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STOEM-DEIVEN.

CHAPTER I.

JOHN.

JOHN BRUCE was in a fair way of becoming

a popular man. His portrait of the

American Minister, which Lil had seen in

his studio, had a great success ; he awoke

one morning to find himself, if not famous,

at least on the road to fame. He had

painted other portraits before this one, as

remarkable perhaps, but they had passed

unnoticed: Why one thing succeeds

rather than another, is often a great

VOL. m,
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puzzle ;
it requires sometimes very little

to produce success : a dearth of other in-

terests, a sudden fancy of some one to whom

others listen, and the thing is done. For

years, John had struggled on, bearing his

poverty very bravely ; he was blessed with

a buoyant, hopeful spirit, blessed also with

simple tastes, and a great love of work.

Now he suddenly found that his days of

privation were over. It was a pleasant

surprise, but it was a surprise.

There was another person to whom this

success seemed even more surprising than

to John himself; this was his sister, Mrs.

Crayton, otherwise Madge. She was a

superior woman, or, at least, had always

considered herself as such; in that capacity,

when she was still quite a young girl, she

had governed her mother and brother ;

when the former died, and the latter was
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sent to Europe to study, she had turned

her governing powers to good use in her

own household ; she married a man who

meekly lived under her rule, and who, in

time, meekly died under it. The only

being whom she did not rule was her son,

Archibald, who, perhaps on account of his

fine name, had a spirit of his own. When

her brother was on the point of returning

to France, she informed him that she

meant to go and keep house for him. John,

weary of restaurant dinners- and forlorn

rooms, consented willingly enough. He

had not seen much of Madge since his boy

hood, and being of an imprudently sanguine

nature, saw nothing alarming in the

arrangement.

Mrs. Crayton was really fond of him,

with a compassionate sort of fondness ; she

had always thought him a little wanting in

B 2
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common sense a quality of which she be

lieved herself to have a double share ; she

also had a secret contempt for a man who

could spend all his energies in covering

canvas with dabs of paint; it was an

effeminate sort of occupation, fit, at the

best, for a pastime. John s love for his art

was a thing to be pardoned by people of

superior intelligence, and she kindly did

pardon it. She always associated the idea

of art with attics, scanty meals, and thread

bare clothes ; therefore to choose to be an

artist was, in her eyes, an act of folly.

Her husband, who had certainly not been a

man of great intelligence, had amassed a

snug little fortune in the wholesale boot and

shoe trade. People all needed boots and

shoes, but they could get through life very

comfortably without having their portraits

painted; consequently Mr. Crayton had,
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in reality, in his choice of an occupation,

shown more discrimination and good sense

than her brother. When, therefore, several

persons of social importance in the American

colony gave John commissions, when it

became quite an ordinary thing to see fine

carriages drive into the dingy courtyard,

when invitations to dinners and to evening

parties for Mr. Bruce became frequent,

Mrs. Crayton, without acknowledging that

she had been wrong in her judgment,

she never did acknowledge such errors,

began to realize the fact of John s extra

ordinary success, and to conceive some

thing more of respect for him, in con

sequence.

Perhaps, if John had taken the trouble to

study his sister s character more closely, he

would not have rejoiced quite so much at

finding an apartment joining the painting-
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room, but he was too much engrossed in

his work to study it. There was great

comfort in eating his meals well served, in

having a comfortable sitting-room, wherein

to pass his evenings ; besides, Madge at

this time spent most of her superfluous

energy in trying to reduce their &quot;

bonne,&quot;

who barely understood her mistress s

eccentric French, to abject submission;

this had rendered her less domineering

with her brother than she would perhaps

have been otherwise.

One morning the two sat at table ; there

was an ominous cloud on Mrs. Madge s face.

&quot; Do you really mean to buy those rags,

John?&quot;

The rags in question were bits of rare

old drapery ; such things were John s one

great extravagance. He looked up a little

astonished ; the tone was an aggressive one.



JOHN. 7

&quot;

Rags ? Oh ! my draperies ! yes, of

course ; I absolutely need them.&quot;

&quot; But they cost a ridiculous
price.&quot;

&quot; I know ; they certainly are dear.&quot;

&quot; And they are dingy, darned, and
dirty,&quot;

continued Mrs. Crayton.
&quot; You mean, deliciously toned down by

time.&quot;

&quot; How absurd ! you never had much

common sense, John ; who but you would

think of spending so much money on rub

bish, when there is not so much as a silver

teapot in the place ! no household that re

spects itself, can do without a silver tea

pot.&quot;

&quot; My dear
Madge,&quot; said her brother,

quite roused this time and much amused

likewise; &quot;do you think that it is your

vocation in life to tell me what I need in

my painting-room, as well as what is neces-
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sary in my wardrobe? Your suggestion

about my shirts was excellent, and I obe

diently followed it; but I cannot accept

your supremacy in my studio.&quot;

There is no knowing what Mrs, Crayton

would have answered, had not the noise of

a discussion in the antechamber turned her

attention in that direction. A clear, shrill

voice was answering the French servant s

remonstrances thus :

&quot;

My good woman, when this part of the

world is civilized enough to adopt English
as its language, I shall then be able to un

derstand you. You want to keep me from

going in, I suppose, but I cannot be kept

back by you ;&quot;
then the door was thrown

open, and Issy Richards calmly walked in.

&quot; Here I am,&quot; she exclaimed.

Mrs. Crayton knew Issy but very slightly,

and as she had a lively sense of her dignity,
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this abrupt invasion displeased her. The

young girl, ignoring that displeasure with

great composure, shook hands with her,

and then turned to John, who welcomed

her warmly. She looked exactly as though

she had left her mother s house five minutes

before ; nothing seemed capable of astonish

ing or frightening her; she had accom

plished the long voyage without a tremor,

she had found herself among a strange

people, speaking a strange tongue, without

any particular emotion ; she merely felt a

certain contempt for human beings who

did not understand English.
&quot; How did you get along travelling alone,

as you have done?&quot; asked John, when he

had made her sit down and partake of the

beefsteak.

&quot;

Perfectly well. The great thing is not

to look flurried. I never am flurried, there-
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fore I am treated with respect ; a respect

mingled with astonishment I own, but that

matters little. What a good idea Lil Tem

ple had to speak about me to the old art-

amateur ! some one said she was going to

marry him, is it true ? Lil is not half a bad

girl after all ! I think I won her over by

telling her some plain truths, and so rousing

her up ; you know there are women who

adore their husbands because they beat

them. Where is she ?
&quot;

&quot; Gone to Italy with Mrs. Cox at least,

that is what I heard at the hotel when I

inquired.&quot;

&quot; I would rather have stayed in Lake-

ville all the days of my life, than have

accepted the position of a paid companion

to a fine lady. But that is none of my
business, and it has all turned out for the

best since it is through her that I am here.
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Now, Mr. Bruce/ she said, pushing her

plate from her,
&quot; now that I have come,

what are you going to do with me?&quot;

&quot;

First of all, my sister will be delighted

to have you stay with us a few days, while

we settle matters ; we have a spare room.&quot;

&quot; Thank you, Mrs.
Crayton,&quot; blandly

said Issy, not choosing to notice the lady s

austere demeanour.

&quot;Then,&quot; pursued John,
&quot;

you must

board in a French family so as to learn the

language as quickly as possible, I have

already one in view ; I have also spoken to

one of the best masters having a studio for

pupils, in your behalf.&quot;

&quot; That is kind of you. Is it true is it

really true that I, Issy Richards, am here ?

Oh ! how I am going to work !

&quot;

She said

this with such genuine fervour that it was

impossible to judge her harshly ; even Mrs.
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Crayton, who disapproved of painters in

general, of female painters in particular ;

who disapproved still more of girls who

ought to be in the school-room, running

about the world without a tremor of fear ;

who disapproved most of all of having

guests thrust upon her by her brother

even she was mollified.

They took her to the painting-room. It

was the largest and finest she had ever

seen, and she revelled in it ; she delighted

in the tapestries which hung about the

wall, in the armour, in the old vases,

in all the odds-and-ends by which artists

turn four walls into a picturesque

mass of colour. She went here and

there, examining each article, stopping

before the finished and unfinished

pictures ; talking, laughing, criticizing

as much at home as though John
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and all his belongings had been her

especial property.

&quot;You have made progress yes! de

cidedly, you paint better than you did ;

more firmly, you are surer of
yourself,&quot;

then she stopped some time before the un

finished portrait of a lady. &quot;I am not

satisfied with this, however.&quot;

&quot;

Why not ?&quot; asked John, much amused.
&quot;

I have never seen your sitter ; but I

am sure that you have flattered her.&quot;

&quot; Of course he
has,&quot; said Mrs. Crayton,

&quot; and it is the only sensible thing he has

done for some time past ; the woman is

vain, she would not take and pay for the

portrait if it were not flattered and what

would be the use of painting people, if one

were not paid for it ? I heard her myself

say, Mr. Bruce, I do not care if you paint

a likeness or not, but what I do care for is
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that you should make me handsome. I

want my grandchildren to say, What a

pretty woman she was ! If I were John,

I would make the eyes still larger, and the

mouth still smaller.&quot;

&quot; You would have him false to his prin

ciples, then ? What I like in his painting

is, that it is usually so very honest. If I

were to have a sitter who had a mole on

his nose I should paint the mole, and if it

had a tuft of little hairs growing out of it,

I should paint the tuft as well.&quot;

Mrs. Crayton inwardly hoped that the

French family might soon be able to re

ceive its inmate ; still, she was mistress

enough of herself to treat Issy, if not with

cordiality, at least with politeness. As to

the young girl, she was in no particular

hurry to begin her French studies ; John

was very busy at this time, and she begged
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so hard to be allowed to help him, that he

set her to work on backgrounds and

draperies : she followed his directions very

exactly, and painted with such zeal that

the result was most satisfactory. It was

very pleasant in that well-warmed studio ;

when there were no sitters, as they worked

side by side, John would whistle softly to

himself when his painting was going on

well, and somehow Issy thought that

whistling the perfection of music. She

wished John had consented to take her as

a pupil, instead of sending her to an

&quot;

atelier
&quot;

where a number of women

worked together under a high and mighty

master; she wished things might remain

as they were.
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CHAPTER II.

NIGHT TERRORS.

SEVERAL of the passers-by looked curiously

at Lil, as she stood stunned by her dis

covery ; one even, a good-humoured-

looking woman, carrying a heavy market-

basket, stopped and asked if she were ill.

&quot;111?&quot; said Lil, looking at the woman

with a dazed expression ;

&quot;

No, I am not

ill.&quot; Then she saw that she had attracted

the attention of several people, and

making a strong effort to shake off a

dizziness which had seized her, she hurried

on.
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She had been robbed ; she was alone

in a great, strange city ; she would soon

be penniless. What was to become of

her ? She was frightened ; she looked

about her as a lost traveller in a desert

might look, seeking in vain for some sign

of a life-giving spring in all the dreary

expanse about him. She had heard stories

of people dying of hunger in crowded

towns ; it must be dreadful to die of

hunger ! she shuddered as the thought

crossed her mind. All that remained to

her in the world was the change the

conductor had given her ; this she had

found safe in her outside pocket. A week s

rent would be due the next day, that she

must pay at any rate ; she must at least

have a place wherein to hide her misery.

Why had she said in her despatch that

she could wait three weeks ? Three weeks !

VOL. in. o
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She must try and secure some work,

enough to keep her alive during that time;

how or where she could not tell, but surely

something must be found! It seemed a

very long time now since she rebelled at

the thought of work that was not genteel.

She caught herself watching a street-

sweeper, and wondering whether she should

have strength enough to do what he did.

As she neared the house, her heart beat

violently ; she was afraid to see the

portress ; she had an absurd idea that the

coarse, shrewd woman would guess from

her pale face that she was almost penni

less, and she knew well, that to be

penniless was, in Madame Bonassieu s

eyes, the worst of crimes.

Everything was quiet in the little entry,

and she slipped in swiftly and noiselessly.

She longed to shut herself in her poor
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room, as some hunted animal seeks its

hole. The six stories were hard to mount

thus rapidly, and she felt that she was

in reality very weak ; she went on, however,

as though she had been pursued. Once in

the passage leading to her room, she felt

safe, and, quite out of breath, she dragged

herself along wearily. The door of the

attic next to hers was open ; it was

that of the old man, whom the portress

despised because he had no friends, and be

cause he only burned five francs worth of

wood in a whole winter. Mechanically, she

glanced in as she passed; then suddenly

she stopped, leaning against the wall for

support. The old man was seated facing

the open door; his head was against the

back of the chair, his lower jaw had fallen,

and the eyes stared, wide open, in glassy

immovability. Lil knew that he was dead ;

c 2
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she was horribly fascinated by those dead

eyes that fixed her own. She wanted to

scream, but she had no strength left to

utter a sound. Just then, one of the

servants of the house came towards her.

&quot; Well !

&quot;

exclaimed the young woman ;

&quot; what is the matter with the Anglaise ?&quot;

Lil pointed to the dead man; the girl

screamed lustily, and rushed downstairs,

calling for help. Then Lil slipped into

her own room, closing the door after her.

The servant, glad perhaps of the im

portance which such a piece of news gave

her, said nothing about Lil, so that she

was left undisturbed ; but the wall was so

thin that she heard everything that went

on. All Madame Bonassieu s comments ;

the doctor s verdict of sudden death from

natural causes ; the man of law who came

to &quot; constater le deces;
&quot;

the procession of
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curious idlers, who came to look at the

corpse. Then followed the search among

the poor belongings, for some clue to friends

or relations ; nothing of the sort was found.

&quot; The man had not so much as a rela

tive who might be made responsible even

for funeral expenses look ! just seven

francs in this drawer, Monsieur le Com-

missaire, you see. Oh ! I am too soft

hearted ! I should not have kept him, a

man whose very name one does not know

Monsieur Philippe that is no name !

Philippe what ? Philippe who ? Where

did he go every month for the pittance

which just sufficed to keep him alive ?

dear knows ! I followed him once, but he

saw me, I suppose, for he led me such

a tramp that it makes me quite hot when I

think of it. A charity funeral from my
door it is humiliating !&quot;
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By-and-by, some of the men took the

body to lay it on the bed for the night ; in

the morning, the coffin provided by the

proper authorities was to be brought.

Little by little the noise ceased; public

curiosity was appeased; Madame Bonassieu

finally locked the door with a sharp click,

and went away.

It was already dark when all noise

ceased, and Lil lit her candle. She had

sat quits still during the whole time,

fearing to move, lest her presence should

be discovered, and she should be ques

tioned.

There was some bread left from the

morning ; she tried to eat it, but she

found she could not, so she put it away

again and sat down, trying hard not to

think of the dead man who lay so near

to her,
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She tried to busy herself; she began look

ing over her small possessions, so as to see

what could be sold, in case she found no

means of earning money. There was not

much, her wardrobe was limited, and most

of the articles half-worn out, and she had

absolutely no trinkets. The survey was

altogether not encouraging ; there was,

however, a black silk dress which was still

tolerably fresh. All this did not take her

lono-, and once more she sat down and
o

stared at her flaring candle.

Time wore on. There were the usual

noises : people coming up to bed, servant-

girls chattering and laughing together;

all this was a little more subdued than

usual, for death inspires a certain awe

and respect, even in common natures.

Madame Bonassieu came up once, and Lil

looked nervously at her lock ; but the
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steps went past her room. She thought

she heard some noise in the one to her

right, but she was not sure. Gradually

silence was established ; night had come.

Generally, Lil was only too glad to

forget her miseries in sleep, but she could

not now make up her mind to go to bed.

She knew that by the disposition of the

furniture, the dead man lay close to the

thin partition against which stood her own

bed. She tried to remove it, but the

creaking of the old wooden frame

frightened her, and sent her trembling

back to her chair. The slightest noise

made her start ; she shuddered as she

listened to the moaning of the wind, to

the crackling night-noises of old timbers,

or furniture ; noises, which in the daytime

no one hears, and which at night are full

of fantastic terrors. She tried to reason
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with herself, but in vain; all the painful

excitements of the day had worked on her

nerves, and no amount of resolution on her

part could succeed in quieting them.

In her thoughts, which went and came

uncontrolled, her own position, her friend-

lessness, mingled with the story of the

man who lay dead close to her. It was

possible, then, to die in a city, in the midst

of a busy crowd, unknown ; to drop away

unmissed, without so much as an acquaint

ance to come and say,
&quot; This man was

called thus ; he once had a family, he was

once loved, there were hopes founded on

his future.&quot; To disappear from the face

of the earth, having for all lament, the

grumblings of a Madame Bonassieu who

found it humiliating to have a pauper s

funeral start from her door ! If she were

to die suddenly, would she also have a
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pauper s funeral ? There was no one to

come and claim her
; Martha might never

know of her fate. Then she found that

she was counting up the little money that

remained to her, wondering whether it

would suffice, with the sale of her clothes,

to pay for the cheapest sort of funeral.

In her morbid state of mind, the idea that

she might have to be thrown into the

paupers common grave, oppressed her

with a shrinking horror. Her pulses were

going rapidly, and the flame of her tallow

candle looked red to her blood-shot eyes.

Then she began once more to wonder who

and what this poor unknown wretch had

been. The mystery fascinated her ; there

had been nothing but what was very

common about this man ; she remembered

his shambling gait, the meek downward

bend of his grey head ; he had fought
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with ]ife and had been worsted, that was

all ! Perhaps there was some shame in the

past, which caused him to hide himself,

never even giving his real name. For

years past, probably, he had been waiting

for death in a dull expectancy, and now

death had come. She* saw him so vividly

at that moment, as she had seen him some

hours before, with his glassy eyes fixed on

hers, that she put her hand to her mouth

to repress a scream of terror.

The hours wore on in this way; the

candle was almost burned to the socket;

she remembered with a start that she had

no other. The thought of remaining in

the dark made her tremble violently. Oh,

if she could only speak to some living

being, if she were not quite alone, a

desolate creature, forgotten, in the soli

tude of a strange city ! Why had she
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ever left Martha ? A great yearning towards

that sister, that one being who loved her,

seized upon the unhappy girl; the tears

which she had kept back all this time,

now fell abundantly; sobs which she did

her best to stifle, shook her. Through

her tears, she saw the burnt out candle

flicker no ! no ! she could not remain in

the dark ! she was afraid of the dead

man, she was mortally afraid of him ! her

blood coursed madly in her veins; she

was losing all self-control, a little more

and she would have screamed aloud as

it was, the hysterical sobs grew louder

and louder.

Then, suddenly she heard knocking on

the wall; she sprang to her feet with a

cry.

&quot;.&quot;What is the matter?&quot; called out a

voice.
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There was nothing supernatural in this

voice ; it came from the room which, since

LiPs arrival, had been tenantless ; she went

up to the wall, and as the question was

repeated, she answered through her sobs,

&quot; I am afraid I am so much afraid ! and

my light is going out.&quot;

&quot;

Is that all ? just wait a moment !

&quot;

Presently Lil heard a fumbling at her

door, she opened it, and a young woman

in a night-dress, and a shawl thrown about

her, entered carrying a light.

Mademoiselle Finette, of the Porte St.

Martin for it was she was not exactly a

pretty person; she had rather indifferent

features, and a doubtful complexion, but

her eyes were bright, and there was an

expression of good-nature in her mobile

countenance. She looked about her

curiously, with that quick glance peculiar
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to those accustomed to see all sorts of

people, and to judge them by exterior cir

cumstances. Mademoiselle Finette was

not often astonished, but there was some

thing in Lil s appearance which puzzled her.

&quot; You are good to come to me,&quot; said the

frightened girl, going up close to her new

protectress.

&quot; Good ? I do not know you woke me,

and I was curious to see why you were

crying. What frightened you ?

Lil did not answer, but looked uneasily

towards the room to her left.

&quot;

Oh, it s poor Pere Philippe ! well, he

certainly never frightened any one before.

If ever he had a wife, I am sure she

beat him, You actually look ill
; what a

child it is ! Why, I thought you English

eat too much underdone beef to have

nerves.&quot;
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&quot;If it were only daytime!&quot; Lil said,

trying hard to keep back her tears, and to

look brave.

&quot; But it will not be daytime for two or

three hours to come yet ; meanwhile, you

cannot stay here, or you would go into

convulsions or something of the kind.

You must come into my room ; I have had

a good sleep already, and you can have my
bed.&quot;

But this Lil would not hear of; she

begged to be allowed to pass the rest of

the night on a chair in Mademoiselle

Finette s room.

&quot;

Nonsense!&quot; said that energetic young

woman. &quot; You will be overcome with

fatigue as soon as you have recovered from

your fright ; you need sleep. Come ! help

me;&quot; and she began pulling the bed to

pieces. In a few minutes the mattress
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was on the floor in her room, and a bed

improvised. Half an hour later, Lil, worn

out in mind and body, slept profoundly;

and everything fell once more into the

night silence.



CHAPTER III.

MADEMOISELLE FINETTE.

IT was late when Lil awoke ; she looked

about her, unable at first to understand

where she was. Mademoiselle Finette

laughed aloud at her astonishment : this

young person was examining LiPs clothes

with great attention and evident appro

bation, and was in no way disconcerted at

being caught in the act.

&quot; You must be a real lady, you ! Where

did you get these things made?&quot;

&quot;At home in America.&quot;

&quot;Bah! what is it like, America? Do

VOL. TII. D
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you live in real houses, and are there

omnibuses in the streets ? Here ! put on

your clothes ;
I have to go out presently,

and I have loads of questions to ask

you.&quot;

Lil obeyed ; and, in very truth, Finette s

questions were poured out incessantly;

but she did not often wait for the answer.

&quot;How on earth did you come to fall in

Mere Bonassieu s clutches ? That room is

no place for you ! have you no friends ?

You are not an actress pray, what are

you?&quot;

Lil, in as few words as possible told her

story, omitting many details. Her voice

trembled when she told of the robbery in

the omnibus ; she showed the slit in her

overskirt as proof of what she was saying.

&quot;It is just like a
story,&quot;

exclaimed

Finette, who was greatly enjoying herself;
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&quot;

only, you know, there are many people

who would not believe a word of it.&quot;

&quot; Do not
you?&quot;

asked Lil distressed.

&quot; I ? yes, of course I do ! But I read

faces, and your s is not a lying one. But

tell me you have plenty of your country-

people here in Paris ; people whom you

must know, why did you not go to them,

instead of hiding yourself in such a hole as

this?&quot;

&quot; Because
&quot;

then Lil stopped short and

blushed.

&quot; Well ! because of what ?&quot;

&quot; Because they all think that I was sent

away on account of a grave fault.&quot;

&quot; Ah ! we are coming to it at last !

There is a man in the case, of course. I

knew there must be ; your story was like

soup without salt.&quot; Then, as Lil did not

speak, she exclaimed,
&quot; Out with it 1 you

D 2



36 STORM-DRIVEN.

can say anytiling before me, you know I m
no c

begueule.
5&amp;gt;:

&quot; I do not understand.&quot;

&quot; I do not consider Mo sieur le Maire as

an indispensable personage.&quot; Then, as

she saw Lil look more and more puzzled,

she burst into a hearty laugh,
&quot;

Come, you

had better confide in me ; I will give you

plenty of good advice, since I have not

much beside to offer
you.&quot;

&quot; There was a gentleman who, when I

was rich, seemed to care for me ; we met

again here, and in secret he continued his

attentions to me.&quot;

&quot;

Naturally.&quot;

&quot; He tried to persuade me to marry him

clandestinely.&quot;

&quot; And your fine lady disapproved of the

love-making? she must be very stiff-

necked ! Is he still in Paris ?&quot;
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&quot; I believe so.&quot;

&quot; Then it is his bounden duty to provide

for
you.&quot;

&quot; I would rather starve than eat a morsel

of his bread ! If if ever I cared for him,

that is past now, entirely past ; all I ask is

never to see him again. But let us speak

of other things ; tell me how I can find a

little work, enough to keep me alive, until

I can get news from home.&quot;

&quot;Work! To tell the truth, I do not

know much about such things ; but, tush !

a pretty girl like you need never

starve !&quot;

&quot; I do not see that good looks ever help

one to get along in the world ; it would be

more to the purpose if I knew how to sew

exquisitely.&quot;

Mademoiselle Finette looked curiously

at Lil ; then, suddenly a thing which had
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not happened to her for ten years she

blushed.

&quot;

Come,
5

she said, getting up briskly,

&quot; I am hungry ; are you not ? You finish

dressing, and I shall be back in no time,

with our provisions. 1 have money enough

for that at least. I invite you to dejeuner,

mademoiselle,
5

she said with mock gravity ;

and before Lil could answer, she had

danced out of the room.

Lil could not help wondering at her own

mad terror of the night before, as she put

her room to rights and let in the mid-day

sun. The desolation of her situation

seemed less absolute now ; after all, Martha

might be able to send the money at once,

this was indeed very likely ; then all her

fears would prove vain. Madame Bonas-

sieu was in poor M. Philippe s vacant

room. The funeral had taken place
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already ; and she was sweeping and dust

ing with the energy of a proprietor eager

for a new tenant. Presently she knocked

at Lil s door, and asked with suspicion

in her voice for the week s rent. She was

mollified when Lil, with nervous haste,

handed her the sum.

There remained but little after that.

&quot; So it seems you were frightened, last

night ?&quot; said the woman who, being paid,

was inclined to be loquacious.

&quot;Yes,&quot;
confessed Lil meekly.

&quot;Mademoiselle Finette has quite taken

you under her protection; a very witch,

that Finette ! she owes me for two months

rent; and, will you believe it ? I cannot

find the heart even to remind her of it. She

says she will get us into the theatre this

evening : one of the box-openers is her

friend. Celeste adores Mademoiselle
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Finette. But what a scatter-brain it is !

no order no order whatever ; she is always

getting into trouble ; and then she is forced

to come back to her refuge, to la mere

Bonassieu.
5

Lil wondered why her new friend

should be always in trouble. She knew

in a vague way that the world to which

she belonged was not usually a world of

very strict morals ; but in her eyes, want

of morality was a thing so hideous, that

good-nature and kindliness could not by

any possibility go hand-in-hand with it;

and Mademoiselle Finette had proved her

self quite capable of compassion.

She had not much leisure for these re

jections, for the young
&quot;

figurante
&quot;

re

turned, carrying a loaf, two artichokes

ready cooked, and a paper of shrimps.
&quot; If that is not a feast, I don t know
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what is ! I adore artichokes with plenty

of vinegar in the sauce ! I stole a little

oil and vinegar from the &quot;

vieille,&quot; she will

never guess it ; and I have a bottle of wine

still in the closet.&quot;

&quot; You are very good ; why should you

give me part of your meal ? I am nothing

to
you.&quot;

To tell the truth, Lil was

horribly hungry, and in spite of her pro

test, she eyed the preparations with great

interest.

&quot; Tush ! you shall invite me to dinner

if you like, and then we shall be quits.

