaped from his bunk, open his door,
and found himself face ::zca with a rem-
nant of a dozen or so of young officers, all
of whom instantlysaluted, and, with hardly-
concealed grins on their faces, reported, in
one portentaus bellow of a dozen different
keys : *One bell, sir!”

The Commander for one moment was
speechless with astonishment, and then,
taking in the situation thoroughly, he took
up his parable and gave those young gentle-
men a bit of his mind; and I must say, that
when he liked, his tongue had some remark-
ably rough places on it, and hurt like the
mischief, Well, he sandpapered those young
gentlemen down very considerably, and
then sent them all up on deck to finish keep-
ingthefirstdog-watch,but withtheadditional
order that, on no account, were they to go
below to tea at two bells (five p.m). Being
now thoroughly roused he even went on the
bridge himself,and, with his thin lips parted
and displaying a very regular, white, but
dangerous-looking set of teeth, he enjoyed
with grim satisfaction the discomfiture of
the enemy.

Presently he went down below again,
and the youngsters instantly prepared to
set his orders at defiance. They bribed an
old Quartermaster to give, them. instant
notice of the movements of the Com-

'
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mander, should he show any disposition to
come on deck again, and then, when “two
bells” was struck, they disappeared in &
shoal down the forehatch and made their
way aft along the lower deck to the
berth, where they loudly clamoured for
their tea and prided themselves on their
acuteness in outwitting so old a bird as
the Commander. But they reckoned with-
out their host ; the Commander had been
a midshipman himself—a fact which they
quite forgot—and was quite up to the
possibilities of the situation. Even as
they were slipping, with overdone caution
and internal hn?hter hardly to be con-
tained, down the fore-hatchway, the Com-
mander was ascending the after one, and
arrived at the quarter-deck asthey reached
the berth, to find his orders defied and the
birds flown.

I always have thought that he was
rather pleased than otherwise—it is gra-
tifying to find that ome’s suspicions are
correct, even th it may entail extra
trouble and worry, and the way in which
he sent the Quartermaster of the watch to
“tell the midshipmen of the watch that I
wish to speak to them,” was indicative of
a certain dangerous gratification. They
came—a crest-fallen, shame-stricken mob—
slinking up the hatchway now in far dif-
ferent guise from that which they had
worn a few minutes before, and. stood
before their chief with no appearance of
exultation now upon their faces. He took
& calm, leisurely, acid inspection of them,
which was peculiarly trying, and which he
seemed to enjoy Erolonging to the utter-
moet, and then he opened his thin lips
and poured oil upon the troubled waters—
oil of vitriol, that is—and ordered them all
to stay on deck till midnight, except two
eepecially malignant offenders, who were
to remain on deck until two o’clock in the
morning, or till the end of the commission,
I really forget which. I know that the
punishment appeared to us to be the most
crushing and frightful sentence which had
ever fallen since the memory of man.

No tea! Think of it! and they had had
nothing nl'ﬁnce noon, and b?ey we:g boys,
great hulking, growin 8, with a
tites that wonldg':)teakgm (’;strich's h&l;t.t
and they must stay on deck cold and
empty as Mother Hubbard’s cupboard
until midnight, when everything would
be shut up and no food of any kind to be
got until eight a.m. next day !

But help came from an unexpected
quarter.

The * dry idlers,” between whom and the
“ executive mob” incessant feud was carried
on, had been undisguisedly glad when, at
tea-time, the Commander's order had
cleared all the midshipmen out of the
mess before they had swallowed a mouth-
fol, and had left the weaker party in
possession of the whole place, an oppor-
tunity mot to be lost. Accerdingly, every-
thing was devoured, until the table was
a8 bare as the land of Egypt after the
locuste, and much Pleunro was expressed
at the abaence of the executives; but
when it was reported in the berth how
terrible a sentence had fallen upon them
they rose at once from foes to martyrs,
and at the risk of lives and commissions,
having ascertained late that night, by
certain sounds, that our beloved Com-
mander slept, those *dry idlers” conveyed
secretly and silently, with suech pains-
taking and elaborate concealment as must
at once have revealed the whole matter to
the officer of the watch, boxes of sardines,
pots of jam, loaves of bread, and bottles of
wine to the scene of the temporary exile of
the victims on the stern-gratings—generally
known as “the Commander’s flower gar-
den "—and treated them then and there to
such a “ blow-out ” as they had hardly en-
;:[?god since the ship was commissioned.

e danger and importance of the occasion
made it doubly enjoyable, and all fully
believed that they were thoroughly jus-
tified in taking such a step in the face of
what we considered the fiendish cruelty
of the Commander. Well, well ! things
looked differently to us then to what they
do now.

How immensely disappointed we all-

were with our first glimpse of the coast of
the Pacific! My imagination, and that of
many of my messmates, had revelled in the
anticipation of deep, land-locked bays, sur-
rounded by hills running down in piec-
turesque spurs in all directions to the
water, forming inlet after inlet, fringed with
feathery palms, with tall cocoa-nuts, with
bread-fruit trees, with mangroves, and every
species of tropical vegetation running viot
in unutterable luxuriance ; huge flowers of
the most gorgeous colours and intoxicating
aroma delighting the eye and nostril alike
at every turn ; birds of intensely brilliant
plumage, from the great flamingo to the
tiniest little humming-bird, crossing one’s
track at every step; alligators, deer,
jaguars, pumas, tigers ; Heaven knows what
we did not expect to find “in’the woods as
vlentifal as blackbeatles in a kitchen:

I
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while, of course, the waters of every one of
those tempting inlets would teem with
sbark, the dorsal fins of which might be
seen in numbers above the calm surface of
the sleeping bay, as they lay basking in
the tropic sun, and affording a new and ex-
hilarating excitement to the pleasure of
bathing. That was the anticipation. And
what was the reality ¥ A coast formed, as
it were, of dirty red brick, and inferior
brick at that, fringed with bleak, barren,
brown rocks, on which nothing ever grew,
or could grow ; round, undulating hills, all
made, more or less, of red brick, with no
vegetation worth naming that the eye could
detect, except a few stunted bushes,
covered with dust, and here and there a
poor, lonely, withered tree which seemed
hardly able to extract sufficient nourish-
ment to support life out of the thousand
acres or so of which it was the sole occu-
pant ; and, when you went on shore, you
found that the staple of the vegetable
world was the cactus—huge, lofty, useless,
uncompromising, savage cacti, covered
with spikes of surprising strength, length,
and acuteness, with occasionally a red
flower stuck on one side, like a rosette
pinned on to a German sausage, bat
usually ornamented only with their native
dust. If you longed to rest your eyes
from the glare and dust by looking on the
pleasant green of vegetation, you could
always find a cactus handy to look at; if
you wished to hang your hat up (and
shoot at it as we lues to do), you hung it
up on a cactus ; if you desired shade, you
picked out an unusumally lofty cactus, and
stood beneath it ; and if yon wished to sit
down, and objected to sitting down on the
ground, you sat down on a cactus—but
you usually did not stay, the plant de-
veloped a feeling of unrest which made it
impossible to repose for long. The land,
when not under skilled cultivation, was a
dreary, barren, thirsty land, developing, as
you went farther north, into boni fide
desert ; desert which produced nothing but
nitrate of soda; desert, the only tracks
through which were marked by the ribs
and skulls of mules and horses; desert,
where the hideous naked-headed condor
alone held sway, and where the very sea-
ports upon its fringe could find no water
to drink, save by condensing it from the sea.
Valparaiso may be, as its name implies, on
the way to Paradise, but we all came to
the conclusion that Paradise itself was just
as far off as ever. The disappointment
was all the more keen, too, because we bad

{Conducted by F

into Rio Janeiro as we , and
ptl;':ﬁmst fairy-like place m our
imaginations and e us even more ex-
1a)c%ting than we otherwise should have

n,

With our arrival on our station, our
troubles began to accumulate. The poor
old “Bruisewater” was undoubtedly “a
very wet ship,” and such a state- of
things could not go on for ever with-
out something coming of it. We had
been obliged to hold one court-martial
before leaving England and had lost an
officer thereby, and now such affairs be-
came of frequent occurrence, and lasted
more or less through the whole of the
commission. One of our warrant officers
was bowled out and obliged to leave the
ship ; our head navigator tripped up over
a bottle of whiskey, and was so injured
as to be obliged to go home; a lieutenant,
after astonishing everybody by the manner
in which, during his first watch, he re-
solutely hunted down “two men in white
and one in blue” whom he saw ‘con-
cealing themselves in the port quarter
boat,” but who, when searched for, could not
be found, went raving mad during the night,
and, with a shriek that curdled our blood,
seized hig sword and made terrific war upon
his imaginary assailants in the wardroom.
Poor fellow! he was finally run to earth
in the cabin of the Captain of Marines.
where the medicos got hold of him when
he was exhausted by his efforte. The

Marine officer himself, thinking it was a
private matter, and feeling a delicacy in

intruding on it, had slip out quietl
as he wi%h the sword enterpe;;l. Perhaps 1{
was as well that he did so, for his clothes
hanging on their hooks were cut to rags.
The poor victim of the curse of drink
never served on board a man-of-war again;
such a good fellow, we all liked him, but
—what could be donet Mr. Di , too,
found himself intensely annoyed by the
persecutions of a forward young demon
who invariably sat in his scuttle and
denounced him aloud as a drunkard and
a profligate. The feeling of the court,
however, was one of sympathy with the
demon rather than his victim, and Mr.
Dispart was recommended to try a more
bracing climate. Certainly three more
victims suffered from the same disease, and
one of these paid the penalty with his life.
Among such disasters as these the
junior mess did not- come; out alto-
gether unscathed. °/ In “ite’ troubled, ill-
regulated, and crowded gloom, the symp-
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toms of ill-feeling were becoming more
strongly marked each day. We were
fed worse than ever. Everything except
the most ordinary ship’s provisions was an
“extra,” and had to be paid for as such.
Even the bread by our plates at dinner
was thus reckoned. QOur breakfast in

barbour for months at a time, with fresh

bread and such matter-of-fact materials for

food close alongside, consisted of nothing
but a cup of coffee (they called it coffee,
and the steward had been g0 much in the
habit of serving it out under that name
that his moral perception was dimmed,
and he believed it was coffee), without
any milk or sugar (they were extra) and
some broken bits of ship’s biscuit, full of
woevils, which were placed in the centre
of the mess-table in an old rusty, battered
iron tray, which had once been japanned.
Growls, at first only muttered apart, began
to be openly and freely vented ; language
descriptive of the mess was becoming
stronger and less rounded off at the edges
every day, and, a8 in a down-trodden and
persecuted state, the poet is often the
precursor of the revolutionist, so some
among us burst into inspired verse, and
circulated their effusions among their
numerous sympathisers with much appre-
ciation on the part of the latter. At this
moment I can only recall one of these
productions, founded on a well-known

poem. It ran:

Whene'er with saddened eyes I view
This messplace that we’ve got on board,
I curse the (something) scoffmates who
Were sole inventors of the Rou-
tine in the mess we’ve got on board.

And so on through many verses, ‘scoff-
mate” being a word which is, I believe,
peculiar to the navy, and is synonymous
with messmate—to “scoff ” meaning, in
the parlance of the berth, to * eat.”
Billette was the author of that poem—as
good a fellow as ever set foot on a deck—
and in this case the poet proved also the
leader of the revolution.

It was Christmas Eve, and the berth had
been devoting iteelf to unrestrained hilarity
in honour of the occasion. At last the lights
were put out, and the occupants tumbled
up on deck for a breath of fresh air before
tarning in. It was dark, but the chatter of
voices and the laughter were not affected by
the fact—they went on as mnoisily as ever.
The officer of the watch, himself a sub.
lieutenant, remonstrated ; he was foolish
| enough to use language of a hectoring and
particalarly irritating description, and pre-

sently found himself measuring his length
on the deck with a peculiarly painful sen-
sation in his right eye. Billette was the
operator, and, his blood being up, the
corporal who hurried up with a lantern at
the summons of his superior, shared the
same fate as that -officer, while his lantern
lost for ever its oylindrical form beneath
the foot of the infuriated Billette, and was
numbered with the condemned stores.
Billette was very proud of his work, but
he went below that night under arrest,
only to emerge again to face the dread
ordeal of a court-martial. He bore himself
bravely, perhaps too bravely, for he dili-
gently sketched the heads of all the mem-
bers of the court while the trial went on ;
but he had committed a serious, a very
serious offence, and not even his blindest’
sympathisers could hope that he would be
acquitted.

Still, when the sentence of the court
was pronounced, which, taking into
consideration his youth and inexperience
and also the excellent character for good
conduct which he previously bore” ad-
judged him “only to be dismissed from
Her Majesty’s Service,” I think most of
us experienced a terrible shock, as we
realised for the first time what it was to lift
a hand against a superior officer on duty.
The sympathy of nearly everybody in the
ship was with Billette, but still he had
to go, and it was with sincerest regret that
we bade him good-bye, and thought of
what a miserable journey homewards he
would have in the mail steamer; but our
minds were immensely relieved when we
heard that, on his arriving in England, the
Admiralty had reconsidered his case, had
reversed the sentence of the court-martial,
and had reinstated him in the service with
the loss of one year’s time.

CHRONICLES OF SCOTTISH
COUNTIES.

LANARKSHIRE.

IN this county we have again the clear
definition of natural boundaries. The great
valley that encloses the upper course of
the Clyde formed once an independent
British kingdom, which preserved a pre-
carious existenoce, surrounded on all sides
by hostile neighbours, till the middle of
the seventh century. The Welsh of
Strathclyde have left behind them the
names of rivers and of many places on
their banks, but it would be difficult to




i

134 (September 11, 1886.)

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

[Conducted by

trace any Celtic characteristic among the
existing population of the rural districts,
whose sturdy limbs and fair complexions
seem rather to claim relationship with the
Angles of Northumbria.

The enormous increase of Glasgow, and
the influence of machinery and manufac-
tures, have obliterated many of the ancient
features of the county, and a vast immi-
gration of Irish and other strangers has
almost effaced the characteristics of the
original Glaswegians. The rise of Glasgow
has been effected within the present cen-
tury—its ancient nucleus having been the
Cathedral, with its officiating priests, and
the approach

To those high arches where, as Culdees sing,
The pious Mungo fish'd the trout and ring—
in other words, to the bridge over the
Clyde, which made the town in a way
the gate of the Highlands. St. Mungo
and his miraculous haul are still preserved
in memory in the city arms, but the saint
himself probably chose the site rather for
its solitude than its society, he being one
of those ascetic Irish missionaries who
planted their lodges in the wilderness,
and avoided the busy haunts of men. The
Cathedral, which at a later date occupied
the site of St. Mungo’s humble shrine, was
once the centre of civic life and deur.
It is now in the midst of a gloomy and
depressing neighbourhood—like some old
hulk that has been left to decay in the
slime and mud of a dreary backwater.
The present structure dates from the four-
teenth century, replacing an earlier one,
built under Norman influences, and was
indeed never completed. At the Reforma-
tion it narrowly escaped demolition. Its
Archbishop—the well known Beatoun—
saved the archives and relics by a timely
flight with them to France, and deposited
these treasures in the Scotch College of
Douay. The people of Glasgow in their
fervour proposed to ding down the ob-
noxious building without more ado. A
wily provost saved the edifice by a dex-
terous ruse. *Let us pull down the auld
kirk by all means, but first let ns build
a new one to take its place.” The plan
was received with enthusiasm, but zeal
was soon quenched at the prospect of the
expense, and the danger passed over.
Once more the popular fervour was kindled,
however, by the Principal of the University
and the Calvinistic clergy, who sallied forth
to pull the Cathedral down. Baut this time
the city guilds, who had shared in so many
processions and time-honoured ceremonies

within its venerable walls, rose in arms
to defend it, and the clergy were fain to
be content with demolishing the statues
of the saints in their niches, and the
painted glass in the windows.

