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ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conduoted by

intelligent girl, for whose behoof Miss
Ellen Terry and Mr. Henry Irving are
playing ; but there is the capacity of pain
in her expression, and the mark of it lies
on her brow, though not deeiwenough to
mar its beauty. Her hair, which is very
dark, and waved upon the temples, is
plaited into a large smooth roll at the back
of the neck, and for that reason only, to
say nothing of its luxuriance and gloss,
her head contrasts with the frizzed, fringed
noddles around her, looking like the head
of a statue amid a wilderness of wax
dolls,

The man who is talking to Millicent
Denzil, and making the most of his time,
for the risin% of the act-drop is very near,
and the people are coming back to the stalls,
is elderly, but well preserved, and he does
not proclaim his position and calling in life
by any special feature of dress such as
younger men affect. He can turn his head
in his collar, and move his body in his
clothes ; his hair is not cut like a convict’s,
but to suit the shape of his head ; he wears
neither an eyeglass, an orchid, or an
unmeaning stare. His manner is that of
a man accustomed to society ; and finally,
there is nothing remarkable about him.

Nevertheless, this ordinary-looking person
had produced a singularly disturbing effect
upon a young man who sat more than
contentedly 1n the stall next to Millicent
Denzil's during the first act, and had not
been aware that he was in the theatre until
the usmal movement took place on its
termination. Then the ordinary-looking

rson, availing himself of a gap in the

ront row of atalls, had approached the
young man, unperceived, and slightly
touched his arm with an opera-glasa. The
young man, who had been talking eagerly
to Densil, turned sharply, and met
the slight smile of the other with a start
and a change of countenance, whereat that
smile ened. Miss Depzil had seen
nothing of this ; she was looking at the very
newest beauty, who was * receiving ” in her
box, and her interest in the spectacle being
twofold—for the very newest beauty was
gorgeously arrayed—the sentences first
intel:'changed by the two men wers unheard
by her.

“] am surprised to see you here, Court-
land,” said the elder man; * I thought you
were on duty at Ham d.”

“So I was to have “ answered the
younger ; ‘“‘but I got a reprieve just after
I left you They were going out some-
where unaxpectedly.”

“You don’t know where, I suppoze 3”

. NO-”

“Look up at Box Twelve, cautiously,
and you'll see.”

“ Are they there 1”

“All four of them.” At this moment
Miss Denzil turned her head, and the elder
man added, in a louder tone, * Courtland,
pray introduce me.”

With anything but a good grace the
young man complied with this request, ﬁ:.
senting his friend to Miss Denzil as Mr.
Wyndham,

Mr. Wyndham began at once to talk to
her of the play e actors ; but he pre-
sently turned upon his friend a look too
significant to be ignored, and the young
man, excusing himself to Miss Denzil,
made his way out of the stalls.

“I fear I must get back to my place,”
said Mr. Wyndham, as the occupants of the
front row began to drop in for the second
act. He had made the interval very agree-
able to Miss Denuzil, and she gave him a
friendly smile when he moved away; but she
did not want him to stay, and she hardly
noticed that the place by her side remained
vacant after the act-drop rose, for Portia
was on the stage, and Millicent’s whole
soul was with her while she tuffered the
ordeal of the caskets. Many a glance—
some coldly envious, some pleased and
sympathetic—fell upon the girl with the
dark, smooth hair and the grei eyes, who
sat absorbed in the play and wholly indif-
ferent to her surroundings.

In the meantime, Mr. Wyndham had
found his young friend in the lobby, as he
expected, and accosted him in uncere-
monious fashion.

“ You will have to explain this, Court-
land,” he said, ‘*as, of course, you know;
but this is neither the time nor the place.
Have they seen you$”

“I don’t know.”

“Then you had better find out without
a moment’s delay. The girl can’t be left
alone in the s Though what, in the
name of folly, induced you to take her
there I can’t imagine. However, there is
no use in talking about that.”

“ No, there isn’t; and you need not
trouble yourself to do it,” retorted the
young man, whose insolent tone imperfectly
di d fear and discomfiture. * What
am I to do if they have seen me, and what
am I to do if they haven't $”

“Stay a moment, and Tll think,” said
Mr. Wyndham, ignoring the young man’s
irritation with cool dxs%u.n. in. “I have it
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If they’ve seen you, say the lady is Mrs.
Denzil, the wife of a friend of yours; if
they haven’t, say nothing at all. In either
case you cannot join her again. I will
stand just inside the entrance to the stalls,
In the first case, you can point me out as
the lady’s husband ; in the second, you
need not point me out at all. In either,
I shall take your seat; give me your
pass—here is mine—and I will look after
the lady. I'll keep her back in the crowd
going out, and you can join us at the doors
after sour parents, guardians, etc., have
8f .”

“How will you explain it to her$”

“Leave that to me. Only, as I shall
want to know whether I am, or am not,
an object of attention to your party,
contrive to drop a programme if you
fortunately find that you have not been
seen. Mind you don’t show in front of
the box.”

The young man turned away with sullen
anger, and Mr. Wyndham :ljgped quietly
into the place he had indicated and waited
for the signal. Let the nature of the ac-
count which had to be settled with him by
his friend be what it might, and his own
cause of annoyance however tangible, Mr.
Wyndham was not so much engrossed by
these considerations but that he could
follow out some train of thought that
seemed to amuse him.

“It is odd, all things considered,” he
said to himself, “ that I have never chanced
to come across one of them since that day ;
yet I recognised them all instantly, and
should have known each of them separately
—except the child, of course—while I am
not afraid of their recognising me. And
yet I'm less changed than any of them. A
good tailor and a balance at one’s bankers
are true magicians. And there’s the silly
woman that put their spells within my
reach—talking to the young fool who is so
easily kept in hand. She really wears
surprisingly well.”

From Box Twelve on the second tier a
white paper dropped, and fluttered to the
ground, falling into the orchestra. A girlish
head bent over the edge of the box, watch-
ing the descent of the iost programme, and
Mr. Wyndham observed, by the aid of his
glasses, that the girlish head was crowned
with rich black hair, ornamented with a
comb set in pearls.

Mr, Wyndbam slid into the vacant seat
by Miss Denzil’s side, and whispered :

# Courtland begs you will excuse him
for asking me to take his place until the

end of this act. He has met his uncle
and aunt, and cannot leave them imme-
diately.” '

Miss Denzil merely nodded, without
taking her eyes off the stage, and Mr,
Wyndham felt that he had successfully
made a bold stroke.

Miss Denzil evidently knew all about
his friend’s uncle and aunt, and was not
in a position to be offended on the present
occasion.

Good ! Mr. Wyndham admitted to him-
self that he was for the present puzzled,
but did not propose to remain so beyond
the earliest hour at which it should be con-
venient to him to make his friend explain
himself on the morrow. Nor was it his
intention to leave the explanation entirely
to the candour of that gentleman; he
meant to extract so much information from
Miss Denzil as would enable him to check
his statementsin case Courtland should again
exhibit his innate foolishness by telling lies
to a person who had on several former
occasions demonstrated to him the use-
lessness of that method. For the present
he permitted Miss Denzil to enjoy the play
undisturbed, and gave his own attention,
but covertly, to the glimpses to be obtained
of the occupants of Box Number Twelve
from his place in the stalls,” These glimpses -
were precarious, his place was too far tg
the right, but the dark-haired girl was
seated next to the stage, and she leaned
over and watched the play as closely as
Miss Denzil herself, only turning her face
now and then to the lady who sat beside
her, in the shade of the drapery, or
raising it towards someone who stood back
in the box: to both she was evidently
expressing pleasure. Mr. Wyndham was
enabled to see her at intervals pretty
distinctly. When the next interval be-
tween the acts came, he devoted himself
assiduously to Miss Denzil, and by im-
?lying in an unforced way his complete
amiliarity with Courtland, and assuming
a quasi-paternal air towards herself, he
acquired & good deal of information on
which he rightly set considerable value.
He was careful to give the conversation
between himself and Miss Denzil all the
false appearance of diversity that could be
lent to it by roving glances, the turning of
his opera-glass in various directions, and
vivacious nods to nobody in particular ; for
ha was sure that his friend, in tho recesses
of Box Number Twelve, was keeping a
watch upon him. All this actipg before
the curtain was lost upon Miss Denzil, in
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whose good graces Mr. Wyndham made
steady progress, while every artless sentence
which she uttered did but confirm him
in the false judgment he had passed
upon her at sight, and increase his im-
ression thatshe was ““as cool a hand ” as

e had ever met with. “Uncommonly good-
tempered,” though, he admitted, as the play
came to a conclusion without his friend
havinlf made his appearance, and Miss
Denzil displayed no ill-humour or sense of
slight, and then he added : *“or uncom-
monly well-trained.”

It was very easy to induce Miss Denzil
to allow all the other occupants of the
stalls to pass out before her. She was too
much amused by the spectacle of the
moving crowd to object, and it was not
until some minutes had elapsed after the
evacuation of Box Number Twelve, that
Mr. Wyndham led her, still talking with
snimation of the play and the actors,
towards the great staircase, which they
found still crowded. Pausing for a moment
at the topmost step, they saw Mr. Court-
lanl(ll re-e;:ltering from the street. All was
right ; his ‘parents, guardians, etc.,”
hfd been aafelypdepoaited In their carriage,
and Mr. Wyndham’s turn of duty was
over.

At the foot of the stairs Mr. Courtland
joined them, and, with a not very in-
telligible explanation of his having been
detained until the end of the play, told
Miss Denzil that her cab was waiting on
the engaged rank not very far up the
street. He proposed to take her to it to
save time.

“J found Mary standing by the pillar
when I came out,” he added, ‘* and put her
into the cab.”

He gave Miss Denzil his arm, and led
her out of the theatrs. His manner was
confused and even irritated, but she did
not seem to be disturbed by this. He had
hardly spoken to Mr. Wyndham, who
followed them, and walked up the street
with them, along the line of cabs, until
they came to one out of which a respectable-
looking woman was leaning.

Into this vehicle Miss Denzil stepped ;
the two gentlemen bade her good-night,
and the cabman drove off without having
received any direction.

There was a lamp-post close to them,
and the two friends, who looked strangely
like two enemies, moved quickly away
from the light, but without speaking. The
younger man lighted a cigar before they
had reached the turn into the Strand, and

found it somewhat difficult to manage.
After they had walked a few yards
Mr. Wyndham stopped and hailed a
hansom.

“ -night, Courtland,” he said in a
cold, dry tone; “I shall expect you at eleven
o'clock to-morrow.”

Mr. Wyndham and his friend were not the
only persons among the crowded audience
at the Lyceum Theatre that night for whom
Box Twelve had attraction. Its occupants
were not among the remarkable people in
the house ; for only one of the four was
young, and the whole party wore a staid
and reserved appearance. A white-haired
gentleman, of an almost shadowy slimness
of figure, and with bent shoulders ; a lady,
a good deal younger than he, but quite
elderly, white-haired also; and a second
lady, with a face singularly intellectual and
tranquil, but who had seen thirty-five
years at least—these formed a group on
which the roving glances of strangers
surveying & crowd would hardly rest for
many moments, The fourth member of
the party had attracted, early in the even-
ing, the attention of a gentleman who was
for some time the solitary occupant of a
box on the other side of the house, and
exactly opposite to Number Twelve. He
had seen the play twice already; he
had come to the theatre this evening at the
urgent request of a friend, recently arrived
from New York with his wife and daughter,
and here was the second act begun without
the Whartons having madetheirap; ce.
He did not mind it much, and he did not
imagine that anything had happened. Mrs.
Wharton was generally late for everything
everywhere, he had observed, and if Miss
Effie had taken it into her head to prefer
doing something else that evening, her
obedient parents would not think of
opposing her. So he waited patiently, and
looked about him, first at the people
opposite, at the serene lady in grey satin
and black lace, and at the young girl in
white, whose delight with the play the three
seniors were enjoying with single-hearted
sympathy. The lady in grey was unmis-
takeably English, the girl in white had
something foreign in her look ; yet surely
they must be mother and dn.uﬁhber: the

irl's supreme importance to the lady could
seen at a glance.