No doubt you will find some work before

evening ; if not we will sell something,

and live on bread and onions till better

times. What of that ? I have seen many
a tighter squeeze than this. I prefer

chickens stuffed with truffles to boiled

beef ; but one can live on boiled beef never-



42 STORM-DRIVEN.

theless, and even on dry bread, for the

matter of that.&quot;

&quot; Do you earn much at the theatre ?
&quot;

&quot; Bless you, no ; it s not worth speak

ing of.&quot;

&quot; Then I could not earn my living in

that
way?&quot; asked Lil rather timidly;

she had acted in private theatricals with

success.

&quot; You ? Oh, dear no ! that is not work

for you; you must try and find some

sewing to do, or something of the sort.&quot;

&quot; How did you come to be an actress ?
&quot;

&quot;I? Oh! that s very different. My
mother was figurante too, when she was

young, and she was ouvreuse before she

died. I was born in that world and have

lived always in it; it never struck me

that I could ever belong to any other ;

and in very fact, you know, I could not ;
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the other worlds would have nothing to

say to me ! I don t complain, mind ; it

must be a horrible bore to be servant,

or laundress, or anything of the sort. I

suppose when I grow old I shall be

c

ouvreuse, like my mother, or keep a

second-hand shop and rob other young

women, as I am robbed when I am forced

to sell. Perhaps I shall die at the hospital

before that, however,&quot; and she shuddered

a little.
&quot; But how stupid to think of

such things ! here, drink a little wine,

water is bad for the stomach.&quot;

Finette talked on in her rapid, jerky

way ; so rapidly indeed that sometimes Lil

barely understood her ; but with all her

apparent recklessness, she forbore with in

stinctive delicacy to use any expressions

which might in any way shock the young

stranger. As to the details of her own
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affairs also, she was very reticent. All

was not bad in Mademoiselle Finette.

&quot; Could you not go with, me,&quot; said

Lil to her new friend, who after frizzing

and puffing out her hair in a wonderful

way, was buttoning a pair of very high-

heeled boots,
&quot; and help me to find some

work? People may mistrust me if I, a

foreigner, am alone.&quot;

&quot;

They would mistrust you much more,

if I were with you, my child,&quot; laughed

Mademoiselle Finette; &quot;think of what a

recommendation mine would be ! I who

every evening delight the public, dressed

in a few feathers or in a little
gauze.&quot;

&quot; But one does not carry one s profession

written on one s face.&quot;

&quot; No ; not exactly on one s face, but a

little everywhere,&quot; said the &quot;

figurante,&quot; as

she looked at herself with a certain appro-
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bation; she was dainty-looking enough,

without being really pretty, but she was

much too showily and cheaply dressed.

Lil did not press her request.

There was a foretaste of spring in the

air, that afternoon ; all Paris was out of

doors, the fine weather seemed to give life

and joy to all, almost every woman looked

pretty, almost every child was laughing;

everywhere there was hope, everywhere,

except among the miserable poor, among

the old women crouching in doorways,

holding out a poor assortment of tapes and

needles in their trembling hands ; among

the blind, the misshapen, to whom all

seasons are alike, seasons of hopelessness.

But the busy crowd had no time to think

of these ; it hurried along the broad, sun-

flooded streets and avenues, rejoicing in

the tall white houses, the magnificent plate-
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glass shop windows, where dazzling jewels,

beautiful silks and velvets of contrasting

colours, or ribbons and laces, or eccentric

costumes on lay-figures, caught the eye

and forced many a pretty woman to slacken

her pace, or to stop altogether. Lil was

hurried on with the others ; she had reached

the fashionable part of the bright city;

the broad sidewalks, with their fine trees,

alternating with benches and newspaper

stalls, were crowded, and she felt alone in

the crowd. Her purpose of seeking work

seemed more impossible of realization than

ever ; who would ever find time to attend

to her ? She met several old acquaintances,

and they pretended not to see her; she

felt chilled, and her heart failed her. As

she caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror,

she fancied she saw all her miseries in

her outward appearance ; there was an
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anxious, hunted look in her face, a shrunken

air about her dress on which the rain of

many days had fallen. Who would trust

her, unprotected and unrecommended as

she was ? Yet she must try. She passed

a fine large establishment, where a whole

dainty
&quot;

trousseau&quot; was displayed ; among

the laces and embroideries, she made out the

initials those of a bride doubtless they

happened to be her own. She wondered

whether the rich girl for whom all those

pretty things were intended, was happy ;

whether the marriage she was about to make

was a love-match, or whether it was an

arranged affair ; whether she was pretty and

young. She would never guess that another

girl, of her own age most likely, had stood

looking at her &quot; trousseau
;&quot;

a girl who had

seemed once destined to be happy, and

who now had a few little silver pieces
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between herself and starvation. Lil

shuddered; she would not attempt to go

in there and ask for work. Yet time was

going on ; she must gather up her courage,

for it would not do to go back to her poor

room without at least having made an

attempt. She stopped before another
&quot;

magasin de blanc
&quot;

in a quieter street,

and without giving herself time to reflect

as to what she should say, went in.

There were several customers at the

different counters, and at first no one

attended to her. At last a young woman

came forward, and politely desired to

know what &quot;

madame&quot; wished to look at.

&quot;May
I see the mistress of the estab

lishment?&quot; Lil asked, unable to keep her

voice from trembling.

The young person stared at her a

moment, then went up to a stout middle-
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aged woman, carefully dressed, and who

was talking to a lady. Lil was told to

sit down a moment, and that she should

be attended to presently.

&quot;What can I do for
you?&quot;

said the

stout lady, when she had finished her

gossip with her customer. Lil looked at

the woman, and saw thai she seemed

shrewd but not ill-natured. She had not

meant to speak about herself, but simply

to ask for work; but on the impulse of

the moment she said in a low voice,

&quot;Madame, I am a stranger. I have

been left alone in Paris through a dreadful

mistake; I was robbed of my money; I

can get none from home for two or three

weeks, and if I cannot find some work, I

must starve. Give me some, pay me just

enough to enable me to buy bread ; that

is all I ask.&quot;

VOL. in. E
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&quot; What recommendation can you give ?&quot;

&quot; None. I know no one here to whom

I could apply.
&quot;

&quot; That is strange. You are English ?&quot;

&quot; I am American.&quot;

&quot; Oh ! I have many of your country,

women among my customers. You seem

to belong to the same class as
they,&quot;

and

she looked at the young girl searchingly.

&quot;What is your name ? I might write to

some of these ladies about
you.&quot;

&quot; That would be useless,&quot; said Lil,

blushing deeply as she remembered the

little scene at the banker s, and the marked

avoidance of the people she had met in

the street.

&quot; I am sorry ; I have a weakness for

Americans, but you understand that I

cannot employ a person about whom I

know nothing, and pardon me ! whose
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story does not appear to me quite com

plete. If you knew how many applica

tions of the kind I have almost daily !

&quot;

&quot;

Try me. I will work for almost

nothing,&quot;
said poor Lil, trying hard to

keep back the tears that filled her

eyes.

&quot; I have no place here for you, and

how can I trust my delicate materials out

of the house ? Besides, I do not know

what you can do ; you might spoil what

I gave you. Things cannot be arranged

in this off-hand, unbusiness-like manner.

With a new hand this is what I do : I

place her with one of my experienced

workwomen as apprentice for a month

at least ; at first she generally works for

nothing, then little by little, according to

her capacity, she is paid. You must

understand that what you ask is im-

E 2
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possible.&quot; She was not unkind
; she

was even sorry, but no entreaties on

Lil s part could change her determina

tion.

After this, Lil went into every estab

lishment of the sort which she could find ;

the same answer awaited her everywhere,

varying only in form ; sometimes, however

she was dismissed at the first word, with

the excuse that there were more workers

than were needed.

Towards evening she went back to the

house, utterly disheartened, yet almost too

much worn out fully to realize the hope

lessness of her position. The portress

stopped her to say that she was not to

expect Mademoiselle Finette, as she had

gone to spend the night with one of

her fellow-actresses, who was going to

&quot;

pendre la cremaillere.&quot; What that
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meant Lil had not the slightest idea ; but

she understood, at any rate, that her

new neighbour would not be back till the

next day.



54

CHAPTER IV.

AN OUTCAST.

IN the midst of her desolate loneliness, Lil

longed greatly for some news from home.

A letter from Martha at this time would

have given her new life and courage ; she

had had none since the one in which her

sister told her of her change of position, of

her meeting with her old admirer. During

the long dull hours when she could take

her thoughts away from her own miseries,

Lil would picture to herself all Martha s

doings, her brisk activity, her cheer

fulness; then she would wonder what sort
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of a man Mr. Kirkland really was, and

naturally she arranged a little romance for

Martha ending, as all romances should,

with orange-blossoms and marriage bells.

But these were but imaginings, she knew

nothing of what was going on, she was

cut off from all living interests, she was a

creature put aside and forgotten. At last,

the longing for news became so imperative,

that in spite of the resolution she had

taken, never again to venture where she

was likely to meet Americans, she deter

mined to go once more to the bank. It is

true, she had received the promise that

any letters for her should be sent to the

address she had given ; but bankers

clerks are often negligent, especially with

regard to poor nobodies like herself; so,

choosing an early hour, when she was

not likely to meet many people, she once
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more swung back the baize door, and went

quickly up to the young man who had

already attended to her.

No, there was no letter for her ; yet he

did remember that one or two, by mistake,

being directed to the care of Mrs. Cox,

had been sent on with that lady s

correspondence. They had no news yet

from Mrs. Cox ; all her letters had been

sent to the banker in Florence. Of course

any others which might arrive for Miss

Temple, should be put aside for her. Lil

turned away, a dull disappointment

weighing on her heart. At that moment,

she saw a lady who had come in just after

her ; she was an American, who had lived

in Paris for many years. Lil had known

her, and had rather liked her ; she was a

sensible woman, and much esteemed in the

American circle. She saw Lil, changed
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colour a little, but bowed as she passed

on. Lil stood undecided a moment, then

she went up quickly to the lady and said,

&quot; Mrs. Paige, will you allow me to say a

few words to you ? I shall not keep you

long.&quot; :

Mrs. Paige involuntarily glanced about

her, then, as though ashamed of her hesi

tation, she said with grave politeness,

&quot;

Certainly, Miss Temple,&quot;
and led the

way to a corner of the office, away from

the clerks and the groups of people

straggling in. When Lil attempted to

speak, she found great difficulty in doing

so ; there was a choking sensation in her

throat. Mrs. Paige waited patiently, but

did not offer to help her.

&quot; I am very desolate !&quot; Lil at last said.

&quot; I have been left alone here without

friends, without
money.&quot;
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&quot;I bog your pardon, Miss Temple ; but

Mrs. Cox, who wrote to me on the subject,

explaining her reasons for for dismissing

you, assured me that she had left you

amply supplied with money.
&quot;

Lil told her of the theft in the omnibus,

but she saw that she was not listened to

with any sympathy ; she grew more and

more embarrassed, so much so indeed that

Mrs. Paige s evident incredulity was justi

fied. At last the young girl exclaimed,

changing her tone,

&quot; But you do not believe me, and you

think me guilty of a fault of which, God

knows ! I am innocent. All that I

am telling you, seems like an arranged

story.&quot;

&quot; You may be innocent of that first

fault ; but you must own that circum

stances are strangely against you,&quot;
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&quot;

Yet, believe me, pray believe me,

when I tell you that I am in reality

innocent/*

&quot; At any rate, you were most imprudent

in allowing a man of Mr. Ward s known

character to pay his court to you. But let

me know what I can do for you ; I have

not much time to
spare.&quot;

&quot;

Help me to find some work, which

will keep me from starving till I can get

money from America ; with your recom

mendation I could, I think, find some

sewing to do.&quot;

&quot; How can I recommend you ? besides, I

am told that you have taken a room in a

place where no honest young woman

should
lodge.&quot;

&quot; I did not know ; how should I ?&quot;

Mrs. Paige reflected a moment, then she

said,
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&quot; I am very sorry, Miss Temple, but I

cannot do what you wish. Your story,

unfortunately, is too well known ; it is

impossible for me, in my position, to intro

duce into any house or establishment, a

young person of doubtful antecedents.&quot;

&quot; And even if I were
guilty,&quot;

said Lil

in a low, trembling voice,
&quot; what sort of

Christian charity is this which would bar

the road to honest work ? I do not ask to

be introduced into your family, or into any

other, where there are girls not more

guiltless than I am ; all I ask is a little

help to enable me to sew for the shops,

and that help you refuse me, you, who are

naturally good.&quot;

&quot; There are many women who apply to me

as you are doing, and who h&ve nothing in

their past which tells against them; I must

give the preference to these
;&quot;

and with a
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slight bend of the head Mrs. Paige turned

away, but she came back almost imme

diately holding a gold-piece in her hand.

&quot; I am not rich, but if this can help you,

you are welcome to it.&quot;

Lil glanced at the money, she knew that

with it she could live several days ; but

she was too much wounded and hurt to

see the real kindness which prompted the

act. She drew herself up, blushing

deeply,

&quot; Thank
you,&quot;

she said,
&quot; I cannot

accept alms;&quot; and she turned away.

So, all doors were closed against her,

ruthlessly ; she was an outcast : a great

bitterness filled the poor girl s heart. She

was very ignorant of evil, but not so much

so as not to understand the full meaning

of Mrs. Paige s words. Her reputation

was tainted, she was classed among those
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women whom one avoids seeing, or speak

ing about; yet she had done no wrong.

And he ? Leigh Ward, who to amuse his

idleness had compromised her he, who

knew what he was doing, would he also be

treated with like severity ? Would even

Mrs. Paige, who was a good woman,

would she close her doors on him ? She

had known what he really was, for she had

spoken of him as of a man whose want of

principles was a known thing, yet she had

received him at her house ; Lil herself had

seen him dancing with her daughters.

This was the world s justice; it was a

convenient weapon made to strike down

the weak, and to respect the strong. She

did not understand it all ; she was weary,

ready to give up the unequal struggle.

Even the thought of returning to her

sister frightened her now ; the story of her
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disgrace would inevitably precede her, and

ought she to inflict the humiliations which

would be sure to follow, on Martha ? She

wished she could die she who was so

useless on earth, she, whose life was a

failure.

Aimlessly and hopelessly she wandered

here and there ; the streets were as

crowded as usual, she was pushed and

hurried on with the rest. Thousands and

thousands of human beings swarmed in

this bright and beautiful city, and of all

these, there was not one to whom she could

apply for help or comfort.

At last she grew faint with fatigue and

hunger ; she had taken but a little bread

in the morning, and though for a long

time mental misery kept her from feeling

hunger, her healthy young constitution

asserted its rights, and she longed for



STORM-DRIVEN.

some food. She smiled a little bitterly,

when she found that all her sorrows, all

her anger against society, all her contempt

for Leigh Ward, all the wonder she felt at

having once loved him, all the troubled

thoughts which these different feelings had

engendered, were forgotten in the con

templation of some little loaves in a

baker s shop. Her funds were very low

indeed; she must try and sell something.

Often during these past days she had

looked in at certain shops where second

hand articles, articles of every descrip

tion from bronzes to half-worn satin slippers

were displayed for sale. She carried a

little grey muff of no great value certainly,

but fresh and neat ; this should be the first

object sacrificed.

Lil hesitated some time, looking in at the

window of one of these establishments. She
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feared that she might in some waybe treated

like a sort of genteel beggar. She stood

there apparently examining some cheap

jewellery displayed in blue velvet cases, as

though the glitter of the stones fascinated

her. At last she went in : a stout, un

pleasant-looking woman, dressed with no

small pretensions to elegance, sat at the

counter ; she greeted Lil with an oily

smile, seeing in her a customer.

&quot; You want to know the price of that

bracelet, madame ; I saw you examining it

with great care, such a bargain ! I got it

from an actress in distress, and I will let

you have it at a ridiculously low price ; the

stones are real warranted, you know !

&quot;

and she held out the trinket so as to show

it to the best advantage, talking so rapidly

all the time, that Lil could not at first

make her understand what she really

VOL. m. F
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wanted ; finally she said more decidedly,
&quot;

JN
T
o, you are mistaken ; I have not come

to buy anything; but I understand that

you purchase second-hand articles. What

will you give me for this muff ? It is

almost new.&quot;

&quot;

Oh, is that it ? As to muffs, ma belle,
5

I have more than I know what to do with.

Winter is nearly over, and no one buys furs

now.&quot;

&quot;You will not take it?&quot; asked Lil,

greatly disappointed.

Not I !

&quot;

At that moment a well-dressed man, who

had entered just after Lil who indeed had

followed her, coughed, and made a sign to

to the woman, whose tone immediately

changed.
&quot; That is we shall see ; perhaps,

after all, we may come to terms. Sit down

a moment, this gentleman wants to see my
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bronzes, lie has already been to cheapen

them more than once,&quot; and she bustled off

to her new customer. Lil sat down pa

tiently ; she was becoming accustomed to

be treated without much consideration.

Mechanically she looked out towards the

street, then started back nervously. Looking

in, probably attracted by a small picture

half-hidden among the laces and old fans,

was John Bruce ; there, close to her, was

relief from all her miseries. John was a

friend, he would take care of her and let

her want for nothing ; she could trust her

self to him, he was honour itself. She half

rose, then sank down again, hiding her

face in her hands. He also had doubtless

heard the story which, as Mrs. Paige had

told her, was known to all ; this was hard to

bear ! he had never said a word of love to

her, it is true, but she guessed that he had

p 2
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once cared for her, that he had dreamed

of making her his wife ; even in the days

of her folly, she had been grateful for that

silent, respectful affection, and now, the

thought that she had fallen in his esteem

was insupportable. When she looked up,

he was just turning away, she watched him

go ; it was all over, she would not know

where to find him even if, in the extremity

of her distress, she should wish to do so.

She was so absorbed in her thoughts, that

she had almost forgotten w^here she was,

when the mistress of the establishment

came back, smiling blandly.

&quot; Ma petite dame,&quot; she said with odious

familiarity, &quot;it is true that this is not the

season to buy such articles, and you know

that, after all, business is business ; but I

am glad to be able to serve you indirectly :

monsieur here is in search of just such a
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muff as a present to a little cousin of

his ; he will buy it if you like, he offers

you forty francs you had better accept,

it is a good price.&quot;

Forty francs was more than the muff had

cost originally; Lil looked up astonished,

then in the well-dressed person, who now

stood near her by the counter, she recog

nized the man who had once so fright

ened her by accosting her in the

street.

&quot;

Ob, no ! no !

&quot;

she exclaimed, grow

ing pale with fear ; and, snatching up

her muff, she almost ran out of the

shop.

Several times she turned round, still

trembling, but she was not followed this

time, and gradually her nervous fright

subsided
;
before going into the next pawn

broker s shop, she looked carefully up and
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down the street. Here, after much voluble

talking on the part of the woman at the

counter, she obtained thirty sous for the

little muff.
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CHAPTER V.

BEHIND THE SCENES.

WHAT was as hard to bear as the privations,

as the constantly-increasing fear of finding

the last poor resources fail, was the weari

ness of the long days ; the misery of having

nothing to do. The weather changed once

more ; it became cold, and the rain poured

down so unceasingly that accounts of inun

dations filled the papers. It was impos

sible to go out at all, and poor Lil would

sit in a sort of dull apathy for hours toge

ther. Her thoughts obstinately went back

to the past ; she constantly saw herself, a
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bright, happy girl surrounded and petted,

and then shuddering, she would look round

the bare walls of her poor room. At other

times she would start, fancying she heard

Leigh Ward s voice
;
then patiently, scene

by scene, she would go over the story of

her passion for him; the feeling she had

experienced for him was so entirely gone,

that she thought of these things with a

sort of calm that astonished herself; she

wondered whether she had indeed ever

loved him; she wondered what in reality

love might be ? whether life could offer no

higher sentiment than this uneasy, stormy,

unsatisfactory sort of attraction. She tried

to analyze her own heart, patiently dissect

ing it, and deriving no comfort whatever

from the operation. Her story seemed to

her but an episode a sad and tormenting

episode. Her life s happiness had been
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wrecked, and there was none of the gran

deur of tragedy about this wreck. Then

she remembered many other such unfinished

stories which she had almost forgotten ;

stories of girls she had known in society ;

in those days she had said to herself,
&quot; With

me it will be different.&quot; But it had not

been different.

She had been attracted by Leigh Ward,

as very likely she would have been attracted

by any man as good-looking as Leigh, and

blessed withavoice aslow and musical as his,

whom at that time she might have chanced

to find on her way. It was because she was

young and full of life that she had fallen in

love, not because Leigh Ward was worthy

of affection. Then again she would fall to

wondering whether that was all, whether

there was not yet something in life beside

what she had found, a love built on mutual
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esteem, which would endure through all

phases of life; which would not break and

disappear like the pretty tinted bubbles

which children blow into the air.

Usually, when she arrived at this point of

her reverie, the tears would fall slowly from

her eyes. To her, this other, better love

was now, of course, an impossibility; she

had so wasted her chances of happiness,

she had so fallen through weakness rather

than through any real fault that what

seemed to be the rightful lot of others, was

no longer possible to her. She was a girl

about whom people said wicked and unjust

things ; she lived among low people, in a

place which it appeared was ill-famed; the

only kindness she had received was from

an actress; she felt humiliated by the

knowledge of evil which, little by little, was

forced upon her; something of that evil
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must cling to herself, and mournfully she

concluded that she could never again take

her place in the world to which she had

once belonged.

Then, sometimes, Lil would almost cease

to think; her brain would grow dull and

heavy, she would stare at the coloured

prints, or count the flowers on the wall

paper, until a sudden fear of madness would

make her start from her benumbed apathy.

She had heard that solitary confinement

usually did result in madness ; and what

wras hers but solitary confinement ?

Occasionally, Mademoiselle Finette

would burst in upon her, and these were

bright moments for the poor lonely girl;

she never thought it necessary to shrink

virtuously from Finette
J

s side, only she

was grateful for the delicacy which kept

the &quot;

figurante
&quot;

from speaking much about
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herself, or her doings. They did not, how-

ever, see very much of each other.

Usually, Finette came back very late, and

was always in a hurry to leave her poor

room ; often, too, she did not come back at

all : she had many friends in her own

sphere, and these would, good-naturedly,

offer her food and an occasional night s

lodging, knowing her to be, as she

expressed it,
&quot; dans la debine.&quot;

&quot; B-r-r-r ! how cold it is here!&quot;

exclaimed that young woman, coming in

late one afternoon.

&quot;

Yes,&quot; answered Lil, with that sort of

dull patience which continued suffering

gives ;

&quot;

it is the cold which I find hardest

to bear that and the loneliness.&quot;

Finette stopped in the brisk walking up
and down by which she was trying to warm

herself, and looked at Lil attentively.
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&quot; Do you think it is right to let oneself

die of hunger, and cold, and loneliness ?

You people who have religion say that

suicide is a crime, do you not look upon

this as a sort of suicide?&quot;

&quot;I do not think I shall die of
it,&quot;

answered Lil, in the same patient way,
&quot; I

am young and strong enough ;
it takes a

great deal to kill a girl like me.&quot;

&quot; But it is infamous ! . .&quot;

&quot; What is infamous ?&quot;

&quot; To have left you alone in such a place

as Paris, to float or sink as the case might

be ! I never was taught much about right

or wrong, but if I had to judge your fine

lady, I would condemn her without form

of trial ! What was she thinking about ?

You know nothing of life, you poor

innocent ! I saw that from the first, but

she must have understood what she was
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doing. Leave a girl to starve, or

why ! a downright murder would be less

wicked!&quot; and Finette grew red with

generous indigation.
&quot; How long will it

be before you can receive . help from your

people?&quot;

&quot;

It may be yet ten
days.&quot;

&quot;And you have sold almost everything

they cheat you abominably, you poor

child !&quot;

&quot;Almost everything; I had another

week s rent to pay the other day. But I

still have my black silk dress ; that ought to

bring enough to keep me alive.&quot;

&quot; You must let me sell it for you. La

Mere Bonassieu is furious ; she vows she

will not let you sell another article, for she

must have something left to answer for her

precious rent ; the gentle Celeste has been

instructed to watch you. As to me, I have
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scarcely anything left. But, bah ! the luck

must turn before long. While we wait for

it, let us dine together, you have bread, and

I have a little cold boiled beef; it is frugal,

but then frugality keeps one from growing

stout; then afterdinnerl shall take you with

me to the theatre. It will amuse you, and

at any rate you will be warm ; it is dread

ful to shiver all the time. By the way,

more
&quot;figurantes&quot; are wanted at the

theatre, some of the best-looking have gone

off; shall I get you in ?
&quot;

&quot; I know nothing about acting or

dancing,&quot; stammered Lil, blushing.

&quot;As to that, my dear, neither one nor the

other would be expected of you ; with two

hours training you would know your busi

ness it is not difficult. The principal thing

is to be good-looking and well-made. You

are above the average in both
respects.&quot;
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&quot;What should I be
paid?&quot;

&quot; Not much, certainly ; my pay, as you

perceive, just enables me to buy a little cold

meat. At any rate you shall go and see

for yourself; you need a little change of

ideas.&quot;

Lil glanced around her bare, cold room ;

everything in it, from the dreadful prints

to the limp curtains, spoke to her of her

misery and loneliness. The temptation of

warmth, of lights, of a glittering spectacle,

was too strong for her ; she yielded. Lil s

theatre-going had been chiefly confined to

the &quot; Theatre Frangais,&quot; or to the opera,

she had never seen a Feerie; she only

knew dimly that these exhibitions were got

up with extraordinary luxury and skill, but

that many proper people objected to them.

When they reached the theatre, it was

raining, and the light of numberless gas-jets
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was tremblingly reflected on the wet

pavement; people were hurrying in at

the open doors, carriages stopping to put

down their loads. Finette turned aside

from all this bustle and noise, and the two

girls went in by a low side-door, where

groups of chattering women were putting

down their dripping umbrellas, and shaking

the rain-drops from their skirts. Finette,

nodding to them, hurried on, followed

closely by Lil, to whom she gave instruc

tions, by no means superfluous, about steps

and abrupt turnings. The passages they

threaded were but half-lighted, by occa

sional flaring gas-lamps ; there was a damp

cellar-like feeling in the atmosphere, and

certainly nothing entrancing or fairy-like

to be seen anywhere. Suddenly they came

upon an open space, crowded with actors,

dancers, and machinists. Lil was be-

VOL. III. G
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wildered by the noise, the sudden blaze of

lights, the bustling to-and-fro; some of the

girls were already dressed, and their faces

coarsely painted ; but most still wore their

ordinary clothes, which contrasted oddly

with the silk tights and the glittering

gauzes of the danoers. In the midst of all

this confusion strode an authoritative-look

ing man, whom Lil took to be the director

himself, but who was merely, as she found

out afterwards, the ballet-master. Finette

went straight up to him, and said a few

words in a low voice.

&quot;

Very well ; bring her
up,&quot;

said he.

Finette made a sign to Lil, who had re

mained a little behind, and who, guessing

that her friend was proposing her as one of

the required
&quot;

figurantes,&quot; began to feel

exceedingly uneasy; the idea of showing

herself in a costume in any way resembling
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that of the very airily-a.ttired damsels

about her, filled her with dismay. How

ever, she approached and submitted with

what composure she could to the compre

hensive glance of the ballet-master.