The building, however, reduced to a
proper state of bareness and desolation,
was made to serve as three distinct kirks,
for as many parishes. The fine crypt was
turned to account in this way as described
in Soott’s “ Rob Roy,” and the nave and
chancel, divided by a hideous dead
wall, served the same purpose. In this
state was the Cathedral when Oliver
Cromwell attended service within its walls,
and listened patiently to a sermon in
which the Independents, and even the
General himself, their great chief, were
treated with little respect.

The chief interest of Glasgow, however,
is in its busy industries and the shipping
that crowds its quays, and in the per-
severing enterprise which has converted
a river of no great volume into a
fine waterway along which the largest
steamers can be navigated. A recent
historian of Glasgow narrates bow in 1812
the first steamer on the river, the tiny
*“Comet,” with a draught of only four feet,
grounded at Renfrew, although the tide
was still high. “The men just stepped
over the side and pushed her across the
shoal,” replied Mrs. Bell, the wife of the
great pioneer of steam navigation, in reply
to a question as to what happened next.
Over the same spot, as Mr. MacGeorge
relates, the great ironclads, with all their
enormous load of machinery and guns,
steam along with plenty of water to spare
beneath their keels, The result has not
been attained without cost, for it is com-
puted by the same authority that, between
1770 to 1879, eight and a half millions of
pounds sterling have been expended on the
river navigation.

The beginnings of Glasgow in foreign
trade were small enough. Before the union
the chief commerce was with France. Kip-
pered salmon and salt herrings were ex-
ported to that country, and wine, brandy,
and salt received in exchange. Bat, after
the administrative union in 1707, the West-
ern world was opened ‘to the enterprise of
the citizens. It was in 1718 that the first
vessel from the Clyde sailed across the
Atlantic, and from that time trade in-
creased apace with the planters of Mary-
land and Virginia. The chequered linens
of Paisley and Glasgow clothed the slaves
who worked in the tobacco fields, and the




8

Charles Dickens.]

CHRONICLES OF SCOTTISH COUNTIES. (september 11, 1886.) 135

honest woollens and tweeds of Scotland
also found a ready market. In return
there came bales of golden-leaved tobacco,
and the ever-gaping mulls of gentle and
simple were replenished with the powdered
herb of Virginia. The lairds and gentry
of the neighbourhood shared in the ven-
tures, and the merchants of Glasgow emu-
lated the magnificence of the Venetians of
old, as with the Trongate for their Rialto
they strutted up and down in their scarlet
cloaks laced with gold or silver, their
cocked hats and clouded canes, their costly
velvet small-clothes, and shoon adorned
with great silver buckles,

Snuff-boxes, sword-knots, canes, and washes,

An eweeties to bestow on lasses.

At this time the river was hardly navi-
gable as far as Glasgow. Dumbarton was
at first the port where the ships from
America discharged and took in their
cargoes ; but the baillies of Dumbarton
thought such traffic beneath their dignity,
and requested the Glasgow folk to take
their ships somewhere else. Then Port
Glasgow, Greenock, and Port Dundas had
their turn, and these are still places of call
for the Clyde steamers, The war of
American Independence interrupted all
this prosperity, but an increasing trade
with the West Indies made some amends,
and trade revived again after the war.

With the rise of the cotton manufactures
Glasgow took its first great increase in
area and population, and has gone on in-
cr% ever since ; and yet the streams
of wealth that have passed through the
city seem to have left it rather dry, and
the dinginess and squalor of its industrial
quarters are not redeemed by any beauty
and grace in its thoroughfares and public
buildings.

The city, with its offshoots and depen-
dencies, engrosses nearly the whole of one
of the lower wards of the county. We
must ascend the Clyde for some distance
before we are out of the range of mills and
factories, and then we come to Bothwell
Castle, the sight of which carries us back
to medizval times, Two enormous circular
towers give a powerful impression of foudal
stzength and grandeur, and the crumbling
walls of red sandstone contrast with the
groen fields and lovely woodlands of Both-
well Bank, round which the river circles
in a mighty sweep.

Oh, Bothwell bank, thou blumest fair !

And yet the very name has something
ill-omened and sinister about it; and the
castla. with all ita nower. has alwavs. un to

;nogern times, been remd to bx?ng ill-
uck to it possessor. y t families
have held it for a while, but.gr:;e periods
during which they held it have been
periods of decadence and misfortune.
Edward the First, who, perhaps, had some
hand in forming its massive strength, gave
it to Aymer de Valence, and many English
knights and nobles took refuge within its
walls in their flight from the fatal field of
Bannockburn. The Governor of the castle
was then a Hamilton, who surrendered his
guests to the Bruce, and the Bruce did not
let them go without heavy ransom it may
be guessed. But the most noted owner of
the castle was that dark Earl of Bothwell,
whose evil passion brought so much woe
and disaster to his paramour, Mary, Queen
of Scots.

Close at hand is Bothwell Bridge, the
long and narrow bridge over the Clyde
which was the scene of the final defeat of
the Cameronians by the Royal army, com-
manded by the Duke of Monmouth; a
battle which owes much of its celebrity to
the graphic description of Sir Walter Scott
in “Old Mortality.” Above the bridge
opens out the Vale of Avon, a tributary of
the Clyde, and this valley was the muster-
ing place of the Cameronians, who, after
their victory at Drumclog, near the source
of the river on the Ayrshire borders,
gathered a considerable force of sympa-
thisers, well supplied with arms and am-
munition. On the approach of the;Royal
army, the Covenanters moved down to
Hamilton, which lies just within the vale,
a mile or so distant from the Clyde. Their
forces were drawn up on the great moor
of Bothwell, now enclosed and highly culti-
vated, and took possession of Bothwell
Bridge, which carried the highway from
Hamilton to Glasgow and Edinburgh—the
only line of advance available for the Royal
forces. The bridge, as well as the scene
about it, is altered almost past recognition ;
but in those days it was guarded on the
insurgents’ side of the river by an ancient
gateway, which the Covenanters strength-
ened and fortified. =~ The Covenanters
threw down the parapets of the bridge on
the farther eide, lest they should afford
cover to the enemy, and occupied the
bridge and its approaches with a force of
three hundred reeolute men, under one
Hackstoun of Rathillet. The rest of the
insurgents were massed upon the rising
ground overlooking the river in a state of
sad uproar and confusion.” ‘ As the Royal
armv advanced. Monmouth wvosted a
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battery of artillery on the opposite bank, | he was received among his kindred with
and the roar of the gumns, as they opened | open arms, as one who done a worthy
fire, spread a panic among the horses of [ deed of private warfare. The matchlock

the mounted troopers—animals fresh from
the plough or the shafts—and their mad
stampede added to the confusion of the
scene. For a while the bridge was reso-
lutely held bythe devoted band of defenders,
but, unsupported and with failing ammuni-
tion, they were driven from their defences.
The bridge was carried, and Claverhouse’s
dragoons dashed across. The wavering
mass of Cameronians broke before their
charge, and fled in all directions towards
the hills. Five hundred of the Sectaries
were slain in the flight, although numbers
found refuge and succour in the scattered
farmhouses, while even the old castles of
the nobility were not closed to the un-
happy fugitives.

Eight miles up the valley, in a moorland
country, lies Strathavon, a curious old
town overhung by the shattered walls of a
gloomy old castle. This was in those days
the seat of Ann, Duchess of Hamilton, the
last of the old line of Hamiltons, an ardent
Royalist who had suffered much in the
cause, All she had was confiscated in the
time of the Commonwealth, and it is said
that she was supported for many nf'ears by
the labours of an old and faithful female
servant, who earned her own and her
mistress’s bread with distaff and spindle.
Naturally Her Grace had little sympathy
with her old enemies, but, finding that
many of them were in hiding about her
grounds and offices—for her castles and
estates had been given back to her at the
Restoration—she sent a meesage to the
Duke of Monmouth demanding that her
castle and grounds should be respected by
his soldiers. The Duke, whose heart was
not in the business of destruction, gladly
extended his protection to the Duchess’s
domains; and thus many of those who had
run away were spared to fight another day,
and fall by other hands: some perhaps in
the illfated rising headed by Argyll,
others on foreign shores in the ranks of
the gallant Cameronian regiment.

The Royal army marching on Bothwell
Bridge must have passed by Bothwell-
haugh, a stretch of grazing lan! which gave
its title to the adventurous Hamilton who
shot the Regent Morton in the High Street
of Linlithgow. In this the assassin was
actuated by a spirit of wild revenge for
the cruelties the Regent had inflicted on
his kinsmen; and having ridden hard,
without drawing bridle, from Linlithgow,

with which the déed was donme was pre-
served at Hamilton Palace, at least till the
recent dispersion of the art treasures and
curiosities which made the almost regal
palace in the Vale of Avon an object of
pilgimage for the virtuosi; and no doubt
the weapon might be traced, through
Christie and Manson’s catalogue, to its
present resting-place.

But while Hamilton Palace recalls the
illustrious fortunes of the later generations
of the house, the original home of the race,
whose stirring and chequered annals are so
closely connected with Scottish history, is
to be fouud in the ruins of the old Castle
of Cadyow. And bere the scenery of the
Vale of Avon is peculiarly rich and charm-
ing.

& Ye lofty banks that Evan bound,

Ye lavish woods that wave around !

We are now, indeed, in the midst
of the luxuriant scemes of the famed
middle ward of Lanark; which is
known, in contradistinction to the wild
and barren upper ward, as the fruit
lands. The boundary between the two
regions is the River Nethan at its junction
with the Clyde. And on the tributary
stream, near its confluence, stands Craig-
nethan Castle, an imposing ruin, with a
massive square tower crowned here and
there by the remains of handsome machi-
colations, and whose gloomy riven arches
afford an effective framework to a sweet
rural landscape. The lofty fortified wall en-
closes the extensive remains of an old
baronial hold and a mansion of Charles
the Second’s time. Here, too, i8 pointed
out & Queen Mary’s room; and as the
castle was once a seat of the Hamiltons, it
is likely enough that Mary was actually
quartered here after her escape from Loch-
leven. The castle, according to general
impression, was, in the mind of Sir Walter
Scott, as the model for the Tower of Tillie-
tudlum, where His Most Graciouy Majesty

partook of his disjeune, as will be re-
membered by the readers “Old

Mortality.” Certainly the descrgption of
the scene is so characteristic of tlje upper
and lower wards of Lanarkshire that we

may be excused for borrowing the ‘picture
thus painted by the hand of a mastdr :
“The view downwards is of a: grand
woodland character, but-the level und
and gentle slopes’ mear ‘the Tiver form
cultivated fields of an irregular{ shape,
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interspersed with hedgerow trees and
copses, the euclosures seeming to have
been individually cleared out of the forest
which surrounds them,-and which occupies
in unbroken masses the steeper declivities
and more distant banks, 'lPl:: stream, in
colour a clear and sparkling brown, rushes
through this romautic .region in bold
sweeps and curves, partly visible, and
partly concealed by the trees which clothe
its banks. With a providence unknown
in other parts of Scotland, the peasants
have in most parts planted orchards around
their cottages, and the general blossom of
the apple trees at this season of the year
gave the lower part of the view the
appearance of a flower garden. Looking
up the river the character of the scene
was varied considerably for the worse, A
hilly, waste, and uncultivated country
approached close to the banks ; the trees
were few, and limited to the neighbour-
hood of the stream; and the rude moors
swelled at a little distance into shapeless
and heavy hills, which were again sur-
mounted in their turn by a range of lofty
mountains, dimly seen on the horizon.”
As we ascend the Clyde valley towards
Lanark, we come to Lee, the ancient pa-
trimonial seat of the Lockharts, descended
from the Simon Locard who accompanied
Sir James Douglas on his pilgrimage to-
wards the Holy Land with the casket con-
taining the heart of Robert Bruce. As is
well known, the heart and its bearers
never reached their destination. Tarning
aside to fight the Moors in Spain—it was
in this way that Sir James earned his title
of the “ Good,” not that he was amiable in
disposition, far otherwise, but that he was
always good for a fight—the gallant Douglas
bit the dust before a Paynim spear. And in
Spain, it is said, that Simon had the good
fortune to capture a Saracen of renown, for
whom, like a cannie Scot, he took care to exact
a good ransom. When the Saracen’s wife
came over to count out the specie, among
the glittering contents of her pouch Simon
caught sight of a curiously-shaped jewel
which the dark-eyed Morisco promptly
concealed about her person, in evident
fear for its safety. On this Simon at once
hardened — and perhaps justifiably — his
terms. He still held out for the gold,
but he would have the jewel thrown
in, or no ransom. The fair Zuleika
sighed, wept, entreated, all in vain, and at
last consented to part with her treasure—
to secure the one she valued more. The
iewel was a talisman. she averred. of won-

drous power—good against all the ills that
flesh is heir to ; a cure for sickness, sorrow,
and adversity. And then Simon came
home again, with the silver casket con-
taining Bruce’s heart, which was buried
beneath the high altar of Melrose Abbey.
And Sir Simon “took afterwards for his
device and painted upon his shield a man’s
heart with a padlock upon it, in memory
of Bruce’s heart, which was padlocked in
the silver case. For this reason men
changed Sir Simon’s name from Locard to
Lockheart, and all who are descended from
Sir Simon are called Lockhart to this day.”

More interesting still is the career of the
talisman which is known as the Lee penny,
a8 it is mounted in an old silver coin of
that denomination, and which enjoyed cen-
turies of repute as the great medicament
of the countryside. Strange to say, it was
for cattle that its healing powers were
most manifest—and cattle are not to be
cured by the power of imagination—and
people came from far and near to test the
virtues of the talisman. Thrice the stone
must be whisked round through the water
to be bewitched, and once dipped deep in
the vessel containing it, which must never
touch ground before the draught is ad-
ministered to the patient, When the
plague visited Newcastle, the Mayor and
bar begged for a loan of the talisman,
and deposited six thousand pounds in
pledge for its safe return. And so con-
vinced were they of its efficacy after full
trial, that they proposed to forfeit their
pledge and retain the stone. Bat the then
representative of the Lockharts made it a
point of honour that the talisman should
be restored. The Lee penny would cure
the bite of a mad dog, and a titled dame is
recorded to have actually owed her life to
its power. As lately as 1824 a Yorkshire
gentleman came to Lee and took home a |
quantity of the talismanic water as a cure |
for cattle which had been bitten by a mad
dog. But perhaps the greatest claim to
distinction enjoyed by the Lee penny is
that it suggested to Sir Walter Scott the
novel called ‘ The Talisman.”