“She’s like a child at a pantomime,”
said the amused observer to himself; * as
children used to be in my time. They're
calmly critical now, I suppose.”

&
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The girl’s right arm rested on the front
of the box ; the left was propped upon its
dimpled elbow, and the raiteg hand slowly
swayed a feather-tipped fan, with a pecu-
liarly graceful movemont, then furled it
with the slightost turn of the wrist, and
subsided softly on the cushion.

‘“ Half- Spanish, for any amount of
dollars !” muttered the lookor-on opposite.
“No Englishwoman ever did that. What
hair, too, and what a fine carriage of the
head and bend of the neck! A pretty
little creature, and the mother so proud of
her! Well she may be. I wonder whether
the Whartons mean to come to-night at
all. Ha! here’s a visitor, and the seiio-
rita’s glad to see him ; so is the mother.
Now, what are his relations to the party 1
and what the deuce business is it of
mine”

He turned his attention for a while to
the stage, but again it wandered to Box
Number Twelve, as the girl in white leaned
forward and looked down into the orchestra
with a movement which reminded him of
sol;n:ething. :gmeone—he ciould not tel}
what —in the vague, exing way o
which we have all hadl;r’p;rienc%. What
was it} Who was it? A very dim and
distant suggestion, surely — the faintest
echo from thefar, far past ; but it annoyed
him that he could not define it, could
not catch its whisper with any distinct-
nees,

Again the girl raised her head and looked
up towards the dim fi of the young
man in the background ; and, as she di
80, her hand crept towards the furled fan,
and spread it with the same indescribable
movement. Can he not catch the whisper
of memory now? Can he not define the
suggestion that was in those tures ¢
No; he cannot. He is impatient with
his desultory mind for trying to do this;
he will not go on doing it. The play’s
the thing, and he will mind the play.
Itis only that she has black hair, and wears
a comb in it, as all Spanish women do, or
did when he used to see them — how
many years ago } Thgemay be all different
now, like the children. Someone had
told him that bonnets were now worn at
Madrid.

There, ghe h‘ys the fan upon her mother’s
arm with & lingering, deepening touch,
while her face is set towards the stage, and
she ha.rdliy. breathes for listeniug ; and the
observer is again, and more distinctly, con-
scious of the s of an old association
with the past. But still he cannot seize

it, and now, as he hates to be forced tu
think when he merely wants to be amused,
he gets downright angry with himself, and
unreasonably vexed with the girl, shuts up
his glass, and resolves to go away at the
end of tho socond act. Really, it is pre-
posterous that, bocause he sees a head
crowned with dark hair, and a line of
arls amid its masses, he should be repeat-
ing to himgelf :
*She took our daylight with her,
The swniles that we love best,
With morning blushes on her cheek,
And pearls upon her breast.”
This was not in the play, aud how had it
come back to him % en had he remem-
bered the lines, or quoted, or been reminded
of them, beforet The young man was
standing at the back of the girl's chair now,
and she had slightly changed her position
as he bent down and said something to her.
Are there no bonny dames at home,
Or no true lovers here,
That he should cross the seas to win
The dearest of the dear?
“Cross the seas!” It was coming now,
like wind over wastes: the whisper grew
distinct, the suggestion definite. It was
of ¢ Fair Ines"” that the girl reminded him
—of her who ““had gone into the West ”,
with her English lover, so many years ago,
and since then into oblivion. ¢ Fair Ines,”
as he had seen her in the theatre at
Sanw:ﬁo, in her white dress, with her
coronal of dark hair crossed by a line of
pearls, and a furled fan lying under her
dimpled hand. As he had seen her just
before the earthquake shock, she came to
his mind's eyé now, after twenty years,
ra];iiant, beautiful, beloved, triumphant, as
when

The smile that blessed one lover's heart
Had broken many more.

The box-door was opened, and a gorgeous
vision displayed itself to the hitherto soli-
tary occupant—Mrs, Wharton, arrayed in
the newest confection devised for theatre-
dress by the latest infallible authority, and
escorted only by a mild old gentleman in a
brown wig.

“I'm dreadfully late,” said Mrs. Wharton,
“but I'm sure you don’t mind, because I
always am. So glad we got here between
the acts, so that we disturb nobody!
Where's Paul? Oh yes, I forgot. e
thought she’d like the opera best, so he
had to take her there, and Mr. Dexter
kindly came with me. I believe you have
not met. Allow me to—— Mr. Dexter
—Mr. Rodney.”

(i
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CHRONICLES OF ENGLISH
COUNTIES.

SUSSEX. PART IIL

THE central plain of Sussex, enclosed
on either hand by the bold ridges of the
Downs, resembles nothing so much as a
great river-valley, and when from some
neighbouring height you look down upon
the wide and varied plain, the eye instinc-
tively seeks for the broad, majestic stream
that should wind with graceful folds
through the bright country. And if, per-
haps,u%leamofsunshmechmthe
shadows of the clouds ; as it glances upon
some silvery pool or mere, the imagination
seizes upon the missing link, and endows
the scene with the vivid life of the great
river that might be there, There seems a
kind of perversity, indeed, in the course
of such streams as wander through the
plains, which, instead of following the
natural contours of the country, break
through the hills on either side, and find
their way to the sea in insignificant inde-
pendence.

From Emsworth to Kent Ditch the
length of this great woodland tract, the
centre and pith of Sussex, stretches for
some seventy-six miles —a country once
abounding with. almost impenetrable
forests, among whose fastnesses there is
no doubt that a considerable number of
the earlier settlers in the land contrived
to exist through successive layers of in-
vading races. The iron works survived,
as we have seen, to recent times, and
we may perhaps trace a remnant of
the ancient inhabitants of the forest in
the wild and half-civilised people who
long formed a distinct eloment in the
population of the wilder part of the
county. -

At ‘the narrowest point of the great
forest tract stands Midhurst, which is in
some way the metropolis of this Sussex
weald—originally the middle wood, indeed,
rather than the middle city—a central
station between the forests of Sussex
and those of Hampshire, as well as on
the old Roman way from Chichester to
London.

It is certainly singular that this mid- | lif

Sussex region should have been the birth-
place of so many poets.

The author of Venice Preserved was
born close by Midhurst, at Trotton, and
was the son of Humphrey Otway, rector
of the adjoining parish of Woolbeding.
The poet describes his early years, as the

only son of affectionate, high-minded
parents, with some fervour :
Alone I lived, their much-loved, fondled boy.

They gave me generous education. High
They strove to raise my mind.

As a Westminster boy, and then as a
student of Christ Church, Oxford, the
education of young Otway must have
strained the resources of a country parson
of the seventeenth century, so that we
may perhaps conjecture some us
patron in the background, whose death
cast & blight over the young man’s pros-
pects. Anyhow, he had to leave college
without taking a degree.

The world was wide, but whither should I go?

Otway’s predilections him to seck
his fortane in London. rged

'o Britain’ lis I strayed,
?Whle;retz:t:g? ;elz::dm %.;me is pbyyed.
And here he first sought popular applause
as an actor, but made no success in this,
although he seems to have made his way
among the gay people of the Court.

T missed the brave and wise, and in their stead
On every sort of vanity I fed—
G&yf c(;xoombs, cowards, knaves, and prating

ools,
Bullies of o’ergrown bulk and little souls.

In the midst of folly and dissipation,
alternating with squalid misery andp:vmt,
Otway still found the inspiration of his
genius at work within him. He was con-
scious of lofty aims in strange contrast with
his loose surroundings.

No beauty with my Muse’s might compare.
Lofty she seemed, and on her front sat a majestic

air.
Awful, yet kind ; severe, yet fair,

This description of his muee, however,
will hardly be recognised by the student of
his plays, although there are sometimes
touches of the fire and dignity of the elder
dramatists among the coarse licence of the
hack playwright. But Otway pleased the
town with Don Carlos, and secured a solid ‘
success with Venice Preserved. But now |
he had :;rrilredhat the critical point in the
career of the literary artist. His original
ins(firat.ion had failed him, and the study
and labour that should supply its place
were impossible under the conditions of his

e. .

At this period we may conjecture that
he returned for a while to his native
country, among the rustics, who were
ignorant of his fame, and to whom he
was only old Parson Otway’s lad, who had |
taken to more or less disreputable ways. ‘
And so he wandered, neglected and alone,

_— . —_
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among the hills familiar to him in boy-
hood.

To a high hill, where never yet stood tree,
A\ wandering Lard, whose muse was crazy grown,
Cloyt’g with the nauseous follies of the buzzing

win.

From his vantage-point, had he not been
preocoupied with his own miseries, the poet
would no doubt have seen over the great
stretch of wooded plain the dwelling-place
of a brother bard, of no greater calibre, but
of much more happy destiny.

The Sacvilles were a thoron%}lly Sussex
family, originally of the smaller county
gentry, one of whom, taking to the law,
raised himself in the Aungustan age of
Elizabeth, to the council of the Qaeen and
high office under the Crown. The lands
of the Sacvilles lay mostly about East
Grinstead ; noted for its beautiful church,
whose tall and elegant spire dominates the
surrounding plains; and when Elizabeth,
with grudging hand, raised her Lord
Treasurer to the dignity of a baron, he
took his title from the old manor-house
among the woods, and became Lord Buck-
harst. Under the first Stuart king he was
advanced at once to the dignity of Earl of
Dorset. The son of Elizabeth’s wary coun-
cillor, a dignified and pious nobleman, left
at his death large sums to the poor, and
founded at East Grinstead a college or
hospital for the poor which still exists to
preserve his memory. With other times
came other manners; and the present Earl
—speaking of Otway’s days—had been
noted in his hot youth for his dissolute
excesses,

Bat with all his wildness there was a
fund of generous humour about Sacville,
with a true poetic verve which has raised
him to the ranks of the minor poets, while
his sea-song, To All Ye Ladies Now on
Land, will be remembered when many
more pretentions works are forgotten.
And, while his satire was sharp, his hand
was generous, and even lavish to most of
his brother bards:

The best good man, with the worst natured muse.