&quot;

Humph ! she might do,&quot; then, as Lil

looked down in her embarrassment, he took

her by the chin to turn up her face to the

light, saying familiarly,
&quot; Let us have a look

at you, petite !&quot;

Lil uttered an indignant exclamation,

and started back in such evident terror,

that all those about her burst into a loud

laugh, in which the ballet-master joined.

&quot; You may go, my dear, we want no such

violets as you here,&quot; and he turned away

to call over the names of those who were

to figure in the first ballet.

&quot; Oh ! Finette, let me
go,&quot; pleaded Lil,

who longed for some corner in which to

G 2
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hide herself from the amused stare of the

men and women about her. Among the

latter, were some mere children of fourteen

or fifteen, who laughed as loud at her

blushes, as their elders.

A few young men, in evening dress,

haunters of the &quot;

coulisses,&quot; honoured her

with some facetious remarks, which greatly

excited the hilarity of the lookers on. At

last Finette took compassion on the young

girl, and hurried her away ; she wished to

leave the theatre altogether, but this she

was not permitted to do. As Finette did not

appear till the end of the first act, and had

therefore plenty of time to dress, she took

Lil to her friend the &quot;

ouvreuse,&quot; who wore

pink ribbons in her cap, who had been

pretty, and who now devoted herself to

the cloaks and overcoats of the third

gallery spectators. This worthy person
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found the young girl a back seat, and there

Finette left her, bidding her ask for her

behind the scenes, after the fall of the

curtain, as she would then require her help

for rapid changes of costume during the

second act.

Lil felt comparatively safe in her obscure

corner ; she was between two stout women

who took no notice whatever of her. She

had always been very fond of the theatre ;

there was even a fascination to her in the

evil smells of the place, in the hot heavy

atmosphere, in which rose an odour of

orange peel, mingling with that of escaped

gas.

The house was crowded, and certainly

she could not complain of cold. &quot;When the

curtain went up, she did her best to forget

all her miseries, and she nearly succeeded.

How, from the confusion she had witnessed



86 STORM-DRIVEN.

so short a time before, had that perfect

order been obtained ? how had those coarse

women suddenly been changed into these

graceful, beautiful houris ? The rough

side-scenes, of which she had caught a

glimpse, had become fairy-like palaces, and

wonderful gardens. She did not pay much

attention to what the actors said, but her

eyes were dazzled by the brilliant tableaux,

by the dancing, by the extraordinary effects

of light and colour. It seemed to her

more than ever, that she was destined

always to see the extremes of life, misery

and luxury, dreary want and the enchant

ment of all the splendours which can

dazzle the eye.

But when the act was finished, and that

in obedience to Finette s desire, and

directed by her good-natured friend the

&quot;

ouvreuse,&quot; she once more found her way
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behind the scenes, all her timidity returned;

she was stopped more than once, but when

she said that she was Mademoiselle Finette s

dresser, she was allowed to pass. At last

she saw Finette in her scanty play-dress,

and she noticed that one of the fashionable

young men was talking to her. Suddenly

she asked herself what Martha would think

if she could see her in such company, and

she grew more and more frightened ; then

she caught a glimpse of the ballet-master,

who familiarly beckoned to her. Turning

on her heel she fled, and never stopped till

she found herself once more in the street,

where the rain still pattered quietly on the

wet pavement.



88

CHAPTER VI.

NO HOPE.

MADAME Bonassieu and her gossips did not

know what to make of Lil ; she was to

them an anomaly, and each day the

curiosity she excited became more intense.

The wildest stories about her were circu

lated ; she was a great lady involved in

some shocking scandal, and hiding from

her family ; or she had committed a hor

rible crime, and some day or other she

was sure to be arrested. This last suppo

sition grew to be the favourite one ; she

was even followed in the streets, but as
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she did not seem to avoid the thorough

fares, and as she walked on quietly, with

out any of those furtive glances over the

shoulder properly belonging to persons

with uneasy consciences, the supposition

was combated by some with as much energy

as it was sustained by others.

Finette was closely questioned on more

than one occasion ; but Finette, with a

Parisian s love of mystifying, told a dozen

different stories to as many eager listeners,

and when these assembled to compare

notes, they were forced to recognize that

she had been making fun of them all.

The closest watching, however, could dis

cover nothing irregular in the young girl s

conduct ;
that she was almost penniless

was evident ; it was ascertained, through

much questioning of the baker, the milk

man, and the mistress of the cooked meat
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establishment, that each day her purchases

became less and less important. Thanks

to these tradespeople, Madame Bonassieu

knew to a penny what Lil spent for her

food. &quot;It is indecent to eat so
little,&quot;

exclaimed that virtuous matron, who her

self was blessed with a sturdy appetite ;

&quot; and she drinks nothing but water !&quot; this

last, to French people, is a sign of utter

destitution : the poorest workman finds

means to drink wine.

Once, when Lil was out, her landlady

by means of a double key entered her

poor room. Everything was clean and in

excellent order, that she was obliged to

confess; but, to her horror, when she

opened the trunk, which she did without

the least scruple, she found it almost

empty.
&quot; I was sure of

it,&quot; she exclaimed, as
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she told her friends what she had done ;

&quot; she goes out with a parcel, and comes

back empty-handed it all goes to the

pawnbroker s shop ; what is there now to

answer to me for her rent ? almost nothing !

there s a week owing already : just let me

catch her at it the sly creature !&quot;

It was true, almost everything had gone ;

she was so outrageously cheated at the

second-hand shops, that the money she

got barely sufficed to keep her alive.

Finette had told her of the&quot;Mont-de-Piete,&quot;

where she at least would not, on account

of her foreign accent, be cheated more

than others ; but to pawn anything there,

one must have a passport, or a landlord s

receipt, or some such paper to prove one s

identity, and Lil possessed nothing of the

kind. She was therefore quite at the

mercy of these harpies, who, as her want
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became more urgent, cheated her with

greater shamelessness. There remained

to her but one object of any value, and

that was the black silk dress of which she

had spoken to Finette; she had already

asked what she might get for such a dress,

and the sum proposed was so ridiculously

small that she had refused to accept it.

However, it became absolutely necessary

to pay her rent, so, with a sigh, she tied

up the dress one morning, and prepared

to leave the house.

Madame Bonassieu who could not always

be in the porter s lodge, having work to do

about the house had instructed Celeste to

keep a sharp look-out in her absence, even

while she practised her eternal steps ; the

sweet child therefore kept a vigilant watch,

greatly relishing her mission.

&quot;Maman! maman!&quot; she called out, as
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she sprang from the lodge and clung to

Lil, with imp-like gestures, digging her

sharp nails in the young girl s wrists. Lil

was thoroughly frightened at this unex

pected onslaught, and when Madame

Bonassieu rushed forward, she could but

iisten to her loud scolding in silence.

&quot; Ah ! that s the way you would rob an

honest woman ! I was too good to admit

you ; vagrants should be sent off pitilessly !

I want my money, do you hear? thero

^yas nothing in your room to answer to

me for the rent, but a dress, and here

she tore open the parcel,
&quot; and that you

were walking off with ;
it s robbery !

&quot;

&quot; I was going to sell it in order to pay

you,&quot;
said Lil, still trembling.

&quot; I dare say ! but I prefer to pay myself ;

you shan t have this back, till you give

me every sou you owe me.&quot;
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&quot; No ; you cannot do that it is all I have

to depend on I have nothing else left, and I

must buy food a little bread at least. You
could not be so wicked? You have no

right! . .&quot;

&quot; Have I not then ? we shall see ! Here,

Celeste, put this in the closet.&quot;

But, madarne listen ! in a few days,
at the latest, I shall receive money from

home.&quot;

&quot;

Very likely !

&quot;

exclaimed the woman,

talking louder and louder
;

&quot;

creatures like

you always have such stories by the bushel

goodness knows that if I were prudent,

I should make you leave my house at once !

how do I know whether you are not some

great criminal ? Suppose a judge were to

say to me,
&amp;lt; Ma me Bonassieu, how comes

it that you, who have a reputation to sus

tain, should admit into your house vagrants,
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women wlio have no name, or home, or

friends ? There never was a mystery about

a woman yet, that did not hide something

shameful it s lucky for you, I tell you,

that I am soft-hearted.&quot;

Lil would have protested yet a little,

but the loud talk of the portress had at

tracted several idlers, who all stared at

her with varying degrees of ill-will. She

was a foreigner she was of course in the

wrong ; she turned quickly away, leaving

the dress in Madame Bonassieu s possession.

There was not even Finette to apply to

now ; that young person had not made her

appearance since the evening when Lil had

been tempted to go with her to the theatre.

No desolate, shipwrecked, miserable

wretch, could have been more apparently

abandoned of God and man, than was Lil

at this time.
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The poor child, during these dreadful

weeks, did her best to turn for comfort

there, where we are all told to seek for it ;

but her prayers were barren and cold
; the

miserable apathy which had fallen on her,

crept even there. There was a sort of

hardness in her heart too ; she could not

yet bow down her head, it seemed to her

that the punishment was greater than her

fault, that it was more than she could bear,

and a sense of rebellion rose in her. Yet

this was only at times
; at others she would

remain long on her knees trying to pray ;

she would steal into churches and hide her

self in shadowy corners, and stay there for

hours. But there was something wrong
about her devotion, for no answer came to

her ; even in the churches she felt a crea

ture set aside, a pariah ; she had no penny to

give for her chair, and sometimes as she
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knelt in her obscure corner, the fine gold-

laced beadle would look at her contemp

tuously from his superb height, and she

would shrink timidly away. The thought

that in a great city like Paris, there must

be some English priests to whom she could

apply for help and comfort, crossed her

mind more than once, but she did not know

where to seek for them; and somehow,

foolishly, she shrank from applying to any

of the French priests she saw, she thought

they would not believe her story : no young

countrywoman of theirs could be in her

position and yet be believed innocent. And

so, she made no real effort to break through

the apathetic hopelessness which hemmed

her in on all sides.

At last a day came when Lil had literally

not a sou with which to buy herself a bit

of bread. The three weeks she had given

VOL. in. H
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to her sister as the limit of time during

which she could wait had just elapsed, and

nothing had come; she felt utterly hope

less, yet she suffered perhaps less mental

agony than she had done at first. She

was patient in a numb, pitiful way. Phy

sical weakness had much to do with this
;

she was beginning to feel the effect of

gradual starvation, she had occasional fits

of dizziness, and then long hours of partial

insensibility. The petty miseries of her

position took in her eyes more importance

than its real dangers : she grew cunning

and clever in her avoidance of Madame

Bonassieu, and ofher curious fellow-lodgers;

she would watch before venturing to pass

by the lodge, hiding in the obscurity of the

turning staircase, and then dart out, while

Celeste was out, and her mother busy at

work. But this did not always succeed,



NO HOPE. 99

the portress was possessed with the idea

that her young lodger was capable of sell

ing her own property, and once actually

searched her, as though there had been any

possibility of hiding a sheet, like a pocket-

handkerchief. It was only by stratagem

that Lil was able to carry out the last

articles of which she could dispose ; now,

there was nothing left, nothing but her

trunk, and that her tyrant would certainly

not permit her to sell.

Lil remained in her room the greater

part of that day on which she found herself

entirely destitute, but at last she grew very

restless
;

it seemed to her that she would

feel the gnawing pain less if she were out

of doors. Her landlady saw her as she

was on the point of slipping by, and stood

before her menacingly.

&quot;Are you going to pay me once for all?&quot;

H 2
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11
It seems to me that you have paid your

self,&quot; said Lil.

&quot; What I want is my money ; give me

that, and I will give you back your frippery

fast enough !

&quot;

&quot; I have no
money,&quot;

said poor Lil.

&quot; Then why don t you get some ?
&quot; and

she added some coarse, vile words which

made Lil cry out as though she had received

a blow.

&quot;

Well, my fine lady, I have but this to

say to you : bring me my money this even

ing, or stay away altogether. I shall let

my room to some one who can pay me.&quot;

Lil tottered out into the street, little

caring which way she went.

The thought of going once more to the

bank floated in her mind; the clerk had

promised twice to send any letters arriving

for her to the house ; but he might have
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neglected to do so. She turned in the

direction of the bank, then suddenly took

another street. She had not the courage

to face those people again ; besides, it would

be useless there was nothing for her; of

that she felt sure.

It was a fine day at last after the rain,

but she scarcely noticed the sunshine
;
she

went on mechanically, seeing no one, though

many people as they passed looked at her

curiously.

Finally, tired out, she turned into the

Tuileries gardens, and sat down on one of

the stone benches. It was towards the end

of the afternoon, but children were still

playing in groups, while the nurses sat

gossiping together. No one noticed her,

and she remained so still on her stone

bench, that some little birds came picking

up crumbs almost at her feet. By and
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by a child a beautiful toddling little boy,

who was amusing himself with a spade and

pail approached her, finding doubtless the

sand near the bench less hard to manage
than that which was constantly being

trodden. He looked at Lil very gravely

for some instants, then concluding that she

was not formidable he began to fill his

pail, biting away meanwhile at a big

cake.

Soon the operation of the pail-filling

became so absorbing, that he let his cake

fall, and apparently forgot all about it. Lil

felt her cheeks grow red
; she was fascinated

by that bit of cake, she could not take her

eyes from it ; by a sudden almost uncon

scious movement she covered it with the

hem of her dress, and then resumed her

immovability.
&quot; Bon Dieu ! where is the child ?

&quot;

ex-
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claimed a buxom nurse, who, in an animated

conversation with one of the guardians of

the place, had quite forgotten her charge ;

perceiving the little fellow, she seized him

in spite of his cries and vigorous kicks, and

before long Lil saw her leave the garden,

carrying the child in her arms.

Cautiously looking about her, she then

picked up the piece of cake, and eagerly

ate it.

After this, she recommenced her aimless

wanderings. As she passed by the Made

leine, she heard the organ peal ; it was the

beginning of tlie Lenten season, and there

was evidently an afternoon service. Lil

went in ; there were a good many people

in the church, and a sermon had just been

preached.

The organ notes rolled out superbly in

the big church ; few sounds are more touch-
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ing; it seemed to Lil that it was for her

especially that the organ was being played,

that hope and succour were at last being

sent to her from above. Presently the

worshippers passed out ; the organ ceased,

a little choir boy began to put out the altar

lights. A few praying women alone re

mained; Lil now knelt on a &quot;

prie-Dieu,&quot;

for out of service-time no one would come

for money, and leaning her cheek on her

hands she tried to pray. The only words

that would come to her were,
&quot;

My God,

have pity on me, have pity on me!&quot;

Little by little, the hushed silence of the

place, the vague odour of incense which

still floated in the air, acted soothingly on

her senses; she forget her hunger, her

desolateness ; she was almost happy.
&quot; This is not a place to sleep in,&quot; said a

voice close to her, and a sacristan with gold
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chain, and look of authority, roughly took

her by the shoulder.

&quot; I do not think I was sleeping,&quot; said

Lil meekly.
&quot; At any rate, it is time to go; we are

about to lock the church.&quot;

Lil rose obediently, but she was so weak

that she had to hold the chair an instant

to steady herself. A priest was passing

by, and he stopped to look at the pale

girl; he hesitated, but Lil, who saw him,

made no sign ; she was growing bitter

once more, it seemed as though God were

as merciless to her, as man. The good

priest even followed her a few steps, but

she hurried out; then he stopped and

shook his head.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE DREAD TEMPTATION.

IT was night, and Lil stood looking at the

swollen, furious river. The inundations

all over the country had been serious, and

the Seine had risen alarmingly ; the waters

broke about the great stone pillars of the

bridge with a sinister roar ; great fragments
were hurled along by the yellow whirling
waves fragments which, in the semi-

obscurity, she could not recognize; they

might be big branches, or parts of house

tops, or drowned animals, or corpses of

unfortunate men and women.
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She did not exactly remember how she

had come to this bridge; it seemed very

long ago since she had been sent out of

the church; and during the interval she

had wandered along the streets, or rested

on the benches which she found on her

way. She knew that she had stopped more

than once before tempting restaurant

windows, where fish and game, and bunches

of early asparagus were displayed to the

best possible advantage in the midst of

flowers ; she knew that she had smelt the

odour of cooking which came up in puffs

from the kitchens of these same restaurants,

and that her cruel hunger was most hard

to bear at such moments.

There was a phrase which came back to

her constantly, in the midst of the wild

fancies which constantly floated through

her brain a phrase which she seemed to
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have heard years ago, perhaps even in a

previous state of existence ; just as, some

times in a dream, we see places and people

which are familiar to us, though we are

certain that we never really saw them, and

hear sentences, the end of which we know

beforehand. The phrase was this :

&quot; There

is insanity in your family ; insanity which

leads to suicide moral or otherwise.&quot;

The river tempted her attracted her

horribly ; but, by a singular contradiction,

the thought which kept her back was that

rescue would be impossible, that in that

furious tormented water no swimmer could

live, no boat could be guided. The thought

of the sin did not intrude itself on her mind,

she was too weak to reason ; her thoughts

whirled like the waves below; she saw

sudden flashes of red and yellow light

before her eyes, and through it all there
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was the gnawing, the dreadful pain of

hunger.

Stories of shipwrecked mariners, of

emigrants lost in snow, of poor wretches

left to die of starvation in prisons, came

back tohermind. She knewthat it was a slow

death, that one could live a week more,

sometimes without food; with her, it

would not be nearly so long, of course : she

had been too much weakened during the

preceding time; but, meanwhile, it was

great suffering ; death in that swollen river

would be but a short agony.
&quot; You must not stay here, you must move

on.&quot; It was a policeman who spoke to

her; he was not rough or brutal, he

frightened her greatly nevertheless, and

she hastily obeyed. But the attraction of

the river was so great that she remained

close to it. There was another bridge not
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far off, a great bridge with a rounded space

in the middle, in which there was a statue

of Henri IV. on horseback ; there were semi

circular stone benches at regular intervals

along the parapet, and Lil sat down on one

of these. She stayed there some little time ;

she was suffering less, and her mind was a

little clearer, but she was so tired, so worn

out, that her one thought was to remain

unnoticed in her corner ; she scarcely even

felt the night-cold.

&quot; La charite ! ma petite dame la charite!&quot;

She looked around, and saw a beggar, who

had lost both legs, and who was dragging

himself along on a sort ofwooden seat, with

the aid of his two hands, which were, so

to speak, shod with wood.

Lil actually laughed ; the beggar looked

at her alarmed, it might have been the laugh

of a mad woman.
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&quot;

Charity !&quot; she said ;

&quot;

why, I have not

a son with which to buy a little loaf 1 am

starving.&quot;

&quot; And you are waiting till there are no

passers-by to throw yourself into the

river?&quot;

&quot;

Perhaps/ and once more Lil looked at

the water.

&quot; Don t don t, now ! the water s so

yellow and
dirty.&quot;

This argument touched Lil absurdly;

she shuddered. The beggar freeing one

of his hands, fumbled in his pocket.

&quot; Here 1&quot; he said,
&quot; I ve not had a bad day ;

take this,&quot; and he offered her a copper.

Lil took it eagerly, and hurried away,

scarcely waiting to thank her strange

benefactor; she forgot everything, save

that now she could buy herself some bread ;

then she would venture back to the house ;
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Madame Bonassieu had not perhaps carried

her threat into execution, and she so longed
to creep into her poor bed ! So she hurried

on, holding the two-sous piece so tight that

it quite hurt her.

It was already late, and many of the

shops were closed. She walked on and on,

looking out eagerly for a baker s; she passed

several restaurants, all brilliant with gas-

jets, but she did not dare to apply there for

a little loaf.

Suddenly, she found herselffacing several

young men, who apparently had dined or

supped too well.

&quot;La gentille fille!&quot; exclaimed one, and

the others echoed the sentiment. Lil tried

to pass on, but they surrounded her ; she

did not speak, but looked at them with

frightened, widely-opened eyes. Then

there came to her a terrible temptation : if
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she went with these men, they would give

her something to eat, something more than

a pennyworth of bread; she leaned against

the wall of a house, feeling very faint. At

that moment two other men passed by, and

she caught the sound of English words ;

gathering all her remaining strength, she

cried out,

&quot; Whoever you are, save me from these

wretches !&quot;

One of the two sprang forward with an

exclamation of horror.

&quot; Miss Temple !&quot; and he was at her side

in an instant.

&quot; Oh ! John I am so
glad.&quot;

She clung to him, half-fainting but

perfectly happy; she was safe. She did

not hear what John said to her persecutors,

but they went quietly away ; then she said

in a whisper,

VOL. III. I
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&quot; Give me something to eat, John ; I am

starving, and it hurts so. I have eaten

nothing for so long !&quot;

He could scarcely answer, he seemed

choking.

&quot;My poor child! my poor child!&quot; it

was all he could say ; but he stroked her

hand gently, while he supported her as best

he could. He said something to the friend

who was with him, and the young man went

away rapidly.

There was a restaurant close by, and he

led Lil to it ; a waiter came to meet them,

and said with mysterious discretion,

Cabinet particulier, monsieur?&quot;

&quot;Yes confound you !

&quot;

muttered John.

There was a little sofa in the room, and

he placed Lil on it ; she let herself be cared

for like a child. John gave some orders to

the waiter, then he knelt by Lil, took off
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her hat, and, not knowing what else to do,

smoothed her hair, in a pathetic, helpless

way ; she tried to smile, but he thought he

would rather have seen her cry.

The table was already set, and there

were little loaves by the plates, and a plate

of big red prawns in the centre. Lil looked

eagerly at the loaves.

&quot; No ; not that, Miss Temple, not that,

Lil; fresh bread would be dangerous, I

fear. I have ordered some strong soup, and

a loaf of yesterday s bread; try and be

patient.&quot;

She did try, but her eyes instinctively

sought the table ; then she remembered the

copper which she still held in her hand, she

showed it to John, and told him about the

beggar who had lost both legs, speaking in

little disjointed sentences.

&quot; You know I should have bought fresh

T 2
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bread with it; do you think it would have

killed me? .... Don t, John, don t!&quot;

for the young man, despite his best efforts,

could scarcely choke down his emotion.

&quot;It s all over now.&quot;

The waiter then brought what John had

ordered, too well trained to show the

amazement and contempt he felt at such a

supper.

John sat by the young girl, supporting

her head against his shoulder, and feeding

her as though she had been a little child.

&quot;How good!&quot; she exclaimed over and

over again.

&quot;

Oh, John !&quot; she would add, shuddering,
&quot;

you do not know how it hurts to starve ;

to feel oneself dying inch by inch.&quot;

&quot;My poor darling my poor darling !&quot;

There was no hiding what he felt at such

a moment; and she seemed in no way
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astonished at his words, only grateful in a

child-like way, grateful and very happy.

When the first hunger was a little

appeased, Lil was taken with a great long

ing for sleep; still resting her head on

John s shoulder, her eyes closed heavily;

but it was for a few minutes only. She

soon started up, and began to talk wildly

and incoherently; her face, so white till

then, grew crimson, and she no longer

seemed to recognize the young man at her

side.

John rang, and ordered a carriage ; when

it came, Lil was in a raging fever.
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CHAPTER VIII.

IN SAFETY.

&quot; AND now, will you have the good

ness to explain to me what all this

means ?
&quot;

Mrs. Crayton had contained her indigna

tion very long for her, but she could con

tain it no longer. She had been roused

from her first sleep by the friend John

had sent to her
; forced to turn everything

in the apartment topsy-turvy ; to show her

self before masculine eyes in an undress

incompatible with her usual dignity ; and

all this, without any explanation. Now,
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the grey morning light was beginning to

steal into the room, it gave to the candles

a certain ghastliness, and to her own face

a greyish and unbecoming colour ; her

appearance altogether was eccentric, to

say the least of it. She had, in her haste,

attired herself in a short petticoat, a shawl

was tightly wrapped about her shoulders,

and her hair on the forehead was done up

in little screws, for she wore it in frizzes ;

this sacrifice to the fashion of the day being

her manner of asserting that she still con

sidered herself as young and good-looking;

as a woman by no means incapable of

causing ravages in manly breasts.

&quot; The meaning of what, Madge ?
&quot;

&quot; Of all this night s doings. Is this a

hospital, or an asylum for wandering

maidens?&quot;

&quot; Miss Temple was alone, in want, and
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ill. We have taken her in
; what could be

more simple ?
&quot;

&quot; She has taken you in, rather, my poor

boy.&quot;

&quot;

Madge !

&quot;

How came she to be alone at midnight,

in the streets of Paris ?
&quot;

&quot;

I do not know.&quot;

;e How is it that she did not accompany
Mrs. Cox, as you believed her to have

done ?
&quot;

&quot; She did not
say.&quot;

&quot; Then you know absolutely nothing

about her?&quot;

&quot;

I know who she is, and that suffices.&quot;

You did not ask a single question, be

fore bringing her under the same roof with

your sister ?
&quot;

&quot;She was too ill to be tormented by

questions.&quot;
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&quot;You are incorrigible, John! If you

found her in the streets, it was doubtless

because she was there in her rightful place,&quot;

exclaimed the widow hotly.

John had till then answered calmly

enough ; he always avoided discussions

with his sister, and habitually yielded to

her wishes in small every-day matters; but

when he heard these last words, he turned

a little pale, and said in a quiet but deter

mined voice,

&quot; This is the last time, I trust, that you

will say, or insinuate such things. Miss

Temple is worthy of all respect, she is as

blameless as yourself, of that I am abso

lutely sure ; she is to stay here, as our

honoured guest, until she has entirely

recovered. If you find it irksome to take

care of her, I can as easily have two nurses

for her as one ; therefore you need not go
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into her room at all. But here she shall

remain, and I beg I desire that if

you do go near her, you may treat her

with all the gentleness and respect which

she deserves, and which her situation

requires.&quot;

John did not stop to hear Mrs. Crayton s

answer; she looked after him utterly as

tounded at the tone of command and autho

rity he had used towards her ; she wiped her

eyes a little, and shook her head ominously;

but as there was no one to whom she could

confide her indignation, she sensibly con

cluded, that the best thing she could do,

was to return to her own room, and try to

make up for the past hours of sleepless

ness.

John that night had done wonders ; he

had been cool, quick-witted, and very

active.
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Now, however, there was nothing more

to be done ; the doctor had gone, promising

to return early in the morning, and Lil

was left to the nurse ; she was very ill, the

doctor had told him, and would require

great care ; but she was young, and there

was no reason to despair. John repeated

this to himself many times, but it did not

quiet him, he could not rest the thought

of her present danger, of all the sufferings

she had undergone, haunted him. He

would lose himself in conjectures as to the

causes of the abandonment in which he

had found her: that this abandonment

might have been occasioned by any

wrong-doing of hers, he did not admit for

a moment.

Mrs. Crayton was not half as hard-hearted

as she made herself out to be. She kept

away from the sick-room, and maintained
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a severe silence towards her brother, for

the first half of the day, but the second

half she passed entirely with the invalid.

She was in her element, the helplessness of

the sick girl appealed to her ; whenever a

will was opposed to her will, she grew hard

and austere, but where she felt entirely

mistress, all that was womanly in her

came into play. The doctor, on his return,

had found his patient rather worse than

better she was in real danger ; there was,

consequently, no room for any feeling save

great pity, mingled with a little awe. Mrs.