We now approach the romantic falls of
the Clyde and the old town of Lanark,
which gives its name to the county, but
which has little to show for its ancient
associations with the exploits of William
Wallace, who here his career by
killing the King’s sheriff, after which he
hid himself among Cartlane Crags, a deep
chasm through which the waters of Moose
find their wav to the Clvde. Here a fissure
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in the crag of no great depth is pointed
out as Wallace’s Cave, and there is a pic-
turesque bridge close by which is known
as the Roman Arch, although its claim to
that distinction is but slight. At Boniton
House, near one of the falls of the Clyde,
are sundry relics of the Scottish hero—his
portrait, which would be of high interest
if we could believe it genuine, and a chair,
which is possibly enough the very chair of
Wallace as it claims to be.

A mile or so above Boniton Lynn the
Clyde, which flows down towards the fall
in “placid wimplin' course,” receives the
water of Douglas, whose pleasant valley
opens out in a north-westerly direction, with
the quiet old town of Douglas lying high
among the moorlands. Close by is Douglas
Castle, itself a structure of the eighteenth
century, but with a rained ent still
left of the old hold of the Douglas, of whom
this was the original seat—that is, if any
such word can be applied to a family whose
origin is lost in the mists of antiquity, as is
written in Wyntoun’s rhyming chronicle :

Of Murraye and the Douglas,
How that their begynnyng was,
Syn sundr{]men speak sundrilee,
I can put that in nae storie.

In a curious building, partly ruin, partly
church, and partly mausoleum, are to be
found sundry monumental effigies of the
great Douglases—the d Sir James,
Archibald, first Earl and Duke of Terou-
aine in France; James, the fat seventh
earl, whose indolent somnolence at a critical
crisis of the family history saved the crown
of Scotland for the Stuarts—all these may
be recognised and remembered in their
stately monuments, sadly defaced indeed
by the stress of time and the attacks of
stone-throwing urchins in the days when
the church was roofless and uncared for.
Above the junction of Douglas Water the
Clyde makes a wide détour about the base of
Tynto Hill,an outlying and solitary sammit,
a notable feature in the landscape for miles
around, and familiar as a household word in
the homes of those who dwell thereabouts.

Set her up on Tinto top !

There is also an old rhyme of some
mystic purport, noteworthy in that there is
an almost identical rhyme connected with
Hydon Ball, a commanding point on the
sand ridges overlooking the weald and
the South Downs.

On Tintock-tap there is a mist,

And in the mist there is a kist,

And in the kist there is a coup,

And in the coup there is a drap ;
Tak’ up the coup, drink off the drap,
And set the coup on Tintock tap.

The drap from Tintock tap must be an
altogether teetotal beverage, or there
would be more to make the ascent, which
is rewarded by a magnificent view of the
great plain of Scotland, the Bass Rock being
visible at times on the far horizon, with
the gleam of the North Sea, while the
Solway Frith stretches out in the opposite
direction ; a glimpse of the blue moun-
tains of Cumberland may sometimes be had
on one hand,. and on the other Ben
Lomond raises his misty head. Nearer at
hand are the Pentland Hills, stretching
towards Edinbro’ town, and between is a
wild uncannie country, with Carnwath as
its chief town, where, in a gleam of sun-
shine, may perhaps be made out the ruins
of Cowdailly Castle, the stronghold of the
noble house of Somerville. From Carnwath
to the Lothians stretches a wide expanse of
gloomy moor, across which runs the high-
way to Edinburgh—of all ways the most
dismal and terrib%e, said those who travelled
it before railway times. By the foot of
Tinto, too, lies Biggar inits plain, which
stretches ont with but slight inequalities
of ground to the neighbouring plain of
Tweed. Michael Scott, it is said, had it
in his mind to cat a trench across and
send the Clyde rolling down to the North
Sea, The old wizard, indeed, has left signs
of his handiwork in many places round
about. A deep cut in Tinto ridge called
Stonegate Mouth was his work, and also
a deep cut on the way to Edinburgh, called
the Sandy-hill nick, which, if artificial, is
a tremendous work that would task the
resources of modern engineering to effect.
And all this was done, not from motives
of public spirit, but to keep his attendant
imps at work and out of mischief.

Biggar, too, has its stories of Willie
Wallace, who, according to Blind Harry,
won a great battle here over the English;
and the country people still point out
Wallace’s Seat and Wallace’s Well.

From Biggar the Clyde takes a wide
sweep round Tinto Ridge, where Fatlips
Castle is perched upon the height, a tower
built, according to the story, by the Laird
of Symington, to overlook his neighbour
and deadly foe of Lamington. Every in-
coming and outgoing of Lamington was
plainly visible from Fatlips Castle, and
the Laird was so disgusted with the pub-
licity thus afforded him, that he moved
house to another tower further among the
wilds.

Another memoryconnected with Laming-
ton is the drowning of a large party of
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Johnstones from Annandale, who had
come on a plundering expedition, and
having been captared were thrown neck
and heels into the pool near the tower,
as the simplest way of getting rid of
them.

From Lamington the Clyde assumes the
appearance of a moorland stream, the
broad pastoral haughs now disappearing,
and the country assaming a character of
unredeemed wildness, But from its very
source on the “ae hillside,” the birthplace
of the three chief rivers of the South of
Scotland, the Clyde shows a strength and
vivacity that promises well for its fature
career ; and soon it is joined by the Glen-
gonar, a full and plentiful stream, its
waters stained, however, by the mining
industries on its bank. High up, near the
source of the Glengonar, is the soli
mining village of Leadhills, the birthplace
of Allan Ramsay, who was a son of the
superintendent of the mines,

On Crawford I{IO()!‘,. bom(x} {n Lea.dhiﬁl{i
ere mineral springs Glengonar
‘Which joins sweet-flowing Clyde.’

Hereabouts, too, is the gold-field of
Scotland, where gold mines were worked
with some success from the reign of James
the Fourth until the end of the seventeenth
century. Of native gold were coined the
broad bonnet pieces of James the Fifth,
who, like his father, was a frequent visitor
to the neighbouring Crawford Castle,
which he used as a hunting seat. It was
here that, on the French Ambassador and
his suite beginning to laugh at the barren
and miserable appearance of the country,
the King laid a wager that he would serve
them with fruit produced in the country
which they shonlcf own was the finest they
had ever seen. For dessert, the King
served each guest with a plateful of these
bounet pieces, and he was adjudged, by
acclamation, to have won his wager. Again,
we read of a ‘faire deepe bason of
Scottish gold,” presented by the Earl of
Morton to the French King, and filled
with gold coins, the prodace of Scotland,
“where that metal doth increase and
engender within the earth out of the two
elements, fire and water.”

As the product of the mines dwindled,
one adventurer after another took them
up, with no great success. A Dutch
painter, Cornelius de Voss, had the con-
cession for a time, with Nicholas Hilliard,
a goldsmith ; and Cornelius was succeeded
by another Datch painter, Arnold Bronk-

hurst. To these succeeded an Englishman,
Bevis Bulmer,

Who won much wealth aﬁd mickle honour
In Shortcleugh water and Glengonar.

Bualmer presented Queen Elizabeth with
a porringer of Scottish gold. Bulmer was
also connected with the silver mines at
Combe Martin, in Devonshire, and was
knighted by King James, dying some years
after among the lead mines of Alston
Moor.

With Bulmer was at first associated
Thomas Foulis, & goldsmith of Edinburgh,
who soon abandoned the search for gold to
his confederate, while he pursned the less
brilliant but more solid career of lead mining
in the same district. Thomas realised a large
fortune out of the lead mines, and, dying
childless, left his land to his brother David,
and the mines to another brother, Robert.
The daughter of the latter eventually in-
herited the mines, but was attacked in their
posseasion by her uncle David. In the suit
that ensued, Ann Foulis employed a young
advocate named James Hope, who not only
won her cause, but also her hand and
heart. - In the meantime David had also
opened mines on his own property of
Glendorch, but failed altogether, and over-
whelmed with law costs and mine costs,
died in dowaright poverty. The Hopes
purchased Glendorch, and their miners
soon discovered on the property a wonderful
vein of pure galena, eighteen feet in thick-
ness, of itself worth a King’s ransom.
Strange to say, an accidental blow of a
workman’s pick broke through into some
old workings, and it was discovered that
Uncle David had arrived within a few
inches of the vein that would have
brought him wealth beyond the dreams
of avarice.

As it was, the Hopes soon became alto-
gother in the ascendant, and were raised to
the peerage as Earls of Hopetown ; one of
whom was the friend and patron of Allan
Ramsay, who sings:

Oh had T all the wealth
Hopetoun’s high mountains fill !—

declaring that he would share it all with
the lass of Patey’s mill. But poor Allan
would probably have been embarrassed
with the wealth and the lass, being a douce
bookseller, with wife and bairn, in Edin-
burgh, under the sign of the heads of
Jonson and Drummond, where he is said
to have established the first circulating
library in the United Kingdom,
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LOST IN THE VALLEY.

By the Author of * Driven of the Wind,” etc.
A S8TORY IN S8IXTEEN CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER L

SuUCH a strange place to lose a letter in,
and such a strange letter to lose !

The beginning was torn off ; but, although
only a few lines were lost, the writer, a
woman, was well into her subject by the
middle of the first page.

And her subject was virulent personal
abuse of another woman, whose treatment
of men in general, and of two men in par-
ticular, she bitterly resented.

Maurice Wilde, lying comfortably on the
grass in the valley, gazing up into the sky

or inspiration in a poem he was com-
posing, had heard the rustle of the paper
under his head, and lazily lifting his hand
had drawn this woman’s letter from out of
the long It had evidently been
written recently, for the ink was fresh,
and the page scarcely crushed. Holding
it in his hand he formed theories about it.
It was certainly not a letter anyone would
care to lose, still less would anyone be likely
to keep it. It had sunk so far into the
grass as to be quite imperceptible, unless
carefully searched for. There was a rustic
bridge crossing a waterfall close to the
spot. Maurice decided that the owner of

the letter had been reading it on the |

bridge, and then, intending to destroy it,
had let it fall by accident into the water
below, whence it had been washed on to
the grass, for it was still slightly wet.

There was no one in sight as Maurice
looked about, but a Boulogne fish-girl
and her sweetheart, and a party of Eng]gi:rh
children and their nurse.

To none of these certainly could such a
letter belong. Maurice having satisfied
himself on this point, proceeded to read it

again,

Half the first page being missing the
opening words were the conclusion of a
sentence :

“So even you ought to be satisfied with
the evil you have brought about, Married
to a man who adored you, you ruined
him by your extravagance, broke his
heart by your faithlessness, and ended it
by being his murderess. And my sonm,
another of your victims! Are you never
haunted in your dreams by his dead face
floating on the waters of the Arno, dying
with a curse upon his lips for you, who

encouraged him to love you, stole his for-
tune, and then killed him by your cruelty
and coldness ? I know that my words will
have no more effect on you now than my
poor boy’s tears and prayers hiad then, for
you have a heart of stone, and you are
rich, and still possess some evil attractions
to lure other men to their ruin. But the
time will most certainly come when a
mother’s curse will take effect, and the
murderess of her son will find herself alone,
unpitied, spurned, and detested as she de-
serves to be. For your offers of money,
made to buy my silence, I feel nothing but
scorn. They are beneath my notice ; and
all I meet shall know you as I know you—
heartless, cruel, and vile.”

There was no signature to this curious
document. The more Murice read it, the
less he understood it, Passions and emo-
tions were things he kmew very little
about ; but they interested him from a
spectator’s point of view, when they did
not disturb his own nal comfort. So
hglpondered over this le:lt.?r foll;la. cionsider-
able time ; being very comfortable, lying on
his back in the sunshine. Bat, noz being
strongly gifted with imagination, he could
arrive at only two conclusions—that the
lady who wrote the letter must be a most
unpleasant person to meet, and the lady to
whom it was written another. Still, it was
rather interesting to imagine what her evil
attractions were like,

Maurice was three-and-twenty, with a
face like that of the young Antinous, regu-
lar and beautifal in outline, with dark blue
eyes, and hair of extreme fairness, He was
not tall enough to be handsome, from a
masculine point of view, and was indeed
only saved by a certain serious intcntness
of expression from being girlishly beautiful.

He was more thoughtful and intelligent
than clever, and nearly everyone hked
him, partly for his good looks and gentle
manners, still more, perhaps, from his habit
of avoiding anything like a discussion upon
any subject.

At this period of his career he had a
few male friends, to all of whom he was
sincerely attached, and scarcely any friends
among women, except one or two of the
middle-aged and motherly kind.

He did not care for women. Saying
pretty things to them bored him, and he
was horribly afraid of falling in love ; which

rocess, from all he had heard and seen of
it, he judged to be most disturbing and
tiresome. He had been a(good deal bored
at home lately by ill-advised attempts on
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the part of his family to marry him to a
neighbouring heiress, who was reported,
not untruly, to be deeply in love with him,

Bat though he cared little for women,
and hated the thought of getting married,
Maarice had an ideal which Miss Dudley
the heiress—plamp, massive, and perhaps a
trifle stolid—failed to realise. She was
always being asked to his father's house ;
and, in her absence, her acres, her attrac-
tions, and her accomplishments, were made
the staple theme of conversation in the
family circle.

So Maaurice, one of whose strongest cha-
racteristics was a determination never to
allow himself to be bored, did not offen-
sively protest, but, after aboat three weeks’
persecution, quietly announced his deter-
mination to go to Paris for a month.

This announcement created an explosion
in the family circle.

Paris in September! So impossibly hot !
And no one could go with him, Mary was
going to an aunt in Scarborough, and
Ethel and her mother to Cowes. His father
did not wish to leave home. Maurice mast
wait until his mother and sisters could go
with him, Or, if he wanted a change, why
not go to Cowes$ Miss Dudley was to join
them there, and it would be so nice——

« T am going to Paris,” Maurice repeated
sweetly.

And as he had a little money of his
own—just enough to live uncomfortably
upon—as he expressed it, he was at last
allowed to go, with Trevor, his father’s
man, to look after him.

Maarice had been all over England and
Scotland with “his people,” bat never any-
where without them; and he found it
peculiarly delightfal now to arrange his
own hours for going out and coming in,
and to have no one but himself to please.
So he had time this afternoon, in his one
day’s stay at Boulogne, on his way to
Paris, to lie in the sunshine and read a
letter not at all intended for him.