All this time the ancestors of a greater
poet than either Otway or his possible
patron were living in the thick of the
forest country, small county gentry, ac-
quiring somewhat in one prudent genera-
tion, and dissipating somewhat in another
less prudent, but never rising or aspiring
higher than the rank of esquire, justice of
the , or custos rotulorum. There
might have been Shelleys who had gone
crusaders or palmers to the Holy Land,

and so had acquired the coat-of-arms
which bears, however, not scallop-shells,
buth ol;her‘?h ofha ]spu-al character. thlllat’
perhaps, the lively imagination of the
College of Heralds is responsible for the
shells, Anyhow, the Shelleys of that day
recked not much of blood, whether of
Crusaders or of others of high degree, but
went on marrying and giving in marriage,
among the stardy respectable in
families of Sussex. Among others, Roger
Bysshe, of Fen Place, had a daughter and
heiress who married one of the Shelleys,
who thus acquired Fen Place, and brought
into the family a name which has since
become illustrious, Timothy, the son of
this marriage, seems to have departed
from the stay-at-home traditions of the
family, and we find him in America, where
he married a wife, Joanna, rather vaguely
described as daughter of—widow of—
Pl;‘m, of ﬁ?;' York. ¢

'rom marriage sprang a son o
by no means ordinary character. Byashe
Shelley, the grandfather of the poet,
inherited the family faculty of pleasing
womankind, and put it to a good account
by marrying a pair of heiresses — the
first of a sound Sussex family, with a
good rent-roll and respectable, if common-
place pedigree ; the second—of course after
the death of the first—no other than Miss
Perry, the heiress of the estates and tradi-
tions of the illustrious Sidneys. And
both these marriages were runaway love-
matches—the first not being perhaps out
of the way in the heyday of youth and
passion, but the second certainly a feat of
high enterprise on the of a widower
with a young family. Sir Bysshe was thus
the founder of two wealthy and aristo-
cratic families; the line of baronets of
which was the poet, although he did not
live long enough to succeed to the title,
and the family of Sidney Shelley, of Pens-
hurst.

Percy Bysshe Shelley was born at Field
Place, on the outskirts of St. Leonard's
Forest, a fragment of Andred’s weald that
still retains much of its primitive wildness
and solitude.

‘We have accounted in some way for
Bysshe and Shelley, but why Percy, may
be asked. We may claim, indeed, the Percys
as a Sussex family, even the Percys of
Northumberland, Hotspur, .and the rest
of his kin, For Petworth, close by, is the
original home of the race. Long ago,
Petworth was part of the possessions of
the almost royal seat of Arundel, and when

—
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Queen Adeliza and her husband, Albini,
had the castle, they bestowed Petworth on
a kinsman of the Queen, Joceline, of the
princely house of Lorraine. This Joceline
married the heiress of the Percys and
assumed their name, and his descendants
were the bold feudal chieftains who so long
held almost royal sway on the Borders.
But they always retained Petworth among
their possessions, and when the towering
ambition of the Percys had been finally
quenched in blood, Petworth became the
favourite family-seat for which the feudal
towers of Alnwick were deserted. The line
which began with a Joceline ended with
a Joceline, and Petworth coming, by
marriage, into the possession of a former
Duke of Somerset, was alienated from the
northern estates.

It was to some connection—actual or
traditional—with these Percys of Petworth
that the poet owed his first christian-name,
But unfortunately for our present purpose,
only a small and fragmentary portion of
our poet’s history is connected with Sussex.
Field Place is still standing, with its gardens,
where dwelt an ancient serpent, one of
young Percy’s familiars, that was supposed
to be descended from the famous dragon of
St. Leonard’s Forest. And there still stands
the parish church of Warnham, to whose
vicarage used Percy daily to resort for
instruction, The parson was a Welshman,
one Mr, Edwards, who may have had some
Celtic fervour in his veins to counteract
the general bucolic dulness all about. The
grandfather, Sir Byashe, lived at Horsham,
1n an eccentric kind of retirement, a sort
of district ogre, of strange, unapproach-
able habits. The ogre, who had once been
such a squire of dames, lived on till he was
eighty-five, and being close-fisted in his
family relations, there was cheeseparing
necessary with sober living at Field Place.

Once launched on his college life,
Percy came back no more to the parental
nest. One flying visit, indeed, he made
when his father was safely out of the way.
For Percy’s daring independence of thought
and action had placed him under the ban.
Sussex was accustomed to looseness of
morals combined with correct principles,
and ready enough to condone it, but the
example of one with pure life but theories
accounted loose was not to be endured.
And nothing more of a comforting nature
is heard of Percy Bysshe Shelley till the
news comes of his early death in the deep
blue sea.

Far the less happy was the death of the

earlier poet Otway, whom, by the way, we
have left for an unconscionable time upon
the lonely hill, where he took up his
position at least two centuries ago. Back
to town he went, to the haunts of wretched-
ness and poverty. His faithless muse had
for ever flown. Destitution came upon
him—actual starvation, and in his last
haunt—a low tavern on Tower Hill—he was
choked by too eagerly swallowing a crust
that the charity of some pitying friend had
procured him,

To return, however, from this excursion
among the Sussex poets to the more solid
facts of county history, we find ourselves
here at Midhurst, close to one of the most
interesting ruined houses of the county—a
noble mansion, the equal, almost, of a royal
palace, left desolate by fire; a desolation
accentuated by the verdure and luxuriance
of the surrounding scene.

Cowdray passed from the De Bohuns to
the Nevills of the king-making race ; and
through them it came to their descendant,
one of the last of the Plantagenets, that
unhappy Countess of Salisbury, whose
death on the scaffold forms such a terrible
picture in our memories of the reign of
bluff King Harry. Cowdray, then falling
to the Crown, was granted again, with
other forfeited estates, to the heirs of a
collateral branch of the Nevills, the
former owners, These heirs were all
daughters, and were rare prizes for the
courtiers of the day. The fourth
daughter, Lucy, who Cowdray for her
share, married, first of all, a Sir Thomas
Fitzwilliam, and secondly a noted lawyer,
Sir Anthony Browne, from whom are
supposed to be descended all the exten-
sive family who spell their name with
an “eo”,

There was a son by the first husband,
Sir William Fitzwilliam, who inherited
Cowdray-in due course, and spent the
substance of the Fitzwilliams in building a
magnificent house there—a great Tudor
quadrsngbular mansion, with its chapel, its
great stables, its pleasure-gardens and fruit-
gardens, ite galleries, terraces, alcoves, and
cascades of water, a second Kenilworth in
the south countree.

Fitzwilliam built, but Browne inherited—
a Browne, whose descendant was created
Viscount Montagu ; and here lived a lon
line of Montagus, who embellished an
adorned the place, collecting about them a
host of heirlooms and precious relics.
Towards the end of the last century—in
the year 1793, that js—the reigning
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Viscount was a young man who had but
recently come of age, and who was now
performing the grand tour with his friend,
young Sedley Burdett. The young Viscount
was about to ally himself with the financial
aristocracy of the period, and was on his
way home to be married. Wealth and
good taste might be expected to open a new
career to the ancient mansion, and its some-
what faded splendour would surely be
revived. But one night—the night of the
24th September — the housekeeper was
awoke by the glare of fire, The beams
and woodwork of the ancient structure
were alight both aloft and alow, and,
for all the parish engine could do, and
the rows of rastics, with buckets, who pre-
sently came upon the scene, Cowdray was
consumed to its bare walls,

The young Viscount never knmew the
misfortune that had happened. News tra-
velled alowly in those days, and before the
letter arrived announcing to his lordship
the destruction of his ancestral mansion,
with its priceless relics, he was himself
drowned with his travelling companions in
the falls of the Rhine, of which, with British
rashness and obstinacy, they had ‘ﬁ&sistod
in essaying the passage in a tiny ski

If we turn from the t plain of the
Weald, with its central mt ridge—with
its innumerable hamlets and churches—it
will be remembered that the number and
riches of the churches in the Weald excited
the ire of the great ememy of mankind,
who forthwith set to work to drown the
country by cutting that great dyke, near
Brighton, which still bears his name. In
this the great enemy resembled the daring
engineers of the early railway days, who
would cut through a hill rather than go
round its ﬁsnl:.h For, in l::lnkth, there are
man in the great c! escarpment
whitixg:lsmkilfnl engigl;er, with the i:gurces
of his great exemplar, might easily turn to
account. With a little alteration of the
sea-level the waters would pour in and the
Weald would once more become—what it
has probably been in remote —a great
lake, with wooded islands and fenny slopes,
the haunt of aquatic birds and monstrous
amphibians.

Each of these gaps on the seaward
side has its strong castle. To begm with,
there is Arundel, as nobly place an
feudal fortress in the realm. Bl‘he approac
is admirable—the broad buttress of the
downs rising sheer from the marshy plain,
while, witha graceful carve, the riversweeps
past a rich nook of prairie and pasture,

and the clustering towers rise above a grove
of noble trees.

A haze of tradition hangs over the
origin of this great fortress,as it was in
the olden time—traditions of giants and
necromancers, whovaguzll{,recall 1ts perhaps
British origin. King Alired held it once,
and at the Conquest it fell to one of
William’s most trusted barons, Roger de
Montgomery, who held its earldom with
seventy-seven dependent manors. Robert
de Bellesme, that evil-minded descendant
of the Threat Roger, forfeited the castle by
his rebellion against King Henry the First,
and King Henry gave it to his Queen, who,
in turn, brought it to her second husband,
Albini. Something traditional attaches
to this really historical personage, for as
such we must class the wonderful story
of his tournament before the Queen
of France, when, winning the prize from
all other knights, he won also the heart of
the beautifuf Queen. His loyalty to his
own fair mistress, so the story goes, steeled
his heart against the love-lorn Queen, who
in the anger of despised beauty contrived
that the victorious knight should be shut
up in a grotto with a fierce, uncaged lion.
Albini with naked hands met the ferocious
beast, and tore its tongue from its throat.
Hence the lion without a tongue which the
brave knight bore as a device upon shield
and pennon ever after.

But there is nothing apocryphal about
the story of the Queen Adeliza and her
guest, Matilda, the Empress, when King

tephen, swooping down upon the castle,
invested it with all his force. The Queen
appealed to Stephen as a knight and gentle-
man to let her guest go free and give her so
much law. The King, touched on his
weak point, consented, and presently the
Empress was among her friends in the
West, and setting the kingdom in a blaze.

Considering the weak and intermittent
way in which the great Norman families
were continued, the great castle of Arundel
has been in remarkably few different hands
since the Conquest, The family of Albini
lasted till the middle of the thirteenth
century, and then an heiress carried the

eat possessions of the earldom to the

itzalans, For a short time the castle was
in the hands of “Butcher Mowbray”, when
the then Fitzalan suffered with the Duke
of Gloucester for conspiraey against
Richard the Second. But Bolingbroke
reversed the attainder, and the Fitzalans,
restored to their ions, lasted well
into the reign of Queen Elizabeth, when
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an heiress carried their lands and honours
to the Howards. And to the Howards the
castle still belongs. The -castle itself
was a good deal knocked about in the
great civil wars, having been twice taken
and once lost by the Parliamentary party,
and it had been long abandoned as a
habitation when, in 1791,theeleventh Duke
of Norfolk undertook its restoration. And
thus, like its rival, Alnwick Castle, in the
north, it is rather a revival of an old
castle than a veritable antiquity.

The next fortified gap is Bramber, now
a quiet little hamlet, with a few fragments
of old towers appearing on the green castle-
mound. Here was a noble castle in olden
times, a castle built by the De Braose,
which afterwards went by marriage to the
Mowbrays. But when the Jockey of Nor-
folk lost life and everything on Bosworth
field, the castle fell into decay. The lands
and rents belonging to it are all carefully
preserved, no doubt, and go to some great
family ; but as a seat og feudal state it
has ceased to exist. DBut there is some-
thing attractive in an old castle left all to
itself, about which one can wander at will,
and linger over, and bask in the sunshine
under its old walls,

There is no other break now in the

at sea-wall of downs till we come to

wes, with another strong castle already
described, and beyond that we come to the
coast-line protected by the Cinque Ports,
where great barons and their castles had
no place.