Crayton was not a woman of half-measures ;

her sympathies being roused, she proved to

be devoted and indefatigable.

Towards the end of the afternoon, Issy

Richards entered the studio ; she usually

came in at that hour to show John her

day s work, and to ask his advice about it.
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She was settled in the French family by

this time, and went regularly to the &quot; ate

lier
&quot;

of a celebrated painter, where she

worked with a number of other young

women. She was not quite satisfied with

this arrangement; in the first place, the

master did not seem to recognize that she

was a being a little apart, that she had

greater talent, and especially greater ori

ginality than her fellow-students ; she did

not relish having to learn the a b c of her

art, when she felt quite equal to the paint

ing of important original compositions.

On entering she had shown her attempts

to the great painter, who had treated them

with but little consideration. &quot; You are

too ambitious,&quot; he had said to her,
&quot;

first

learn to draw; then, afterwards, we shall

see about the rest.&quot; And he put her back

to plaster casts and such things. She came
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to the conclusion helped therein by other

malcontents that her master, being an

academician, a man of systems and order,

was incapable of recognizing original

talent. She had sense enough, however,

to keep most of her reflections to herself,

and plodded away at her drawings seriously

enough. What consoled her during this

time of tribulation, was that she had the

support of John s advice and encourage

ment. He did not seem to think the

plaster casts derogatory to her dignity ;

she allowed him to laugh at her, whereas

even mild criticisms from others irritated

her pride ; she looked upon him as her real

master.

Issy walked into the painting-room un

announced; she was completely at home in

John s establishment, far more so than

Mrs. Crayton approved of. This time,
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instead of finding the young man working

away to the accompaniment of soft whis

tling, she found him sitting with folded

hands, looking pale and anxious.

&quot; What is the matter ?
&quot;

exclaimed Issy,

stopping short ;

&quot; not at work are you

not well?&quot;

&quot;

Yes,&quot; answered John,
&quot; I am well

enough.&quot;

&quot; Then what is it ?
&quot;

&quot; Miss Temple is here, dangerously ill :

she was left by that woman unprotected

and penniless. I found her last night in the

street, starving.&quot;

Issy usually received any piece of

news, with a perfect avalanche of words ;

but this time she was quite silent; she

sat down quietly, and turned a little pale.

At that moment Mrs. Crayton entered

the studio.
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&quot;Well?&quot; questioned John; he and his

sister were on excellent terms now.

&quot; It is always the same thing ; the fever

is very high, she talks incessantly it s

pitiful ! At times, she seems to be implor

ing the pity of some woman a landlady, I

suppose begging to be let in; that the

streets at night frighten her, that the river

is there calling to her, and that she is

afraid. Then she will lose that idea,

and call out that she is hungry so

hungry !

&quot;

There was a short silence; then Issy

rose. There was a sort of constraint in

the way in which she took her leave, and

expressed her distress at what had hap

pened to her friend Lil. John did not

offer to look at her drawings, and she kept

her portfolio under her arm. Mrs. Crayton

looked after her with a sharp, shrewd
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glance; but her brother scarcely noticed

that she had gone.

The worthy French family who had, after

much hesitation, consented to take Issy

in, for a consideration, were even more

scandalized than usual, by the young girl s

eccentric manners. She scarcely touched

her dinner, and went up to her room im

mediately after, without even wishing a

good-night to the different members of the

family. Issy was too much absorbed in

her own thoughts to notice the indignation

she excited. She was puzzled; she did

not exactly understand why, when she

heard that Lil was established in that

room, which somehow she looked upon as

belonging to herself; that she was ill, and

in need of tenderness and care, the feel

ing she had experienced had not been one

of sympathetic compassion. It almost

VOL. III. K
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seemed to her that Lil had taken an unfair

advantage in thus exciting the pity of all,

even of cold Mrs. Crayton. All this was

very perplexing, and Issy spent the greater

part of the night in trying to understand it,

but without much success.
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CHAPTER IX.

DISAGREEABLE NEWS.

MES. Cox had greatly enjoyed her travelling

in the north of Italy. Of her own accord,

she would perhaps not have spent so much

time in small, out-of-the-way towns, visit

ing monasteries and churches for the sake

of a few smoky old pictures; personally

she cared little for the &quot; local colour
&quot;

of

queer streets with arcades, and irregular

&quot;

piazze
&quot;

with old fountains. But she

had fallen in with a charming English

family of the highest rank, ofcourse who

delighted in all such things. As these ex-

K 2
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cursions were after all pleasant enough, as

the young ladies of the party were gay as

well as intelligent, good-looking as well as

aristocratic ; as, furthermore, through these

people she became acquainted with various

Italian families of the purest nobility, Mrs.

Cox did not find the time hang heavily on

her hands. Besides, she was not sorry

to forget the events of the past few

months ; she succeeded in doing so, ad

mirably.

But there is an end to all things, and

one day Mrs. Cox found herself established

at a hotel in Florence. Here, the mass of

letters which had accumulated during her

wanderings, was at last delivered to her.

She had engaged no other companion, and

the task of looking over these notes and

letters was a tedious one. She yawned

over it, as she lay back on her sofa, and
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tore open the envelopes. There were two

letters for Miss Temple, directed to her

care, which had been forwarded from Paris

with the rest. She had omitted giving

orders about Lil s letters ; such small

matters do escape one s memory often.

They were from Martha she knew.

Should they be sent back to Lakeville, or

should she merely burn them ? This inde

cision of hers brought back the thought of

her young companion, about whom she

had not troubled her brain much of late.

She smiled a little contemptuously as she re

membered that she had positively felt some

interest in that girl s fortune, and had been

angry that her own plans for it should not

have succeeded. She had seen Mr. Smith s

name on the strangers list, at this very

hotel. She had not seen him, however ; as

she never went to a table d hote, she had
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but few occasions of meeting her fellow-

lodgers.

She was beginning to be decidedly

sleepy, when she heard a knock at the

door, not a discreet, humble knock, but

one impatient, and almost imperious.
&quot; Come in,&quot; she called out.

Mr. Barnard Smith himself walked, or

rather rushed in, a crumpled newspaper in

his hand, and his hat, which he had quite

forgotten, pushed to the back of his head.

&quot; Have you seen this ?
&quot;

he exclaimed,

not even stopping to salute her, or to

make any apology for his abrupt entrance.

Mrs. Cox coolly looked at him from head

to foot without changing her attitude, or

answering his question.

&quot; Have you a cold in your head, Mr.

Smith, that you fear to uncover your

self?&quot;
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Mr. Smith hastily took off his hat.

&quot; This is not a moment to think of cere

mony,&quot;
he said, but in a less angry, au

thoritative tone of voice than that which

he had first used.

&quot; There are certain forms of ceremony

which are never out of place. Pray sit

down, and then I will listen to what you

have to
say.&quot;

Mr. Smith sat down on the chair to

which she pointed. He felt that the ad

vantage, so far, was not on his side; but

he was undaunted, nevertheless.

&quot; What have you done with Miss Tem

ple ?
&quot;

he asked.

Mrs. Cox laughed a little.

&quot;It is to be a regular interrogatory, I

see. Why do you not ask at the same

time what I have done with Therese, my
maid, whom I dismissed last week, when I
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discovered that she had stolen my laces ?

I dismissed Lil Temple, my companion
not because she had robbed me, it is true,

but because her conduct was not above

reproach. You see, the two cases are

about
parallel.&quot;

&quot;You know that they are not. You
took a young girl away from her friends,

because it was your caprice to do so ; you
left her alone, inexperienced and innocent

as she is, in a city like Paris, exposed to

want, and to al] the temptations want

engenders, because the caprice had passed

away ; you were tired of your plaything.

It was infamous !

&quot;

Then, as Mrs. Cox raised

her head haughtily, he added, &quot;Read this.&quot;

There was something in his manner

which, in spite of her cool disdain, alarmed

her a little. She took the paper ; it was

an American sheet, published in Paris.
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She read the following paragraph, headed

&quot;

Mysterious Disappearance :&quot;

&quot; We un

derstand that one of our American bankers

received two days ago, a registered letter

addressed to his care for a young lady, who

had been employed by one of our most

fashionable countrywomen as companion,

and dismissed by her some time back. He

sent the letter to the address given by the

young lady, but the portress of the house

declared that the young lady in question

had left early in the afternoon of the pre

ceding day, and had not been seen since.

The woman added that she owed two weeks

rent, and that she was supposed to be in

extreme want. Fears of a suicide are

entertained. &quot;We refrain purposely from

giving names as yet. The sad affair is, we

understand,being thoroughly investigated.&quot;

Mrs. Cox was a little less contemptuous
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when she put down the paper; she, how

ever, said very composedly,
&quot; And you conclude that this girl is Lil

Temple ?&quot;

&quot;I do.&quot;

&quot;

Well, you are mistaken. Lil went by

the (

Pereire, more than three weeks since ;

I paid her
passage.&quot;

&quot; That is impossible. I had friends going

by that boat, and I looked over the list of

passengers carefully; her name was not

in it.&quot;

&quot; But I tell you that I paid her passage !&quot;

&quot; Did you attend to it
yourself?&quot;

Mrs. Cox reflected an instant, then said,

a little reluctantly,

&quot;

No, I had not the time to do so ; I sent

my maid with the money.&quot;

&quot; Your maid the same whom you dis

missed last week, because she had stolen
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your laces ! Do you know that if that

child, in a moment of despair took her own

life, it is you, who in reality are her

murderess ? What ! when the welfare, the

honour perhaps of a young girl are at stake,

you trust your maid a woman who doubt

less was jealous of her with the care of

providing for her safety !&quot;

&quot; Listen to me !&quot; exclaimed Mrs. Cox.

&quot; No. What can you say that would

justify you in my eyes ? I shall start im

mediately for Paris, and if harm has come

to Lil Temple, your name shall be in all the

papers of Europe and America, and it shall

not be my fault if it is not synonymous with

infamy.&quot;

He had gone, before she could induce

him to hear a word, before she could speak

of the liberal sum she had -left for her com

panion. Perhaps that also had never
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reached her; Mrs Cox was seriously an

noyedtroubled even. That Mr. Smith

would put his threat into execution, was

not doubtful, and she cared very much for

the world s opinion. She remained a long

time ruminating, with knit brows. At

last a resolution formed itself in her mind,

and the frown left her forehead.

Mr. Smith was not a man who ever

allowed the grass to grow under his feet.

Still dusty and tired from his unbroken

journey, he rushed to the banker s, and was

soon in possession of all that was known

about Lil. There was not much to tell.

The police was prosecuting its search, and

the testimony of Madame Bonassieu had

been taken ; a policeman declared having

seen a young girl answering to the descrip

tion given, who had, that evening, lingered

on the bridge with suspicious persistency ;
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that, on being told she must move on, how

ever, she had done so without any show of

resistance ; he had not seen her since.

Mr. Smith sat listening to all this in

silence ; finally, when there was nothing

more to be told, he said,

&quot; And did you not guess that she was

in want of money? could you not have

helped her ? You must have known that

her friends would not have allowed you to

be losers by such an act of humanity.&quot;

&quot; In the first place, Mr. Smith, she never

asked for any advance. I believe she only

came to the bank two or three times.&quot;

&quot;

If she did not come more often, it was

probably that she was made to feel all the

humiliation of her position. We moneyed

men are not always tender to the poor !

But was there no woman among the

Americans here, who, knowing her story,
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could feel for this poor child no woman

who had daughters of her own?&quot;

A clerk, who stood by during this dia

logue, said that he had noticed that one

morning Mrs. Paige had had some conver

sation with Miss Temple.

On this faint clue, Mr, Smith started to

see the lady. But there was a place he

visited beforehand ; a place which, during

the sleepless night of travel, he had seen

constantly before his eyes, the &quot;

Morgue.&quot;

He told no one that he was going there ;

during his conversation with the banker,

this gentleman had incidentally said that

the Morgue had been searched, fortunately

without success. As several days had already

elapsed since the disappearance, the proba

bilities of the case were, that Lil had taken

refuge with some friend, and had perhaps

even left the city. Mysteries were often
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cleared up in a simple and prosaic manner.

But Mr. Smith was not to be comforted so

easily; he would go and see for himself.

When he left the low, sinister-looking build

ing he sat down on the stone bench outside,

entirely overcome. He had not known,

till he glanced at the motionless forms,

fearing to recognize among the drowned

women this fair young girl, how much he

had really cared for her.

Mrs. Paige was at home, and consented

to receive her visitor. She looked a little

astonished at his dusty, unwashed appear

ance, and at his haggard expression ; but

as soon as she understood the motive of

his visit, she became attentive and

serious.

&quot;

Yes,&quot; she said, when he had finished.

&quot; I did speak to Miss Temple at the bank ;

I remember that I was embarrassed to
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know exactly what my duty in the case

might be.&quot;

&quot; She asked you to help her.&quot;

&quot; She asked me to recommend her as

seamstress to one of the Maisons de

blanc.
5 &quot;

&quot; And you refused ?
&quot;

&quot; Mr. Smith, the case was a very delicate

one. According to Mrs. Cox s account,

and according to my own conviction, this

unfortunate girl had placed herself in so

false a position that it became very diffi

cult for a woman like myself to extend

any efficacious help to her. I offered

her money, which she refused to take ;

but, under the circumstances, I could not

in conscience go warrant for her respec

tability.&quot;

Mr. Smith rose excitedly.
&quot; You could not answer for Lil Temple s
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respectability ? Why, there s not a purer,

more stainless girl in Christendom ! Mrs.

Cox was tired of her, and chose the first

pretext she could think of to get rid of

her ; and certainly she could not have found

a better one ; for, true or false, accuse

a girl in Miss Temple s position of ill-

conduct, and she is done for ! how is the

poor creature ever to disprove the accusa

tion?&quot;

&quot; You take up her cause warmly,&quot;
said

Mrs. Paige, with a slightly ironical em

phasis.

&quot;

Certainly I do ! I will tell you why : I

wanted her to be my wife ; she is the only

woman who ever really charmed me; I

found in her what I do not often find in

the girls of our time that is, perfect

naturalness. Do you know what she an

swered this girl on whom your virtuous

VOL. m. L
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world turns its back ? that she had been

sorely tempted to accept my offer, because,

poor child ! she had no home, and but few

friends; but that she had too much esteem

and liking for me to become my wife, as

she feared that she had no love to give

me. How maoy fashionable misses, do

you think, would have done as she

did?&quot;

&quot; It is generous of you, at any rate, to

defend a girl who, while she hesitated

about accepting your proposal, allowed

another who never thought of marrying

her to make love to her.&quot;

&quot; I will not believe that !

&quot;

he said

almost violently; then, presently, in a

changed tone he continued, &quot;And if it

were true ? you would feel justified in

pushing her with your woman s hands,

you, a mother of daughters of pushing



DISAGREEABLE NEWS. 147

her into hopeless degradation? For you

must know what temptations, want star

vation bring in their train ? You, honest

women, who are so proud of your good

standing in the world, do you ever ask

yourselves to what you owe your blame-

lessness ? Do you think that it is so high

a merit, as to give you the right to be

hard-hearted and contemptuous to the rest

of humanity?&quot;

&quot;I beg your pardon, Mr. Smith/ said

the lady, rising, &quot;but I cannot possibly

continue this discussion. We shall never

agree ; I do not consider myself hard

hearted or contemptuous of misfortune,

even merited. I am greatly distressed at

what has happened, but I feel in no way

responsible for it. I maintain that in a

society where there is more misery than

one can possibly alleviate, it is our duty

L 2
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rather to help those who are unhappy

through no fault of theirs, than those who

suffer from the consequences of their own

wrong-doing.&quot;

Mr. Smith understood that the inter

view was terminated : he hurriedly took his

leave.

The next morning, a long article written

under his direction appeared in the paper ;

Mrs. Cox was not named, but she was so

clearly designated that doubt was im

possible ; this article was reproduced in

&quot;

Galignani s Messenger,&quot; and in the prin

cipal London papers. The theme was

taken up, discussed, commented upon, and

public opinion turned with characteristic

rapidity in favour of Lil, and against Mrs.

Cox. It became evident to all, save to the

most prejudiced minds, that she had

been calumniated, what proof was there
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of her guilt ? Each one remembered the

perfect propriety of her manner, her

modesty, her retiring grace. Pity made

of her a heroine.
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CHAPTER X.

&quot;MY DARLING I&quot;

THE American colony in Paris had that

year, and has still, perhaps about as

many circles as Dante s Inferno. The

comparison extends no farther than to the

number. Each of these
&quot;cliques&quot;

held

aloof from the others, after the fashion of

&quot;

sets
&quot;

in a provincial town, or &quot;

parties
&quot;

in political assemblies, or the correspond

ing divisions in girls schools. There was

the circle of old residents, which looked

with suspicion on all new comers, which

had its traditions, and gave select parties.
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There was much, tittle-tattle in this set,much

evil-speaking, first of the French, whom they

considered rather as intruders in their own

city of Paris; secondly, of those country

people who belonged to other sets. These

old residents had their virtues also : they up

held each other, worshipped their minister,

and did a little amateurish charity within

very narrow limits. To this set belonged

Mrs. Paige. Then there was the diplo

matic circle, and the ultra-fashionable set,

made up especially of persons whose

immense wealth put them above small

distinctions. Both of these sets fre

quented a certain number of French

houses, where they were never made to

feel quite at home, but where they consoled

themselves by displaying astoundingly ex

pensive toilettes. These of the ultra-

fashionable set were people who, during
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the Empire went to Court; who were

invited to Compiegne where, unfortunately,

they gave a singular idea of their country s

Republican virtues ; who treated the titled

people they frequented with great familiar

ity ; who, in the person of an exceedingly

pretty woman, called out to the Emperor

one evening, incited thereto by a bet :

&quot; Just look ! I ve torn my flounce you

haven t such a thing as a pin about you ?&quot;

to the unutterable horror of the waxed-

mustachioed Majesty. People who looked

upon Cabanel as the greatest painter

living, who had full-length portraits

painted by him, and then boasted of the

immense price they paid for them ; people

who, in the eyes of the &quot;

Figaro
&quot; and of

M. Victorien Sardou, represented American

civilization.

Then there was the floating American
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population ; families who were to stay a

month, or six months, in the big city, who

haunted the &quot;Bon Marche &quot;and ordered

cart-loads of dresses to take home, de

claring that they were instigated thereto

by an enlightened spirit of economy.

These were outsiders, touching by certain

corners all the various sets, but belonging

to none. There were other outsiders

besides : workers, artists or writers, stu

dentsmen and women too who had no

time to follow the fluctuations of society

or listen to its gossip ; who lived quiet

retired lives with their families, even in the

midst of the Paris whirl.

To these last belonged John Bruce. He

was, above all things, a worker; and

though his great facility in producing, and

his power of endurance, enabled him at

times to spend some of his evenings in the
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different houses where he began to be

frequently invited, yet, once those society

duties fulfilled, he became engrossed once

more with his work. At this time, more

than ever, he shut himself up ; he refused

to see his friends, did not even open a

newspaper, and sent word to his sitters, that

he was unable for the moment to continue

their portraits. He was absorbed by one

great fear, and the event of each morning

and evening was the doctor s visit. So, it

happened that he remained some little

time in complete ignorance of the excite

ment occasioned by Lil s disappearance.

He did not know the young girl s address;

he did not know that letters were waiting

for her at the bank ; he knew nothing

about her save that she was very ill, and

that she might die.

It was Issy Eichards who brought the
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news. She had seen on her last visit that

her presence was not as welcome as usual ;

this she had resented and had kept away.

She from time to time came for news of

the sick girl, but carefully avoided the paint

ing-room on these occasions. One day how

ever, she burst in as of old, exclaiming,

&quot; Here s a pretty to-do !

&quot;

&quot;What is it ?&quot; asked John, starting

nervously.

Issy read him the long article inspired

by Mr. Smith.

&quot; Those who do not recognize Mrs. Cox

in that description must be wilfully blind !

I for one am not sorry ! I only hope all the

Lakeville papers will copy the article !

There were too many feathers in her cap, and

this will pluck one or two out of it, I fancy.

Lil Temple was a goose ever to trust

herself with such a woman ! I wonder
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what she had done to give Mrs. Cox a

pretext for leaving her to her fate ? the

article just hints at some calumny. . . .

Where are you going ?
&quot;

&quot; To the bank ; that is evidently the

place from which the news I have to give

will be most quickly spread abroad.&quot;

At the bank, the first person John saw,

was Mr. Barnard Smith. He looked older

and shaggier even than when they had met

in the Louvre, but there was an expression

of great earnestness in his rugged face;

as soon as he saw John, he went up to him,

and shook hands vigorously.

&quot;Youknow we have no news yet, &quot;he said.

&quot; I bring you news,&quot; said John quietly ;

&quot; Miss Temple is now with my sister ; she

is dangerously ill indeed she may not

recover ; but, at any rate, she is being cared

for.&quot;
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Immediately John was surrounded; he

had to tell the whole story ; on his side, he

learned many things which he, till then,

had only guessed at. There was universal

sympathy expressed for the young girl

now; the banker himself was loudest in

his expressions of pity ; no one thought of

imputing any evil-doing to her : she was a

victim.

The letters which had arrived just too

late, were handed to John, then he turned

to go ; all this talk, all these conjectures

sickened him ; the sympathy itself sounded

hollow in his ears. He was wrong probably

in this ; worldly people are often sincere for

a few moments at a time ; but when he

measured those light words of compassion

with his own cruel anxiety, he had but one

desire to escape.

&quot; Let me go with
you,&quot;

said Mr. Smith.
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&quot; I want to see with my own eyes that she

is still alive.&quot;

They walked on in silence.

The days went on wearily enough. The

first violence of the fever had abated, but

the prostration which followed was so

great, that LiPs life hung on a thread;

she lay nearly all the time quite motionless,

sometimes following with her eyes the

nurse, or Mrs. Crayton, as they moved

noiselessly about the room ; but usually

even that seemed too much of an exertion,

and her eyelids would drop heavily. At

night the delirium usually returned, and

she would talk rapidly and incoherently;

but never, even in the most violent of her

fever fits, had she pronounced the name of

Leigh Ward ; she had apparently forgotten

him.

Mrs. Crayton reigned despotically over
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the sick-room. Lil was so ill, that she

ceased to be a personality she was a

patient; in that capacity she became an

object of great interest to her indefatigable

nurse, whose despotism, however absolute,

was governed by excellent sense. Mrs.

Crayton felt that the sick girl belonged to

her, the doctor himself was but an auxiliary :

in spite of her real sympathy and anxiety,

she almost enjoyed this time. Her brother

was obliged to submit to her : he wanted

to pass half his time by the bed-side, but

he was allowed merely to peep in when Lil

lay with her eyes closed; no greater

privilege was accorded to him than to Mr.

Smith, who had taken up his abode close

by, and whom she had no little trouble in

reducing to proper submission. Each day

brought but little change; the doctor at

every visit counted the number of pulsa-
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tions, and consulted his memoranda of the

past days ; he was not satisfied ; he did not

understand why a young patient with a

good constitution, should not react against

the disease ; there was something unaccus

tomed in the case, which upset all his

calculations.

One evening, Mrs. Crayton had just sent

the nurse out of the room to prepare the

night potions. As she stood by the bed she

noticed that Lil s eyes were fixed on her

with more expression than usual.

&quot; What is it ?&quot; she asked, gently patting

the pillow into a more comfortable shape.

Lil opened her parched lips, but the

sound that came from them was so faint

that Mrs. Crayton did not hear it; she

bent down lower; with an evident effort

Lil managed to say audibly,

&quot;Where am I?&quot;
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&quot; In safety, my dear ; don t trouble your

poor head to think about it, try and

sleep.&quot;

&quot; I can t sleep, I think it is years since

I
slept;&quot;

then presently she repeated,

&quot;where am I?&quot;

&quot; In John Bruce
5

s house, and I am

John s sister.&quot;

&quot; I thought so Mrs. Crayton.&quot;

&quot;

Exactly ! so you know me ?&quot;

&quot; But you have not been Mrs. Crayton

all the time ; why did you change so often ?

you were Mrs. Cox, and Finette you were

Martha, too.&quot;

&quot; Hush ! you must not talk.&quot;

For some little time Lil remained silent ;

but there was a troubled look in her eyes.

Presently she whispered,
&quot; I must say something.&quot;

&quot;

Very well, dear,&quot; said Mrs. Crayton,

VOL. m. M
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thinking it best to yield to the sick girl s

fancy.

&quot; I remember I remember it all now ! I

have been trying a long time to remember,

and it has come at last. I want you to

know the truth; perhaps you would not be

willing to keep me if you knew ; I should

not like to stay here on false pretences.

I might go to the hospital, you know.

People have said very dreadful things

about me; there are women who think I

am not worthy to touch the hand of their

daughters. It is not true; I am not a bad

girl, but when certain things are said about

a woman, it seems to be almost as bad for

her as though she were really guilty. I

shall be easier now that you know.&quot;

She had said all this in little broken

sentences, very slowly, very painfully,

keeping her eyes fixed on Mrs. Crayton s
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face. This lady was glad to be alone with

her patient at that moment ; she was not

given to feminine weaknesses, and despised

them as a general thing, but she felt a

certain moisture in her eyes, as she tried to

reassure Lil.

&quot; You shan t go to the hospital, you

poor child. I believe nothing against you.

Get well; that is all we ask of
you.&quot;

&quot; Thank you. You are very good, and

I am grateful, believe it. Now it seems to

me that I could
sleep.&quot;

And the long-

wished-for unconsciousness did come to

her. When the doctor saw her the next

morning, he exclaimed,
&quot; I thought I could

not be mistaken in my treatment ; she is

saved !

&quot;

John heard the news, and threw down

his palette and brushes recklessly; his

sister s most imperious orders were im-

M 2
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potent to restrain him. Lil looked at him

without speaking ; it was the first glance

of recognition and intelligence he had seen

from her. He bent down and whispered,
&quot; My darling !

&quot;

She did not answer; she only smiled

faintly, and then closed her eyes once

more.
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CHAPTER XI.

A PLAIN WOMAN S EOMANCE.

&quot; DOES Martha know?&quot; asked Lil one

day, when at last the power of continued

thought had returned to her.

John reassured her. He had telegraphed

immediately, saying that she was safe,

though very ill. He had continued send

ing messages, with a reckless disregard of

expense, since then, and had written also ;

so that Martha had been able to follow all

the phases of the illness, and now knew

her sister to be out of danger. Lil kept

her letters by her, long before she was
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allowed to open them
; then, paragraph by

paragraph, as strength came back, she read

them. One of the first things she noticed

was that, according to the date of the first

one, and the post-mark on the envelope,

it must have arrived at the bank several

days before it was sent to her address.

Doubtless the clerk had forgotten all about

it, until the second arrived to remind him

of his promise.
&quot; If I could have read it then, it would

have given me courage ; I should not have

felt so abandoned by all the world.&quot;

Mr. Smith had brought her letters also,

those which being directed to the care of

Mrs. Cox, had been sent on to Italy with

that lady s correspondence. He was ex

ceedingly attentive to the invalid, but the

sick-room awed him a little ; he did not

know how to soften his gruff voice, or step
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gently on tiptoe, for which he was more

than once severely reprimanded by Mrs.