He got quite excited over it.

It was really possible then for men to
make such utter fools of themselves, to
waste their lives, and even to die, for love
of a cruel, worthless woman! He had read
of such cases, but had never absolutely met
one before. No man was ever likely to die
for love of Miss Dudley, he surmised, as a
vigion of the healthy, good-looking, some-
what noisy, heiress rose in his minl, and
he felt a strong wish to behold the lady
to whom such a letter conld with truth be

wreitban

“] shouldn’t like to know her, but I
should like to see her,” he said, as he
rose at last from the grass, and carefully
folded the letter before placing it in his
pocket-book, on his way from the Vallée
da Nacre to his hotel.

He was 8o quiet and reserved and so
good-looking that his movements were
already watched with much interest by all
the women in the house, from the elderly
head-chambermaid, who decided that he
must be “so like his mother,” to the
Alderman’s widow of large wealth and loud
manners, who beamed across the table at
him under an eccentric cap, and thought
she would like to kiss him. But Maarice’s
thonghts were elsewhere.

During dinner he was partly absorbed
in planning oat each hour of his stay in
Paris, and partly in listening to the con-
versation ofp his next neighbour, an English
doctor, resident in Paris, and spending a
short holiday at Boulogne.

The subject of discussion at table d’h6te
was the latest London scandal, an elope-
ment in what is termed in French papers
the «’ig lif.” '

“] was not at all surprised to hear of
it,” Dr. Grantley was saying, * for I knew
Lord Seaton when he was a boy, and am
only surprised he has kept quiet so long
after such dangerous training.”

“ Dangerous training, doctor$” exclaimed

the Alderman’s widow. ‘I have always
understood that he was so strictly brought
u .))
““Just so. Too sprictly, Lady Jenkyns.
A young impressionable lad allowed to see
none but the stupidest country society, and
surrounded by a bevy of ugly old women,
aunts, cousins, and grandmothers, wherever
he went. What follows? As soon as he is
thrown into London society, and meets a
woman who is neither a fright nor a
framp, he at once thinks she is an angel
by force of contrast.”

“Then what do you advocate for a young
man'’s training, Doctor Grantley $”

“That he should know something of
men and women, Lady Jenkyns, before he
has to meet them. He will be then less
likely to be led away by appearances.”

Maarice, as usual, said nothing during
this discussion. But later on, in the
smoking-room, he entered into conversa-
tion with the doctor, who was a tall,
distinguished-looking man, with a clean-
shaved clever face, and asked him whether
he had really seriously meant what he 'said

at dinnar
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“Or was it only for the sake of a
brilliant paradox?” asked the younger
man, examining the cigarette which he was
smoking slowly to prolong the duration of
his favourite enjoyment.

Why

I was speaking most seriously.
do you ask ¥ ”

¢ Oh, nothing,” said Maurice, with his
low, musical laugh. ¢ Only, the fact is, I
have been brought up in much the same
way a8 Lord Seaton myself, and had no
idea I was in any particular danger.”

Dr. Grantley looked at him, keenly but
kindly.

“Of course the temperament decides the
risk,” he said. * I should think Narcissus’s
fate a more likely one for you.”

But, when Maurice left the room, the
doctor looked after him with interest.

“That is a pretty, nice-natured boy,” he
reflected. I should be sorry to see him
fall into bad hands. But so many young
lads begin like that.”” He was at the
station the next day at twelve before the
Paris train started, and brought his card to
the window of Maurice’s carriage.

“I shall be in Paris in three weeks’
time,” he said, “and I should very much
like you to call upon me. I have lived
there the best part of my life, and since
you have never been in the city before,
and I know most of the nicest people in
it, I might be of use to you.”

Maurice took the card, and thanked
him. But he was an extremely methodical
youth, and at present absorbed in the loss
of a pet hat-box which Trevor had mislaid.

““Most thoughtless of him,” he was
murmuring, as he fidgetted about at the
window and gazed up and down the plat-
form, when his attention was suddenly
arrested by the appearance of one of the
passengers, a lady of medinm height, per-
fectly dressed in chestnut velvet and dark
fur. '

“What a beautiful woman!” he ex-
claimed.

‘ Beautiful woman !” echoed the doctor.
‘“ Beantiful cont ! Her veil is so thick you
can’t see her face. She may be fifty or
she may be—"

“Madame la Comtesse would like to
speak to you, monsieur,” said the French
waiting-maid who accompanied the lady in
question, leaving her mistress to deliver
her message.

“By Jove !” exclaimed Dr. Grantley, a
look of utter surprise and bewilderment
passing over his face. “Excuse me, Mr.
Wilde!” and hurriedly leaving his com-

panion he was soon deep in conversation
with the lady in the chestnut velvet cloak.

Maaurice forgot his pet hat-box, or rather
he remembered it only as an excuse for
thrusting his head out of the carriage-
window to listen to this lady’s voice.

He could not hear what she said—he
could not see her face; but he felt as sure
that she was beautiful as that she possessed
the most melodious voice he had ever
he;)rd. tly she passed his i still

resently she p: carriage,
talking to the doctor in French.

* You were never hard and cruel in your
judgment of me,” she was saying; and a
faint, delicate perfume of roses was wafted
into Maurice’s carriage as an accompani-
ment to her words.

Stretching his head again out of the
window he was in time to see the door of
an adjoining carriage close upon her. A
moment later the whistle sounded, and the
last thing Maurice saw was Doctor Grantley
standing on the platform, his hat in his
hand, looking pale and disturbed.

Maurice felt annoyed.

The lady in the chestnut velvet inter-
ested him. Her coat fitted so perfectly,
and the glimpse of her hair under her little
close bonnet suggested such a wealth of
red-brown colour. Her voice, too, was so
melodious. His was the only pleasant voice
in his own family. His mother and sisters
were all tall, limp women, with aquiline
features, who spoke in a high-pitched key,
and Maurice shuddered to think of Miss
Dudley’s strident tones, Now this woman’s
voice was perfect, and he decided that at
the next station he would get out to inter-
view Trevor on the sabject of the hat-box,
and have another look at the French
Countess,

Like Boswell and every true Briton,
Maurice “loved a lord,” and the fact of
the sweet-voiced lady being titled gave her
additional attraction in his eyes. So at
the next station he got out and recon-
noitred, by which means he learned two
facts—that her manner of speaking to a
railway porter was quite irresistible, and
that she was married.

She had let down the window of her
compartment, and was saying, or rather
cooing, ‘“ Merci,” to a porter for some in-
formation ; and the slim white hand with
which she raised the window bore upon
the third finger an unmistakeable wedding-
ring.

Maurice returned ‘to (his carriage seme-
what depressed.



o=

‘ Charles Dickens.)

LOST IN THE VALLEY.

[September 11, 1886.] 143

Of course it was not a matter of the
slightest importance to him.

“But what a voice!” he exclaimed to
himself. “She is probably married to
some brute. Charming women always do
marry brutes. The very name ¢French
Count’ s s an adventurer with dyed
moustaches. She would be worth marry-
ing, if only to shut one’s eyes and hear her
talk. It wouldn’t matter what nonsense she
uttered, so long as that perfect voice was
kept going.”

He was sufficiently in love with this
voice to get out again at another station
on the chance of hearing it. But the
Countess had drawn down the blind of her
;nrringe, and he saw and heard no more of

er.

At Paris the absorbing interest of his
luggage occapied his mind, to the exclusion
of all other subjects. By the time he re-
membered the fair unknown she had dis-
appeared. In his cab he reflected that
when Dr. Grantley returned, in three
weeks’ time, he would call on him and try
to find out something about her. Then he
dismissed the subject, and it might have
never entered his mind again had not fate
willed it otherwise.

He and Trevor were soon at the Boule-
vard Haussmann, and in the lift ascending to
* the third floor, left vacant by an old school-
friend of Maurice’s, who was travelling in
Germany.

It was a pretty suite of about six well-

ished rooms, with a broad balcony
overlooking the back of the Grand Opera
House. Bénoit, the “femme de charge,”
had prepared a tempting little dinner for

out to smoke his cigarette on the balcony.

It was about seven o’clock, but still
light. The mere fact of being in Paris
delighted the young Englishman. He
watched the traffic in the busy street
below, humming a barcarole in perfect
contentment.

Suddenly he bent his head over the
railings, in a vain endeavour to distingunish
the people on the balcony below.

For a most delicious scent of otto of
roses was being wafted upwards to where
he stood, and the sound of a voice calling
“Héléne” brought back vividly to his
mind his fellow-passenger of the afternoon.

With joy he remembered that Bénoit
was a gouiplping old dame. So far he had
quelled her loquaciousness; now he deter-
mined to encourage it.

“I must speak to Bénoit about getting

him, and, after enjoying it, Maurice strolled.

my collars properly done,” he said to
Trevor, when he brought in the coffee.
“You had better send her in to me, as she
certainly won’t understand your French.”

Trevor was a funereal person, with long
whiskers and jaundiced views of life. ' He
hated leaving home, and the aspersion on
his French hurt him. With a look of
gallid reproach he went in search of Bénoit.

he was a strikingly ugly Frenchwoman of
about fifty, with the saffron-coloured skin,
beady black eyes, and pronounced mous-
tache peculiar to women of her age and
nation.

Maurice interviewed her on several sub-
jects as he sipped his coffee and smoked
his cigarette. At last he steered her dis-
course into the saubject of the other occu-
pants of the house.

On the ground-floor, so Bénoit informed
him, lived a lady who had made a fortune
by a hair restorer ; the entresol was at
present empty ; on the firat floor a fashion-
able club met ; above monsieur lived an
artist ; and higher still, in the attics, some
dress-makers,

“ And the floor below $ ”

“ Ah, au second !” Bénoit came nearer
to the table and lowered her voice. “It
is an English lady, Madame Douglas; at
least, she styles herself so. But her maid
knows, and I know, she is really a Countess.
If monsieur could see her appartement! But
it is a palace! One can walk upon the
flowers that arrive every day from the
Madeleine Market. And then her toilettes !
They say, too, that her chef is one of the
best in Paris.”

“Who is this lady 3” asked Maurice,

¢ Monsieur may well ask. All the world
asks the same. Who is she? Why does
she not use her titlet Why does no one
visit her$ Where did she get her fabulous
wealth? Who is her husband? 1Is he
alive $ and if so, where is he? And why
does he allow a lady so young, so beautiful,
to be always unprotected, alone? For she
is beautiful as an angel. And Hélene
says it is a saint, never out of temper;
so charitable, she maintains half the
poor of Paris. She drives every day
in the Bois; and nearly every Sunday, for
six months, she goes to see an Irish lady
in the Champs Elysées. But, if monsieur
would like to see now, with his own eyes,
what she is like,” said the shrewd French-
woman, remarking the evident interest
monsieur took in her discourse, ‘he
should descend the stairs at. eight)o’clock
and he would probably meet her, as her
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brougham was ordered at that hour, and
she never keeps it waiting.”

Monsieur here found the conversation
growing too personal, go dismissed Bénoit.
Bat by ten minutes to eight he found the
time hang somewhat heavily on his hands,
and at three minutes to the hour he began
slowly to descend the stairs “ for a walk on
the boulevards.”

He had proceeded half way down the
first flight when the door of the flat below
opened, and two ladies came out. The
first was the conventional companion of a
beautiful woman—a washed-out, ladylike-
looking person, no longer young; the
second was the lady he had seen in the
train. She was wearing a long trained
gown of apricot-coloured silk ; over it an
opera cloak of seal-brown plush, lined with
far.
She was alight and exquisitely graceful.
Her face was of a pale creamy fairness, the
expression of her large brown eyes intensel
sad. She walked slowly, with a languid,
stadied grace of motion. Every detail of
her costume was perfect, from the apricot-
coloured satin shoes to the diamond star
flashing in the smooth coils of her red-
brown hair; the perfume of roses that
hung about her seemed a natural part of
her beauty.

She was 8o unlike anyone he had ever
seen before in her fairness, her sadness,
and her exquisite loveliness, that she took
Maurice's breath away. He felt as if a
dream of years had come to life, and the
ideal of slf that is lovely which he shared
in common with most young men had taken
shape at last.

As he followed her slowly at some dis-
tance down the broad marble stairs, the
door of the first floor, which was ajar,
opened suddenly, and two young French-
men, dressed in the exaggerated fashion of
their class, hurried out so quickly as to
IP:;h against the younger of the two

ies.

Maurice felt certain, as he listened to
the profuse apologies, and watched the
bold stare of the handsomer and more
dissipated-looking of the two men, that it
was not an accident at all, but that they
had been waiting for the Countess to pass.
He looked at her face, and saw her turn a
shade paler as she heard, without raising

her eyes, the unduly prolonged apologies
of the young Frenchmen. Then she
swept past and prooeeded down the
stairs,

On the ground-floor the man who had |
spoken to her hurried forward to hold back
the. heavy swing-door, and with the
slightest inclination of the proud little
head she passed through to her carriage
outside.

The moment she was out of sight, Mau-
rice heard the younger man burst into a
hard unpleasant laugh. Linking his arm
in that of his companion, the two saun-
tered down the street together, leaving
Maurice hot with disgust at their conduct,
and with sympathy for the woman whose
beauty and unprotected position made her
thus an object of insult and annoyance.
He was filled by a chivalrous longing to be
of use to her, and by an unquestioning
confidence that so delicately beautiful a
frame contained a mind as fair. Bat then
Maurice Wilde was only three-and-tweaty,
and knew little of the world or of the
women in it )

Very different feelings animated the two |
young Frenchmen.

“Hé bien, mon cher,” exclaimed the
Countess’s principal tormentor, when he
was out of Maurice’s hearing, *did I not
say so? It is indeed the Countess of
Montecalvo masquerading as Madame
Douglas. Was it not amusing to see her
dignity, her coldness? And this to me,
who]gmow her history | ” )

‘‘ Bat are you sure she i ou
asked the other. rocogues ¥

“Perfectly. At the first sound of my
voice she turned pale. I will bet you my
new English horse, Paragon, against a
napoleon, that in a fortnight she receives
me a8 her friend, and that I am seen
driving with her in the Bois.”

“Done,” said his friend. “Bat if it is
really the Countess of Montecalve she is
far too expensive an acquaintance for me
at least. And you, my dear Marquis, who
have been already twice ruined, is it for
you to risk a third venture for a lady
quite so dangeroust”

“I know my own affairs best,” answered
the Marquis. * She is the prettieat woman
in Paris, and in a fortnight I shall be the
most enviable man.”

The Right of Translating Articles from ALL THE YEAR ROUND is reserved by the Authors.
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A DATELESS BARGAIN.