But the most charming of all old castles
is Bodiam, although it never had much im-
portance as a fortified post. Rising among
low-lying fields and woods, it seems more
like a castle of enchantment than an actual
building of hewn stone; and as you ap-
proach, the castle seems so perfect and
untouched in its massive strength that yon
can almost fancy that the warder is still
looking outfrom the battlement—the porter
still at the gate to lower the massive draw-
bridge. And this in the quiet repose of
a secluded country, with only the croaking
of the frogs, or the plash of some great pike
among the weedy mngli'ni: of the moat, to
break the stillness. e castle, still al-
most perfect in all its details, was the work
of a successful soldier in the French wars
cf)f&lKing Edwﬂls tll:e %‘hnrd Sir Edwﬁ

ynruge, a knight of no great territori
possessions, had woompaniﬁ his father in
the campaigns against the French, had
fouﬁht at Cregsy and at Poictiers, and then
took service on his own account in a band

of free lances under Sir Robert Knowles,
and gained some wealth in ransoms and
in plunder in Normandy, Brittany, and
Picardy. And from the spoils of France
Sir Edward built himself this castle, one
of the latest examples of the feudal fortress.
To the Dalﬁnmgea succeeded the L.enknors,
and Sir Thomas Lenknor, attached to the
Lancastrian cause, was attainted by Richard
the Third for having raised men for Rich-
mond.

The castle was seized by the King, pro-
bably after offering some resistance, and it
is said to have stood a siei:nd ing the
civil wars, although the diworix of
Cromwell’s generals is hardly to be traced
in its still perfect enceinte, and the walls
bear no sign of having been battered by
artillery. But the records of this really
fascinating building are few and scanty,
and leave a good deal to the imagination.

Not far off is Battle, with its abbey,
and the marshy grounds, a scene of always
vivid interest to those of English blood.
The high altar of the abbey stood on the
very ground where Harold pitched his
standard, and whero he fell beneath the
Norman arrow.

Another interesting :got is pleasant
Mayfield, with remains of the ancient palace
of the archbishops, with traditions, too,
of famous St. Dunstan, and relics of the
hard-headed anchorite—his hammer, his
anvil, and his sword. St. Dunstan’s Well,
where the holy hermit slaked his thirst,
still flows as freely as ever, and is carefully
preserved and walled round.

Just on the borders of Kent, and
artly in either county, are the remains of
ayham Abbey, endowed in the year 1200

by Robert de Thurnham for Pre-monstra-
tensian canons. And we may gaze at a
distance at the pretentions mansion which
occupies the site of Eridge Castle, once a
seat of Harold’s, and later on a hunting-
lodge of the old Nevills; while Sheffield
Place has more modern memories as the
favourite retreat of Edmund Gibbon ;
and in Fletching Church we may find the
tomb of the great historian, with many
other fine monuments of the men of still
more ancient days.

NOSTALGIA.

ONE of the most prominent features in
the literature of the present day is the
number of words unpronounceable to the
uninitiated, and hard to be ‘‘ understanded
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of the people ”, scattered throughout its
ages. The other week, while reading a
theological work by a popular author, I
came upon so many words which I had
never even seen before, that the dictionary
was in constant requisition.
When I first saw the word * nostalgia”,
I was younger by a good many years than I
am now, and had no idea what it meant.
. I'looked at it from every side, repeated
it aloud, wondered—with a hazy remem-
brance of having once learned *roots’’—
what its derivation might be, read and re-
read the context, hoping to have some light
thrown on ite meaning, and finally did
what I should have done at first—went for
my lexicon. That, however, was useless,
as being an old-fashioned one it did not
contain the word, so I hopelessly forbore
any further enquiry, being surrounded by
a family as ignorant and badly educated as
myself, trusting to time or accident to
enlighten me. Bat by one of those freaks
of nature—convenient freaks, sometimes—
one no sooner comes in contact with a
hitherto unknown word or place, than one
is sure to encounter it again in a day or
two—I found my new friend, nostalgia,
mentioned in a newspaper, with its ex-
planation, * home-sickness,” considerately
given in the same sentence.

Nostalgia, home-sickness, * heim weh "—
no matter what you call it—* arose by any
other name would smell as sweet”—is an un-
mistakeable fact, thongh philosophers may
sneer, and callons-hearted persons laugh.

It is a disease, as much as neuralgia or
fever are diseases; it baffles the cleverest
doctors’ skill, and admits of only one com-
plete cure, and that is by removing its
cause. .

Sheer atrensth of will may keep it in
absyance, hard work may turn aside its
course for a while; but sometimes, at odd
moments, in unexpected places, it asserts
itself with an uncontrollable longing, a
sickening thirst for home, which will
neither %’e repressed mor appeased.

A floating scent in the air—a scent laden
with the memory of a bygone day, a sun-
set flush in the sky, an old melody borne
on the breeze, have been known to bring
on an access of this strange illness, almost
unbearable in degree. Reason has little or
no effect in subduing its feverish excite-
ment; friendship the closest, love the
tenderest, cannot turn aside its current;
music has no power to soothe its bitterness,
nor the distractions of gaiety to rouse it

ifrom its melancholy. It is something out-

side the sufferer’s body, outside himself, his
feelings, his reason ; it is a sickness of the
soul, a longing to outstrip time and y
to leave the iggnrd body behind and fly
to the native air, the loved associations and
early friends of childhood.

Lonely ranches in wild Mexican moun-
tains have echoed to its sobbing cry; under
the glare of a tropic sun, amid the brilliant
colouring of tropical foliage, in scattered
homesteads, in far Australian plains, men
and women have pined and sickened—aye,
and even died of this mysterious illness.
It is strange that an ailment, which to all

pearance is conuected with the nerves,
should not be more common among the
weaker sex, but men suffer from it in a
g:eater degree than women, and the more

rdy the race the more they seem to suffer.
Northern races experience its deadly
symptoms more than the warmer-blooded
southerner ; indeed, I have heard that the
Esquimaux have such a deeply-rooted love
of their cold and barren country entwined
among the very fibres of their nature, that
they can hardly exist for any length of
time out of it, and dwindle away physically
and mentally till they return.
I remember once, in a far ioreign country,
seeing a man who moped, lost his appetite,
and lIooked generally wretched for days,
but who, on beinq questioned as to the cause
of his melancholy, replied that he was in
perfect health. terwards, when the fit,
which was fortunately merely a tempo:
one, had worn itself out, he told me that it
was a heart-longing for home which had
suddenly taken possession of him ; that it
seemed to him he could not again be happy
till he heard the old tones and paced the
old garden-walks—if only for a day or an
hour, it would have contented him. He
could again have assumed the harness of
daily toil, and spent the necessary years of
exile in a foreign land, could he for one
day have drunk at this refreshing well.

It is not only in foreign countries and
far-away scenes that this sickness is felt.
I have known new-made happy brides
suffer from it, and often I was not surprised.
I do not think half enough is thought of
the sacrifice entailed on many a young
girl who quits a home full of brothers an
sisters, and life, and gaiety, and marries a
man who is absorbed in his business or
profession from morning till night. She is
expected to be ‘“as happy as the day is
long ”, because the supposed mission of her
life is fulfilled, she has got a settlement,
& husband,and a home. Bat what a change!
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She may be heart and soul in love with
him, but, in the daily seven or sight hours
of enforced solitude, she is left to fill her
time as best she may, and, in a newly-
furnished house, without children to occupy
her, there is not much in a domestic way
to employ her hands or her mind. How
her thoufhtu must go back to the home she
has just left, filled with the merry laughter
and jests of young lives, their amusements,
occupations planned, consummated, and
talked over in hours filled to the brim with
a thousand and one different interests | If,
in these tedious, long-drawn-out hours her
eyes brim with tears, and her heart yearns
sometimes for the old life of her girlhood,
with something approaching to home-
sickness, who can blame her?

I knew a lonely young bride like this
once; she had married the man of her
choice and loved him to adoration, but
she told me that in the first year of her
marriage she was almost miserable. She
had left a house full of bright, devoted
sisters, where a stream of friends and
cousing came and went all day, where talk
and laughter made the week one long sun-
beam ; and after the short honeymoon was
over, she was transplanted to a lonely
country village, in the suburbs of a large
town, in which her husband spent the day
at his office. She had scarcely any friends
with whom to interchange a word, a church-
yard bounded her garden, and the passing-
bell, as it tolled dismally out, was &e ol
sound which broke the long, terrible ati]f-
ness ; and the contrast of the full, gay life,
which had made her twenty summers so
happy, with the miserable, lonely hours she
spent now, used to come upon her with
such force of home-sickness, that she lay
helpleesly crying day after day, and when
the young husband returned in the even-
ing, expecting to find the liveliest and
brightest of wives—and thinking, as moet
men in their convenient inconsideration do,
that a woman must be perfectly happyin a
home of her own—instead he found a limp
and doleful creature, worn out from man:
tears, and ready to throw herself into his
arms, and shed a few more from sheer
weakness.

It is not the gently nurtured or the
weakly temperaments alone to whom this
subtle diseass comes. Strong men, of
herculean frame, have been shaken by it ;
peasants with little refinement, and seem-
ingly less feeling, have trembled in its
grasp ; adventurere, men whose lives have
proved a failure, those black sheep found

under every clime, reckless, careless,
hardened, have ‘ sickened of this vague
disease”, and longed, and agonised, and
prayed for one glimpse of the old country
to greet their dying eyes, one breath from
some breezy upland, one waft from some
flowing river, to cool their fevered brow.
Some—aye many—headstones there are in
every continent and colony in this wide
world with only rudely-carved initials to
mark their identity ; some little mounds
without any headstones at all ; but if the
green grass or stately palm growing over
them could speak, they would tell sad
tales of the pining away of many a brave
young life, and nobody knew but God and
themselves that the breath which had
blasted them was the deadly ome of

nostalgia.

WHEN YOU ARE SAD.

‘WHEN you are sad, I ask no more
The lavish rights I claimed before,
‘When sunrise glittered on the seas,
And dancing to the wooing 3
The laughing ripples kissad the shore.
The morning glow of love is o'er ;

Oh, rosy dreams we dreamt of yore !
1 do but ask the least of these,

‘When you are sad.

Let the fresh darling you adore

With joy's light footstep cross the floor ;
But hear the last of all my pleas,
And shut for all but me the door,
‘When you are sad.

STUDIES OF OVER THE WAY.