Crayton. But if his visits were less fre

quent than those of John, he showed that

it was not for want of thought ; every day

he went most diligently in search of won

derful fruits which at that season were

worth almost their weight in gold, or

flowers without odour, such as might be

allowed to remain by her side. This was

his principal occupation, and he pursued it

with great diligence and intelligence. He

seemed almost to have forgotten that he

had asked Lil to be his wife. She had

refused him ; he had approved that refusal,

even though at the time it had been hard

to bear. Now that he had found her again,

helpless and ill, his affection for her took

a paternal character, which was not without

its charm.
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In Martha s letters there was a continued

history of her life, descriptions of the mil-

Hnery department at Small and Grove s ;

of her work, her doings and sayings. She

spoke of the pleasure she felt when, at the

end of the first week, the elder partner ex

pressed his satisfaction with her services.

&quot;

Oh, Lil ! I was so beside myself with

delight, that it was positive pain not to be

able to show it. I just glanced at Dick

Mr. Kirkland, you know who sat at his

desk ; but he never looked up : perhaps he

thinks he has done enough for auld lang

syne, in procuring for me so good a place.

Certainly I shall ask nothing more from

him. But there are moments when one

greatly wishes for a little sympathy, for a

look which says, How pleased I am ! or

How sorry ! It was absurd, but my

spirits quite fell, and I went back to my
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boarding-house almost down-hearted. You

do not know what it is to live in a board

ing-house. . .&quot; Then, in the midst of her

description of the long table, of the ill-

assorted people whom fate, not choice, had

thrown together, Martha left off abruptly,

saying,

&quot; I have this instant received your des

patch, my Lil. &quot;What has happened ? It

is terrible not to know; to feel that you

are in trouble, in need of comfort, and to

have to guess why this should be ! Only

two days ago I had a letter from you ;
in

it you did not speak much about yourself,

it is true, but everything seemed to be

going on smoothly. Mrs. Cox, it appeared,

was almost kind. You described parties,

and evenings at the theatre which you had

enjoyed. Oh, Lil ! what is it ? To think

that I am powerless to help you ! I must
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find the money, of course, but where ? I

have nothing put by as yet, nothing of any
value to sell; yet the money I must find.

It shall be ready in time, never fear, my
Lil. I must think it out

quietly, when I

am calmer. Just now I can but cry over

your desolate loneliness.
Fortunately,

John Bruce is in Paris, and with him his

sister, Mrs. Crayton. I am sure they
would see that no harm came to you. You

scarcely ever speak of John, do you dis

like him ? You say you can wait three

weeks ; at the end of that time, you shall

have the money.

&quot;Mrs. Eichards will advise me; she

cannot herself help me, for she has just

spent all her savings for Issy s outfit. It

was a singular parting between those two.

I think Mrs. Eichards, in spite of her

theories, felt acutely her daughter s ap-
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parent indifference at leaving her home,

and her delight at the prospect of begin

ning life for herself. Perhaps, on her side,

Issy was waiting for some demonstration

of affectionate regret from her mother ; so

they parted mutually embarrassed, and I am

sure with an equal soreness at the heart.&quot;

Martha s next letter, the one containing

the draft, was written nearly a week

later :

&quot; I could not write during these past

few days ; I was too wretched. There ap

peared to be no hope, and what would have

been the use of making you share all my

miserable anxiety? I went to see Mrs.

Richards, but my visit did not comfort me.

I knew beforehand that she could not lend

me the money; and there was a sort of

4

1-told-you-so air in her way of receiving

the tidings, which irritated me. However,
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she made out a list of rich people who

might perhaps come to the rescue. There

was no help for it ; begging was my only
chance. I scarcely felt the humiliation ; I

thought of you all the time. I saw your

face, pale and anxious, and I begged boldly,
but without success. First of all, in order

to find time for my visits, I was forced to

ask for a
half-holiday, as I am usually busy

from morning until evening. It was to

one of the firm I had to apply. I asked

for Mr. Grove; he was out ; for Mr.

Small ; he was too busy to see me.
Finally,

with a great choking in my throat, I had

to make my request to Mr. Kirkland. He
looked astonished, but when I assured

him that the forewoman was quite able to

replace me for a few hours, he granted my
request. Then he said, with a grave
smile.
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&quot; You are very business-like, Miss Tem

ple. Will you not forget for an instant

that I am &quot;a partner,&quot;
and tell me as a

friend, if there is anything I can do for

you?
&quot; c There is nothing, I said shortly. I

was still hurt at the reserve he had so sys

tematically maintained towards me in the

presence of his seniors ; unreasonably so,

of course. He looked at me penetratingly,

and said,

&quot; I should like to help you ; I am sure

that you are in trouble.

&quot; I knew that if I attempted to speak,

I should break down ; so I merely shook

my head, and hurried out. I will not

dwell on my fruitless visits, my darling ; it

would only make you unhappy unneces

sarily : it is all over now.

&quot; In the evening I was too restless to
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stay in my room ; and as to going into the

common sitting-room, and listening to the

gossip of my fellow-boarders, it was out of

the question. So I went out, forgetting that

I was tired, and wandered along the Lake

shore. The days are getting much longer,

and though it was past seven, there was

still a dim light. As it was a fine evening

people were walking along the Avenue ; I

went on a little farther. At last I sat

down on a big stone, and looked out at the

beautiful water. There was something

soothing in the constant, monotonous gurgle

of the waves. The thought came to me,

that for many centuries it had gurgled

after the same fashion, while human

miseries rose and fell, and were forgotten ;

and that it would go with its eternal music,

when ages had passed over us and our

hopes and sorrows.
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&quot; Is there not room on the stone for

two?

&quot;I looked up, startled. Mr. Kirkland

was looking down at me. I silently moved

a little on one side, and he sat down.

Presently he said,

&quot; You ought not to go out so far

alone.

&quot; (

Why so ? I asked sharply.
e Because

weak woman should always be protected ?

&quot;

Exactly !

&quot;

Then, after a little silence,

he continued,
&quot; I called at your boarding-

house, but you had just gone out. I caught

a glimpse of your figure on the Avenue, and

I followed you. But what a walker you

are ! If my legs had been a little less

long, I should have despaired of overtaking

you.
&quot; I did not answer. I was busy making

little holes in the sand with a stick. I
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wanted dreadfully to cry, and you know

that I do not cry easily.

&quot; You must tell me what it is ; and he

took my hand the hand with which I was

working at my sand-holes. There was

something of authority in his manner of

doing this which I resented.

&quot; e

Why must I ? Is it a part of business

compacts, that clerks and workpeople are

to tell their secrets to their masters ? You

should have warned me of that at the

beginning.
&quot; * Have I offended you ? Have I in any

way hurt your natural pride? If so, it

was most unintentionally, and I ask your

pardon for it most heartily.
5

&quot; I looked up at him, and though it was

now almost dark, I think he saw what was

in my eyes. I no longer tried to take my
hand away.
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&quot; I know it is not about yourself that

you are worrying ; it must be about your

sister : she is in trouble ?

&quot; I did not mean to tell him ; but it

broke from me almost against my will,

&quot; Yes ; she has been abandoned, left in

Paris quite unprotected, and without

money to pay her passage back.
5

&quot; c And you did not apply to me at

once ! he cried indignantly.

&quot; * I could not take money from you

no, not even for Lil ; you have done

enough too much for me already. I can

not bear the weight of gratitude which you

lay on my shoulders !

&quot; &amp;lt;

Why ?

&quot; Because I stopped; but then all

I had dimly felt during the past weeks

welled up in my heart, and I went on pas

sionately,
&quot; Because once you seemed to

VOL. in. N
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me a friend my one friend ! and that now,

you are Mr. Kirkland.

&quot;

It was not what I had meant to say,

and I felt myself grow crimson.

&quot; Your one friend,
5

he repeated slowly;

yet you let me go without a word, when

you knew that

&quot; That what? I asked, under my
breath.

66 That I loved you, and that my one

ambition was to have you as my wife.

&quot; I did not know. How should I have

known ? It seemed cruel of you to leave

me in such uncertainty. I tried to forget

you during all those years, and I could

not.

&quot; What do you mean ? I wrote to you ;

I spoke to your father.

&quot; c I never received the letter. I never

heard a word about you.



A PLAIN WOMAN S EOMANCE. 179

&quot; Martha!

&quot; I cannot tell how it happened, but

when I knew what was going on, I wa/s

sobbing in his arms, sobbing for joy. I

never told you about it, Lil, but I had

always loved him him alone.

&quot; { And now will you let your husband

help you?
&quot;

&quot; And so, Lil, it is your brother who

sends you the money. &quot;We talked long

that evening ; he told me about his life, his

hard work, the way in which, hearing no

thing from me and knowing that we were

living in greater luxury every year, he gra

dually began to work for work s sake,

rather than from any hope of reaping his

reward ; that was how the American fever

of fortune-making seized upon him. He

told me very honestly that he had learned

almost to forget me in the whirl ; that,

N 2



180 STORM-DRIVEN.

however, when he saw me that rainy day,

his old feelings had all come back with

greater intensity than ever; he then vowed

that I should be his wife ; but he would

not speak until he was sure of my own

feelings towards him. I think the vow is

likely to be realized.

&quot;

That, my Lil, is my one romance ; it is

the romance of a plain woman, who means

to put all the poetry of which she is capable,

in her daily life.

&quot; Come back quickly, Lil, come to your

home ! we will take such good care of you

that you will forget all your past miseries.

&quot;

MARTHA.&quot;
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CHAPTER XIL

MES. CEAYTON S DECISION.

&quot;

WELL, that is odd ! Of the firm of Grove

and Small are you sure ?
&quot;

&quot;

Perfectly,&quot;
answered Lil smiling. She

had just told Mrs. Crayton and Issy, who

had come to pay her a visit, of Martha s

engagement; she was still weak, though

fast recovering, and was stretched on a

lounge by the fire.

&quot;

&quot;Well,
that is odd 1

&quot;

again exclaimed

Mrs. Crayton, dropping her work.

&quot; Why do you think it is odd ?
&quot;

inquired

Lil.
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&quot;

Because. . . . You know, my dear,

women are too fond as a general thing
of talking about their conquests; it is a

weakness which I despise, still the coinci

dence is so singular, that I must tell you ;

if your sister is going to marry the junior

partner, I, on the other hand, might have

married the elder I might indeed, at any

moment, become Mrs. Grove,&quot; and Mrs.

Crayton dropped her voice
confidentially.

&quot;

Then, why do you not ?
&quot;

asked Issy a

little sharply ; she would not have disliked

seeing her good friend exercising her talent

for governing, on a lawful husband.
c

I have my reasons. Matrimony is all

very well, and I consider it every woman s

duty to marry once if she has a chance.

Men are poor creatures we can say it

among ourselves and need a deal of look

ing after; a man left to himself is but a
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ship without a rudder. I, you know, have

done my duty in that way, and marriage

certainly has its unpleasant side : one is

forced to see masculine weaknesses and

faults with disagreeable clearness ; matri

mony holds a magnifying-glass, so to

speak, before one s eyes. I do not deny that

I was tempted by Mr. Grove s offer ; he is

very rich, and I should have been able to

give my Archie advantages of education,

which, with my present fortune, it would be

difficult to give him. But there was my
brother: if ever a man wanted looking

after, it is he ; such disorder in his affairs,

such waste of money, and shirts in such a

state ! What can you expect of a young

fellow who dreams about his painting

three-quarters of his time, and is led here

and there by men in velveteen jackets, and

with unkempt beards, the rest of it ! So I
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sacrificed myself to him ; it was my duty,

and I did it !

&quot;

&quot; But when he marries?&quot; asked Issy,

with her sharp eyes glancing from Mrs.

Madge to Lil.

&quot;I do not mean that he shall

marry,&quot; answered Mrs. Crayton com

posedly ;

&quot;

if I sacrifice myself to him, it is

but just that he should not make

that sacrifice useless. He is not fit to

marry.&quot;

Considering this as conclusive, she

changed the conversation.

If Issy had expected to discover any

thing from Lil s countenance, she was dis

appointed. The invalid was still too weak

to join much in the conversation, or even

to follow it very attentively. She was in

that state of convalescence when there is

placid content in the absence of pain;
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but when the brain is not yet fit for much

thought.

While Mrs. Crayton and Issy continued

their conversation, she gradually fell

asleep.

Issy seeing this, presently said with her

usual abruptness,
&quot; Mrs. Crayton, if you

saw your husband s weaknesses through a

magnifying-glass, you have not put on

ordinary spectacles in order to see your

brother s.&quot;

&quot; What do you mean ?
&quot;

&quot; I mean that if you think you can pre

vent his marrying,you are greatly mistaken;

he means to marry her,&quot; and Issy with a

little motion of her head designated Lil.

&quot;

Impossible !

&quot;

&quot; Why impossible ? On the contrary,

everything makes it most possible. He

was in love with her long ago ; I might



186 STORM-DRIVEN.

have known it, when he haunted our house

because she was there ; but I was a little

goose in those days, and I did not under

stand. I am not a goose now, and I see it

all clearly enough.&quot;

Issy had at last discovered what it was

that had so puzzled her ; she did not want

John Bruce to marry Lil.

&quot;But she has been talked about!&quot; stam

mered Mrs. Crayton.

&quot; Tush ! in the first place public opinion

is with her now, and if it were against her,

do you think that would prevent it ?
&quot;

&quot;But it must not be!&quot; exclaimed the

lady vehemently.

Issylaughed a little, but she said no more;

then seeing that Mrs. Crayton had fallen

into a brown study, she amused herself by

poking the fire with an appearance of un

concern ; but in reality her eyes were
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full of a strange trouble. Issy was a child

no longer.

&quot;You are of my opinion, I suppose,&quot;

said Mrs. Crayton, looking sharply at the

odd little figure; &quot;you
think that John

ought not to marry.&quot;

&quot; I think,&quot; said Issy, by no means taken

off her guard,
&quot; that an artist should live

for his art alone ; or else marry under pecu

liar circumstances not like everybody

else.&quot;

Mrs. Crayton was on the point of asking

what circumstances she meant, when the

door opened and the servant called her

out, for some culinary consultation.

&quot; What do you mean by like everybody

else ?
&quot;

asked Lil ; she had awakened just

in time to hear the last part of the conver

sation.

&quot;

I mean,&quot; said Issy, looking at her re-
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solutely,
&quot; that an artist is lost if lie has to

be bothered like other men, first with love-

making, which interferes with his art ; then

with bread-making, which interferes with

it still more. If, added to this, he has

suppose for a moment to enter into his

wife s womanish quarrels with the world

in general, or persons in particular, or that

he is tormented with jealousy, or what not

why, as a man he may still be well

enough, but as an artist he will cease to

exist. But, dear me, how late it is ! and

you are quite pale ; I have tired
you.&quot;

&quot; But under what other circumstances

can you imagine that an artist might

marry ?
&quot;

&quot; I have not quite made up my mind.

At any rate, it should be an artistic union

without sentimental nonsense, you know,

o talk of love an union of talents and
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aspirations, two beings working together,

and looking upon work as the end and aim

of their lives. Marrying, of course, but

only because the world is so absurd as to

see friendship between a man and a woman

with suspicion.&quot;

&quot; Is this not leap-year ?
&quot; asked Lil.

&quot; Is it ? I do not know. I believe that

when civilization is a little more advanced,

women will not have to invoke any absurd

privileges to claim their right to be frank

and genuine. Good-bye, Lil; have you

decided when you leave ? it will be as soon

as you are strong enough, I suppose ; I

shall have a quantity of things for you to

take to them at home.&quot;

It was impossible, even with the best will

in the world, to misunderstand Issy s words.

Lil moved uneasily from side to side as

though seeking for that rest, that unthink-
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ing content, which she had found so de

lightful, and which now had left her, never

to return. To be obliged to reason, to

remember the past, to bring the experience

which that past had given her to bear upon

the present all this in her state of extreme

debility was very painful. The doctor

found her once more feverish, and ordered

absolute repose for a few days. This gave

Lil an excellent excuse to herself, for put

ting off, as much as possible, all tormenting

thoughts ; she wanted to get well, first of

all.

Fortunately, this getting well, in spite of

a few such checks as the above, went on

rapidly. At last the time came when she

was allowed to drive out. Mr. Smith hired

an easy carriage for her use ; he did all such

things with perfect simplicity as though it

were his undoubted right to take care of



MRS. CBAYTON S DECISION. 191

Lil, now that he had found her
;
and no one

she least of all thought of remonstrat

ing : he usually called her &quot;

My child/ and

she quite naturally took the place which a

daughter might have occupied; he seemed

more and more satisfied that it should be

so.

One sunny afternoon, Mr. Smith was

unable to take his usual place by Lil s side

for the daily drive, and John accompanied

her. Archie Crayton was of the party,

invited particularly by Lil, and as that

young gentleman was her great friend and

champion, he insisted on sitting close to

her, and holding her hand all the time.

As to John, he would willingly have

dispensed with his nephew s company;

it seemed as though he never could see

Lil alone a minute. Mrs. Crayton, in her

quality of nurse, had an excellent pretext
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for hovering about her patient at all times
;

she did this indeed so persistently that Lil

could not but notice it.

The young girl asked to go through

some of the streets she had haunted in the

days of her misery.
&quot; Shall we go through the Passage

Laferriere ?
&quot;

&quot;No, not there,&quot; she said, shuddering;
&quot; sometimes in my dreams I see Madame

Bonassieu, and I wake up in an agony of

fear.&quot;

&quot; But when I went to claim your trunk,

and pay that tremendous sum you owed

her, she vowed that she felt great affection

for you, but that you had not responded to

her gushing feelings, being cold, like all

( ces Anglaises.
}

&quot; The dreadful woman ! See ! that is

the shop where I offered my muff for sale.
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While I was standing at the counter I saw

you pass.&quot;

&quot;

Lil ! and you did not call me ! think

what misery you might have saved your

self. Why did you not call me ?
&quot;

&quot; Because I dared not.&quot;

&quot; You dared not ? Did you not know

could you not guess? . . .&quot;

&quot; Uncle John,&quot; called out Archie, who

during this time had been watching with

great interest, the clever way in which their

coachman passed between two rows of

carriages,
&quot; when you were a little boy,

which did you most want to be a painter

or a coachman ?
&quot;

&quot; A coachman, I fancy. It s a fine thing

to drive horses
;

if you promise to be a good

boy, you may climb up by Pierre.&quot;

&quot; Then Lil must go too.&quot;

&quot; Ladies are not in the habit of sitting

VOL. in. o
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by their coachmen
; besides, there would be

no place.

&quot; Then I will stay here.&quot;

The insidious uncle s diplomacy not

haying succeeded, he continued the con

versation over the child s head.

&quot;Tell me why you feared to call me.&quot;

&quot; Because I feared you would misjudge

me, and that I could not have endured.

It would have been like the contempt of a

dear brother,&quot; continued Lil more slowly.

John became very silent.

&quot;Uncle John,&quot; again exclaimed Archie,

who had continued his own train of thought

since he last spoke,
&quot;

if I marry Lil, what

would she be to you ?
&quot;

&quot;My
niece.&quot;

&quot; Then you might as well call her your

niece at once
;
I mean to marry her when

I am a man.&quot;
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&quot; I should be a little old for you, Archie,&quot;

said Lil, smiling.

&quot; What does that matter, if I do not

care ! I say which would you rather

marry, a painter or a coachman ?
&quot;

&quot;A
painter,&quot;

and then suddenly she

blushed.

&quot; A painter very well, then,&quot; he added,

with a deep sigh of resignation ;

&quot; I will

be a
painter.&quot; After a few minutes, he

added abruptly,
&quot; Then ifyou were to marry

her, Uncle John, what would she be to

me?&quot;

&quot; Your aunt.&quot;

&quot; Ah ! but I d rather marry her
myself.&quot;

&quot; I want to get out here,&quot; suddenly ex

claimed Lil; they were passing the Pont

Neuf. She emptied the contents of her

purse into her hands, and was evidently

dissatisfied with the result.
&quot; You must lend

o 2
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me some more
money,&quot; and she took out

some pieces from his opened portemonnaie.

&quot;May
I go with

you?&quot; asked John,

puzzled but submissive.

&quot;

ISTo ; Archie may come.&quot;

&quot;

Decidedly, I shall be jealous of that

monkey !

&quot;

Lil had caught a glimpse of a beggar on

the bridge a beggar who had lost both

legs ; she went up to him rapidly. When

she was close to him, she poured the coins

gold, silver, and copper into his out

stretched hands.

&quot;

It is the change for a penny you once

gave to a poor girl, who was
starving.&quot;

Then she turned away, shrinking nerv

ously from his thanks and probable ques

tions, before the beggar had sufficiently

recovered from his amazement to speak.
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CHAPTER XIII.

IN THE STUDIO.

LIKE most great workers Jolin had been

too much absorbed to notice the slight

changes and small incidents, the apparently

careless words, which are, in life, so much

more important than they seem. He had

been very happy during all this time ; he

had seen Lil s health daily improving, he

watched with delight the returning colour,

the brightness of the eyes; her sweet

presence was becoming so necessary to

him that he could not conceive of a life in

which she should not be. He had never
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told her in so many words that he loved

her, indeed his sister had given him no

opportunity to do so ; but his love seemed

so natural a thing, so inevitable, that to

put it into words, appeared to him almost

superfluous. It never struck him that he

was a strange sort of lover ; he went on

with his work as usual ; early and late he

was at his easel.

In the beginning, while Lil was ill, he

had been violently disturbed, his love for

her had been a torment as well as a joy ;

now it was simply ajoy, a serene joy. Some

times, dreams of the future that happy

future, when she should be his wife, came

to him, making his pulses beat wildly ; but

then he would turn away, fearful of dis

turbing Lil s content. He did notice that

she had grown a little serious, that the

half child-like joyousness with which she
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had at first welcomed returning health,

was gone; but this was natural, he rea

soned, and her sweet seriousness was but

an added charm ; the girl was changing to

the woman ; he was pleased that it should

be so. Besides, John had been much taken

up by professional success. He had ex

hibited in the &quot;

Salon,&quot; and his pictures

had attracted much notice; the French

critics, albeit not over given to acknow

ledge foreign talent, rendered justice to

the earnest, honest painting, to the tech

nical merit, and to the power of expression

in his portraits ; a second-class medal was

awarded him, and his popularity which

till then had been principally a popularity

of coterie suddenly extended far and wide.

The Paris correspondents to American

papers, devoted many paragraphs to his

success ; orders came to him from influ-
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ential American residents; a few foreigners,

even, showed some disposition to avail

themselves of his talent, an Italian prin

cess with a fine name sent her &quot; chas

seur
&quot;

to express her admiration, and to

ask when he would be at liberty to receive

her, as the Prince, her husband, desired to

have a full-length portrait from his skilful

brush.

But all this content of John s, disappeared

after the drive with Lil. He became ex

ceedingly impatient of the surveillance

which his sister exercised over him, and

hotly indignant at her unmistakable change

of manner towards Lil. Mrs. Crayton

behaved with more decorum towards her

brother than she might otherwise have done,

for success always commands a certain re

spect, but this respect did not extend so far

as to make her contemplate John s possible
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marriage with any degree of composure;

on that point, she meant to be inflexible.

Certainly she could not complain of Lil,

who was retiring and quiet, and who now

spent much of her time in church ; but, in

spite of this, she was learning to mistrust

the young girl, and her one desire was

to force her to go away, as soon as pos

sible.

At last, the opportunity for which John

had long waited, presented itself. One

morning at table his sister said,

&quot; I am going out this afternoon with my

friends, the Lesters, to do some shopping,

Lil
; and I will at the same time get those

things which I want you to take over for

me.&quot;

&quot; I think, Madge, you had better find

some other opportunity,
*

said John, look

ing up with a sudden change in his face.
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&quot; Lil will not be strong enough to travel

for a long time
yet.&quot;

&quot;I am going in the * Persia/ Mrs.

Crayton s friends have kindly promised to

take charge of me,&quot; said Lil very quietly,

and then she turned to speak to Madge
about her purchases.

When the morning meal was over, John

said, &quot;I have no sitter this afternoon,

Lil, it would be kind of you to finish read

ing me that article ; I am much interested

in it.&quot;

He did not seem to think that she could

possibly refuse, and did not even wait for

an answer; she hesitated a moment, and

then followed him to the painting-room.

But the interest in the article flagged

both in the reader and the listener; the

painting likewise did not progress as

rapidly as usual. Lil s voice was not quite
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steady, yet it was pleasant to hear, low-

toned and sweet as it was. Madge came

in and out in a fidgety and significant

way ; at last her friends called for her, and

John breathed more freely. He interrupted

Lil in the midst of a sentence as soon as

his sister was well out of the way, threw

aside his brushes, and sat down by

her.

&quot;What does all this mean, Lil? Why

was I not told ? Do you not think that

I have some right to be consulted ?&quot;

&quot;It was decided in a hurry last even

ing, when you were away.&quot;

&quot;Whose suggestion was it?&quot;

Lil hesitated a little, then she answered,

&quot;Your sister s, but&quot;

&quot; I thought so.&quot;

&quot;

But,&quot; added Lil quickly,
&quot; I must go ;

I had decided beforehand that I should go
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about this time ; Martha wants me, she is

to be married soon.&quot;

&quot; The wedding is not to take place till

September, and it is now only the end of

May.&quot;

There was a short silence, then Lil said

with some of her old passionate impe

tuosity,

&quot;John, I must go; my place is not

here!&quot;

&quot; Your place not here ? why where should

it be?&quot; She did not answer, and he went

on. &quot; Have I been dreaming all this time ?

have you not understood me, Lil ? do you not

know that I love you, that I have always

loved you, from the very first time I saw

you ? that my one dream of happiness on

earth the one dream of the kind which has

ever come to me, is to have you as my
wife?&quot;
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&quot;No, John, not that !&quot; said Lil, turning

very pale, she tried to free her hands

from his firm grasp, but she tried in vain,

&quot; not that ; it can never be !

&quot;

&quot;

Why not ? Ah ! it is because I am

plain and simple, because I have gone on

quietly working, happy in your dear

presence, yet not knowing how to put that

happiness in words ! But can you not

understand that a love, which has lasted as

mine has, through hopelessness itself,

scarcely knows how to find words with

which to express itself? I love you with

my nature, such as it is ; all its powers, all

its aspirations are centred in you ! Do

not tremble, my own darling, I will not

press my suit yet, if it is distasteful to you ;

I will be patient a little longer, hoping,

trusting, that the day may come when you

will learn to love me.&quot;
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&quot;You will not understand,&quot; at last said

poor Lil, wringing her hands.

&quot;Understand what?&quot;

&quot; That I may not, that I dare not be your

wife. At first, in the happy reaction from

from that dreadful time, and from my

illness, I would not acknowledge this. I

was so content in your care for me, it

seemed so natural, so good a thing, that I

wondered how it was that, long ago, I had

not loved you as you deserved to be loved.