By C. L. PIRKIS,
Awthor of ‘‘ Lady Lovelace,” ete.
—_—

CHAPTER XI

“ MOTHER is actually developing a will
of her own,” said Joyce to Frank, as they
sat in the back drawing-room, confidentially
talking over the small details of the wed-
ding. “ When I said to her the other day
how much I should like to be married
from our dear old home in Gloucestershire,
she said, right out, that nothing would in-
duce her to go back to that ‘hole of a
place ;’ she loved dear London, and would
like to live and die in it.”

Frank’s lips formed to the name that was
in Joyce’s thoughts at the moment.

“The Buckinghams,” he said; “it's all
their doing. I fear mischief will come of
this intimacy before we succeed in getting
rid of them.”

“I’ve done my best,” said Joyce, looking
towards the larger room, where Sylvia sat
embroidering by the fire, while her brother
played an energetic game of bézique with
Mrs. Shenstone. *Is it bravado, or thick-
skinnedness on their part ; or did I dream
that I had spoken out plainly and shown un-
mistakeably how unwelcome they are in
the house”

Y “Change your seat, dear, for this sofa. I

can’t sit facing that man without wishing
to—well, never mind, perhaps I may have
the chance some day. What does Mab
say to it all$”

But Mab, after that one morning of vehe-
ment championship, had never once opened
her lips on the matter. A new phase of
thought was evidently beginning to take pos-
session of her now. Her * practical bene-
ficence ” had come to a halt, her house-
keeping duties were laid on one side. If

———
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Joyce had not contrived to step into her sis-
ter’s shoes just then, domestic arrangements
would have run down generally, for morn-
ing, noon, and night found the girl shut
up in her own room poring over books.

Joyce considered this a subject for con-
gratulation, and wrote gleefully to Uncle
Archie that Mab was at last growing into
what nature had evidently meant her to be
—a student. She had taken up with
literature, and she felt sure would sooner
or later blossom into an author.

Had Joyce known what sort of literature
was occupying Mab and who was supplying
it, she might gave told a different tale, But
one way or another Joyce had her hands
very full at that time. What with interview-
ing dressmakers, milliners, sempatresses ;
regulating the household ; and, as far as lay
in her power, keeping her mother within
the borders of sanity; Joyce had no spare
moments for peeping over Mab’s shoulder
at her books.

Then, too, there were Frank’s leading
articles for *The St. George’s Gazette,”
which he always insisted she should glance
over and criticise freely before he sent in,

“The St. George's” just then was making
for itself a fine reputation for old-fashioned,
red-hot Toryism, by the high-handed ve-
hemence with which it discussed various
leading topics of the day in certain of its
articlea.

These articles were signed * Stentor.”
People were beginning to ask who this
man was, what right he had to lay
down the law in that vigorously auda-
cious fashion, as though from another
altitude he looked down u the miser-
able grovelling crowd, and saw panaceas
for mundane ills that were hidden from
their limited vision.

The question of women’s suffrage was

disc , “Stentor” laughed it toscorn. ’
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“Give women votes—no,” he wrote; “I
would take them away from nine hundred
and ninety-nine of every thousand of the
men, and the country would be all the
better for the freedom from the clamour of
ignorant tongues, for the silence in which
men could take in the situation, reasonm,
and act upon it. I would vote in the
voters, and so simplify the whole machinery
of electioneering. Let every town in the
country return one voter for every thou-
sand of its inhabitants, then we might
expect intellectuality and common sense to
be brought to bear upon the return of
members. To suppose that one person in
a thousand is competent to have a voice in
the election of a member is a generous
computation.”

This was bad emough. The Liberal

8 vials of wrath upon the
ucky “Stentor’s” head. But when Irish
 politics in their turn came on for discussion
in “ The St. George’s” columns, the vials
were turned into buckets, and threats of
dynamite and other disagreeable things
began to find their way into the office of
“ The St. George’s Gazette.”

A word of warning came from Scot-
land Yard, advising that the incognito of
‘ Stentor ” should be strictly preserved.

Frank laughed the warning to scorn.

Joyce grew timorous, and counselled
prudence. Her thoughts flew to her
mother.

T wish you hadn’t scribbled your name
to that one article you sent mother about
‘patriotism as an investment,’” she said,
referring to a short, spirited sketch of
Frank’s, detailing how the Irish movement
in New York had been turned into capital
by American agitators. She made up her
mind that the very first time she could
get Mrs, Shenstone alone she would impress
upon her the importance of not betraying
Frank’s identity with the writer of these
fiery effasions,

It was not, however, easy to get a quiet
five minutes with Mrs. Shenstone in those
days. One or other of the Buckinghams
seemed always in attendance upon her—
within doors the sister, out of doors the
brother.

Sylvia and Mrs. Shenstone had by this
‘time grown to be all but inseparable, and
had appeared to form one of those rapturous
friendships rarely met with outside the
walls of young ladies’ boarding-schools.

Mrs. Shenstone, towards the end of
October, had recommenced her weekly re-
| ceptions. It was to Sylvia, not Joyce, she

carried her appeals for advice as to the
decoration and arrangement of her rooms,
the entertainment of her guests during the
momentous evening,

Joyce felt sure that Sylvia’s eye had run
over the invitation list, and that not a few
cards were sent to personal friends of her
own, for the rooms soon to fill to
overflowing, and the Irish-American ele-
ment was unduly conspicaous. Joyce had
never before in her life known that she had
a temper. Now she was being perpetually
reminded of its existence by sharp twinges
something like those of chronic toothache
or he 8.

There was some excuse for her. Sylvia,
for ;omg reuodn ({)r ecither, seemed intenté
on eed.lnfa.n eveloping every one o
those foibles and follielpc:;lgl\![rs. Shenstone
which Joyce had all her life long tried
alternately to laugh or to trample out of
existence. They certainly were becoming
painfully apparent. Never before had her
ridiculous love for notoriety at any price,
her absurd attempts at juvenility and in-
genuousness of manner, been so pronounced
and conspicuous. Joycefelt surethat though
Sylvia with scrupulous exactitude set her-
ﬁlrf&to applaud and gratify every one of

Shenstone’s foolish whims as they
showed themselves, in her heart she was
laughing at her, and saying to herself :
“See how easy it is to twist a weak-minded
woman round one’s little finger, if one only
knows how to set about it.”

Joyce began to lose a little of that con-
fidence in herself and her own resources,
which Uncle Archie had so severely repri-
manded. The dogged obstin: that a
shallow-brained person can develop under
certain conditions came to her as a positive
revelation,. Not so very long she
would have laughed to scorn the idea of
her mother having a single name on her
visiting list, through which she—Joyce—
had decided to put her pen. But here
was she compelled to stand a silent and
helpless witness of an intimacy not onmly
;llistasteful, but absolutely repugnant, to

er.

She made up her mind that before her
wedding-day came round and she said her

ood-bye to her home, she would take

ncle Archie fully into her confidence.
The little interest that Mab appeared to
take in what went on about her just then
made it doubly necessary some one should
gonlmig forward and look after her happiness
in life,

Uncle Archie had written a short letter

——e
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to Joyce, grumbling over the ills of life
generally, but stating his intention of com-
ing up to London the first week in Decem-
ber, 50 a8 to have a word to say respecting
the wedding arrangements.

“Why I'm to be dragged up to town at
this uncomfortable time of year is more
than I can understand,” he wrote bluntly
enough.  * Your father’s wish would have
been that you should have married from
your old home in Gloucestershire, and I
certainly think his wishes on the matter
shonld be respected. Don’t ask me to
stay in your house, I would as lief have
lodgings in the County Asylum at once.
Besides, Aunt Bell wants to be as near as
can be to the big West-end shops so that
the can get mli5 of her money as fast as
possible, and if I don’t humour her I
shall have a life of it, so I'm bound to
go o our old quarters in Clarges Street.”

“Poor Aunt Bell, it’s she who has the
‘Iife of it,” I'm thinking,” said Joyce as,
vith her letter in her hand, she made her
way to her mother’s sitting-room, intend-
ing to found another appeal for a return
to Gloucestershire upon Uncle Archie’s
blunt statement of her father’s wishes.

For a wonder she found her mother
alone, Mrs. Shenstone gave a great start
at Joyce’s approach, and looked nervously
towards the door. No doubt she thought
that a lecture was impending, and that it
would be very much better to go shares in
it with Sylvia.

Joyce noticed her nervous apprehension,
and felt indignant, sorry, and pitiful all in
a breath to think that anyone should dare
in this way to come between her mother
and herself. Those odious Buckinghams,
to set such a condition of things going!
That r mother to allow it! Her
thoughts flew to Frank’s rashly signed
leading article, and she saw what seemed
to her a better way of utilising a five
minutes’ talk with her mother, gha.n by
reading aloud Uncle Archie’s letter.

“Mother,” she asked, “have you any
spare numbers of the ¢St. George’s Ga-
zette’$ T'm collecting the year’s issue for
| reference. I'm looking for onme dated
September 15th, do you happen to have
itt”

Mrs. Shenstone breathed again., It was
" not to be a lecture, then, after all.

“There are ever 8o many, Joyce, at the
bottom of that cupboard,” she answered
mmtly. “Look them out: for your-

rummaged among the newspapers at the
bottom of the cupboard. .
She counted them up carefully number

by number. The one for the date Sep-
tember 15th was missing,

“Do you remember one that Frank
signed in pencil, mother, and sent to you
wﬂ'!lo we were away at the sea?” she asked
a little anxiously.

‘“What was it about, dear? Politics,
you know, I never read. I'm not sensible
and clever like you and Mab.”

Oddly enough, following some inverted
process of reasoning, Mrs, Shenstone, ever
since her daughters arrived at years of
discretion, had been in the habit of found-
ing a claim to distinction among her friends
upon the plea : ¢ They are so sensible and
clever, I am such a goose,” as though it
were a disgrace to own to a fair amount of
brain power.

“Have you lent or given away any of
the papers, mother t ” asked Joyce.

“A.E, yes, dear, now you remind me, I
did lend one number to Sylvia, with an
article by Frank in it. It was all about
Fenianism in America, I think. I didn’t
read it through, but I remember thinking
it would be sure to interest Sylvia, a8 it
was all about her own country.’

“Did Miss Buckingham return it$”
Joyce asked, feeling the farthest limit of
silliness had been reached now.

““No. She asked me if she might send
it to her brother. She said she felt sure
he would be deeply interested in what a
very young Englishman thought of their
national character. Dear me, Joyce, how
you stare at one! I'm sure she meant it
as a compliment to Frank. She laid such
an emphasis on the word ¢young.’”

+ Forty-five naturally welcomes a compli-
ment that twenty-five turns its back upon.

Joyce got up from her knees and hastily
left the room. The mischief, whatever it
was, had been done. There was no use
making a moan over it. In fact, more
harm than good might be wrought by
laying stress upon the circumstance. She
could only hope that the Buckinghams
had by this time forgotten all about the
unlucky article, or at any rate had not
asgociated its writer with the * Stentor” of
aggressive politica,

She would keep her eyes open, however,
she resolved, to all that was going on
about her, and endeavour to ascertain s
few particulars about these all but
strangers. What was their position in their

Joyce went down on her knees and

own country ? 'What was their'occupation,
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if any, in life? Above all, what was their
object in thus making themselves free of a
house where they had more than once been
made to understand they were unwelcome

No one but a mere baby in worldly
knowledge could have supposed that their
condact in this respect was dictated by
personal liking for Mrs. Shenstone. Joyce
was no bhaby, but a woman with a clear
head and a fair amount of common sense.
Both refused to be satisfied with such a
supposition. At one time she had heen
inclined to think that a comfortable in-
come and an easily-ruled wife had been
the objects of Captain Buckingham’s en-
deavour, and that his sister, so to speak,
held the ground for him to make his
advance. As time went on, however—
notably, after her frank statement of the
provisions of her father's will—she was
compelled to dismiss this idea, though she
could find no other to replace it.

Sylvia Buckingham had now been for
about two months an inmate of the house.
The brother on an average spent three or
four hours out of every twenty-four in Mrs.
Shenstone’s society. If he did not lunch
with her, he dined, or vice versi; if he
did neither, he walked or drove with her,
or chatted away his mornings, or even on
occasions wrote his letters in some quiet
nook in the house,

The smaller drawing-room had been all
but converted into Sylvia’s sitting-room.
Here she transacted her correspondence,
received any friends who might chance to
call upon her, or read Mrs. Shenstone to
sleep after luncheon or dinner.

In spite of that lady’s openly expressed
liking, Sylvia and her brother must have
felt their intimacy with this family stood

on an oddly-strained footing.
" Joyce, after her first daring attempt to
dislodge the pair, had subsided into a
freezing politeness. Mab's attitude towards
them was that of a nervously repressed
interest. It was a matter for congratula-
tion that Frank’s occupations at that period
prevented his passing much of his time
under Mrs. Shenstone’s roof. His pro-
fessional work was rapidly growing upon
him ; his hours at his chambers were pro-
portionately lengthening. In addition there
were sundry visits to be paid to his own
people in Gloucestershire relative to cer-
tain business transactions that required
settlement. The selection and the fur-
nishing of the London house which he
and Joyce were to occupy after their
marriage, naturallyenough was the occasion

for many pleasant meetings and excur-
sions together. Had things been other-
wise, and he had spent as much of his
time as formerly in Mrs. Shenstone’s
household, the chances were that the
smouldering animosity between Captain
Buckingham and himself must have been
fanned into a flame. As it was, by tacit
consent the two men, when they occasion-
ally met, ignored each other as much as
possible. Joyce could only hope that this
condition of things might continue until
Uncle Archie came upon the scene, and,
speaking with authority, might induce her
mother to put her household on a more
comfortable footing.

~ RECOLLECTIONS
OF A MIDSHIPMAN’S MESS.
IN FOUR PARTS. PART IIL

AFTER the little thanderstorm described
in my previous chapter, the atmosphere of
the mess sensibly altered for the better.
Several changes were made; supernume-
raries were sent to other ships ; objection-
able members exchanged or were appointed
elsewhere ; and the berth settled down to
its proper numbers, among whom there
now reigned a curious but decided har-
mony. e no longer fought for our food,
nor did we starve on the poorest of ship’s
provisions. Every week wo had what we
called a *sensation dinner,” which was
held at a late hour instead of noon, and
which was marked by the presence of
such luxuries as dinner sherry and sweets—
“ duff,” as we used to call it.

Moreover, all at once, under the influence
as I think of a new arrival, the mess de-
veloped a madness for music. In default
of instruments we established ourselves
into what we called an *organophonic
band,” and during the periods of waiting,
such as the intervals between the courses,
the “band ” would play * selections ” from
well-known operas, each performer imitating
to the best of his ability the sound of the par-
ticular instrument which he chose to repre-
sent. In this we were greatly aided by the
fact of our having a regular band on board,
and the operatic pieces which we “per-
formed ” were nearly always reproductions
of those of our band ; but we really had a
considerable quantity of untrained musical
talent in the mess, and our music, bad
though it was, served to keep us in good
humour and out of mischief.; But on one
occasion our ‘love “for ““mueic ¥ got us, de-
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servedly encugh, ‘into fresh trouble with
the Commander.