A HOUSE IN HORSEFERRY ROAD.
IN TWO PARTS. PART L

IT may be remembered, perhaps, by
some of my readers, that I once went to
reside on the breezy heights of Islington,
Dr. Clausius having told me that living on
high ground was good for indigestion, and
that I found him to be as ignorant in the
matter of hygiene as he was in meta-
Ph sics. Therefore, when I left my
odygings in Crabbe Street, I determined to
see whether I should do any good by acting
diametrically opposite to the counsels of
my would-be mentor, and I took rooms in
a street very little above the level of the
Thames at high water—to wit, Horseferry
Road, Westminster. My new apartments
had many advan They were very
quiet, and very light when there was no
river-fog about, but their chief claim to
approbation was that they were a long
way from the Caledonian Road, the neigh-
bourhood in which Dr. Clausius then had
his dwelling.
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Horseferry Road without doubt possesses,
as & thoroughfare, a certain individuality.
It boasts of certain mock marine
characteristics. The numbers of loafers,
half bargee, half dock -labourer, wearing
real blue guernseys, and affecting the
nautical walk, that one sees about, and the
sn];:lln o{ag;tch that steskla m?,p the atrﬁ:t
whena e is being ca! suggest that
a bit of the real port of London must have
Wt adrift, and floated up on a high tide to

estminster. Bat there is, after all, a
theatrical air about the mercantile enter-
prise of the Horseferry Road, a sort of
ﬂ:iving at being sailors. Those brown-

iled craft, almost sinking under the
huge masses of hay and straw they
carry, hail from the distant ports on the
Medway or the Essex coast. They have
faced the olfactory terrors of Barking and
Crossness, and threaded safely the perilous
passage of Limehouse Reach. Those long,
narrow barges, with a similar freight, come,
peradventure, from the Midlands, bearing
from some remote Warwickshire village
provender for the mews of Mayfair and
Belgravis. How many locks have they
descended, and to the voices of how many
riverside sirens, ministering in cosy bar-
parlours, have theirbronze-featured captains
turned an unheeding ear! But Horseferry
Road, lying between stately Westminster
and @sthetic Chelsea,seems a little ashamed
of its commercial sarroundings, and makes
believe to have nothing to do with the hay
and straw littered river-port. At least, that
was the mental attitnge of my landlad
when I went to look at the rooms
ultimately engaged.

I was very - comfortable in my new
lodgings, and the Dictionary of Meta-
physics made rapid progress ; indeed, the
P was, for a time, a little too rapid,
as I found absolutely nothing in the con-
templation of my Over-the-vgay to distract
my attention from m v:iork. Tlie house
oppogite was, to spea ratively, com-
pleﬁtzil¥l f<limnb. g‘hgero wasn a t.l::“} in the
ground-floor window to sa; t lodgin
were to be had there, The ’l'nilkman calls
once a day, as he did all down the street,
and every morning the landlady, a little
skinny woman in a rusty black dress,
would issue forth and return in the space
of half an hour, bearing her stock of pro-
visions for the day. That was all. Had
no fresh personalities intervened, I should
have had nothing to write on the subject
of Horseferry Road. Nobody in his
senses could build up a story on such

materials. A whimsical dreamer, a man
with an itch to invent a history about every
gerson who may cross his vision, might

ave piled together a heap of rubbish under
such circumstances ; but I am grateful to
remember that I have never taken up my
pen to write the adventures of my opposite
neighbours without being first in posses-
sion of abundant and well-authenticated
data to work upon.

But one morning, when I lifted my eyes
from my writing, I saw that the card had
disappeared from the window of the house
over the way, and naturally I pricked up
my ears at the prespect of finding some

ditional interest in the opposite dwell-
ing which, up to this time, might quite as
well have been a blank wall as a rateable
tenement. From that moment the progress
of the Dictionary, of Metaphysics was
sensibly retarded. Late in the evening a
porter arrived with a truck, laden with
what looked like seaman’s chests, and by
his side walked a thin, middle-aged man,
presumably the owner of the same. The
boxes were carried in, the middle-aged man
followed, a ruddy glare of firelight shone
from the hitherto dull and darksome
windows of the first-floor-front, and I con-
cluded that the time for observation had
now really arrived.

For a day or two the new tenant did not
leave the house at all ; but I accounted for
this by supposing that he was busy ar-
ranging his possessions in his new abode,
Then one evening, as the clock struck
seven, he issued forth and walked briskly
down the street towards the river. At
nine precisely he returned, and henceforth
these goings and comings were accurately
repeated each evening. On the fifth day
after he had arrived I noticed that he
spent much of his time in lookinghout of
the window do #n the street, as if he were
expecting the arrival of someone from that
direction. On the sixth his pale face and
anxious eyes were visible almost all day,
and on the morning of the seventh like-
wise. Then, at twelve o’clock, a big, rough,
sailor-looking man, dressed in a blue pilot-
coat and gilt buttons, rang at the door-bell,
and was shown in, and remained in the
house for about half an hour. For the
three days succeeding I scarcely saw my
opposite neighbour at all, save when he
sallied forth for his evening walk ; but on
the fourth day his face now and then
appeared ; on the fifth he was hardly ever
out of sight; and the sixth, and up to noon
on the seventh, were one perpetual vigil

(&
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Then the man in the blue coat again

the bell, spent half an hour in the h:::g,
and took his departure. His visit had the
same soothing effect as the week before,
and this effect worked off in the same time
and in the same manner. The old rest-
lessness returned on the fourth day, and
the whole business was gone through over

in,

This particular Over-the-Way was, in
one sense, & new experience. I had never
yet been called upon to watch and explain
the actions of a man who moved with a
regularity which would have put to shame
the performances of many a watch of
modern construction. What had, hitherto,
served to kindle my interest was the vagne
and comet-like agpearances and disappear-
ances of over the way neighbours, and I
dare say my readers will inclined to
think that this mechanical gentleman, with
no more originality than an automaton,
must have seemed very tame to me after
some of those whose histories I have
already told. Bat after a week or two the
very regularity of his goings and comings
began to interest me profoundly, and even
to exasperate me a little, A person who
had intercourse with but one human being,

and who was so powerfually affected by |’

the advent of this solitary visitor, must
necessarily have a story of some kind. But
how was this story to be unravelled? I did
not, at this period of which I am writing,
know the full extent of Simpson’s powers of
investigation, and it seemed to me that it
would be a hopeless task to try to probe
the secret life of a man who had but one
confidant in the world. I soon had an
opportunity of putting my friend’s skill to
the test, for he looked in to see me one
afternoon about a month after I had been
provided with my new neighbour. 1T gave
him a detailed account of the drama which
I saw performed week by week over
the way, and though he led me to
believe that he was fully confident of dis-
entangling the mystery, I must say I was
not equally sanguine. However, in less
than a week, ﬁ:l came back with the
following history :

I followed our friend opposite in one of
his evening rambles, and tracked him to a
snug, old-fashioned public-house, about half
a mile distant. He was evidently an
habitué, for the landlord salated him from
behind the bar, and he passed into a semi-
private little room behind. I made my
way into this also; though I could see from

the looks which were exchanged by the
four or five occupants, that I was regarded
as an interloper ; but I managed, after a
little, to dispel the unfavourable impres-
sion. Most of the gentlemen present were
interested in the river trade; but, for
reasons of my own, I turned the conver-
sation as often as I could towards the sea
and its perils and adventures, its fatal
catastrophes and marvellous escapes. The
ntleman from over the way grew intensely
interested, I could see, from his nervous
action and restless eye, and more than
once he asked me whether I had noticed—
I was sitting before the open door—a man
enter the bar dressed in a pilot-coat with
bright buttons. One by one the company
paid their reckoning and took their leave,
till T was left alone with the gentleman.
He became more talkative after we were
left by ourselves, and I gathered easily from
his discourse that he had spent a good part
of his life on the salt water. At last he got
up to go, and I did the same. I saw him
leave the house, and scarcely had he passed
the threshold before he was joined by the
man who comes to see him once a week, a
rough-looking sailor dressed in a blue pilot-
coat with gilt buttons.
I followed them at a judicious distance,

and was surprised to find that when they

reached Vauxhall Bridge the sailor seized
the middle-aged man by the arm, and
attempted to force him to cross the bridge,
instead of allowing him to return home. I
stopped for & moment, and watched the
struggle ; but when he called out, as if in
distress, I went forward to assist him. The
sailor slouched off, and disappeared across
the bridge when he found he had a third
party to reckon with, and I bade our friend
tell me where he lived, that I might see him
home.

He gave me an address in White-
chapel, and this attempt at concealment
confirmed the theoryIhad already formed as
to his story. He begged me not to trouble
myself on his account ; he could find his
wug well enough ; he always walked back,
and would never take me so far east at
that time of night. I be, him
to have no such scruples. lived in
Bethnal Green myself, and liked a lo
walk with pleasant companionship throngng
the streets at night better than anything.
He was a little staggered at this speech of
mine ; but he saw apparently that I was
not to be shaken off, s0 he started eastward
towards his imaginary dwelling in White-
chapel.
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I had no intention, however, of taking
him far. I led the way past an old-
fashioned coffee-house, a favourite haunt
of mine, in the neighbourhood of Leicester
Square, and I took%:im in there, nominally
to taste a particular brand of Scotch
whisky, but really to listen to the expla-
nation, which I could see he was anxious
to give me, of the strange scene I had just
witnessed. I felt Pretty confident that by
the time this explanation should be con-
cluded I should be in possession of the
man’s life-secret. I will leave you to
judge how far I succeeded when you have

eard the story he told me as we sat over
our whisky-and-water in a snug box of the
ancient coffee-room. I will let him speak
for himself in the first person:

* My name is John Lethbridge, and the
first act of my life which appears to ‘me
worthy of being recorded is my running
away to sea at the age of eleven. My
father was a well-to-do tradesman in a
Yorkshire town, and destined me to succeed
him in his business; but in this he made
the mistake, so common with parents, of
deciding how his son should pass his life
without consulting the person most con-
cerned in the matter, namely, myself.
During my holidays I often went to stay
with my grandmother, who lived at Gaine-
borough, and then I used to spend nearly
all my time down by the quays and
wharves, watching the round-sterned Dutch
galliots come crawling up the Trent with
their cargoes of seed for the mills of the
town.
Sam, my grandmother’s factotum, would
make interest with one of the captains to
let me go on board, and peer about in the
cavernous hold and the tiny lockers, cabins,
and companions. Ah me! what strange
things are memory and association! By
the very mention of these early pranks of
mine the wonderful compound odour which
fenetrated everywhere is recalled to me.

n spite of the perfame of this excellent
Glenlivat, my nose seems conscious of the
presence of cheese, and linseed, and tar,
and bilge-water. But I must be getting on
with my story. My natural inclination
for a seafaring life, fostered by the perusal
of stories of adventure, began to grow
into an overmastering passion by reason of
these real and tangible experiences of
actual ships and sailors. Not that I ever
thought of embarking in such a humdrum
line as the transfer of linseed and cheeses,
coal and dry goods, from one side of the

ow and then, as a rare treat, old

was to be such a sailor as Captain
Cook, or the Frenchman, La Perouse,
cruising about amongst calm tropical seas,
and collecting all sorts of wonderful birds,
and weapons, and precious stones. A little
later I studied the careers of Drake and
Hawkins, and I sighed to think that the
slave-trade was on its last legs, and that
piracy, even when known as harassing
the Spaniards in the Main, was hardly a
calling which a high - spirited gentleman
could adopt with safety or repute; but I
was taught by experience that at sea, as
elsewhere, one has to begin at the beginning,
80 I ran away to Newecastle, and joined a
collier trading between that port and
London. A very short spell of this life
satisfied me that I had not chosen the right
branch of the profession. If ever anyof your
boys, sir—for I presume you are a family
man—should show any inclination to
follow my footstepsagainst your inclination,
ship him on board a North Sea collier. If
that does not cure him of his liking for
the sea, he is a born sailor, and yon can
let him go his own way.

“This was my own case. The horrors
of the collier only convinced me that I
must make a new start. I shipped next in
a vessel trading between the Baltic and
King’s Lynn, and then in a coasting Medi-
terranean steamer. I was fairly comfort-
able in this last berth ; but I felt I should
never be satisfied till I had crossed the
line and the Atlantic as well, so I took the
first chance that offered, and sailed in a
fine barque bound for Rio and the western
coast of South America. I stuck to the
Clio, for I knew that I was a bit of a
favourite with the captain, and after my
second voyage I got appointed to the post
of boatswain’s mate, and having mastered
the first step on the ladder of promotion, I
began to picture myself the commander
of a vessel as fine as or finer than the Clio
herself.