I did understand you, John, and, foolishly,

I thought that as your wife some day I

might, by my life-long gratitude and tender

ness, repay something of my debt to you

hush ! let me finish ; do not interrupt me.

But that was mere foolishness it was, per

haps, worse than foolishness ; a few words

from another showed me this, and though, at

first, I would not understand it, yet slowly,
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painfully, it came to me. Your wife, John,

must be what I am not;&quot; Lil hesitated,

then went on bravely but with evident

effort
&quot; of stainless repute.&quot;

&quot; And who dares to suspect you ?&quot; He

encircled her in his strong arms, as though

he would defend her against the whole

world.

&quot;

Many people, and not without some

show of reason ; I am innocent, and you

know me to be so, John, but others
&quot;

&quot; What ! you would throw away my

happiness your own, for this morbid fancy

of yours ? Never ! Listen to me : we will

leave this place, go far away, to Italy per

haps. I can paint there as well as here,

and we will turn our backs on the narrow-

minded, scandal-loving world. We shall

be poor, perhaps probably but you will

see, dear, that loving each other as we shall
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do, all petty troubles will pass lightly over

us. Besides, Lil, you greatly exaggerate

things ; public opinion is with you, thanks

to Mr. Smith s vigorous partisanship, and

entirely against Mrs. Cox. Have not the

very people who, in your need, turned their

backs against you, sought you out, petted

you, now that you have no need of them ?&quot;

&quot; The slightest thing would suffice to

change that, once more. But that is not

all ; I have yet something to
say.&quot;

John looked at her with sudden alarm,

and said quickly, under his breath,

&quot; You still care for that man !&quot;

&quot;

No,&quot; cried out Lil as though she had

been in pain. &quot;No. But, John, I once

did it was my imagination more than my
heart that was dazzled ; I know that now ;

but yet my first dream of love was for him.

I have been foolish, and must pay the penalty
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ofmy folly. Hear me quietly, John, while

I tell you what I have decided for my
future ; I have thought it out well, soberly.

I am going to enter a convent ; hush ! let

me explain it all to you. During that terri

ble time, when I was alone and deserted,

there were moments when I doubted of

the goodness of God almost of His very

existence. I struggled against this, but

feebly ; misery seemed to freeze me and

make me hard This was perhaps my

greatest fault, one for which I must atone.

Now, I have learned to pray again, and a

nun s life is the only one to which I should

aspire. I have written to the convent

where I was educated, and the sisters are

willing to receive me. I shall enter the

novitiate immediately after Martha s mar

riage.&quot;

There was a short silence ; John sat with

VOL. III. P
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his head averted. Then presently he said

with quiet gravity,

&quot; I do not know much about convents,

but I feel that you are making a great and

pitiful mistake in fancying that God calls

you to a monastic life. I once knew a

young girl, who, suddenly, at nineteen,

pretty, courted, admired, tenderly cared

for by her family, determined to give up

everything for the love of God. I saw her

often at that time; she went about her

daily duties like one in a dream ; her eyes

seemed full of mysterious sights invisible

to others ;
in church, she was like one in a

trance ; it was ecstatic happiness to her,

to be at the foot of the altar ; elsewhere

she was uneasy, troubled. She was so

young that her parents implored her to wait

a little while : she consented ; but day by

day she lost the fresh beauty of which those
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who loved her were so proud ; she grew

thin and pale, and there were circles about

her eyes : she was pining to death, and they

unwillingly gave her up. That was a re

ligious vocation, and before such I should

bow resigned : do you feel what that young

girl felt?&quot;

&quot;

No,&quot; said Lil sadly,
&quot;

my resolution

has brought no joy to me, but I should not

seek for it ; I have lost my right to it, I

think. Everything about me, John, is in

complete ; my life is made up of beginnings,

of incompleteness, like pages torn from

several books, and which do not hang to

gether well, making a puzzling, unsatis

factory problem ; I think there are many
such in the world ; why should I prove an

exception ?
&quot;

&quot; You are just now, Lil, in a morbid

state of mind ; you have distorted a few

p 2



212 STOHM-DRIVEN.

careless words or intentional words, let us

say, until you have allowed them to tor

ment you unreasonably, and to warp your

judgment. Take no step yet ; I do not

ask you to bind yourself to me by any

promise, but you must, on your side, con

sent to contract no other engagement for

six months. Go back to your sister as you

propose ; at the end of the six months I

shall be in America, and will again say to

you what I say now be my wife. I believe

in you, I honour you, I love you with all

the fervour and strength of my being.&quot;

Lil looked into the eyes of her lover;

what she saw there made the quick blood

spread over face and neck. An answer

was trembling on her lips, when a loud

knock at the studio door startled them both.

John muttered something under his breath,

but did not move ; the knock was repeated,
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then lie rose impatiently to open tlie

door.

&quot; La Signora Principessa di Castel-della-

rocca,&quot; announced a magnificent footman.

Lil rose hastily, but she had not time to

leave the &quot;

atelier,&quot; for at that moment a

well-known voice cried out,

&quot; Don t go, Lil dear, I am so delighted

to see you once more I

&quot;

&quot;Mrs. Cox !

&quot;

exclaimed the young girl,

shrinking away.
u

H&quot;o,&quot;
said that superbly attired lady,

with her clearest laugh,
&quot; not Mrs. Cox, but

La Signora Principessa di Castel-della-

rocca, as Pedro has it. You know, my
love, I told you that when I exchanged my
three-lettered name, it should be for a fine-

sounding one. I have kept my word, have

I not?&quot;
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CHAPTER XIV.

&quot;VERY WELL, JOHN.&quot;

NOTHING could equal the supreme ease and

grace with which this consummate actress

said these words; with which she took

possession of the studio, filling it, as it

were, with her presence; with which she

went up to Lil, and lightly kissed her on

the forehead ; with which, afterwards, she

turned to John, bestowing on him her most

dazzling smile, apparently quite unconscious

of any coldness in her reception.

&quot;My
most sincere compliments, Mr.

Bruce, on your success; I always knew
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that you were destined to become a great

painter, but really your progress within the

last year is something surprising,&quot; and she

looked at the unfinished picture on the

easel, through her eye-glass, with an

affectation of critical admiration, wrhich was

perhaps a trifle overdone.

&quot; The Prince is delighted with yourworks,

especially with the portrait of the lady in

red ; he is still hesitating as to whether he

will have me painted by Gordigiani or by

you of course I shall help him to make

up his mind on the subject. You must

make me handsome and young flatter me

outrageously; indeed, you must make me

look queen-like,&quot; and she drew herself up

to the full extent of her superb height;

then, she good-naturedly laughed at her

self.

&quot;I fear, Princess,&quot; at last said John,
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with perfect politeness, and only just the

slightest possible curl of his lipr
&quot; that I

shall scarcely have time to undertake so

important a work ; I have several portraits

to finish yet, and I expect to sail for America

before
long.&quot;

&quot;My
dear Mr. Bruce,&quot; said the lady,

&quot; an artist always finds time to paint a

Princess, especially when he knows that it

may be the making of his fortune. Lil here,

who evidently feels a great and natural

interest in your future prosperity, will, I

am sure, advise you to find the time

necessary.&quot;

61 You are mistaken ; I would give him

no such advice.&quot;

The Princess quietly turned towards Lil,

who was pale and whose eyes were full of

indignant fire, and calmly surveyed her.

&quot;

My dear child, you never were reason-
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able ; you always allowed the passion of the

moment to obscure your judgment ; that is

the secret of all your past troubles ; do you

not see that your anger against me is most

ill-advised ? If I have come here to-day it

was not, as you perfectly understand, simply

to compliment Mr. Bruce on his success;

it was to see you also, to make you under

stand that, if I am in need of you, you are

still more in need of me. If, thanks to Mr.

Smith s officiousness, people look coldly

and suspiciously on me, so that even my

change of name and position does not

entirely shield me from impertinence you

must understand that, in spite of the change

of public opinion in yourfavour, certain parts

of your story still remain obscure. In this

pass we can be of use to each other ; there

has been a misunderstanding, a fatal com

bination of circumstances nothing more !
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I was deceived by a maid, jealous of your

position, who furthermore stole the money
destined for you; all very sad, no doubt,

but it is all over now, and things are

fortunately soon forgotten in this world!

Leigh Ward pursued me in Italy, he in

sisted upon seeing me, I refused to admit

him; he came again, I was again denied

to him ; finally he waylaid me, and told me

everything, his proposal of a secret

marriage, your refusal, his fruitless pursuit

of you; everything, in short. It was

impossible not to believe him. All this

might be made of great use to you, dear,

but to make it of use, we must work to

gether; we must be seen in each other s

company as friends mutually absolving

each other, in the eyes of the world. By
the way, do you know what has happened to

poor Leigh? the prick of the pin in the
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air-balloon, nothing more nor less ! His

uncle has died, leaving him just enough not

to starve. What will he do for straw-

coloured gloves now ? I am curious to see

what will become of him. He used to say

that he would blow his brains out what

he had of them if such a thing ever

happened ; but he has not done so yet, and

there is an end to that sort of thing when

it is put off. Perhaps he will dwindle down

to shabby gentility, and music-teaching at

a dollar a lesson, or else, if he can find a

purchaser for his fine eyes, he will marry

money there was an heiress with a squint,

and some thirty-two summers behind her,

who was much taken with him. At any

rate, he is a finished man, collapsed like

the balloon. . . . Well, Lil ! what do you

think of our league, offensive and defen

sive ?
&quot;
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&quot; How can you expect me to forget in a

minute the misery, the terror, the desola

tion which I suffered through you !

&quot;

ex

claimed Lil.

&quot; I do not expect you to forget it ; you

impulsive people never will see things as

they really are. You must understand that

the state of your feelings is a matter of

complete indifference to me. Hate me as

much as you will, but bring what common-

sense you have to bear on the question ;

we can be of use to each other, it would be

stupidity to allow animosity to interfere

with our personal advantage. All I ask of

you, is to be seen once in public with me,

and not to look like a tragedy queen when

I remark that the day is fine. I am to

have a great many people to dinner on

Tuesday ; you and Mr. Bruce might

come.&quot;
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&quot;

Oh, no no I

&quot;

cried Lil as she thought

of another dinner, during which she had

been very unhappy.
&quot;

Yerj well,&quot; said this woman of the

world cheerfully she was not easily discon

certed,
&quot;

if that seems too dreadful, which,

by-the-bye, is not flattering, I will call

for you next Sunday afternoon ; there are

to be races, the finest of the year; all

Paris, particularly foreign Paris, wall be

there, and you can be seen without having

the trouble of talking to people and making

yourself agreeable.&quot;

Lil was very averse to this plan also, but

she listened quietly to the Princess, who

volubly repeated her reasons for insisting.

John remained quite silent during the whole

of the discussion ; finally he looked up, and

Lil sought in that look for counsel and

direction.
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&quot;

Very well ; I will go with
you,&quot;

she said

presently.

Sunday came and at last passed away.

The trial was made as light to the young

girl as possible. The Prince was courteous

and attentive to her, his wife was sweetness

personified ; before long Lil was sufficiently

mistress of herself to observe the successful

man; he was evidently old, but so well

got up, so straightened by artificial means,

so dyed, so smoothed down, that it was

impossible to assign him any definite age.

Perhaps had Mrs. Cox not been hurried

into matrimony by Mr. Smith s energetic

measures against her, she would scarcely

have chosen the Principe di Castel-della-

rocca asherlord and master; all his courtesy

could not quite disguise the violence of his

temper, the pettiness of his mind or his pre

posterous jealousy. Lil, on one occasion
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when the Prince indulged in a violent fit of

anger against anawkward servant, surprised

his loving bride watching his empurpled

face with calm calculation ; in her cold eyes

the hope of a second widowhood seemed to

be lurking.

&quot;

Good-bye,&quot; said Lil significantly, as at

last the long afternoon came to a close.

&quot;

Good-bye, dear,&quot; said the Princess,

with her most icy smile ; &quot;we are scarcely

likely to meet often. Still, do let me know

when you intend to become Mrs. John

Bruce, I should like to send you a wedding

present. By the way, I am very sorry, but

the Prince is most decidedly in favour of

Gordigiani these Italians hang together

so ; well, good-bye !

&quot;

During all this time John forbore to press

his suit, but his manner towards Lil made

his intentions very evident, even to those
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who did not wish to see or understand

them. Mrs. Crayton had always stoutly

asserted and half believed that her brother

would not could not be so absurd as to

want to marry Lil, since she, his sister, was

willing to sacrifice herself to his welfare, to

keep his house, to see to his linen, etc.

But when it became evident that he did

want something more than sisterly devo

tion, Madge showed her disapprobation of

the whole affair by disagreeable little

speeches, and a coldness of manner which

distressed Lil greatly. After one of these

little scenes, John said with something like

hardness in his voice,-

&quot;

Madge, this sort of thing must not be

repeated.&quot;

&quot;

&quot;What sort of thing ?
&quot;

asked Madge

defiantly, armed for battle.

&quot; Your unkind behaviour to Miss Tern-
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pie. As long as she was ill, you were

goodness itself to her, and for that I am

truly grateful ; but evidently it is only

prostrate humanity that you consider as

worthy of your care. It is my wish that

Lil should be treated now, as before, with

gentleness and tenderness ; she is as much

in need of them as ever.&quot;

&quot;A fine thing, indeed, that I should

receive lessons from you ! the girl is well

enough treated, too well indeed. One

would suppose that to you she is the centre

of the universe.&quot;

&quot; One would not be far
wrong.&quot;

&quot; What ! do you mean to say you would

be such a
&quot;

&quot;

I mean to say, Madge, that I have

asked Miss Temple to be my wife ; my one

fear is, that she may refuse me that great

happiness.&quot;

VOL. III. Q



226 STORM-DRIVEN.

&quot; And that is how you show your appre

ciation of my sacrifice, of my refusing to

marry again.&quot;

&quot; That was a mistake, which I advise

you to rectify as soon as possible, my dear

sister. You know, I am a great advocate

of marriage.&quot;

Mrs. Crayton looked at her brother with

open eyes ; he was appearing to her in a

new character. Finding no other answer to

his suggestion, she burst into violent and

hysterical weeping, John, it is sad to

relate, turned in a most cowardly manner,

and fled. Almost as soon as he was well

out of hearing, practical Madge wiped her

eyes, and began a letter to her middle-aged

admirer, and then in the midst of her epis

tolary effort, fell to thinking about the

colour of her wedding-dress.

Wbeu Issy called that day,, she took a
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vicious pleasure in speaking of her brother s

probable marriage, to which, after due con

sideration, she had consented, even though
the thought of it had at first, she owned,

been distasteful to her.

When Issy next saw the brother and

sister, it was to take leave of them ; she

had made up her mind to go with some

friends to Italy, and her hair, which she

had before allowed to grow to a reasonable

length, was again severely cropped. John

remarked this, and laughingly said that, if

Samson s bodily strength w
ras in proportion

to the length of his hair, her strength of

mind was in direct ratio with the short

ness of hers.

&quot; I wish I did belong to the short-haired

sex ; it is dreadful to be a woman.&quot;

She said this almost savagely, yet there

was a slight tremor in her voice as she
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uttered the last words, which greatly

puzzled John : there were certain occasions

when this young man was singularly dull

of comprehension.

The day fixed for Lil s departure was

rapidly approaching ; one morning she said

to John,

&quot; I want you to do something for me.&quot;

&quot; With all my heart.
*

&quot; I cannot leave Paris without seeing

Finette.&quot;

John knew all about Finette ; he had

heard Lil tell the story more than once :

he remained silent a few moments, then he

said gently,

&quot; No ! you cannot see Finette ; that

is, if you will be guided by my ad

vice.&quot;

&quot; She was the only being who was kind

to me during that dreadful time ! why
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should I be ungrateful why should I ask

who and what she is ?
&quot;

&quot; I do not wish you to be ungrateful

towards her ; but, believe me, the meeting

would be embarrassing, quite as much to

her as to you. Let me go with you to the

Passage Laferriere, there we shall learn

something about her, and perhaps find out

some way of being useful to her.&quot;

Lil shrank a little from the idea of re

visiting the scene of so much misery, but

she consented.

They walked to the house almost in

silence. Madame Bonassieu at first looked

at Lil in stupified amazement, then poured

forth a volley of exclamations, welcomes,

and questions.

John, seeing the troubled look on the

young girl s face, took the conversation

entirely on himself.
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I wish to know what lias become of

Mademoiselle Finette.&quot;

6 Bon Dieu ! as though I occupied my-
self with such people ! She has her ups-

and-downs I suppose, like the rest, and

now she s down ; she has come back to the

refuge, but good-hearted as I am, there is

a limit even to my patience. Months and

months she owes to me, monsieur, and I, a

poor widow with a daughter to bring up !

so I told her that she must pay or decamp
it is true, my Celeste is fond of her, and so am
I for that matter, but you understand &quot;

&quot;I
think,&quot; said John, &quot;that we can

arrange matters. I will draw out a paper,
a regular receipt for what Mademoiselle

Finette owes you, and for a year s rent in

in advance ; this I wish to pay. Of course

we must have proper witnesses, so that

everything may be
regular.&quot;
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Madame Bonassieu for once in her life

had no exclamation ready ; two neighbours,

whom Lil knew to be friendly to Finette,

were brought in as witnesses, and the

whole affair was concluded.

&quot; Would there be any way of getting into

Mademoiselle Finette s room ?
&quot;

asked

John, to whom Lil had whispered a request.

&quot; Bless you ! the careless girl scarcely

ever locks her door ; it is true, she has

nothing that would be worth
stealing.&quot;

Lil was fast recovering her spirits and

energy : she and John were very busy for

the next hour, bringing in big bunches of

flowers, decorating the poor room, making

it gay, and spreading a little feast on the

table.

&quot; I remember her passion for sardines,&quot;

said Lil, as she placed a box of those

delicacies among the pates, the fruits, the
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cakes and bonbons. She wrote a few

words of affectionate farewell on the back

of a photograph, which she had had taken

on purpose, and which she placed so that

Finette should see it as she entered.

Then, wrhen all was done, a great trouble

came into her eyes, and she sat down

wearily.

&quot;What is it?&quot; asked John.

She did not answer at once, then she

said,

&quot; You do not know what it is that you

ask. Do you not see, that I cannot be

your wife ? Do you not understand that

I have passed through trials which leave

their mark ? that I have been brought

close to shame and sin, made to compre

hend many things of which I was very

ignorant, and of which I ought to have

remained in ignorance ; that my one friend
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the only being who was good to me is

a poor creature whom you yourself decided

I should not see again ? Oh, John ! leave

me to do what I had resolved on. A life

of prayer and sacrifice is the only one to

which I should aspire.&quot;

She was trembling, and the colour rose

and fell in her cheeks. John took both

her hands in his, saying,

&quot;

Lil, do you know the story of Una and

the lion ? It is yours yours, my spotless

Lily.&quot;
She looked up at him, with im

mense gratitude in her sw^eet eyes.
&quot; You

are still unable to judge quietly of these

things, my darling ; the shock was too

great, and is still too recent. When you

are really yourself once more, you will feel

that God wishes for no unwilling sacrifice,

and that yours would be an unwilling one.

Your life may still be a blessed one for
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yourself and for me ; happiness is a great

magician. I do not ask for an answer now ;

you must have more time. I shall be in

the United States before long in Septem

ber, for your sister s wedding. I will go to

you; and then then, dearest, you shall

give me your answer.&quot;

Lil looked up at him, and then, once

more her eyes fell.

&quot;

Very well. John,&quot; she said.

THE END.
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i vol., small post Svo, cloth extra, 6s. Several Illustrations. (Rose Library, is.)

- Beginning Again. A Sequel to &quot;Work.&quot; is.

- Shawl Straps. Small post Svo, cloth gilt, 3^. 6d.

Eight Cousins, or the Aunt Hill. Small post
8vo, with Illustrations, $s.

Silver Pitchers, and other Stories. I vol., crown
8vo, ID*, (xt. Smaller and cheaper edition in the press.

A



L.OW ana

Alexander (Sir James E.} Bush Fighting. Illustrat
by Remarkable Actions and Incidents of the Maori War. With a Map, Plans,
Woodcuts, i vol., demy 8vo, pp. 328, cloth extra, i6j.

All the Way Round. What a Boy saw and heard
his Way round the World. Small post Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7$. 6d

Andersen (Hans Christian}. Fairy Tales. With Illi

trationsin Colours by E. V. B. Royal 4to, cloth, i/. 5$.

Andrews (Dr.) Latin-English Lexicon. I3th editk
Royal 8vo, pp. 1670, cloth extra, price i8s.

Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family, collected a
edited by J. G. HODGINS, with Illustrations. New edition, revised by J. TIMES,

Animals Painted by Themselves. Translated from t
French of BALZAC, Louis BAUDE, G. DROZ, JULES JANIN, GEORGES SAND,
LEMOINE, &c., with upwards of Two Hundred Illustrations from the vignettes
GRANDVILLE. [/ the fr

Assailant (A.) The Fantastic History of the Cclebra\
Pierrot. Written by the Magician ALCOFRIBAS, and translated from the Sogdiei
ALFRED ASSOLLANT, with upwards of One Hundred humorous Illustrations byl
Dargent. Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7$. 6d.

Backward Glances. Edited by the Author of &quot;

Episoc
in an Obscure Life.&quot; Small post 8vo, cloth extra, $s.

Bancroft s History of America. Library edition, vc
i to 10, 8vo, 6/.

Barrington (Hon. andRev. L. J.) From Ur to Macpela
the Story of Abraham, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^.

THE BAYARD SERIES.
Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Si

as Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad.
&quot;We can hardly imagine better books for boys to read or for men to poi

over.&quot; Times.

Price 2s. 6d. each Vohime, complete in itself, flexible cloth extra, gilt ed,

The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By M.
BEKVILLE.

De Joinviltis St. Louis, King of France.

The Essays of Abraham Cowley. including all ]

Prose Works.

Abdallah ; or, The Four-leaved Shamrock. ]

EDOUARD LABOULLAYE,

Table-Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte.
Vathek: An Oriental Romance. By W. BECKFOE
The King and the Commons: a Selection of Cavali

and Puritan Sonjf. Edited by Prof. MORLEY.
Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions

the Great Duke.



List of Publications.

Bayard Series (continued) :

Hazlitt s Round Table. With Biographical Intro
duction.

The Religio Medici, HydriotapJiia, and the Letter to
a Friend. By Sir THOMAS BROWNE, Knt.

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By ROBERT
BUCHANAN.

Coleridge s Christabel, &c. Preface by A. C. SWIN
BURNE.

Lord Chesterfield!s Letters, Sentences and Maxims.
With Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on Chesterfield by M. De Ste.-

Beuve, of the French Academy.

Essays in Mosaic. By TliOS. BALLANTYNE.

My Uncle Toby. Edited by P. FITZGERALD.

Reflections ; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the
Duke de la Rochefoucauld.

Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xcno-
phon s Memorabilia. By EDW. LEVIEN.

Prince Albert s Golden Precepts.

Rasselas, Prince ofA byssinia. By DR. JOHNSON.

Beauty and the Beast. An Old Tale retold, with Pictures.
By E. V. B. Demy 410, cloth extra, novel binding. 10 Illustrations in Colours (in

same style as those in the First Edition of
&quot;

Story without an End&quot;). i2s. (&amp;gt;&amp;lt;t.

Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times Beemaster. Illus
trated. Crown 8vo. New Edition with additions, 25-. 6d.

Beumer s German Copybooks. In six gradations at ^d. each.

Bickersteth (Rev. E. H., M.A.) The Reef, and other Para-
bles. One Volume square 8vo, with numerous very beautiful Engravings, js. 6rf.

The Master s Home-Call ; or, Brief Memorials
of Alice Frances Bickersteth. igth Thousand. 321110, cloth gilt, is.

&quot;

They recall in a touching manner a character of which the religious beauty has a

warmth and grace almost too tender to be definite.&quot; The Guardian.

The Shadow of the Reck. A Selection of Rcli-
gious Poetry. 6th Thousand. iSmo, cloth extra, is. 6d.

The Clergyman in his Home. Small post Svo, is.

The Shadowed Home and the Light Beyond.
By the Rev. E. H. BICKERSTETH. Third Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra,

Bida. The Authorized Version of the Four Gospels.
With the whole of the magnificent Etchings on Steel, after the drawings by M. Bida.

The Gospels of St. Matthew, St. John, and St. Mark, appropriately bound in cloih

extra, price 3/. 3^. each, are ready. (St. Luke in preparation.)
&quot; Bida s Illustrations of the Gospels of St. Matthewand St. John have already received

here and elsewhere a full recognition of their great merits. To these is now added
the Gospel of St. Mark, which is in every respect a fitting pendant to its predecessors.

By next season we are promised the complete series,&quot; Times.
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4 Sampson Low and Go s

Bidivell (C. T.) The Balearic Isles. Illustrations and Ma
T.OS. 6d.

The Cost of Living Abroad. Crown Svo, cloth, (

Black
( Wm.) Three Feathers. Small post Svo, clo

extra, 6s. Sixth Edition.

Lady Silverdales Sweetheart, and other StorL
i vol., crown Svo, 105-. 6aT.

Kilmeny : a Novel. Small post Svo, cloth, 6s.

In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, small post Svo, (

A DanghterofHcth. I3th and Cheaper Editio
crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. With Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A.

Blackburn (//.) Art in the Mountains: the Story of tl
Passion Play, with upwards of 50 Illustrations. Svo, i2j.

Artists and Arabs. With Illustrations, Svo, ?s.6
. . Harz Mountains : a Tour in the Toy Count?

With numerous Illustrations, izs.

Normandy Picturesque. Illustrations, Svo, i6s.

Travelling in Spain. Illustrations, Svo, i6s.

Travellingin Spain. Cheap Edition, 121110, 2s.6

The Pyrenees. Summer Life at French Watering
Places. ioo Illustrations by GUSTAVE DORE. Royal Svo, iSs.

Blackmore (R.D.)Lorna Doone. New Edition. Cr. Svo, 6
,7,T

he reader at times holds his breath, so graphically yet so simply does TohnRi
tell his tale. Saiurday Review.

Alice Lorraine, i vol., Svo., 6s. Sixth Editio

Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s.

Cradock NowelL New Edition, 6s.

Cripps, the Carrier. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6

Gcorgics of Virgil. Small 4to, 4^. 6d.

Blackwell(E.) Laws of Life. New Edition. Fcp., -$s. 6,

Blandy (S.) The Little King. 64 Illustrations. In
perial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7.?. 6d.

Bombaugh (C. C.) Gleanings for the Curious from tl
Harvest Fields of Literature. Svo, cloth, i 2j.

Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion
32mo, cloth, gd. And in various bindings.

Bosanquct (Rev. C.) Blossoms from the Kings Gardo
By the Vicar of Christ Church, Folkestone.

Bowker (G.} St. Mark s Gospel. With Explanator
Notes. For the Use of Schools and Colleges. By GEORGE BOWKER. Fcap., clot



List of Publications.

Bradford (Wm.} The Arctic Regions. Illustrated with
Photographs, taken on an Art Expedition to Greenland. With Descriptive Narra
tive by the

Artist._
In i vol., royal broadside, 25 inches by 20, beautifully bound in

morocco extra, price Twenty-Five Guineas.