Some adventurous spirit, in prowling
abont the ship late one evening, discovered
with a thrill of sinful joy that the Band-
master—the real Bandmaster I mean—had
gone ashore and had 'left the key of the
instrument cabin in the door. Instantly
rising to the splendid possibilities of such
an unexpected occasion, he hurried back to
the mess, and, with his face beaming with
delight, announced the gorgeous fact, and
added : “ let’s have a real concert.”

The temptation was far too great to be
resisted. All embraced the idea with no
thought of hesitation. It would be absurd,
nay wrong, to let such an opportunity slip.
One by one, in order to avoid the eye of
the sentry, they slipped quietly out of the
mees towards the Bandmaster’s cabin ; one
by one they returned stealthily in a few
minutes, each concealing as best he might,
the instrament he had selected : the pro-
prietors of the largest brass ones being the
objects of universal envy. We ranged
ourselves round the table, some, unable to
stow the “slack” of their instruments
away beneath the table, sat upon it; Moore,
onr most talented musician, who really
played the fiddle and played it well, was
unanimously appointed conductor.

He stood up. There was a hush of ex-
pectancy ; his biton waved in true con-
ductor style. ‘Now, gentlemen! when I
connt three—one, two, three!” And at
that word there burst upon that ship a
blast of such unutterable hideousness, as it
has seldom been the lot of any man to
hear. This was continued with unfiagging
energy for several minutes, each performer
blowing, scraping, beating, eclashing his
loudest in delirious elnjoyment of the ap-
palling uproar, until sentries, quarter-
mnstegs, fnd bluejackets of every grade
came hammering at the mess door to roar,
in the hope of being heard above the din
of the *concert,” the fact that “the Com-
mander wished to speak to the young
gentlemen on the quarter-deck.”

All at once one of our number * thought
he heard somebody speaking outside,” and
the cessation of noise that followed allowed
the Commander’s message to trickle into
our unwilling ears. Well, well, there was
no hope for it ; go we must. We had had
our enjoyment; we considered it well worth
anything we might be called upon to suffer
for it ; but we paid dearly for our devotion
to the Muses, by the stoppage of all our

Now that we had got our mess intc more
decent trim we began to turn our thoughts
to hospitable cares, and we “ entertained ”
friends from the shore, who must, I have
sinco thought, have been entertained in
more ways than one by the reception
which we gave them. Foreigners, too,
dined with us—French midshipmen, who
sang us strange Republican songs, which
they were not permitted to sing in those
days of the Empire, and who danced the
¢ can-can ” for us to the strains of our band,
the real band I mean, not the organophonic
one; and Italian midshipmen, with some of
whom we struck up a great friendship, and
who excited our admiration by the courtesy
of their mauners, by their wonderfal
proficiency in our language, and by other
literary and artistic attainments far in
advance of our own.

Our chums ashore were mostly English,
but occasionally one or other of us struck
up an acqusintance with a black-browed,
thin-waisted, heavily moustached Peruvian
or Chileno, and we aired our execrable
Spanish at him with immense self-import-
ance in the presence of those who were
more miserably ignorant of the langunage
than ourselves. One such individual was
picked up by one of our number who knew
absolutely nothing of the language, but who
was full of pride in the possession of so dis-
tinguished-looking a friend. His name inhis
native tongue was Anfbal Herguinigot, but
Forold was incapable of mastering the in-
tricacies of Spanish pronunciation. He
called him Allyballybillygoat in one
sonorous and majestic word, and it was
quite a treat to see him come into the mees
with his foreign friend, look round with
honest pride in his eye, and then say
heartily and familiarly, *come in, old
Allyballybillygoat, and make yourself at
home! Beighton, Flemynge, Hamilton,
let me introduce you to my friend Seenyor
Allyballybillygoat, come off to see the
ship,” etc. etc. As far as I can recollect,
he turned out to be an adventurer of the
lowest order.

Our amusements ashore were very
limited. Few of us had any super-
fluity of money, neither had we suffi-
cient acquaintance ashore to put us in
the way of seeing that which was interest-
ing. Cricket we played when we could—
on ground as hard as a brick and nearly as
devoid of herbage—but our principal and
indeed standard amusement was bathing.
Wherever we went we bathed, sometimes

leave for a considerable time after.

from the ship’s side, sometimes from a

g
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launch made fast astern, but more usaally
from the shore. If we went out for a walk,
that walk was sure to include a bathe; and,
considering the very meagre accommoda-
~ tion for washing with which we were sup-
plied on board ship, the bath was a
most necessary, enjoyable, and desirable
thing. When bathing from the ship’s
side in harbour we generally undressed
below, and then rushed upon deck draped
in a long bath-towel or a waterproof,
bolted down the lofty side of the ship by
the companion-ladder, and dived off the
highest step which we dared to essay—the
lowest of all was good enough for me, I
remember. Some few went from the
hammock nettings, thirty or forty feet
above the water-line, but as a rule we were
modest, and contented ourselves with flop-
ping in from the foot of the companion-
ladder.

At Callao we had one particular walk
which ended invariably in a bathe, in fact,
it was taken with that object. It was a
walk through thick, bushy country, by a
sort of by-road, to a point some two miles
‘inland, where, by turning off from the
hardly defined track, we suddenly came
upon the little river Rimac, which gives its
name to the lovely city of Lima, the words
being really identical, and commemorating,
in the Quichua language, the existence of a
celebrated oracle in Inca times—Rimac
meaning “he who speaks.”

Here there was a deep pool in the
stream, which in most places we could
wade across without getting much over our
ankles, which pool we had found and hailed
as a real godsend. 'We never reached the
bottom of it, so deep was it, and day after
day everyone who could get leave strolled
off to this spot and plunged, and shouted,
and swam to his heart’s content; and here it
was that Flemynge had his great adventure,
He had gone off with one of the wardroom
officers for a “happy day” at the Rimao,
taking some lunch with them, and unsus-
picious of any danger. They bathed, they
lunched, they sat down upon the shady
side of the bank beneath the bushes and
emoked the calumet of peace, when they
were suddenly aware of the presence of
two strangers on the scene—two totally un-
desirable strangers—two strangers armed
with the largest-sized revolvers, which,
without awaiting the ceremony of an intro-
duction, they incontinently poked into the
faces of the two dreamers, demandin
“ dinero,” with many strange curses, ang
threatening them with ‘“muerte” if they

did not pay up. Those were the only two
words which they could distinguish, but
they were enough,

Flemynge's companion took in the sitaa-
tion in a moment; he merely remarked :
“ What the divil will we do now?” and

ave himself up to be robbed. Flemynge
ollowed suit; they were unarmed, and
resistance was hopeless. But the investi-
gation produced little result—a couple of
silver watches, perhaps five dollara a-piece,
and nothing more. This did not satisfy
the gentlemen of the road, so they made
Flemynge and his chum hand overcoats,
waistcoats. and hats, and it is a mercy that |
they did not demand their trousers as well.
The two victims said afterwards that they
had resolved to draw the line there, and
had such a requisition been made they
would have contested it; but they were
spared that necessity, and slowly and sadly
they wended their way homeward, bare-
headed and in their shirt-sleeves, to lay
their case before the British Consal

On their way they met a poor native, a
labourer who had fallen a prey to the
same precious pair, who had robbed him
of twenty dollars. He was in tears, and
they administered such consolation as they
could, which was not much, under the
circumstances. They never saw those
coats, those hats, those dollars and watches
again. The authorities were powerless, the
country in a terribly disordered state, rob-
bery was frequent, murder not uncommon.,
Revolution was the one engrossing pursuit
of the inhabitants, But the adventure
afforded us some amusement of a mild
sort, and earnest enquiries as to the time
of day by his watch were frequently put
to one or other of the sufferers, while two
extra places were occasionally laid at the
mess-table on guest-nights in the ward-
room, it being an article of faith among
hig messmates that Flemynge’s chum, des-
pairing of his life, had, as a last resource,
invited his two persecutors to come off and
dine with him. There was, of course, a
great stir in the mess when Flemynge
came off and related his wrongs ; and, fired
with a righteous indignation and a thirst
for glory, Grimshaw and I started off the
next morning in keen pursuit of these
rascals, armed to the teeth. At least we
thought we were armed to the teeth, but
it turned out afterwards that Grimshaw’s
revolver was so clogged with oil and dirt
that it took about half-an-hour to get each
chamber to go off, and we judged that the
robbers, if we caught them, wonld have
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got tired of waiting long before that and
would have fired first. However, we set off
in high spirits, it never occurring to us that
two youngsters hardly escaped from school
would be no match for two ruffians
of full age, who were probably already
well skilled in their trade. We searched
each bush and found nothing; we were
disappointed ; we wanted to fight ; but I
shall never forget how my heart beat when
a native stepped suddenly into view close
to us from behind a thick bush. We went
on; we got to the Rimac, we bathed—one
at a time, with the other keeping watch
with revolver full cocked and ready. We
ate our provisions, we waited long, nobody
sppeared, and at last, as evening was
coming on apace, we determined that we
must go back,

The walk back was not so pleasant ; the
s was no longer bright overhead, the
mists were rising ; it seemed to me to be
mysteriously quiet. I don’t think we
talked much, but we walked along with
our weapons in our hands and our eyes
peering anxiously around us. The thick
bush would have easily afforded conceal-
ment to a whole gang of thieves without
our being likely to find it out, and I think
that that fact was slowly trickling into our
minds. Nevertheless, we walked on, our
pace insensibly quickening, and had got
about halfway home when there was a
savage rustle behind a bush close to us—a
thout—and my heart turned to ice-water,
and seemed to stop entirely as I felt a
gigantic grasp fixed upon the back of my
neck! My time had come. I struggled
frantically against the stupendous grip of
the hand that held me, and managed to
catch one %hmpse of my crael assailant.

It was Cabitt, our chief engineer! He
had come out with his pet * Penang law-
yer” to catch that and kill them all
by himself. How relieved I was ! and what
a comfort it was to walk beside Cubitt all
the way home and feel that if those robbers
came now Cubitt could easily settle them
without even our assistance, for he was an
immense man, of extraordinary strength,
great height, and enormous reach, and his
‘“ Penang lawyer” would very nearly have
made a topgallant mast for a line-of-battle
ship! He was the most good-natured and
unsuspicions man in the world, and I don’t
think that even to this day he knows that
when he used to walk the quarter-deck at
sea for exercise of an evening, all the young-
sters used to turn out and walk in a long
string behind him, imitating as best they

could the forward poke of his head (he was
very near-sighted), the odd swing of his
shoulders, and the enormous parabola de-
scribed by his legs as he flung them from
him after the manner of a pair of com-
passes. Any way, had he known it he
wouldn’t have minded ; indeed, he would
have enjoyed it as much as anybody.

We had wonderful yarns about him in
the berth—how, for instance, on one occa-
sion, on the China station, he had been
sitting quietly smoking a pipe and drink-
ing a glass of grog at the first-floor
window of a hotel, and how a Yankee
merchant skipper had come in slightly
primed with whisky and very quarrelsome’;
how he tried his best to pick a quarrel
with Cubitt by insolent remarks .about
En‘fland, then about British naval officers,
and lastly, about Cubitt himself, who bore
it all with admirable patience and good
temper until, having knocked the ashes
out of his pipe and emptied his glass
of grog, he suddenly got up, took his
traducer by the *scruff” of his neck and
the rear of his trousers and threw him out
of the open window | And when I recall
all that I know of Cubitt I can well be-
lieve this story.

Besides our stock amusement of bath-

ing we were also, though in a less

degree, devoted to boatins. We would
get permission from the Commander to

have the first launch, and, stocking her
with provisions, would set sail and ran
away down the coast after flamingoes
which we hardly ever got, or shooting
ﬂelims and sometimes sea-lions. The

tter were very useful, as they produced
quantities of oil, which we used for clean-
ing the ship’s copper. These expeditions
were not unattended with danger, not
only from the fact of so many guns and
rifles being crowded together in the hands of
80 many inexperienced youngsters, but also
from exterior canses. I never forget
the shock it gave me one afternoon to see
the launch, which had left in the fore-
noon full of a la.nghing, joyous crowd,
coming back long betore she was expected
with her ensign half-mast high. She had
lost a man. They were sea-lion shooting,
and were wishing to land on a barren
rock which we knew as Sea-lion Island.
The surf was considerable, or rather, per-
haps the swell I should say; the launch

could not in close to the rock on
account of her size, so they tried to land

in the dingy, which they took- for sach
emergencies. Numbers' ot into her ;<she
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reached the rock in safety, disembarked
her people and returned for more ; again
she reached the rock, touched it, and the
next sea capsized her. There was a shout
of laughter from all hands. Every fellow
scrambled out; no one dreamed of danger ;
when, in the midst of the noise and fun,
there rang out a wild shriek of agony, and
before they could tell who it was a man
was drowned in their very midst, swept
off the rock on which he had been securely
standing and sucked under in a moment
by the rapid current, the very existence of
which was unsuspected. His body was
never found.

Boat-sailing, too, was our Commander’s
great hobby, and it was his delight to man

and arm every boat in the ship, and send’

them away, while he from the ship itself
put them through all sorts of sailing
tactics by means of a set of boat signals,
of which he was the inventor. The first
launch would lead, followed by the second
launch, the barge, the pinnace, the two
cutters, etc., etc., and very pretty they all
looked under sail on a fine morning, their
twenty-pounders and other arms glittering
in the sun, their sails white as snow, and
their little signal flags fluttering with a
brave show of colour.

But the Commander was by no means
pleased if his signals were disregarded or
misinterpreted, and that was an event
which not unfrequently took place. Beigh-
ton was midshipman of the first launch,
and was very fond of these manceuvres;
but they did not always come off as they
ought, and sometimes involved him in
trouble and often exposed him to much
chaff,. He was a great, good-humoured
youngster at this time, full of happy
carelessness, and utterly thoughtless even
of the immediate future. He would em-
bark with perfect self-confidence on any
undertaking, however difficult or impos-
gible, without a qualm of misgiving, with-
out a shadow of mistrust, and only
recognised at last the existence of the im-
possibility, when brought right on top of it.

He once boarded a French man-of-war
with a complimentary message from our
Captain, which he was to convey in his
neatest phrase to the French skipper. His
sole stock of French consisted of the ele-
mentary remark: ¢ Parlez-vous fran¢ais}”
Yet, armed with this, he set off undis-
mayed. He got alongside; was piped
with much ceremony up the companion-
ladder; was met in the gangway by the
French officer of the watch, cap in hand,

Beighton looked at him, hesitated a second,
opened his mouth, and then out it came:
“ Parlez-vous francais?” He was assured
that such was naturally the case : the as-
surance was couched in excellent French
—ths:egooreddll;i;l;l he seemedHto hﬁ;
expected an indi; t negative. He co
go no farther, so, seizingg‘the astonished
officer by the arm, he said : “ Well, look
here, old chap, I'm afraid I can’t, so we'd
better talk English.”