¢ In the Clio I visited nearly every port
of the Indies, East and West alike, and
one autumn the owners sent us out with a
general cargo to Sydney, or Port Jackson
as it was then called. On this particular
voyage we had shipped more young hands
than usual, so my duties were rather heavier
than they had hitherto been, but by the
time we had doubled the Cape I had got
them all into some sort of shape with one
exception, and this exception was a man
about my own age, entered in the ship’s
books under the name of Samuel Rands.

““ When he came on board, while we were

North Sea to the other. My ambition
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lying in the docks, I could see with half an
eye that he was no seaman—that he was
plag'ing the same game at thirty which I
had begun before I was into my teens,
and if it had not happened that hands were
very short just at that time, I should have
advised the captain to send him about
his business. If I had done so, you would
not now be listening to the tale of a ruined
wretch such as I am. ‘

“ Rands was a creature made of that stuff
out of which nothing worthy the name of
o mancan ever be fashioned. Hewasweak in
bodg, and sullen and lazy in disposition,
so that if he had been able to do his work
the will would have been wanting. He and
I were soon on the worst terms with each
other, and his life could not have been a
very pleasant one. I should not have been
s0 hard with him if I had seen that he was
trying to earn his salt. He chose as his
mate the most worthless of the crew next
to himself, a big, hulking Irishman named
Dennis Ryan, who likewise knew the rough
side of my tongue. They kept aloof from
the other men all the voyage out, and when
they came on board, before we set sail from
Cape Town, they brought out with them a
lot of purchases which seemed to be rather
out of proportion to the wages of a man
before the mast, and this circumstance,
taken together with certain others which
had already come to my notice, made me
keep a sharper watch than ever over
Mr. Samuel Rands.

I first made out that Rands was nothing
else than a ‘purser’sname’, and that he really
was a certain Francis Horn. I watched
him steal aft one day with something in
his hand, and this something he flung over-
board, or tried to do so, but it caught in
the chain of a port-hole, and hung flutter-
ingin the wind. He did not, however, see
that he had failed in his purpose, and
walked away, while I went below and
possessed myself of the parcel It was
an old shirt, tied up in a knot, and
evidently containing some other objects.
These turned out to be several bundles of
letters and papers, many of the former
being dated from a place in Australia, and
written to Horn by his mother. Nearly
every one of them besought him to leave
En(fland at once and return to Australia,
and implored him on no account to go near
the old man at Cork. The later ones spoke
of illness and failing health, and the lastin
date was in a strange handwriting, telling
the news that the mother was deug.

“I pieced the story together as well as

I could. Here was the reprobate son of
parents probably reprobate also—for in
those days a terribly large proportion of
the dwellers in New South Wales were
‘involuntary emigrants’—who had made his
way to England and wasted all his money
in debauchery. There was a grandfather,
or uncle, the old man at Cork, who might
do something for the ne'er-do-well in his
will if they could be kept apart ; but the
mother apparently knew them both well
enough to be sure that her son’s chances
would not be improved by a meeting.
Then came the news of the mother’s ill-
ness ; but this was powerless to call the
prodigal to the place where his dut{‘ lay
80 long as he had a pound to spend. Then
the last news and the last sovereign ; and
the beggared profligate, finding London a
cold home for a man with an empty pocket,
determined to work his way out to
Australia in the first ship which would
take him. Then the evil chance which led
his footsteps on board the barque Clio.

¢ After this discovery, I naturally felt a
stronger interest than ever in the man
whose secret I had, at least partially,
fathomed, and I found it a little difficult
to supply & motive for this resolve of his
to seek again his birthplace ; but I feared
that it would be found rather in his expec-
tation of finding something to lay hands
on, than in the pious wish to shed a
tardy tear of repentant affection over his
mother’s tomb. I resolved to do him full
justice, and wait till I could watch him
and his behaviour on shore before con-
demning him ; but fate gave me no chance

of this. Before the grey, sullen rocks of -

Cape Leeuwin, the first point of Australia
we sighted, came in view, Francis Horn,
with all his imperfections on his head, was
resting, sewn up in a hammock, in the
depths of the Southern Ocean.

" Horn died of inflammation of the lungs,
so there was no reason why the health
anthorities of Sydney should have refused
us leave to land ; but smallpox was raging
then at the Cape, and the harbour-master
sent us into quarantine for a week when
he learnt where we had last touched.
The days seemed as if they would never
pass, but, on the last one of our captivity,
the boat which brought out our provisions
brought likewise a packet of letters from
the owners’ agent for the crew of the Clio.

“Even when a man knows that the
chances are a thousand to one against
there being anything in the mail-bag to
concern him, there is a sort of magnetic
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attraction to draw near while the letters
and newspapers are being distributed. I
had completely cut the painter as far as
my homefriends went, and for the last
dozen years I had held no communication
with any of my own family; but still I
sauntered up to the ring which had formed
round the Captain as he made the distri-
bution, More than half the letters, to
Judge from the looks and the remarks of
the recipients, must have contained bad
news, so I felt little envy of them. When
the Captain had finished his task, he held
up a long blue envelope, and called out :

‘¢ Which of you men will own the name
of Francis Horm %’

“There was a dead silence, Each man
looked about with shifty gaze, which might
have been taken to mean that everybody
was willing to affirm that he knew nothing
of Francis Horn, but that he was by no
means sure that his words would command
belief. Once the impulse came strong upon
me to tell all I knew; but my eyes felﬁst
that moment on the face of Dennis Ryan;
and I determined to hold my peace a little
to see whether he, too, knew anything of
his late comrade’s real name, He said
nothing, but stood with his face cast into
its ordinary form of malignant stupidity.

*‘No one will own the name,’ the Cap-
tain went on. ¢ Lethbridge, come to my
cabin ; I want to speak to you.’

¢ Captain Carter and I were very good
friends. He was an excellent sailor and a
{uxt man, and I think he knew my value,

dare say this sounds a little vain to you.
I had told him now and then stray bits of
my past history; and he, with his extensive
w‘lnaintance with sailors in general, was
able to fill in accurately enongh the parts
which were wanting. -

¢ «Lethbridge, he said, as I closed the
door of his cabin, ¢ why didn't you speak
out like a man, and own the name of
Francis Horn %’

“The Captain looked steadily at me
with his steely-blue eyes, as he spoke these
words. I was about to affirm that he was
completely on the wrong track, and to
offer to bring my proofs that Francis Horn
was the same as the man he had known
nnder the name of Samuel Rands, when he
cut me short.

“*Don’t tell more lies than you are

forced to, Lethbridge. I know how loth a
man in your position generally is to own
his real name. Just listen to this letter,
which I have received from a London

i lawyer, before you eay any moare.’

“ And then he read me the letter. It
was written by the man of law, who had
evidently been commissioned to find Francis
Horn, to the Captain of the ship in which
that worthy was supposed to have sailed.
Francis Horn was wanted, it was clear, but
there was nothing in the Captain’s letter
to toll the reason why. As the Captain
read over the description of the missing
man, it strack me with surprise to mark
how a written inventory might fit accurately
either one of two persons bearing by no
means any remarkable likeness to each
other. Never till then had I remarked
that the same tint of hair and complexion
would describe both Horn and myself ;
that both of us had lost a front tooth ; that
we both stooped in our gait, and carried
the left shoulder rather higher than the
right. As soon as the Captain began to
read, the feeling of curiosity, which had
possessed me when I had first fathomed
Horn’s secret, began to wax stronger.
Many and many a time I had vowed that I
would satisfy myself as to the past history
of this man, who, worthless loafer as he
was, had certainly exercised a strange
influence over me; and by the time the
Captain had brought his letter to an end,
my mind was made up. The clue I wasin
search of might lie within the four corners
of the blue envelope which he was
balancing in his fingers, and when there
was silence I neither spoke nor lifted my
eyes.

Ve What do you say now, Lethbridge ’
said the Captain.

% ¢Say, Captain !’ I replied. ‘Say that
it is no nse trying to keep anything dark
when you have the watch.’

“And then he handed me the long
envelope, and in ten minutes cverybody in
the ship knew that Francis Horn was a
man who had run away to sea under the
name of Jobn Lethbridge. I, meantime,
was mastering the contents of the letter
of which I had thus feloniously obtained
possession.”

ON GHOSTS.

WE own frankly, at the outset of this
paper, that we are at times inclined to
think that the dear old lady who used to
declare that, though she did not believe in
ghosts, she was very much afraid of them,
is not quite go much in the minority as
sceptical folk would have us believe ; for
we venture to state boldly that the most
strong-minded persop among us cannot

T
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have passed through life without once
and again pausing to consider whether
ghosts are quite as impossible as they
would very much like to believe they
are.

And, be it understood, we are not now
alluding to the mere vulgar phantom,
livid with green, ghastly rays of light, clad
in a long, white garment, and accompanied
by the orthodox rattling of chains, whose
existence is now almost entirely confined
to the cheaper form of Christmas annuals;
but to the more refinad spirits whose pre-
sence is obvious indeed to all those whose
minds are endued with sentiment, and
who are able to look beneath the surfaces
of life and discover for themselves that
there is more, both in heaven and earth,
than is dreamt even of in their philosophy.
To such a mind as this, the idea of a family-
ghost would come naturally enough. The
ghost may be of some far-off ancestor,
whose portrait hangs in the great hall, and
whose unwritten story is ded down
from father to son, either as an example or
as a deterrent—or the spirit of some nearer
relation, a mother, or a little sister, may
be elected to the position of family-ghost
and may almost be considered in the
light of & guardian angel.

How many little quarrels have not been
stayed half-way by an appeal to some such
a memory! Many hearts have been
knit together by the intangible touch of
spirit-bands ; and who shall say that they
do not come to us, a8 we sit alone, and
ponder over the time when theg were yet
with us, until we can almost believe we
feel their soft, mistlike touch upon our
shoulders, the while we seem to hear whis-
pered to us ideas and thoughts too grand,
too beautiful, too true, not to have been
spoken by those who have journeyed
farther than we have, and who know where
we only believe?

There is no other way of accounting for
the manner in which tender remembrances
of our dead friends seem always present in
our hearts. We may not know we are
thinking of them ; but their memory never
leaves us, and is with us, reminding us of
the faint perfume that hangs about old
letters, which is too slight to call a scent,
but which is inseparable from them : just as
the remembrance of our dead is inseparable
from our lives; just as their unknown pre-
sence may be the cause of many a delight-
ful ides, many a beautiful thought which
comes to us, we know not whence, in a
moment, as if some flash of lightning had

mdai‘denly illumined the path we have to
tread, "

Think one moment: has no such
mysterious assistance been vouchsafed to
you at some critical period of your lifet
Have you not been conscious of some reason
for drying Cyour tears as you sat alone,
perhaps at Christmastide, and gazed at the
empty chairs where they were once wont to
sit ' '

Has no peculiar influence ever inspired
you to noble deeds, to good work, or
opened out to you the fairy-land of fancy $

to these questions you are constrained
to answer, yes; then believe you, too,
h;ve that best of all possessions—a family
ghost.

There is no reason why such a fancy
should be nothing save a mere idea. No
reason why, when we close the coffin-lid
on the altered face of our nearest and
dearest, we should believe that we shall
meet no more ; hold no more communica-
tion with them, until we, too, are changed
out of all knowledge, and we come together

ain in the Paradise of God.