Brett (E.} Notes on Yachts. Fcap., 6s.

Bristed (C. A.) Five Years in an English University.
Fourth Edition, Revised and Amended by the Author. Post 8vo, io.y. 6d.

Broke (A dmiral Sir B. V. P., Bt., K. C.B.} Biography. 1 1.

Bryant (
W. C., assisted by S. PL Gay.) A Popular His-

tory of the United States. 4 vols., profusely illustrated with numerous Engravings
on Steel and Wood. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt top. Vol. I. ready, 42.5-.

Burritt (E.) Ten Minnies Talk on all sorts of Topics.
With Autobiography of the Author. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Burton (Captain R. F.) Two Trips to Gorilla Land and
the Cataracts of the Congo. Ey Captain R. F. BURTON. 2 vols., demy 8vo, with
numerous Illustrations and Map. Cloth extra, 28.?.

Butler (W. F) The Great Lone Land; an Account of
the Red River Expedition, 1869-1870, and Subsequent Travels and Adventures in the
Manitoba Country. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d.

The Wild North Land: the Story of a Winter
Journey with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8vo, cloth, with nume
rous Woodcuts and a Map. Fourth Edition, iSs. Crown 8vo, js. 6d.

Akim-foo: The History of a Failure. Demy
8vo, cloth, i6s. Second Edition. Also a Third and Cheaper Edition, js. 6d.

Cadogan (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of Patience. By
the Lady ADELAIDE CADOGAN. 24 Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text.

Foolscap 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, izs. 6d. Third Edition.

Cahun (Leon}. See Adventures of Captain Mago.
Case of Mr. Liicraft, and other Stories. By the Authors

of &quot;Ready-Money Mortiboy.&quot; 2 vols., crown, 2is.

Changed Cross
(77/&amp;lt;?),and

other Religious Poems. 2s. 6d.

Child s Play,wi\.\ii6 coloured drawings by E. V. B. *js. 6d.

Chiushingura ; or, The Loyal League. A Literary Curi
osity. A Japanese Romance. Translated by FREDERICK V. DICKINS. With 30
Full-page Illustrations, Drawn and Engraved by Japanese Artists, and Printed by
Japanese Printers. One vol., oblong 8vo, Japanese binding, over 200 pages, price i6s.

Choice Editions of Choice Books. 2s. 6d. each. Illustrated

by C. W. COPE, R.A., T. CRESWICK, R.A., E. DUNCAN, BIRKET FOSTER, J. C.

HORSLEY, A.R.A., G. HICKS, R. REDGRAVE, R.A., C. STOREHOUSE, F. TAYLER,
G. THOMAS, H. J. TOWNSHEND, E. H. WEHNERT, HARRISON WEIR, &c.

Milton s L Allegro.

Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir.

Rogers (Samuel) Pleasures of Memory.
Shakespeare s Songs and Sonnets.

Bloomfield s Farmer s Boy.
Campbell s Pleasures of Hope.
Coleridge s Ancient Mariner.
Goldsmith s Deserted Village.
Goldsmith s Vicar of Wakefield.

Gray s Elegy in a Churchyard.
Keat s Eve of St. Agnes.

!!LrS

OneTennyson s May Queen.
Elizabethan Poets.

Wordsworth s Pastoral Poems.



Sampson Low and Co. s

Classified Educational Catalogue of Works, A, published
in Great Britain. Demy Svo, cloth extra, second edition, greatly revised, 5.?.

Cook (Dutton) A Book of the Play. Two vols., crown
8vo, 2is.

Craifc(Mrs) The Adventures ofa Brownie. By the Author
of &quot;John Halifax, Gentleman.&quot; With Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 5*.

Gumming (Miss C. F. G.) From the Hebrides to the

Himalayas ; Eighteen Months Wanderings in Western Isles and Eastern Highlands.

By Miss CONSTANCE F. GORDON GUMMING, with very numerous Woodcut Illustra

tions, from the Author s own Drawings. 2 vols., medium Svo, cloth extra, 425-.

Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low s Copyright
Series). i6mo, boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s.

Dana (R. H) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty -

four Years After. Copyright Edition, with Notes and Revisions. i2mo, 6^.- (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous
Illustrations, Charts, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, &s. 6d

Daughter (A) of Heth. By WM. BLACK. Crown Svo, 6s.

Davies (Wm.) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber, from its

Mouth to its Source. Svo, with many Illustrations and Map, cloth extra, iSs.

Davies
( Win.) A Fine Old English Gentleman, Exem

plified in the Life and Character of Lord Collingwood : a Biographical Study. By
WILLIAM DAVIES. i vol., cloth extra, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Dore s Spain. See Spain.

Dongall (J. D.) Shooting; its Appliances, Practice,
and Purpose. See Shooting.

English Catalogue of Books (The), published during
1863 to 1871 inclusive, comprising also the Important American Publications.

This Volume, occupying over 450 pages, shows the Titles of 32,000 New Books and
New Editions issued during Nine Years, with the Size, Price, and Publisher s Name,
the Lists of Learned Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Literary Associations, and
the Books issued by them ; as also the Publishers Scries and Collections altogether

forming an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller s Establishment, as well as to

every Learned and Literary Club and Association. 30^. half-bound.

%* The previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, of which a very few remain on sale, price
zl. 5.?. ; as also the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857, price i/. 6s.

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3^-. 6d. each;
1866, 1867, to 1875, 5.?. each.

Writers, Essays on. See Gentle Life Series.

Matrons and their Profession. By M. L. F.,
Writer of &quot; My Life, and what shall I do with it.&quot; Crown Svo, cloth, -js. 6d.

Painters of the Georgian Era. Hogarth to
Turner. Biographical Notices. Illustrated with 48 permanent Photographs, after

the most celebrated Works. Demy 410, cloth extra. iZs.



L&amp;gt;ist oj jruoiicaiions.

Erckmann-CIiatrian. Forest House and Catherine s
Lovers. Crown Svo, y. 6d.

The Brothers Rantzau : A Story of the Vosges.
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 2 is. i vol., profusely Illustrated, cloth extra, 5$.

Evans (C.) Over the Hills and Far Away. By
C. EVANS, Author of &quot;A Strange Friendship.&quot; Crown Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d.

A Strange Friendship. Crown Svo, cloth, $s.

E. V. BJs Beauty and the Beast. See Beauty and the
Beast

Faith Gartncys Girlhood. By the Author of &quot; The
Gayworthys.&quot; Fcap. ,

with Coloured Frontispiece, 3^. 6d.

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Cloth, is.

Fields (y. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. Cr. Svo, los. 6d.

Flammarion (C.} The Atmosphere. Translated from the
French of CAM ILLE FLAMMARION. Edited by JAMES GLAISHER, F.R.S. With 10

Chromo-Lithographs and Si Woodcuts. Royal Svo, cloth extra, bevelled boards, 30*.

Fogg s (W. P.} Arabistan : or, the Land of
&amp;lt;( The

Arabian Nights.&quot; ]!jing Travels through Egypt, Arabia, and Persia to Bagdad
By W. P. FOGG, M.A. Demy Svo, with numerous Illustrations, cloth extra, i^s.

Fool of the Family, and oilier Tales. By JOHN DANGER-
FIELD. 2 vols., crown Svo, 2is.

Forbes (J. G.) Africa: Geographical Explorations and
Christian Enterprise, from the Earliest Times to the Present. By J. GRUAR FORBES.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7.?. 6d.

Forrest (Johji). Explorations in Australia; being Mr.
John Forrest s Personal Accounts cf his Journeys, i vol., demy Svo, cloth, with
several Illustrations and 3 Maps, i6s.

Forrest (R. IV.) Gleanings from the Pastures of Tekoa.
By ROBERT WILLIAM FORREST, M.A., Vicar of St. Jude s, South Kensington.
Small post Svo, 260 pp., cloth extra, 6s.

Franc (Mande Jeane}. Emilys Choice. An Australian
Tale, i vol., small post Svo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. AXGAS, 5.?.

Hall s Vineyard. Small post Svo, cloth, 4^.

Johns Wife. A Story of Life in South Australia.
Small post Svo, cloth extra, 4$.

Marian ; or, lJu Liglit of Some Ones Home. Fcp.
3rd Edition, with Frontispiece, $s.

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters,



Franc (Maude Jeane). Vermont Vale. Small post Svo, 5 s.

Minnie s Mission. Small post Svo, 4s.

Friswell (Laura] The Gingerbread Maiden ; and other
Stories. With Illustrations. Square cloth, 3,9. 6d.

Garvagh (Lord). The Pilgrim of Scandinavia. ByLORD GARVAGH, B.A. Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, IDS. 6d.

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols. in I. Svo, los. 6d.

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES.

Printed in Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, forming suitable
Volumes for Presents. Price 6s. each

;
or in calf extra, icxr. 6&amp;lt;/.

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of
Character of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition.

&quot;

Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every house.&quot; Cham
bers Journal.

About in the World. Essays by the Author of &quot;The

Gentle Life.&quot; Fifth Edition.
&quot;

It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy idea.&quot; Morning
Post.

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the &quot;De

Imitatione Christi &quot;

usually ascribed to Thomas a Kempis. With a Vignette from an
Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition.

&quot; Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was
never SttxC r-IUustruttd London News.

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation
Handbook. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences that have
become embedded in the English language. Second and enlarged Edition.

&quot; The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with.&quot; Notes and
Queries.

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, and Anno
tated by the Author of The Gentle Life.&quot; With Vignette Portrait. Second Edition.

&quot;We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large circulation
for this handsome attractive book.&quot; Illustrated Times.

The Countess of Pembroke s Arcadia. Written by Sir
PHILIP SIDNEY. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of

&quot; The Gentle Life.&quot; Dedi
cated, by Permission, to_

the Earl of Derby. 7.9. 6d.
&quot;All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Friswell s edition.&quot;

Examiner.

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Seventh Edition.
&quot; There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in some

measure to the formation of a true gentleman.&quot; Daily News.

Varia: Readingsfrom Rare Books. Reprinted, by per
mission, from the Saturday Review, Spectator, &rc.

&quot;The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they are rare, and
the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public.&quot; Observer.



7te Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By
the Author of &quot; The Gentle Life.&quot; Third Edition.

&quot;

All who possess The Gentle Life should own this volume.&quot; Standard.

Assays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of
Students in English Literature.

&quot; To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read and study their native
literature we would certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting introduction.&quot;

Rxamiiier.

Wicr People s Windows. By J. HAIN FRISWELL.
Second Edition.

&quot;The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled up with shrewd views of
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be
amused. &quot;

Morning- Post.

[ Man s Thoughts. By J. HAIN FRISWELL.

Talf-Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable
Persons. By GIBSON CRAIG. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Betting On in the World; or, Hints on Success in Life.
By WILLIAM MATHEWS, LL.D. Small post Svo, cloth boards, zs. 6d. ; superior

binding, 3^. 6d.

-ouffif. The Royal Cookery Book. By JULES GOUFFE.
Translated and adapted for English use by ALPHONSE GOUFFE, Head Pastrycook
to Her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates, printed in colours. 161

Woodcuts. Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2.1. 2S.

Domestic Edition,
half-bound, IDJ. 6d.

&quot;

By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub

mitted to the gastronomical world.&quot; Pall Mall Gazette.

The Book of Preserves ; or, Recipes for Prc-
paring and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines, Gelatines, Vegetables,

Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de Famille, Petits Fours, Bonbons, &c., &c.

i vol., royal Svo, containing upwards of 500 Receipts and 34 Illustrations, IQJ. 6d.

Royal Book of Pastry and Confectionery. By
JULES GOUFFE, Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club. Royal Svo, Illustrated

with 10 Chromo-lithographs and 137 Woodcuts, from Drawings from Nature by
E. MONJAT. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 35^.

^ourand (Mdllc) Four Gold Pieces. Numerous Illus

trations, small post Svo, cloth, zs. 6d. See also Rose Library.

lower (Lord Ronald}. Handbook to the Art Galleries,
Public and Private, of Belgium and Holland. i8mo, cloth, $s.

The Castle Howard Portraits. 2 vols. Folio,
cloth extra, C/. 6,y.

^reek Testament. See Novum Testamentum.

*-reen (H. W.} Walter Lee; a Story of Marlboroiigh
College. 2 vols., crown Svo, zis.

luillemin (A.) The World f Comets. Translated and
Edited by JAMES GLAISHER, F.R.S. Numerous Coloured and other Illustrations.

Super-royal Svo, cloth extra.

*uizo?s History of France. Translated by ROBERT
BLACK. Royal Svo. Numerous Illustrations. In 5 volumes, cloth extra, each z\s.
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io Sampson Low and Cols

Guizofs Pllstory of England. In 3 volumes of about
500 pp. each, containing 60 to 70 full-page and other Illustrations, c.oth extra gilt,

245-. each. \Inthepicss.

Guyon (Mdme.) Life. By UPHAM. Crown Svo, 6s.

A Short Method of Prayer and Spiritual Torrents.
Translated from the French ofMdmeDE LA MOTHE GUYON. i2mo, cloth extra, 2s.

Gnyot (A.) Physical Geography. By ARNOLD GUYOT,
Author of

&quot; Earth and Man.&quot; In i volume, large 410, 128 pp., numerous coloured

Diagrams, Maps, and Woodcuts, price ioj. 6d., strong boards.

Hacklandcr (F. IV.) Bombardier H. and Corporal Dose ;
or, Military Life in Prussia. Translated from the German. Crown Svo, cloth 5^.

Hale (E. E.) In His Name. A Story of the Dark Ages.
Small post Svo, cloth, 3$. f&amp;gt;d.

Hall (S. P.) Sketches from an Artist s Portfolio. See
Sketches.

Tour of the Prince of Wales. Sec RUSSELL.

Hall (IV. IV.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health
Maxims, Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. HALL, A.M., M.D. Small post
Svo, cloth, 2J. Second Edition.

Hans Brinkcr ; or, the Silver Skates. An entirely New
Edition, with 59 Woodcuts Square crown Svo, cloth extra, -,s. 6d.

Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present ; with a
Glance at Hayti. With upwards of 150 beautiful Woodcuts and Maps, chiefly from
Designs and Sketches by the Author. Demy Svo, cloth extra, i8s.

Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine
Woodcut Engravings. New Edition, Svo, cloth extra, 15*.

Haslitt(W.) The Round Table. (Bayard Series.) 2s. 6d.

Hcbcrs (Bishop} Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With
upwards of 100 Designs engraved in the first style of Art. Small 410, -js. 6d.

Hcginbotham (Hany). Stockport : Ancient and Modern.
In Five Parts, containing 120 pages, and many full-page Illustrations. IDS 6d. each.

Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations. With
Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By ALFRED
HENDERSON. Fcap. 410, 530 pp., IOT. 6J.

Hitherto. By the Author of &quot;The Gayworthys.&quot; New
Edition, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. Also in Low s American Series, double vol., 2s. d.

Hofmann (Carl). A Practical Treatise on the Manufac-
ture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by no Wood Engravings, and Five
large Folding Plates. In i vol., 410, cloth, about 400 pp., 3/. 13^. &/.

Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and TitconiUs Letters. See Rose
Library. Boards, is.

Mistress of the Manse, 2s. 6d. See also Rose
Library.



L ist of Publications. 1 1

Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel. Sec Rose
Library.

Songs in Many Keys. Post Svo, 7$. 6d.

Mechanism in Thought and Morals. I2mo, is. 6d.

Horace (
Works of). Translated literally into English

Prose. By C. SMART, A.M. New Edition, i8mo, cloth, 2s.

Horsley (C. E.} A Text-Book ofHarmony. For Schools
and Students. Small post 8vo, cloth.

Hugo ( Victor). &quot;Ninety-Three&quot; Illustrated, crown Svo, 6s.

Toilers of the Sea. Crown Svo, 6s.
; fancy boards.

2s. ; cloth, 2S. 6d. ; Illustrated Edition, IDS. 6d.

Hunt (Leigh} and S. A. Lee. Elegant Sonnets, with Essay
on Sonneteers. 2 vols., 8vo, 18.?.

Day by the Fire. Fcap., 6s. 6d.

Hutchinson (Thos^ Summer Rambles in Brittany.
Illustrated, cloth extra, IQS. 6d.

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. Edited
by the Rev. E. H. BICKERSTETH, Vicar of Christ Church, Hampstead.

The following is a List of the Editions : s. d.

No. T. A Small-type Edition, medium 321110, cloth limp . . .06
No. i. B ditto roan limp, red edges
No. i. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges .

No. 2. Second-size type, super -royal 321110, cloth limp
No. 2. A ditto roan limp, red edges. . .

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges .

No. 3. Large-type Edition, crown Svo, cloth, red edges .

No 3. A ditto roan limp, red edges . .

No. 3. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges

o

3 o

2 6

3 6

5 6

No. 4. Large-type Edition, crown 8vo, with Introduction and

Notes, cloth, red edges. . 3 6

No. 4. A ditto roan limp, red edges 4 &

No. 4. B ditto morocco, gilt edges 66
No. 5. Crown Svo, with accompanying Tunes to every Hymn,

New Edition 3

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 4

No. 5. B The Chants separately
J 6

No. 5. C Large Edition. Tunes and Chants 7 6

No. G. Penny Edition.

Fcap! 410. Organists Edition. Cloth, -js. ^d.

The Church Mission Hymn Book. 1 20 Hymns for Special
Missions and Schoolroom Services. Price 8s. ^d. per 100, or i\d. each.

*#* Clergymen introducing the Hymnal are allowed Special Terms.

An %pp. prospectus sent postfree on application.

6p THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER, bound with the HYMNAL COMPANION. 32^10,

cloth, gd. And in various superior bindings.

The Hymnal Companion is also sold, strongly bound
with a Sunday School Liturgy, in two sizes, price ^d. and 8d.

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. THOMSON,
F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the Author s Negatives, printed in permanent

Pigments by the Autotype Piocess, and Notes from Personal Observation. 4 vols.,

imperial 4to, each 3/. 3^.



12 Sampson Low and Co. s

Jacquemart (y.) History of the Ceramic Art. Descriptive
and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times and of all Nations. By ALBERT
JACQUEMART. 200 Woodcuts by H. Catenacci and J. Jacquemart. 12 Steel-plate

Engravings, and 1000 Marks and Monograms. Translated by Mrs. BIKY PAL-
LISEK. In i vol., super-royal Svo, of about 700 pp., cloth extra, gilt edges, 42*.

Kcnnan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. Third Edition, 6s.

Kennedy (Capt. W. R.) Sporting Adventures in the
Pacific. With Illustrations, demy Svo, iBs.

Kcrkadcc
(
Vicomtesse de}. Madeleine. 2 vols., cr. Svo, 2 1 s.

King (Clarence}. Mountaineering in tlic Sierra Nevada.
C:o\vu Svo. Third and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra, 6s.

Kingston (W. H. G.) Snoiv-Shocs and Canoes; cr, the
Early Days of a Fur-Hunter in the Hudson s Bay Territory. With numerous
Illustrations. Imperial i6mo, cloth gilt, 7$. 6&amp;lt;/.

Koldeivey (Capt.} The Second North German Polar
Expedition in the Years 1869-70, of the Ships

&quot;

Germania&quot; and &quot;

Hansa,&quot; under
Command of Captain Koldewey. Edited by H. W. BATES, Esq. Numerous
Woodcuts, Maps, and Chromo-lithographs. Royal Svo, cloth extra, i/. 15^.

Lang (Dr. J. D.) An Historical and Statistical Account
of New South Wales, from the Founding of the Colony in 1788 to the present day.
By JOHN DUNMORE LANG, D.D., Senior Minister of the Scotch Church, Sydney.
Fourth Edition. In 2 vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, i/. is.

Leared (A .) Morocco and the Moors. Being an Account
of Travels, with a general Description of the Country and its People. By ARTHUR
LEARED, M.D. With Illustrations, Svo, cloth extra, i8s.

Leavitt (Professor J. M.) New World Tragedies.

Le Dnc (Viollet Le}. How to build a House. Numerous
Illustrations, Plans, &c. Medium Svo, cloth, gilt edges, 12^.

Annals of a Fortress. Numerous Illustrations
aad Diagrams. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 15^.

The Habitations of Man in all Ages. 103 Illus
trations. Translated by B. BUCKNALL, Architect. Svo, cloth extra, i6s.

Lectures on Architecture. Translated by B.
BuCKKALL, Architect. In 2 vols., royal Svo, 3/. 3^.

On Restoration. . With a Notice of his Works in
connexion with the Historical Monuments of France, by CHARLES WETHER ED.
Crown Svo, with a Portrait on Steel of Viollet le Due, cloth extra, 2S. 6d.

Lessing s Laocoon : an Essay upon the Limits of Paint
ing and Poetry, with Remarks illustrative of various Points in the History of Ancient
Art. By GOTTHOLD E. LESSING. A New Translation. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5*.

Lindsay (W. S.) History of Merchant Shipping and
Ancient Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., demy
Svo, cloth extra. Vols. land 2, z\s. each ; vols. 3 and 4, 24$. each ; 4 vols., a,l. iov

&quot;Another standard work,&quot; The Times.
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L ittle Preacher. 3 2m o, is.

Locker (A.) The Village Surgeon. A Fragment of Auto-
biography. Crown 8vo, cloth, New Edition, 3^. 6d.

Long (Co I. C. Chaillc]. Central Africa. Naked Truths of
Naked People: an Account of Expeditions to Lake Victoria Nyanza and the Ma-
brakaNiam-Niam, West of the White Nile. Demy Svo, numerous Illustrations, i&s.

Lozv s German Series
1. THE ILLUSTRATED GERMAN PRIMER. Being the easiest Introduc-

tion to the Study of German for all Beginners, is.

2. THE CHILDREN S OWN GERMAN BOOK. A Selection of Amusing
and Instructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. MEISSNEK, Professor of

Modern Languages in the Queen s University in Ireland. Small post Svo,

cloth, is. 6d.

3. THE FIRST GERMAN READER, for Children from Ten to Fourteen.
Edited by Dr. A. L. MEISSNER. Small post Svo, cloth, is. 6ci.

4. THE SECOND GERMAN READER. Edited by Dr. A. L. MKISSN-ER.
Small post Svo, cloth, is. 6d. {In preparation.

BiicMuitKS Deutsche Prosa. Tivo volumes, sold separately :

5. SCHILLER S PROSA. Containing Selections from the Prose Works of

Schiller, with Notes for English Students. By Dr. BuCHHEIM, Professor of

the German Language and Literature, King s College, London. Small post

Svo, 2S. 6d. {Ready.
6. GOETHE S PROSA. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe, with Notes

for English Students. By Dr. BUCHHEIM. Small post Svo. \_lnprcparation.

Low s Half-Crown Scries, choicely bound, cloth, gilt
edges, small post Svo. :

1. SEA-GULL ROCK. By JULES SANDEAU. Numerous Illustrations.

2. THE HOUSE ON WHEELS. By Madame STOLZ. Many Illustrations.

3. THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. By Dr. HOLLAND.
4. UNDINE, AND THE TWO CAPTAINS. By FOUQUE. Illustrations.

5. DRAXY MILLER S DOWRY AND THE ELDER S WIFE.
6. THE FOUR GOLD PIECES. By MdmeGouRAUD. Several Illustrations.

7. PICCIOLA ; OR, THE PRISON FLOWER. By X. B. SAINTINE. Nu
merous Illustrations.

8. ROBERT S HOLIDAYS. Profusely Illustrated.

9. THE TWO CHILDREN OF ST. DOMINGO. Profusely Illustrated.

10. THE PEARL OF ORR S ISLAND.
11. THE MINISTER S WOOING.
12. AUNT JO S SCRAP BAG.

Low s Copyright and Cheap Editions ofAmerican Authors,
comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with their Authors :

1. HAUNTED HEARTS. By the Author of
&quot; The Lamplighter.&quot; is. 6ct.

2. THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. By &quot;The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.&quot; u.6//.

3. THE MINISTER SWOOING. By the Author of &quot;Uncle Tom s Cabin.
&quot;

is. 6^.

4. VIEWS AFOOT. By BAYARD TAYLOR, is. 6d.

5. KATHRINA, HER LIFE AND MINE. By J. G. HOLLAND, is. 6&amp;lt;t.

6. HANS BRINKER; OR, LIFE IN HOLLAND. By Mrs. DODGE, is. 6d.

7. MEN, WOMEN, AND GHOSTS. By Miss PHELPS. is. 6&amp;lt;/.

8. SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE. By RALPH WALDO EMERSON, is. &/.

9. HEDGED IN. By ELIZABETH PHELPS. is. 6^.
11. FAITH GARTNEY. is. 6rf.

12. STOWE S OLD TOWN FOLKS. 2*. 6d. ; cloth, 3j.

13. LOWELL S STUDY WINDOWS, is. f&amp;gt;tt.

14. MY SUMMER IN A GARDEN. By CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER, is. 6d.

15. PINK AND WHITE TYRANNY. By Mrs. STOWE. is. 6d.
16. WE GIRLS. By Mrs. WHITNEY, is. 6d.

17. OTHER GIRLS. By Mrs. WHITNEY, zs.

20. BACK-LOG STUDIES. By CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER, Author of &quot;My

Summer in a Garden.&quot; is. 6d
22. HITHERTO. By Mrs. T. D. WHITNEY. Double Volume, zs. 6d., fancy

flexible boards.

23. FARM BALLADS. By WILL CARLETON. is.
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Low s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure.
Crown 8vo, bound uniformly in cloth extra

fc^^T
E^J!ir ***** With Illustrations and

a. THE WILD NORTH LAND: The Story of a Winter Journey with

.
3

chit
F

Jh
N
n

L
?

VIN?ST6NE: By H. M. STANLEY. Introductory
Tw P Lo vc

eJ -f
a f LlvmSston e, with a brief Memoir. 7j. 6rf.

4- THE THRESHOLD OF THE UNKNOWN REGION. By C. R. MARK-
ters

M
iw 6?

?S Illustrations - Fourth Edition, with Additional Chap-

5- A WHALING CRUISE TO BAFFIN S BAY AND THE GULF OF
MARKHAM New Edition. Two Maps and several

inustrion y
.

6 -

CAMPAIGNING
ON THE OXUS. By J. A. MACGAHAN. Fourth Edition,

7- AKIM-FOO: The History of a Failure. By Major W. F. BUTLER. New
Jkdition, 7$. 6a.

Standard Novels. Crown Svo. 6j. each, cloth
extra :

THREE FEATHERS. By WILLIAM BLACK.A DAUGHTER OF HETH. Thirteenth Edition. By W. BLACK. With
Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A.

KILMENY. A Novel. By W. BLACK.
IN SILK ATTIRE. By W. BLACK
ALICE LORRAINE. By R. D. BLACKMORE.

r2?n& C5& By R D
&quot; BLACKMORK. Eighth Edition.CRADOCK NOWELL. By R. D. BLACKMORE

clRA
S
VlT

f

?rH
C
A
A
T?
R
\?^ ^y

p
R - D SSW [/ tke Press.CLARA VAUGHAN. By R. D. BLACKMORE.