But it was boat-sailing thatmade me think
of Beighton. When he took up a subject
he took it up thoroughly, and forgot every-
thing else for the time ; and this was the
case when he began to study gunnery.
He was going in for his examination for
“gacting”’ sub-lieutenant, and he was very
anxious about this subject, He pored over
it night and day ; he studied ** time-fuses”
and “percussion-fuses” ; he learned up the
“bursting-charge” of every shell in the
magazine ; he was careful to *“insert his
cartridge, seam sideways and bottom first,
to the gll extent of the arm,” in the words
of the gunnery-book, and he ¢rammed
home,” as directed, * with a wad.”

Now it happened one afternoon, while
Beighton was in this state, that the Com-

‘| mander ordered the boats out sailing as

usual, and with them there started a little
‘Yankee pleasure-boat, all canvas and centre-
keel, which wanted to t.r§ conclusions
with our big boats. The Yankee craft
was ahead, but Beighton was not to be out-
done by a Yankee; he crowded sail after
him, he overtook him, and would have
Emed him as close as he could steer, but

is bumpkin caught in the leecloth of the
Yankee's mainsail, and before he could
say ‘‘kmife” the little craft had capsized.
Everybody was picked up, however, and
but little harm was done; but the com-
mander had witnessed the evolution from
the upper deck of the ship, and was by no
means gratified at it. He signalled the
first launch to return to the ship; it did
so. Beighton brought his boat alongside
and mounted the companion-ladder; at the
top in the gangway he encountered the
Commander, who was regarding him with a
dangerous smile. Beighton touched his cap.

“Mr. Beighton,” said the Commander
with acid emphasis, * you have been sail-
ing your boat seam sideways and bottom
first the entire afternoon !”

¢*Yes, sir;” and Beighton’s face lit up as
he recognised the familiar language of the
gunnery-book; /¢ yes, sir, to the extent
of the arm.” :
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No Commander in the world could have
kept his countenance at such a reply, and
Beighton trotted down the hatchway in a
state of complacent happiness, The Com-
mander couldn’t floor him in his gunnery.

These were, as I have said, troublesome
times on the coasts of Chili and Pera ; the
two countries were at war with Spain, and
Peru, if she got a short respite from external
war, always indulged herself in internal
dissension. Consequently the ports were
kept in a constant state of anxious expec-
tation of bombardment either by a Spanish
fleet or by a revolutionary gunboat or
merchant steamer dignified by that
name. Among other precautions which
they always took, a guard-boat rowed
about the harbours all night, on the watch
for any vessel or bostTviich might seem
by its movements to invite suspicion. This
was our opportunity : we a fast gig;
we to get permission to go out for a
row in the evening. We manned the boat
with the most powerful youngsters that the
mess could produce, and then we shoved off
to give that guard-boat a pleasant evening.

The gig would creep inshore, hugging
the ows until the evening was suffi-
ciently dark for the purpose. Then it
would begin its game; it would shoot
swiftly round a corner, appear for a mo-
ment, then disappear in the gloom; pre-
sently it would attract the attention of the
guard-boat, aud this latter would soon
begin to suspect something ; it would row
gently and silently in the direction in
which the suspicions boat had been
noticed ; it would be allowed to approach
near enough for its suspicions to be con-
firmed, then it would hail, and at the
sound the gig would go away at a rattling
pace, the guard-boat wounld at once
follow, and the business of the evening
would commence. Our youngsters, in
capital wind and practice, and with a fast
boat under them, could run away from the
guard-boat whenever they liked, so they
would spurt away for a few moments, and
then they would again wait in the shadow.
After them would come the heavy guard-
boat, its crew breathing loudly, its cox-
swain exhorting his men to give way, its
officers threatening vengeance all round.
Presently the dim shadow of the chase
would suddenly be seen paddling gently

 Alza los remos |” (oars) the officer of
the -boat would sing out.

e oars would stop—dead silence.
Then came the regulation hail :

“Que bote 1”

“Bote de madera!” (wooden boat) our
wits would reply ; and simultaneously the
oars in both boats would strike the water,
and for five minutes or so each boat wounld
rush through the darkness as hard as their
respective crews could drive them. Some-
times a bullet would be sent whistling over
our heads, to our intense satisfaction ; bat
we generally regarded that as an intimation
that we had gone far enough, and the gi
would return to the ship, its crew delight
with their expedition, and enjoying the
conviction that they of the gmm%—boat
were puffing, panting, perspiring, and
swearing after their fruitless pursuit, but
would not fail to allow themselves to be
befooled in a precisely similar manner the
next night, and so would continue to afford
us sport. But, after a week or 80 of this,
the guard-boat began to smell a rat, and
allowed us to row about as we liked.

The authorities certainly had much to
oomplain of with regard to the English
midshipmen, for they were no more secure
on shore than they were afloat, and no
vigilante or police-soldier ever went asleep
on a doorstep without waking up to find
one, if not both, of his red worsted
epaulettes, cut off and carried away as
trophies to adorn the mess of some British
man-of-war ; while I have known a native
sentry bound hand and foot and gagged
with his own bayonet, after which he was
placed in a recambent position inside his
overturned sentry-box, there to await his
relief. What a commotion there would be
should a party of young French or German
officers attempt such enterprises in an
English port !

SAINT AUGUSTINE.

SAINT AUGUSTINE is, after Plymouth
Rock, the most respectable plot of earth
on the North American continent. In-
deed, it has a strong claim to be venerated
even more than the rude rock where-
on the ¢ Mayflower” discharged her pil-
grims, for, without doubt, here European

civilisation first set up its flag. Fully
three-and-a-half centuries ago a certain

Spaniard, Juan Ponce de Leon, holding
commission from King Ferdinand of Spain,
as Governor of the “Island of Florida,”
landed in its neighbourhood. Him, how-
ever, an Indian arrow soon relieved of his
ill-defined authority. ;i And," unless’ his-
torical tradition be a myth., in “1565
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another distinguished Spaniard, Aviles de
Melendez, founded the city which now, after
a living torpor of two or three centuries, is
becoming famous as the most delightful
and salubrious seaside winter resort west
of the Atlantic. Not that the Spaniards
were allowed to ¢ settle up ” Saint Augus-
tine in perfect peace. They were oumsted
alternately by French and English free-
booters. British Drake, sailing by in 1586,
sighted their guard station, and., having
ordered out the pinnacefor a reconnaissance,
burned the city, and hunted the Spaniards
into the pine-woods, which to this day
Bress it closely on the landward side. And

rake, though the most eminent of its de-
vastators, was neither the first nor the last.
Neverthelees, until 1763, the Spaniards
retained Saint Augustine and Florida suc-
cessfully enough against all comers. And
even now the city is distinctly Spanish in its
antiquities ; in a large number of its popu-
lace ; in its street nomenclature ; and in the
spirit of laziness which, spite of mammoth
hotels and Yankee boarding-houses, per-
vades it like an atmosphere,

A narrow line of railway, thirty-six miles
long, ‘goes from Jacksonville, the largest
city of Florida, to St. Augustine, the most
historical. From first to last you are in
the forest—shapely pines, tinted cypress,
towering live oaks, palm trees, and pal-
mettos make the journey a procession
down a stupendous avenue—and when the
train stops at its southern terminus, we
are still in the forest, though a long, white,
sandy road hard by, and a distant view
of scarlet and frey roofs and cupolas

inst the blue Floridian sky, are eloquent
of human life and civilisation. We are
but one among two hundred tourists
brought to St. Augustine on the round
trip by the one train of the day; and our
companions, young and old, face this
dreary, hot stretch of sand with the gleeful
good-humour which marks pleasure-seekers
in the early stage of their pleasure all the
world over.

The population of Saint Augustine in
1880 was two thousand two hundred and
ninety-three. Five or six thousand is not
an excessive computation now, to which,
from November until April, two or three
thousand visitors may be added. These
latter are lodged in brand-new boarding-
houses; in the quaint bulging and balconied
houses, hung with festoons of climbers and
creepers, which still stand in the older parts
of the city ; and in the huge, six-storeyed,
quadrangular buildings which offer accom-

modation, and all the luxuries of civilisa-
tion besides, to hundreds of guests.

Certain other of St. Augustine’s hotels
are almost Byzantine in their splendour.
They are magnificent to the eye in parti-
coloured turrets of eccentric outline,
tortuous verandahs, and the princely

oves of well-trained orange-trees which

ide their basements from common view.
Of course one cannot live in such palaces,
under such a sky, in winter, for a trifle;
but, when all is considered, the Florida
hotels, at three to five dollars a day, are
not exorbitant; and it is possible for the
tourist to satiate himself with toothsome
and nourishing food enough, for a day, at a
charge of thirty-five cents, with red napkins
and diligent attendance included.

Continuing along the hot, sandy road,
we pass numerous neat white-and-green
wooden houses, 8o compact and tiny that
one involuntarily thinks of the ease with
which they might be transported elsewhere.
Each house has its simple piazza, and en-
closes, within & careful fence, its territorial
estate—enough to support the half-dozen
or ten orange-trees which with their fruit
brighten the place, and perhaps a clump of
prickly pear. With one additional appur-
tenance, these Arcadian establishments may
be termed complete : each house has its
well of indifferent water.

But soon the attention is diverted from
these domestic pictures by the chief
curiosity of St. Augustine—the Spanish
Fort. This time-worn and ba erec-
tion, with its grassy buttresses, its deci-
pherable bastions and half-moons, its ruined
towers, and its strong walls, still keeps
watch seawards, The approach is yet
guarded by a drawbridge, though the moat
is dry, and over the portcullis is an elabo-
rate heraldic device, bearing date 1756,
which, as one of the American soldiery
explained it, tells of the time when *‘ it had
to do with Spain.” The building stands
on the margin of the Matanzas River, as the
long strip of inland sea which runs parallel
with the coast, is called; and, from its
ramparts, the blue waters of the Atlantic,
a mile east, may be seen tumbling upon
the sandy quay (rich in turtles) which
forms the other boundary of the Matanzas
River.

The precincts of St. Aungustine are
entered under a black old arch of stone
which spans the road. Over the doors
and windows of the houses we see such
significantly hybrid| names) a8 Nicolas
Rogers, Mary Ponce, and others ; while it
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is quite evident that Hippolyta Street was
not christened by one of the stock of the
“Mayflower.” George Street somewhat
recalls old York city, with its bow win-
dows almost kissing each other over the
heads of pedestrians; but it iz by no
means so interesting architecturally. We
pass shop after shop offering for sale
the elegant and useless trifles which seem
to form the bulk of the merchandise of
most health resorts. Here they consist of
shells ; orange-tree canes; pins, brooches,
and studs of alligator teeth ; baby alligators
in pickle or stuffed; birds of gorgeous
plumage; and bits of sea-coral. From
upper verandahs olive-complexioned ladies,
with dark eyes, gently swaying themselves
in hammocks or rocking-chairs, glance
lazily into the street, or what of it they
can see; and their charms are graciously
emphasised by the crimson and purple and
white flowers which drape the jalousies.

In contrast with these swarthy natives of
St Augustine, are the *rose and lily ” faces
of some of the fair and fragile daughters
of millionaire Americans, wintering here
for their health. Indeed most shades of com-
plexion-colouring may be seen at St. Augus-
tine in winter-time, and among the most
curious examples are the “Turnbull nig-
gers,” or Minorcans, who, as a family, live
almost exclusively in this old city. These
people are the descendants of the shiploads
of inhabitants of Minorca and Southern
Spain, which were sent out to Florida by Mr.
Tarnbull, the British Minister at Madrid,
during the twenty years of our British oc-
cupation of Florida from 1763 to 1783, By
intermarriage with the pure negroes, they
have degenerated. They are, moreover, a
class apart ; sympathy or liking between
them and the pure Spaniard, the active
Yankee, the Southerner,or even the negroes
'| themselves, there is none. No wonder, if in
this isolation, their temper has also degene-
rated. They are said to be as rancorous
and vindictive as the worst of Corsicans,
and phenomenally quick at whipping out
their knives. To call one of them a
Minorcan is a ‘casus belli,” though, in
truth, they have no other appellation,
Even in winter the sun strikes so hotly
in St. Augustine, that the trees of its
Plaza are welcomed for their shade, and
its fountains for their refreshing sound.
It was Plaza de la Constitucion in 1813,
after one of those popular risings of which
Napoleon was prime cause. Eight years
Inter, however, the cession of Florida to the
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came under Anglo-Saxon influences. On
the seaward side of the square is a heavy
classical stone building, nowadays remark-
able for its apparent uselessness. This was
the old slave market, and by its massive
pillars the families of negroes stood to be
viewed and valued like beeves. Like most
Southern cities, St. Augustine, at the end of
the civil war, had to mourn for many of its
citizens; these are commemorated by a
pillar, also in its Plaza. But the object
which ought to hold the attention su-
premely is the old Spanish Cathedral on the
north side of the Square. We say * ought ”
advisedly, for, in truth, it is as barren of real
interest as the most naked ¢ Ebenezer ” of
our own country. Neither externally nor
inside has it anykhingri‘nﬂ common with
the entrancing cathe east of the
Atlantic. It is of cold brick, a parallel-
ogram in shape, and garnished with pews.
High upon one wall of the church, how-
ever, is & picture which is worth a look, not
for its art, but for its subject. It bears this
inscription : ¢ First Mass in St. Augustine,
Sept. 8, A.D. 1565;” and, for aught we
know, may be the daub of one of Melen-
dez’s soldiery represented on the canvas.
It is a rude but effective conglomerate of
Indians in war-paint and feathers, Spanish
soldiers in armour kmeeling before the
officiating priest, and mis eous fruits
and other products of the country. If the
Spaniards of St. Augustine have little else
to be thankful for, they may be proud of
the picturesque and epic origin of their
birthplace.

Onesideof the Plaza is bounded by St. Au-
gustine’s chief promenade—a solid low wall
of concrete, overlooking the Matanzas River.
The river is here little better than a lagoon
of sluggish, illlooking water, which leaves
a residuum of thick brown mud at the base
of the wall. There are plenty of oysters
in the mud as some set-off to its ugliness,
and little bare-legged boys may be seemn
opening and swallowing the bivalves with
astonishing speed until they are crammed.
Some big, demure buzzards may also be
seen huddled up on the rails of one of the
E;:m like tame turkeys. They look as

y a8 the St. Augustine natives, but a
vestige of carrion anywhere within a wide
radius of them would soon bring them from
their perch. One might imagine that this
mud and almost stagnant water were pre-
judicial to health, but an Augustine man
would resent the imputation as a personal
insult, and summon incontestable statistics
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winds blow over it on their way to the
slave market,

This sea-wall, or promenade, defines
the eastern length of the city, and by
following it we soon come to the d
old Fort itself. Several score of filx{y
Northerners, of both sexes, are viewing it
from the vant.sﬁe ground of the drawbridge,
and, if their adjectives are to be accepted,
they anmticipate seeing nothin§
lime as long as they live.
they are very prone to ‘ gush.”