Better surely than credence in so entire
a separation is a belief in a family ghost,
who is ready and yearning to give us
whispered counsel if we are only wise
enough to recognise its presence. Better
to believe that the clear sight and wide
knowledge, that were of such inesti-
mable value to us when our friend was yet
with us, are not lost to us entirely, but are
still ours at quiet moments when we sit
and think of those we have lost, and can
believe they come to us, if only to remind
us of what they once were.

This fanciful theory must, after all,
remain a mere effort of the imagination,
bilat there is yet another side to contem-
plate.

That side, for example, presented by
those who, having lost a da.rﬁ'.ng child, do
not shrink from a remembrance of the
innocent little creature, but rather make a
pious practice of talking of it, thus keeping
1ts memory for ever n.

Like a shrine, the tiny portrait is erected
on the nursery-shelf, and the children
always keep flowers before it, speaking of
their brother or sister in heaven as if she
or he were still one of them — much
holier, better, too, than they are, and by
whose supgoaed standard of mright and
wrong conduct is measured, and temper
governed.

The idea that evil behaviour may pain
their absent sister in her rest quickly

'3
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"xorcises the demon, and keeps a whole-

16 check over hasty hands.

is impossible for anyone who knows
nursery to doubt that the children
. aro not all the better, sweeter, and
~.der, because they unhesitatingly believe
.uat, though absent in the flesh, the spirit
is yet with them, leading them gently on
to that home which, after all, is such a little
way off 1

Have not family quarrels among older
people been occasionally ended, also, by a
recollection that a dead parent may be
troubled by conduct that would have
pained her terribly when alive? If so,
surely she yet speaks to her children in a
voice that is andible in their hearts, if
noﬁhere else, Bty of

we once recognise the possibility o
such communion with our l)dead, there
is small limit to the train of thought
that could be followed, for then we should
remember other and evil ancestors of ours
who stand ever by us, ready to prompt
us to the committal of those very sins
which marred their own lives.

Yet, even if this be so, much good may
still be gathered ; for a due contemplation
of their careers, and the end thereof, may
be of great service to us; for, recognisin
what we inherit, and availing ourselves o
their experience, we can use them as
stepping-stones, climbing up from their
vices to higher and better things.

But ghosts are not always merely spirits
of the departed, but exist around us in a
thousand other forms, all more or less
easily recognisable by the initiated.

Who does not know people who are
quite as intangible as any spirit, whose
lives seem absolutely formless, and whose
real personality we are never able to grasp,
and of whom, after years of civilities and
vigiting, we know no more than we did the
first day we met? We never find out
what they think, what they like, or what
they are. They are to us only as so many
shadows cast upon a blind which we see
when we pass in the street ; and nothing

rises us s0 much as to discover that
such folk as these are ill, and suffer, and
finally die, for they never seemed to us to
be real enough to do anything save just
exist.

Then there are rows upon rows of
ghoste-houses built all around us every
year, looking so exactly alike, furnished all
on the same plan, and all more or less
draughty and wretched, and never becom-
ing homes, because no one remains in them

long enough to imbue them with any
personality.

But perhaps the most trying of all the
ghosts that exist around us are those books
that are surely nothing but the merest,
most flimsy of ghosts ; where we begin to
read, and cannot comprehend ; where the
sentences look plain enough, but are abso-
lutely without meaning; and where the
plot, or central idea, escapes us continually,
and which we are forced to put aside, de-
claring that, ghost-like indeed, they have
evaded us altogether, and that we are
powerless either to grasp them or compre-
hend them in the least.

And yet there is another far more satis-
factory aspect of the ghost-book, ‘and one
also that is much better known, for who
among us has not at some time been
haunted by those who have never existed
save in the fertile brains of our favourite
authors 3

Who has not parted with such spirits as
these, as with an old and familiar friend,
feeling, when closing the boards of some
fascinating story, that we have bid adieu
to a pleasant chapter in one’s life, and
seen the last of a delightful acquaintance,
who never seems the less real because he or
she has neither lived, nor walked, nor
spoken human words from human lips 1

Still yet another hint of ghost existence
is curiously given us at times, by weird,
fantastic nooks and corners of scenery
on which we stumble occasionally in our
walks, and which, somehow or other, we
are never able to find again. For example,
we may take a stroll one afternoon, not
looking out particularly for landmarks,
when suddenly we see what appears to be
a corner of fairyland. Far off *“ the horns
of elf-land faintly blowing ” can be heard ;
delicate mosses and ferns deck the border
of the babbling stream, or divers-coloured
autumn leaves cover the ground ; and we
fue up to the light blue sky through a

ace-like tracery of thin, stripped boughs.
Woe drink it all in and go away, determined
to come again; but we can never do so.
Something has confused the road to it, or
the trees may all have been cut down, the
stream dried up, the state of the atmo-
sphere may be changed—we know not

e reason, and are only aware that, try
i:owl we may, We c;ﬂ nel\lrﬁr find :ll:at
ovely spot again; ghost-like, it either
evades us tanbﬁiaingly, or has vanished into
thin air,

These ghosts are, after all, but pleasant
and harmless ones, and as such are to ba
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welcomed among us, or else lightly thought
over and smiled at. Still, there are others
as real as any we have spoken of, which
are dreadful possessions in truth,

Ghosts, for example, of past follies, that
will not be laid; that are strong and
rebellious, and that appear rattling their
bones and filling the atmosphere with
their charnellike odours when we had
quite forgotten they existed. Ghosts of
dead loves that smile in the eyes of living
ones, and mock them by suggestions that
such as they can never really die; and
most of all, perhaps, ghosts of inherited
passions and sins—which, conquered and
laid to rest as regards ourselves, start into
new life in our children, and jeer at us with
their lips when we had hoped they were
parted with for ever.

Oh, rather than contemplate such as
these, we would return simply to the first
idea of the precious possession of a tender,
loving family-gbost! Let ms all welcome
such among us, believing in the sweet
superstition, and looking forward to the
time when we too shall join the spirit-
world, and find out for ourselves that the
idea of a ghost is not quite such a childish,
foolish notion after all

So will we not say, with Hamlet, ¢ Alas,
poor ghost!” but rather: “Welcome among
us, dear and sacred spirit-world—dear
ghosts of friends, of happy times, of places,
and holy memories—the while we relegate
those ghosts entirely that are comprised in
intangible people, and in past sins, to that
border-land of spirits, where we fondly
hope we ourselves will never be con-
strained to stray.”

VICTIMS.
By THEO GIFT.
Author of ** Lil Lorimer,” ** An Alili and its FPrice,"

KEte., Ete.
——

CHAPTER 1V. TYPHUS OR TYPHOID?

“ THERE was another death to-day,” said
the Count, a stout, pompous-looking man
on the wrong side of forty, with puffy,
bilious-hued cheeks, a strong, clean-shaven,
blue-black chin, and a large, loose-lipped
mouth, hidden—beneficially for himself—
under a well - waxed moustache ; *‘ Jules
Blin, a fisherman and goémon gatherer.
Did you hear of it, St. Laurent? The
disease is certainly spreading.”

It was on the evening described in the
first chapter, and Vera, having finished
serving the three whist-players with their

coffee, and having received a gruff *“ Merei,
p’tite chatte ” from her father, and a touch
on the extreme tips of her fingers from the
Count’s lips in requital of the attention,
had conveyed Leah’s cup to her at the
piano, where the two girls were sitting,
when these words fell on the older one’s
cars, and, a little startled, sho lifted her
head to listen.

“Yos; I heard it,” said M. St. Laurent
sourly. ‘ Those Blins are tenants of mine,
worse luck. It was always difficult enough
to get any rent from them, and now, I
suppose, I shall get none, for P'tit Jean,
our weed-picker, tells me the wife is down
with the fever too, so I suppose she will go
next.”

“Oh, Vera, do you think they are
speaking of my Mére Blin, the lame woman
with the pretty children$ ” Leah whispered
eage:}iy to her friend, who, however, only
looked up at her vaguely. Vera had not
been attending to the conversation. The
Count was busy marking at the moment.
When he had finished he said slowly:

“It is most annoying, this epidemic
breaking out just now, gor, a8 Dr. Dupré
says, when it does brave our sea-breezes at
all it makes friends with them, it remains,
and one cannot turn it out. [First one’s
rent-payers die, and there is no money
coming in; then arrives M. le Curé with,
‘ My people are sick, and want nurses; pay
for them. My people are dying, and want
coffins ; pay for them.” Enfiu, you might
almost equally die yourself as {we ruined.
Why not?t It is only one step from the
village to the chiteaux.”

Madame St. Laurent nearly made a
revoke, and Leah could see her thin face,
looking pinched and anxious, in the little
spot of 1yellow light formed by the two
tall candles on the whist-table. She said
hurriedly to her husband :

“ P'tit Jean sleeps with his parents in the
village. He had better not do so in fatare ;”
and monsieur grunted in assent. It was
very rarely, save with his “fidus Achates”,
the Count, that he vouchsafed more than
a monosyllable in answer.

Leah bent her head over Vera, who, as
usual, was seated on a stool at her feet,
and asked:

“ What epidemic are they talking of,
Vera? 1 had not heard anything of it
before, had you $"

Vera shook her head.

“Epidemic? No, not I1,” she said in
the somewhat dreamy tone which, at times,
irritated Leah’s more energetic nature, her
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soft hazel eyes gazing dreamily out through
the open French-window to the terrace
outside, across which a warm south breeze
was blowing a handful of loosened rose-
petals from a bush hard by.

Farther away, the golden-fruited boughs
of the apple-trees in the orchard were
tossing darkly against the soft deep blue
of the evening sky, and from the yard at
the rear of the house came now and then
the low of wakeful kine or sharp bark of
the watch-dog.

‘* Tell me some more about your sister’s
little children,” she went on, as though fol-

lowing some train of thought. *“How I
should like to see them ! I so0 often wish I

had some child to kiss, and pet, and make
fond of me. Are your nieces fond of
you, Leah§ Oh, don’t go listening to that
stupid talk over there, but tell me about
them !”

But Leah was too much interested in the
talk to attend to her.

“What sickness is it that you are
speaking of, madame?” she said, raising
her.voice so that it should reach the group
at the card-table. ‘Vera told me that
there was a good deal of illness in the
village at nt, and when we were out
today we twice heard the church-bell
tolling, as if for someone dead. Is it any-
thing very bad $”

Madame St. Laurent looked up with the
worried expression deeper on her face. She
seemed almost annoyed at having been
asked the question, and answered with
even more than her usual hesitation :

““Oh no, I think not ; only—only a sort
of low typhoid fever. They—they often
have it at Quimper and Pont ’Abbé when
the weather has been very hot after a wet
June as we have had it this year ; and, I
believe, there have been a few cases in the
village here; but nothing—nothing that
need alarm yon at all, or make you shorten

visit to us.”
“Dame! but I hope not, indeed ! ” cried
the Count gallantly. “We could ill-afford

to spare mademoiselle for a day of her
remainins time, and if you are at all
nervous down here at Les Chétaigniers—
which does, in fact, chance to be on the
high road between the village and Pont
IAbbé—you had all better come to Mailly.
We stand higher there, you know, and,
if St. Laurent will excuse me, are better
drained. I only wish my step-mother and
her daughters were there to welcome you,
but they are such cowards that the mere
whisper of fever, even as far off from us

as Quimper, is enough to keep them from
visiting Mailly for a whole summer. They
0o to Dinan instead, and if later on
dlle. Vera could be persuaded to join
them there for a while, I am sure my
sisters, who are devoted to her——"

But Madame St Laurent broke in
nervously :

*“Oh, thank you—thank you! but I
think not. Vera is so young, such a
child, that too much excitement is not
ﬁood for her, and after that which she

a8 already enjoyed in Miss Josephs's
visit__”

“Only, my dear madame, if she is in
the least nervous about this epidemic.”