8?? By Mrs &quot; OI - II&amp;gt;HANT. Eight Illustrations.
: A Story of Experience. By LOUISA M. ALCOTT. Illustrations.

1 A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. FRASER-TVTLER.BVI R HUG - Numerous IllusNFVFR M P
- umerous ustrations.

JN t,VlLK AGAIN. By Dr. MAYO.

WE S^&amp;lt;^I?K^T^Tffe^T?c
nd?SO

S;
S ?istory By H&amp;gt; BEE^HKR STOWE.

OT n TOWM ^A ? IG
i
iB
SH,RS By H&amp;gt; BEECHER STOWE.OLD TOWN TALK. By H. BEECHER STOWE.

Low s Handbook to the Charities of London for 1876.Edited and Revised to August, 1876, by CHARLES MACKESON, F.S.S., Editor ofA Uuicle to the Churches of London and its Suburbs/ &c. Price is.

MacGahan (J. A.) Campaigning on the Oxns and the
Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations. Fourth Edition, small post
Svo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d. See also Low s Library of Travel and Adventure.- Under the Northern Lights ; or, The Cruise of
the &quot;Pandora&quot; to Peel s Straits in Search of Sir John Franklin s Papers. With
illustrations by Mr. DE WYLDE, who accompanied the Expedition. Demv Svo
cloth extra, i8s.

Macgregor (John}. &quot;Rob
Roy&quot; on the Baltic. Third

Edition, small post Svo, zs. 6d.- A Thousand Miles in the
&quot; Rob Roy

&quot;

Canoe.
Eleventh Edition, small post Svo, zs. 6d.-

Description of the &quot; Rob Roy
&quot;

Canoe, with Plans,
&C. LS.

Macgregor (John}. The Voyage Alone in the Yaivl &quot;Rob

Roy.&quot; Second Edition, small post Svo, 5$.
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Major (R. H.} TJie Discoveries of Prince Henry the

Navigator, and their Results. With several Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra.

Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the &quot;

Rosario.&quot; By
A. H. MARKHAM, Commander, R.N. 8vo, cloth, with Map and Illustrations, i6s.

A Whaling Cruise to Baffin s Bay and the Gulf
of Boothia. With an Account of the Rescue of the Survivors of the Crew of the
&quot;

Polaris.&quot; Third Edition, crown 8vo, 2 Maps and Illustrations, cloth, -js. 6tf.

Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region.
Crown 8vo, with 4 Maps. Fourth Edition. With additional Chapters, giving the

History of our Present Expedition as far as known, and an Account of the Cruise of
the

&quot;

Pandora.&quot; Cloth extra, IQS. 6d.

Marsh (G. P.) Origin and History of the English Lan-
guage. Svo, i6s.

The Earth, as Modified by Human Action, being
3. New Edition of

&quot; Man and Nature &quot;

Royal 8vo, cloth, i8,r.

Lectures on the English Language. Svo, 15^.

Maury (Commander}. Physical Geography of the Sea and
its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former Work,
with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown Svo, 6s.

Men of Mark ; a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits
(taken from Life) of the most Eminent Men of the Day. Printed in Permanent Pho
tography. With brief Biographical Notices. Published Monthly, price is. (&amp;gt;d. Vol.
I., 410., cloth extra, gilt edges, 25^.

Mercy PJdlbrick s Choice. Crown Svo, los. 6d.

Michell (N.) The Heart s Great Riders, a Poem, and
Wanderings from the Rhine to the South Sea Islands. Fcap. Svo, 3^. 6d.

Milton s Complete Poetical Works; with Concordance
by W. D. CLEVELAND. New Edition, Svo, izs. ; morocco, i/. is.

Mistress Judith. A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C.
FRASER-TYTLER, Author of &quot;Jasmine Leigh.&quot; Small post Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mohr (E.) To the Victoria Falls of the Zambesi. By
EDWARD MOHR. Translated by N. D AxvERS. Numerous Illustrations, four

Chromo-lithographs and a Map. i vol., demy Svo, cloth extra, 24^.

Moody (Emma). Echoes of the Heart. A Collection of
upwards of 200 Sacred Poems. i6mo, cloth, gilt edges, price 3^. 6d.

Narrative of Edward Crcivc, The. Personal Adventures
and Experiences in New Zealand. Small post Svo, cloth extra, 5^.

Never Again: a Novel. By Dr. MAYO, Author of
&quot;Kaloolah.&quot; New Edition, small post Svo, 6s., fancy boards, zs.

New Testament. The Authorized English Version
;

with the various readings from the most celebrated Manuscripts, including the Sinaitic,
the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS ,

in English. With Notes by the Editor,
Dr. TISCHENDORF. Revised and corrected, Tauchnitz s Edition. Cloth flexible, gilt

edges, zs. 6d. ; cheaper style, zs. ; or sewed, is. 6d.

Noel (Hon. Roden}. Livingstone in Africa ; a Poem . By
the Hon. RODEN NOEL. Post Svo, limp cloth extra, 2$. 6d.
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1 and T *H* By WILLIAM

Edidit OSCAR DE GEB-
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Plutarctis Lives. An entirely New and Library Edition.
Edited by A. H. CLOUGH, Esq. 5 vols., 8vo, zl. los. ; half morocco, top gilt, 3*?.

|

Morals. Uniform with dough s Edition of
&quot;Lives of Plutarch.&quot; Edited by Professor GOODWIN. 5 vols., Svo, 3^. 3^.

Poe (E. A.}, The Works of. 4 vols., 2/. 2s.

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with
many additional Poems, inserted by permission of the Authors. Small post Svo, 55.

Polar Expedition. See Koldewey and Markham.

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. STE.-BEUVE.
lamo, 6s. 6d.

Purdy ( William}. The City Life, its Trade and Finance.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7$. 6d.

Preces Veterum. Collegit et edidit Joannes F. France.
Crown Svo, cloth, red edges, 5.?.

Prejevalsky (N. M.) Travels in Mongolia. By N. M.
PREJEVALSKY, Lieut.-Colonel, Russian Staff. Translated by E. DELMAR MORGAN,
F.R.G.S., and Annotated by Colonel YULE, C.B. 2 vols., demy Svo, cloth extra,
with numerous Illustrations and Maps, 42^.

Price (Sir Rose, Bt.} The Tivo Americas. Demy Svo,
with Illustrations. {In the press.

Queen (The] of the Colonies ; or, Queensland as I saw it.

Second Edition, crown Svo, 6s.

Rasselas, Prince of A byssinia. By Dr. JOHNSON. With
Introduction by the Rev. WILLIAM WEST, Vicar of Nairn. (Bayard Series. ) vs. 6d.

Read (S.) Leaves from a Sketch Book: Pencillings of
Travel at Home and Abroad By SAMUEL READ. Royal 410, containing about

130 Engravings on Wood, cloth extra. 255.

Retzsch (M.} Outlines to Burger s Ballads. Etchings by
MORITZ RETZSCH. With Text, Explanations, and Notes. Designs. Oblong 410,
cloth extra. io.y. 6d.

Outlines to Goethe s Faust. 26 Etchings. Oblong
4to, los. 6d.

Outlines to Schiller s &quot;Fight with the Dragon,
1

and &quot;

Fridolin.&quot; 26 Etchings. Oblong 410, cloth extra, los. 6d.

Outlines to Schiller s &quot;Lay of the Bell&quot; 42 Etch-
ings. With Lord Lytton s Translation. New Edition. Oblong 4to, cloth extra, los. 6d.

Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late
THOMAS ROSCOE. With about 100 exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs
by A. J. ELWES. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 7$. 6d.

Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetry.
Small post Svo, cloth, 55.

Rimngton (F.) Life of St. Paul With Map. $s.
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Rochefoucaulds Reflections. (Bayard Series.) 2s. 6d.

Rogers (S.) Pleasures ofMemory. See &quot;Choice Editions
of Choice Books.&quot; 2S. 6d.

Rohlfs (Dr. G.) Adventures in Morocco and Journeys
through the Oases of Draa and Tafilet. By Dr. GERHARD ROHLFS. Translated from
the German. With an Introduction by WINWOOD READE. Demy Svo, izs.

Rose Library (The). Popular Literature of all Countries.
is. each volume. Many of the books are Illustrated. The following volumes arc
now ready :

1. SEA-GULL ROCK. By JULES SANDEAU. Illustrated, is.

2. LITTLE WOMEN. By LOUISA M. ALCOTT. is.

3. LITTLE WOMEN WEDDED. (Forming a Sequel to
&quot;

Little Women.&quot;} is.

4. THE HOUSE ON WHEELS. By MADAME DE STOLZ. Illustrated, is.

5. LITTLE MEN. By LOUISA M. ALCOTT. is.

6. THE OLD-FASHIONED GIRL. By LOUISA M. ALCOTT. is.

7. THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. By J. G. HOLLAND, is.

8. TIMOTHY TITCOMB S LETTERS TO YOUNG PEOPLE, SINGLE
AND MARRIED, is.

9. UNDINE, AND THE TWO CAPTAINS. By Baron DE LA MOTTK
FOUQUE. A new Translation by F. E. BUNNETT. Illustrated, is.

10. DRAXY MILLER S DOWRY AND THE ELDER S WIFE. By SAXH
HOLM. is.

xx. THE FOUR GOLD PIECES. By Madame GOURAUD. Numerous Illus-

t-ations. is.

12. WORK : A Story of Experience. First Portion. By LOUISA M. ALCOTT. is.

13. BEGINNING AGAIN : being a Continuation of
&quot;

Work.&quot; By LOUISA M.
ALCOTT. is.

14. PICCIOLA : or, The Prison Flower. By X. B. SAINTINE. Numerous graphic
Illustrations, is.

15. ROBERT S HOLIDAYS. Illustrated, is.

16. THE TWO CHILDREN OF ST. DOMINGO. Numerous Illustrations, is.

17. AUNT JO S SCRAP BAG. is.

1 8. STOWE(Mrs. H. B.)THE PEARL OF ORR S ISLAND, is.

19. THE MINISTER S WOOING, is.

20. BETTY S BRIGHT IDEA. is.

21. THE GHOST IN THE MILL. is.

22. CAPTAIN KIDD S MONEY, is.

23. WE AND OUR NEIGHBOURS. (Double Vol.), as.

24. MY WIFE AND I. (Double Vol.) as.

25. HANS BRINKER ; or, The Silver Skates, is.

26. LOWELL S MY STUDY WINDOW, is.

27. HOLMES (O. W.)THE GUARDIAN ANGEL.
28. WARNER (C. D.) MY SUMMER IN A GARDEN.

The Volumes in this Series arc also published in a more expensive form on fine

toned paper, cloth extra, gilt edges, at 2s. 6d. or 3$. 6ci. each, according to size, c.

See Low s Half-Crown Series.

Russell ( W. //.), LL.D. The Tour of the Prince of
Wales in India. Illustrated entirely by SYDNEY P. HALL, Esq., M.A. Super royal

Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 2/. zs.

Ruth and Gabriel. A Novel. By LAURENCE CHENY.
&quot; The reader s interest is sustained from the first page to the last.&quot; Scotsman.

Sanitary Drainage of Houses and Towns. By GEORGE
E. WARING, Jun. One vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d.

Saner (E.} Handbook of European Commerce. What
to hnv nnrl Where to bav it. &c. Bv GEORGE SAUER. for manv vears Corresoon-
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Schiller s Lay of the Bell. Translated by Lord Lytton.
With 42 Illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 410, ios. 6d.

Schuyler (&quot;.)
Turkistan. Sec Turkistan.

ijjjCkweinfurth (Dr. G.) The Heart of Africa ; or, Three
Years Travels and Adventures in the Unexplored Regions of the Centre of Africa.

By Dr. GEORG SCHWEINFURTH. Translated by ELLEN E. FKEWER. 2 vols.,

8vo, upwards of 500 pages each, with 130 Woodcuts from Drawings made by the

Author, and 2 Maps, 42$. Second Edition.

Artes Africans. Illustrations and Descriptions
of Productions of the Natural Arts of Central African Tribes. With 26 Lithographic
Plates. Imperial 410, boards, zSs.

Sea-Gull Rock. By JULES SANDEAU, of the French
Academy. Translated by ROBERT BLACK, M.A. With Seventy-nine very beautiful

Woodcuts. Royal i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6d. Cheaper Edition, cloth gilt,

zs. 6d. See nlso Rose Library.

Shakespeare. The Boudoir Shakespeare. Arranged for
reading aloud. Part I. Cymbcline, is. Part II. The Merchant of Venice, is.

Shooting: Its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By
JAMES DALZIEL DOUGALL, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of &quot;Scottish Field Sports,&quot; &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, IDS. 6tt.

&quot;The book is admirable in every way . . We wish it every success.
5

Giole.
&quot; A very complete treatise. . . Likely to take high rank as an authority.&quot; Daily

Newt.

Sketches from an Artist s Portfolio. By SYDNEY P.
HALL. Folio, cloth extra, s/. 3^. Containing about 60 Facsimiles of the original
Sketches by this well-known Artist during his travels in various parts of Europe.

&quot; A portfolio which any one might be glad to call their own.&quot; Times.

Sketches ofL ife and Scenery in A ustralia. By a Twenty
five Years Resident, i vol., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14^. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Smith (G.} Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By
GEORGE SMITH (of the British Museum). Illustrated by Photographs and numerous
Woodcut Illustrations of his recent Discoveries. Demy 8vo, i8s. Fifth Edition.

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. Containing
the Description of the Creation, the Fall of Man, the Deluge, the Tower of Babel,
the Times of the Patriarchs, and Nimrod ; Babylonian Fables, and Legends of the

Gods ; from the Cuneiform Inscriptions. By GEORGE SMITH, of the Department of

Oriental Antiquities, British Museum, Author of
&quot;

History of Assurbanipal,&quot; &quot;Assy

rian Discoveries,&quot; &c., &c With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, i6s.

Fourth Edition.

SmitJi and Hamilton s French Dictionary. 2 vols., cloth,
2is. ; half roan, 22$.

Spain. Illustrated by GUSTAVE DORE. Text by the
Baron CH. D AVILLIER. Over 240 Wood Engravings, half of them being full-page
size. All after Drawings. Imperial 410, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3/. 3$.

Socrates. (Bayard Series.)
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Spooner ( Very Rev. E.} St. Oswald s Sunday School
Small post 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d.

Spry (W. y. y.) The Cruise of H.M.S.
&quot;Challenger.&quot;

i Vol., cloth extra, with Map and numerous Illustrations.

Stanley (H. M.) How I FoundLivingstone. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7$. 6d.

&quot; My Kalnlu,&quot; Prince, King, and Slave. A Story
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic Illustrations,

after original Designs by the Author. Cloth, js. 6d.

Coomassie andMagdala. A Story of Two British

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, i6s. Second Edition

Stolz
(Madame) . The House 011 Wheels. Small post Svo,

2s. 6d. See also Rose Library.

Story without an End. From the German of CAROVE,
by the late Mrs. SARAH T. AUSTIN. Crown 4to, with 15 exquisite Drawings bj
E. V. B., printed in Colours in facsimile of the Original Water- Colours, and nume
rous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7^. 6d.

Square i6mo, with Illustrations by HARVEY,
2S. 6fl.

Stoive (Mrs. Beccher). Dred. I2mo, in boards, is.

Geography, with 60 Illustrations, cloth, 45. 6d.

Minister s Wooing. $s. ; Copyright SerieSj
is. 6d. ; cloth, 2S.

Old Town Folk. 6s.
; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d.

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 35-. 6d.- My Wife and // or, Harry Henderson s His-
tory. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6,y.

-- We and Our Neighbours. Small post Svo, 6s.

--- Pink and White Tyranny. Small post Svo, 3^. 6d.
Cheap Edition, is. 6d. and 2s.- Chimney Corner, is.

; cloth, is. 6d.- The Pearl of Orr s Island. Crown Svo, $s.

Women in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15
Chromo-lithographs and 200 pages of Letterpress. 410, cloth extra, gilt edges, i/.

Studies from Nature. Twenty-four Plates, with De
scriptive Letterpress. By STEPHEN THOMPSON. Imperial 410, 35.?.

Sullivan (G. C.) Dhow Chasing in Zanzibar Waters and
on the Eastern Coast of Africa : a Narrative nf Five Vonrs F.Ynm-iVnrp* in thp Rnr&amp;gt;.
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Taitchnitz s English Editions of German Authors. Each
Volume, cloth flexible, 2S. ; or sewed, is. 6d. The following are now ready :

ON THE HEIGHTS. By B. AUERBACH. 3 vols.

IN THE YEAR 13. By FRITZ REUTER. i vol.

FAUST. By GOETHE, i vol.

L ARRABIATA. By PAUL HEYSE. i vol.

THE PRINCESS, AND OTHER TALES. By HEINRICII ZSCHOKKE. i vol.

LESSING S NATHAN THE WISE, AND EMILIA GALLOTTI.

HACKLANDER S BEHIND THE COUNTER. Translated by MARY
HOWITT. 2 VOls.

THREE TALES. By W. HAUFF.

JOACHIM v. KAMMERN : Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. NATHUSIUS.

POEMS BY FERDINAND FREILIGRATH. Edited by his Daughter.

GABRIEL. From the German. By ARTHUR MILMAN.

THE DEAD LAKE, AND OTHER TALES. By P. HEYSE.

THROUGH NIGHT TO LIGHT. By GUTZKOW.

FLOWER, FRUIT, AND THORN PIECES. By JEAN PAUL RICHTER.

2 VOls.

THE PRINCESS OF THE MOOR. By Miss MARLITT. 2 vols.

AN EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. By G. EBERS. 2 vols.

EKKEHARD. By J. V. SCIIEFFEL. 2 vols.

BARBAROSSA, AND OTHER TALES. By PAUL HEYSE. From the Ger

man. By L. C. S.

WILHELM MEISTER S APPRENTICESHIP. By GOETHE. 2 vols.

PRINCE BISMARCK. A Biographical Sketch by WILHELM GORLACH. i vol.

DOUBTFUL PLAYS OF SHAKESPEARE.

Tauchnitz (.) German and English Dictionary. Paper,
is. ; cloth, is. 6d. ; roan, ?.s.

French and English. Paper, is. 6d.
; cloth, 2s.

;

roan, zs, 6d.

Italian and English. Paper, is. 6d.
; cloth, 2s.

;

roan, 2$. 6d.

Spanish and English. Paper, is. 6d.
; cloth, 2s.\

roan, 2$. (&amp;gt;d.

New Testament. Cloth, 2s.
; gilt, 2s. 6d.

Tennyson s May Queen. See Choice Series, 2s. 6d.

Theophilus and Others. By the Author of &quot; Hans Brin-

ker and the Silver Skates.&quot; Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d.

Thomson (J.} The Straits of Malacca, Indo-China, and
China ; or, Ten Years Travels, Adventures, and Residence

,

Abroad. By J. THOM

SON, F.R.G.S. Upwards of 60 Woodcuts, from the Authors own Photographs and

Sketches. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2 is.

Thompson (Stephen}. Old English Homes. A Summer s

Sketch-Book. By STEPHEN THOMPSON, Author of
&quot; Swiss Scenery,&quot; &c. 25 very

fine Permanent Photographs by the Author. Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, t 2*.

Thormvell Abbas. By GRANT LLOYD. 2 vols., Crown
8vo.
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Ticknor (George], Life, Letters, and Journals. 2 vols,
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 245.

&quot; No matter what your peculiar taste in this style of composition, no matter wh:
vour range of acquirement, rest assured that you will rise from the careful perusal &amp;lt;

his journals and correspondence with a lively sense of self-satisfaction, amused, ii

structed, and (we will venture to add) improved.&quot; Quarterly Review.

Timothy TitcomUs Letters to Young People, Single ant
Married. Cloth, 2S. (See also Rose Library.)

Tinne (J. E.) The Wonderland of the Antipodes : Sketche
of Travel in the North Island of New Zealand. Illustrated with numerous Photc

graphs. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, i6s.

Tischendorf (Dr.) See New Testament.

Tissandier (Gaston). A History and Handbook of Photo
graphy. Translated from the French of GASTON TISSANDIER ; edited by J. Tucn
SON, F.R.G.S. Imperial i6mo, 75 Wood Engravings and a Frontispiece, clot

extra, 6s.

Tolhausen (A .
)
The TechnologicalDictionary in the French

English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical Terms used in th

Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial Affairs generally. Revised and Augmented b
M. Louis TOLHAUSEN, French Consul at Leipzig. The First Part, containing Freric

German-English, crown 8vo, 2 vols., sewed, 8s. ; i vol., half roan, gs. The Secon

Part, containing English-German-French, crown 8vo, 2 vols., sewed, 8s. ; i vol

bound, 9$. The Third Part, contai ning German-English-French, crown 8vo, 2 vols

sewed 8s. ; i vol., bound, gs.

Tregane (Louis.) See Adventures in New Guinea, 6s.

Trollope (A.) Harry Heathcote of Gangoil. A Story o
Bush Life in Australia. Illustrations. Small post, cloth extra, $s.

Trowbridge (A. C.) The Young Surveyor. I vol., smal
post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 55.

Turkistan. Notes of a Journey in the Russian Province
of Central Asia and the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand. By EUGENE SCHUYLEI
Secretary to the American Legation, St. Petersburg. Numerous Illustration;

2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2/. 2s.

Turner (Rev. F. S.) British Opium Policy. Svo, cloth, 6j

Vincent (F.) The Land of the White Elephant: Sight
and Scenes in South-Eastern Asia. With Maps and Illustrations. Svo, cloth extra, 18.

Waller (Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates of Peart
Being those of the twelve Tribes of Israel, and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H
WALLER, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr.

Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thought:
on Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, zs. 6d.

Warburton (Col. Egerton). Journey across Australia
An Account of the Exploring Expedition sent out by Messrs. Elder and Hughes
tinder the Command of Colonel WARBURTON. With Illustrations and Map. Edited
with an Introductory Chapter, by H. W. BATES, Esq., F.R.G.S. Svo, cloth, i6,y.

Waring (George E.. Jun.) See Sanitary Drainage.
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JULES VERNE S WORKS.
SPECIAL NOTICE. Messrs. SAMPSON Low & Co. beg to inform

the public, in reply to many inquiries with reference to an announcement
of Cheap Editions of JULES VERNE S WORKS by other houses, that they
are the sole Proprietors of the Copyright in all the Translations of the Works
by this Author published by themselves, as testified by the following :

To ENGLISH READERS OF THE WORKS OF M. JULES VERNE.
&quot; The undersigned, exclusive Proprietors and Publishers of the Works of

M. JULES VERNE, hereby certify that Messrs. SAMPSON Low & Co.
are alone authorized to translate into English the following Works of
this Author:

MICHAEL STROGOFF. IDA 6d.

THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND, in 3 vols. 22*. 6d.

THE SURVIVORS OF THE CHANCELLOR. 7*. 6d.

DR. OX S EXPERIMENT.* 7.9. 6ei.

A WINTER AMID THE ICE, &c.*
AROUND THE WORLD IN EIGHTY DAYS.* 7*. 6d.

THE FUR COUNTRY. IDS. 6d.

MERIDIANA: OR, THE ADVENTURES OF THREE RUSSIANS AND
THREE ENGLISHMEN IN SOUTH AFRICA.* 75. 6ei.

FIVE WEEKS IN A BALLOON.* 7s. 6d.
A FLOATING CITY.* 7s. 6d.
THE BLOCKADE RUNNERS.* M. only.
FROM THE EARTH TO THE MOON. ;

AROUND THE MOON.- IDS. 6d.

TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA.* ios, 6d.

MARTIN PAZ, THE INDIAN PATRIOT, is.

and that all other Copies ofthese Works are unauthorized and counter

feit reprints. (Signed) &quot;J.
HETZEL & CO.&quot;

&quot;

Je soussigni certifie que M. HETZEL, mon editeur, a seul droit cTautoriset

ou de refuser la reproduction de mes livres.&quot;

(Signed) &quot;JULES VERNE.&quot;

*** Besides the more expensive Editions, Messrs. Low have issued handsome
Shilling Illustrated Editions of each of the Books marked with an asterisk, thus (*).

Complete Lists of all the Editions and full particulars may be had on applying to the

English publishers.

Warner (C. D.} My Summer in a Garden, is., cloth, 2s.

Back-log Studies, is. 6d.
; cloth, 2s.

Mummies and Moslems. Demy 8vo, cloth, I2s.

Westropp (H. M.) A Manual of Precious Stones and
Antique Gems. By H. M. WESTROPP, Author of &quot;The Travellers Art Companion,&quot;
&quot; Pre-Historic Phases,&quot; &c. Numerous Illustrations. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wheaton (Henry)* Elements of International Laiv. New
Edition.

[/&amp;gt;z
the press.

Whitall (Alice B.} On the Rock. A Memoir of Alice B.
WHITAI.L, by Mrs. PEARSALL SMITH. Small post, cloth, zs.
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Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.) The Gayivortliys. Small post
8vo, S.T. 6d.

Faith Gartney. Small post 8vo, ^s. 6d.
; paper, I s.

Real Folks. Small post Svo, 3^. 6d.

Plithcrto. Small post Svo, 3^. 6d. and 2s. 6d.

Sights and Insights. 3 vols., crown Svo, 3 is. 6d.

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaites Life. Small
post Svo, 35. 6d.

The OtJicr Girls. Small post Svo, 3^. 6d.

We Girls. Small post Svo, 3^. 6d. Cheap Edi
tion, is. 6d. and 2S.

Wilkes (George). Shakespearefrom an American Point of
View. Demy Svo, cloth extra.

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional
Assistance. By a PRORATE COURT OFFICIAL. Fourth Edition, revised and en
larged, with Forms of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. Svo, cloth limp, \s.

Woolsey (C. D., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of In-
ternational Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and Historical Studies. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.

Worcester (Dr.] New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary
of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, comprising
40,000 Words more than Johnson s Dictionary. 410, cloth, 1834 PP-&amp;gt; price 31$. 6d.,
well bound ; ditto, half morocco, zl. zs.

&quot; The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with Webster it is

diligence in combination with fancifulness with Worcester in combination with good
sense and judgment. Worcester s is the soberer and safer book, and may be pro
nounced the best existing English Lexicon.&quot; AtJienceum.

Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences
and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters and
Speeches (Bayard Series), zs. 6d.

Wrinkles and Recipes : a Collection of Practical Siig-
pestions, Processes, and Directions for the Mechanic, the Engineer, the Farmer, and
the Housekeeper. Edited by PARK BENJAMIN. Illustrated, i2mo, roan, 8s.

A
xt of DINDORF b GEORGE B. WHEEL

Books I. to III. Crown Svo, boards, 2s.

Books I. to VII. Boards, 3^. 6d.

Young (L.) Acts of Gallantry. Giving a detail of every
Act for which the Silver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been granted during
the last Forty-one Years. Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d.

Young (J.F.} Five Weeks in Greece. Crown Svo, los.Cd.

Xenoplwns Anabasis; or, Expedition of Cyrus.
Literal Translation, chiefly from the Text of DINDORF, by GEORGE B. WHEELER.

Hontion :

SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE, & RIV1NGTON,
CROWN BUILDINGS, 188. FLEET STREET.