Entering by the drawbridge, under a
covered way in good preservation, we are at
once in the quadrangle of the Fort, from
all four sides of which are doors and arch-

ways leading into the different chambers in
| past or present use. Nine-tenths of these
Ealf-un erground spaces are now unoccu-
pied, and the roofs and floors of them are
touched with lichen and damp, or scored
with the initials of hundreds of ambitious
tourists. The other rooms ar; given up to
the guard, and store purposes. In one corner
of the Square is t.hepgreat well of the Fort ;
to this day its soldiery are dependent on it
for their water supply.

‘We proceed, by an inclined way, from
the courtyard to the battlements of the
Fort, beneath which are the grassy ram-
parts, and a few obsolete guns mounted
and dismounted, pointing in all directions.
Here our friends of the Jacksonville train
are in ecstasies of admiration, gulping the
ozone like fishes. They have the white-
crested sea before them, and the tumult of
it on the strand reaches their ears, And,
looking elsewhere, the fantastic and painted
roofs of St. Augustine’s hotels ; groves of
symmetrical orange trees studded with
fruit ; and the illimitable lines and mass
of pines, all contrasting with the bluest of
blue skies ; meet their gaze.

Leaning idly against the parapet’ are
certain of the States’ soldiery, gay as jays in
their holiday dress—blue tunics, with red-
striped breeches and peaked caps. They are
not & bumptious class of men. Indeed, by
their mild, retiring demeanour, they seem
a8 it were apologetic to their compatriots
for the indignity they are doing their na-
tion by contenting themselves with so
impecunious and unproductive a profession
as that of arms.

In olden times there were four watch-
towers to the Fort, one at each corner.
But now only one is left entire—that com-
manding the widest outlook towards the
sea. And, one by one, the lady tourists
climbed the ladder to this sentry-box,

more sub-
ut we fear

whence, maybe, Drake’s ships were dis-
cerned in the offing, and descended palpi-
tating with rapture.

“A real fine old place this!” they
said ; and, with their backs to the taci-
turn and motionless guardians of the Fort,
they chipped off chunks of material from
its walls and pocketed them as relics. On
the landward side of the fortifications
we saw & pretty sight, eloquent of the
times Half-a-dozen little nigger children
were playing about the grassy slopes and
ditch below the ramparts. One was astride
a wide-mouthed gun, and the others in
succession rolled themselves down the
hillock, with wild echoing screams of
laughter.

ut it was time for us to return to the
Avugustine depdt, a mile away. The san
sets at about five o'clock throughout the
winter in Florida ; and, though the chances
of collision with the train on this single
line were absolutely nil, other contingencies
were possible, such as cattle on the way, or
a gigantic pine new fallen, which made
daylight travelling almost essential. We
thought to see the old Spanish graveyard
of St. Augustine, with its grey mossy stones
covering the dust of as brave a band of

soldiers and roguish adventurers as the

world could show, but, instead, we found |

our way to the modern cemetery of the

place.
Things were not in the best of order
here. Grass was high or low, according to

the richness of the soil; tropical weeds
embraced the topmost bars and plinths of
family vaults and marble monuments;
many a once fine pillar lay prostrate,
broken in twain; while the weather had
quietlyrubbed out or choked with luxuriant
moss ialf the inscriptions thus temptingly
abandoned toit. Certain of the vaults had
yawned, and the little boys of St. Augus-
tine had filled their gaping throats with
bricks, stones, broken beer-bottles, and
aught else which Providence, careful of
the (i)leasure of little boys all over the
world, had put within their reach. As a
final incongruity, a black man and a black
maid were seated hand-in-hand on the grave
of a dead citizen, evidently engaged in court-
ing. They looked in each other’s dark eyes,
guffawed, and looked away. But anon, they
kissed each other with an enthusiasm and
unanimity that, considering the place they
had chosen, was singularly ill-timed.

A stroll into the forest from the depdt
ends our day’s“visit 'to St.' Augustine.
Heaps of oyster-shells, bones, meat-tins,
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and cabbage-stalks, each surrounded by an
ox’s skull, horns, and all, serve as gnide
marks, On both sides of us are scrub oak,
tall pines, bushes trellised with wild vines
and brambles with thorns like sharks’
teeth, while, under our feet at every yard,
extending themselves from the hot, yellow,
sandy soil, are the serpentine and involved
roots of the settler's dreaded opponent,
the dwarf palmetto.

In twenty minutes we seem as remote
from human influences as if we were in the
heart of Brazil. Then we come to a placid
lagoon shining like a mirror, bordered with
rushes and flowers, nurtured by the rich
black mud of its banks. Some white
cranes are standing, still as statues, out of
the green rushes higher up. There is no
movement anywhere, nor any sound. Five
minutes’ contemplation of such a scene of
beautifal quietude wounld send one to sleep
inevitably, But we are saved the risks of
a night in the forest by the sudden crack
of a rifleshot. The cranes do not stir, but
a swarm of ducks, hitherto invisible, hurtle
by and drop into the middle of the lagoon,
agitating its surface from shore to shore;
and we return with the sportsmen just in
time to clamber into the hindmost car of
the starting traix. '

It will be remembered in England, and
long in St. Augustine herself, that in this
old city died Ranldoph Caldecott, one of
our best loved, latter-gay artists, and a true

genius in his own peculiardepartment of art.

RUE.

DEAR, it is twilight time, the time of rest ;
Ah! cease that weary pacing to and fro ;
Sit down beside me in this cushioned nest,
Warm with the brightness of our ingle-glow.
Dear, thou art troubled. Let me share thy lot
Of shadow, as I shared thy sunshine hours.
I am no child, though childhood, half-forgot,
Lies cloge behind me, with its toys and flowers.
I am a woman, waked i)y happy love
To keep home’s sacred altar-fire alight !
Thou hast clected me to stand above
All others in thine heart. I claim my right.
Not wife alone, but mate, and comrade true ;
1 shared thy roses, let me share thy rue !

Bitter? I know it. God hath made it so,
But from His hand shall we take good alone,

And evil never? Let the world’s wealth go,
Life hath no loss which love cannot atone.

Show me the new hard path that we must tread,
I shall not faint, nor falter by the way ;

And, be there cloud or sunshine overhead,
I shall not fail thee to my dying day.

Baut love e, love e, let our hearts and lips
Cling closer in our sorrow than in joy :

Let faith outshine our fortunes in eclipse,

5 And lé)ve dwl:i, viealth a losfl;i a:lzd broken toy.

oy made us et sorrow find us true ;

God blemmfonr roses. Ha will blaas our rne !

“FINDING IS KEEPING.”
A COMPLETE STORY.
CHAPTER L

“HuLLo !” cried a boy who was sprawl-
ing on a nvrsery floor., “Findin's
keepin’s! Here’s the mater’s sixpence she
lost a week ago.”

“You are vulgar,” was the rejoinder
made to this by a very small girl.

She, Maud, was in her rightful domain,
the nursery. Harry was an interloper,
and the terror of the methodical nurse
who would bave the children in exact
order. She had given up Harry three
years ago, and now he was thirteen, and,
as she declared, he had “grown quite
rampageous, and he do upset the children
80 l »

The Boyle children were three, headed
by Maud ; above her was a vacant space of
three years, when Harry showed his * ram-
pageous ” self ; above him came two girls,
There is the family list, headed by father
and mother.

There was not a more charmingly com-
mon-place, more pleasantly successful
family in the three kingdoms. They lived
in a London suburb, and they had plenty of
friends and comforts.

“You are vulgar |” Maud had cried.

“8o'd you be if you got such a find.
Hooray ! I eay, where’s the mater $”

‘“Gone out, Master Harry,” Nurse
answered.

“What a bore ! JNow mi]x:d, N:x:fo,
that’s my sixpence, Just you keep it safe,
If I hadn’t to play in that match ﬂI:m after-
noon I'd hang about till mother was back.”

“ Do they want you very much$”

This was an infantine remark of small
Davy’s,

*Don’t you make any mistake.” Harry
was grand. “Should I be in Plummer’s
Eleven if I wasn’t something? Just see
me bat, that’s all.”

“ I'd like to see you.”

“I don’t doubt you; but we can’t have
kids on our ground.”

At which Davy subsided, and Harry
took himself off to don his cricketing
flannels.

‘When he had gone, the nursery inmates
looked at his sixpence, and each child
handled it as if there were some magic
in it

“ What did Harry mean when he, called
out that long word, *findinskeepinst’”
asked Maud.
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¢ Bless you, Miss Mand ! He only meant
’cos he'd had the ‘finding’ he’d have a right
to the ¢ keeping.’ ”

An accent on each word did not make
thel g-ood woman’s explanation clear to the
chi

Nurse went on mending socks, and the
children returned to their play. Maud
kept silence ; not & common circamstance,
to pass unremarked. * All at once she
spoke this :

“Do you mean, Nurse, that if I picked
up hundreds of thousands of gold sovereigns
they would all be mine 3”

Her eyes were alight, and quite a rosy
colour was flushing her round face.

“ Nonsense, Miss Maud ! What should
you be wanting gold sovereigns for $ ”

¢ But, if I found them $”

“Ay, ‘if!” You're not likely to find
them. I never did. They don’t lie about
nursery floors, not they.” ~

“ Ah, but outside somewhere !” And
the child made a gesture, as if with her
round arms she would encircle the great,
vague world.

Years went by, and the Boyle nursery
had become an almost forgotten thing.
Nurse had come to lord it over another
nursery a good many degrees higher in the
monetary, if not in the social acale, and
she, when ‘“her family” was in town,
brought a little lady now and again to see
the grown-up children who once had been
her babies. But even to this there came
an end—a temporary end—for things hap-
pened to the Boyles which carried them
out of *“ Nurse’s” radius altogether.

Misfortune had seized the Boyles, and
they were at their worst when, some ten
years later, we meet them again in a third-
rate street at New Cross.

Five years had been sunny, prosperous
years, then Mr. Boyle was stricken by a dire
malady, and had to leave business. He
was a stockbroker, but in the year when
illness made it necessary that his City
affairs should be wound up there was panic
upon panic, there were wars and rumours
of wars, and loss followed loss in rapid suc-
cession.

On the eve of his father’s failure, Harry
had sailed for Canada. He had bought a
plot of Government land, and he was
going to reclaim it, and—so they all hoped
—dig a fortune out of it.

But & moderate family can live on a
small income if, as the saying is, they
 cut their coat according to their cloth.”

Mrs. Boyle was a wise woman, and she
moved to a cheaper house. Daisy (or
Margaret) Boyle was married ; Katherine
was useful ; Maud, now nineteen, might, if
need showed itself, find work; but Davy
and Dick must atill go to school.

Yes, a cycle of misfortune had begun,
the five plentiful years were over, and the
beginning of another five had come—years
of trouble upon trouble. Mr. Boyle died,
unwitting of the calamitous times ; another,
and then a third move had to be made,
each oné carrying the family a step down-
wards.

How did Mrs. Boyle’s blood rebel when
the day came for her to take little Dick
to Seacroft’s School, where he was to be
taught and fed and clothed for so many
years free of expense to her. Millionaires
have been kmown to grow out of boys
brought up at Seacroft’s School, but what
cheer is there in that thought to the poor
mother, who sees her little son arrayed in
the school garb, and who sees the gay
summer sun glinting down from the
tears in his blue eyes to the fine new brass
buttons of his jacket ¢

But Dick became quite a happy lad
there, and he did not know much of the
home troubles ; he got his holidays, and he
saw two more new homes, but things were
not said to him: He had come to be four-
teen, they were keeping him on at school
because he was so clever.

Harry had not made his fortune in the
five years, not that many details were
known about him, for he did not often
write home. Davy was seventeen, a nice
bright lad, in a merchant’s office.

Maud, for three years, had taught as a
daily governess. It would have been wiser
had she gone away and into a family, but
a mistake was made, and the girl only gave
lessons in the neighbourhood. Katherine
was the domestic mainstay of the house,
and the house, during the past year, had
had to admit a lodger.

This lodger had been a silent, nervous
old gentleman, who gave no trouble what-
ever; a perfect godsend of a lodger, in
fact. He was order iteelf. None of his
belongings were ever allowed to litter his
rooms. Heread a good deal, but his books
had their places orderly on their shelves,
and were read and re-read, annotated and
digested. When the reading was laid
aside, the old gentleman would amuse him-
self by making pen-.and-ink sketches of
subjects which ‘the old authors treated of.
There would be the presentment of a
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Greek poem; or, sticking out from the
rongh edges of an antique volume of
strange Eastern lore, there wounld be the
fantastic drawing showing how the strange
hieroglyphics told their story.

Dick on holidays, and Maud, when the
silent Mr, Harbutt came upon her in her
dustings, were the two who were shown
these things. Why, no one kmew; he
never honoured them with any other mark
of favouritism.

But his residence with them came to an
end, for certain relatives came home to
live in England, after a long absence in
Indis, and he was peunad‘;tgi to go and
end his days with them.

His due payments, and a handsome pre-
sent he made the girls, set the household
on & very easy, comfortable footing for
several weeks, weeks in which search was
made for & new lodger.

Many applied, but none were quite of
the right sort, after the kind, orderly,
quaint old gentleman.

The money filtered away, and it was
clear that the Boyles must accept another
lodger or be very pinched indeed. They
at last accepted two sisters, of the most
tiresome and exacting characters. Kate
and Maud slaved for them, but service
was wearisome, a8 it must be, when dry,
thankless hearts claimed it.

“If only Mr. Harbutt were back!”
sighed Maud. *Dear! how funny he was!”
was the laughing echo to her sigh. Maund
was & bright-souled being, and always
mdf to make the best of their troubles.

“] wonder whether he is as happy with
those grand folks as he was here? He
had all his things just as he chose;”
and Kate, with a duster in her hand—the
ladies were out for the day—looked round
on a chaos. Where should she begin to
ltnightnn?

“Strange that he never writes,” Maud
mused.

“Did he ever write, dear{” Kate said,
“ write letters, I mean., He composed, and
he imagined, and he ruminated, but, until
those nephews looked him up, I don’t
believe he received as much as one letter
a month ; certainly he never wrote one.”

“No, I suppose not. Where was that
i);;e letter from that he semt when he
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“ Durham—but that’s nothing ; he only
went there to see somebody who had some
rare manuscripts. He said that in the
letter; he was going to see this nephew at
Edinburgh, and then when the people

found a place to take he was going to settle
down with them. A wild-goose chase for
such a man as he |”

“Yes,” again Maud spoke musingly ; « I
wish he had stayed here until they had
found the place.”

The very next day Maud saw this in the
obituary of “ The Times " :

“ On the 29th, at The Invercauld Arms,
Rosslyn, while travelling, James Harbutt,
aged 71.”

Monotony, wearisome monotony, fol-
lowed. The tiresome