*Oh, M. le Comte, pray do not use such
an ugly word! I assure you, we think it
wiser not to talk about unpleasant things ;
far less make ourselves nervous over them,
Shall we go on with our game? I don’t
think fevers and things of that sort are
interesting subjects of conversation befors
young ladies.”

And the subject was drop})ad accord-
ingly, to the disappointment of one of the
young ladies, at any rate, who found some-
thing more unpleasant than sickness to her
in the callousness towards those suffering
from it with which it had been discussed ;
and when a few moments later Madame
St. Laurent made her usual prim request for
“ a little music”, it was Vera’s voicé alone
which rose obediently in the gay little
French ditty :

¢“ Que tout le monde soit gai, chérie,
Que tout le monde soit gai ;
Car s8i tu m’aimes,
Et si je t'aime, |
Ou peut faire ce qu’on plait, chérie,
Ou peut faire ce qu’on plait.”

That night, however, as Leah was goin
to bed, there was a knock at the door, an
rather to her surprise Joanna entered. The
Jewish girl had not undressed. .She had
only taken down the thick, wavy masses
of her hair, and having exchanged her
evening dress for a loose cotton wrapper,
was standing by the window gazin
thonghtfully out into the blueness an
stillness, the soft semi-obscurity of the
summer night. Her room was in an upper
storey, and looked down on the avenue of
chestnuts with their distorted, wind-bent
trunks and waving interlacement of boughs,
Just now the moon, unseen itself, was
shedding a rain of silver over the glossy,
sharp-toothed leaves, and filling all the
landscape and its enclosing atmosphere
with a kind of pale, misty radiance. Thare
was not much to see that was beautiful or

—
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picturesque ; not much of anything indeed,
for the long line of tree-tops interfered to
shut out the undulating cornfields and
meadows, and little, heavily-thatched
cottages which lay beyond ; but, farther
still, there rose up the long bald shoulder
of the hill, over which she and .Vera had
come that afternoon, lying white as snow
in the moonlight, and Yleering over the
summit, blocked out solidly against the
blue, star-filled sky, the square tower and
open belfry of the parish church of St.
Tryphine-par-mer.

Careless St. Tryphine, she thought, too
happg in heaven to look after her village
by the sea, and keep fever and sickness
from the hardworking fishermen and their
black-eyed, snowy-coifed wives! And more
careless landowners and gentry, who could
discuss the theme as one simply entailing
8o much annoyance or discomfort on them-
selves, and drop it as soon as it became
unpleasant or tedious. She had always
disliked the Count. There was something
distastefully cynical and arrogant in his
manner, even when it affected the greatest
deference—something at once cruel and
sensual in his expression, more especially
when his gazo rested on Vera, which filled
her with absolute repulsion ; but this even-
ing she thought he was even worse than
M. and Madame St. Laurent in the selfish
indifference, or the still more selfish irri-
tation they had displayed towards the
pathetic misery ::f“ted by even those
few words of details uttered with regard
to the malady which seemed to be ravaging
their poorer neighbours, For the Count,
at least, was rich, and therefore able to do
much in alleviating the sufferings of the
hardworking, poverty-stricken people. He
was the hereditary owner, not only of poor
little rock - bound St. Try&hine-par-mer
itself, but of the wide heaths and desolate
but gold-pl»roductive salt-marshes, amidst
which his lordly chiteau lay in a green and
fertile oasis. His ancestors lay thickly
under the dark grey stones paving the
little church. Many sturdy fishermen
and lean, brown-cheeked labourers had
fought and died around his grandfather,
battling like tigers to the last for the
Royalist cause in the days of Carrier and
Fouquier Tinville ; while M. St. Laurent,
though of old family, was comparatively a
new comer in Finisterre—his father having
purchased the little property of Les Cha-
taigniers when he was quite a young man,
and settled himself down there, an alien to
the place and the people, and bent only on

getting as much out of both, and doing as
well for himself as possible. St. Laurent,
senior, was a close-fisted, prudent, business-
like man, who beginning with a good
fortune, managed it to the best advantage,
succeeded admirably in all his under-
takings, and died, hated indeed by his
poor tenants and the surroundi
peasantry, but well content with himself,
and leaving his son, as he imagined,
to follow in his footsteps. The present
M. St. Laurent, however, had not been so
fortunate, Educated in a far more ex-
travagant and effeminate manner than
his father, he had early launched out into
expenses far beyond his means, and, living
as much in Paris as possible, had drawn so
largely, even in his father’s lifetime, on
his future resources, that on the former’s
death he entered on his inheritance a
heavily - embarrassed man, weighed down
by debts which no future economies or
additional grindings down of his servants
and tenants could make up for.

He had been strenuously advised by his
lawyers to marry, farm his own estate, and
eoonomise, and when pleasures had
to pall upon him he had adopted this
advice; but he had no talent for farming,
and no affection for the country. His
fields produced less than any others ; his
cattle died ; his workpeople cheated him.

Leah did not need to live three months
at Les ChAtaigniers before finding out that
money was by no means a Flentlful thing
there, and that, despite the family carring,
the formalities, and exclusiveness, the
St. Laurents were obliged to combine
many small economies with much outward
assumption, and but for help, which she
shrewdly suspected they obtained from
the Comte de Mailly, might have been in
even worse case. .

As for these poor Blins, of whom Leah
was thinking as she stood by the window,
theﬁlived in a miserable cottage belonging
to M. St. Laurent, and had first attracted
the Jewish girl’s notice by the Murillo-like
beauty of one of the children, a velvety-
eyed urchin with scarcely a rag to his s
who had begged of her “un p'tit sous p'r
acheter d’pain” as she and Vera were

assing one day. The mother was hope-
essly lame, but managed to keep the
hovel they lived in in decent order, and
to earn a little money by spinning ; and
the husband, much older than herself, was,
as the' Count had said, & “goemon”
gatherer. Once, indeed, Leah and Vera
had lingered to watch him and two or three
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others of his trade from a sheltered nook
in the cliffs as, one stormy morning in
spring, stood down among the
blackened rocks on the beach below, the
huge waves dashing high over the tops of
their sea-boots, streaking their brawn
limbs with white foam, and well-nig
smothering them with spray, as they
hurled far out into the deep the long
lassoes armed with a trident-shaped hook
at the end with which they were provided,
and which, entangling itself among the
masses of tawny, thici-meshed seaweed
colouring the surf for fathoms out, enabled
them to drag it up on the shore, there to
remain until it was dry enough to be carted
away to the manufacturers.

After that Leah had often stopped to say

a kindly word in passing to Blin’s crippled
wife as she sat at the door with her spin-
ning, or to bestow a handful of bon-bons
on the five merry, sunburnt toddlers who
used to come rushing out with shouts of
joy to greet her, and as she thought of
them at present, and then of the little
picture which had pleased her artistic eye
that evening—the mournful little proces-
sion, the women (some of them weepin
visibly) in their flapping, white-wing
caps, blue aprons, and short, dark-coloured
skirts ; the men bare-headed and holding
their great, broad-leafed felt hats in their
hands; and the swinging censers of acolytes,
with their thin tmifs of blue smoke float-
.ing behind them—her heart swelled with
pity and almost remorse, and she wished
that she could have followed, too, and
shared in their ministrations to the dying
mother, stretched out upon her hard little
bed beside her husband’s corpse.

¢ But at least I will go to-morrow,” she
said to herself. ¢ There is nothing con-
tagiots in typhoid, and I must find out who
is taking care of those poor little children.
Yes; come in,” as a knock at the door
interrupted her, and then the handle was
turned, and Joanna entered, looking as
amusingly like her mistress as she generally
contrived to do, her long, lean figure clad
in one of the latter’s cast-off gowns, her
straight red hair flattened down in similar
bands to madame’s over her ears, her very
voice sounding (by dint of long companion-
ship) with the same accent.

“ pardon, miss, for disturbing you,”
she said in her abrupt way; “but Mrs.
Sinlorren and me” — this was Joanna’s
mode of alluding to her mistress, whom, as
Leah had often noticed, she never dignified
by the latter name, or addressed by the

orthodox “ma’am ” after the manner of
servants generally —“have been talking
about this fever, and she asked me to beg
you particular not to go into any of the
cottages, or get talking with the common
folks here while it'sabont. She don’t want
to risk its getting into this house,”
“Certainly not,” said Leah; “but is
there any fear of that? I have always
heard that typhoid was not catching in that
sense—that it comes from bad smells, bad
water, or bad food, and isn’t passed on
from one person to another like typhus or

small-
Idon’t

pox.”

% Very likely you’re right, miss.
know nothink about that ; but you see this
is typhus, not typhoid, and as far as I've
seen, that passes on to anyone as comes
nigh it.”

“Typhus! Are you sure, Joanna?”
Leah asked rather incredulously. *Your
mistress told us quite distinctly downstairs
that it was only typhoid, and seemed to
think very little of it.”

“Did she? Ah, that was because Vera
was there, I expect. And that reminds
me I was to ask you also, miss, not to make
much of it yourself to the child, or go talk-
ing of it before her, for she’s such a timid
little thing, she’d as like as not go and fret
herself sick with the mere dread of the
thing.”

¢ Is she as nervous as all that, Joanna %
I didn’t know it.”

‘““She’s not nervous, miss; she’s just
cowardly, and always was from a babe ;
though, as I've just told Mrs. Sinlorren, I
don’t hold with cockering that sort of
thing, which I think is just silliness.”

Another peculiarity of Joanna’s! Though
a most faithfnl and devoted servant, slaving
untiringly in her mistress’s service, and at
her beck and cal for everything she
needed—the only person, indeed, in whom
MadameSt. Laurentseemed really toconfide,
or to whom she spoke with anything like
ease or freedom—the woman constantly
manifested to her an air of resent-
ment and offband independence which
struck Leah the more because madame,
usually so formal and punctilious, never
seemed to be aware of it. True, madame’s
punctilios sometimes took Leah by surprise,
and made her wonder if they belonged
to some antiquated or foreign rules of
etiquette ; but in all times and countries it
has been the rule in families of any
position for servants to treat their em-
ployers with a certain amount of sub-
servience; whereas Joanna thought nothing

—
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of contradicting her mistress flatly, or
announcing her own contrary intentions
when given an order to do anything which
she did not approve of; and instead of
reprimanding her for this impertinence,
Madame St. Laurent either ignored it
altogether or apologised for it in her
absence on the score of long service and
fidelity, and took more trouble than before
to propitiate and keep her in good humour.

¢ Mrs. Sinlorren’s what you call nervous,”
the woman went on now, * ridicklously so,
I think ; but not about illness, or things of
that sort'; but if Vera sees anyone with a
toothache she thinks they’re going to die,
and wants to run away at once. She takes
after her grandmother, who, they say, did
die of nothing in the world but fright,
because her pet terrier snapped at her
when she was teasing it. I suppose
cowardice do run in the blood like other
things ; and Vera’s supposed to take after
her grandma in most ways,”

“ Her grandmamma on the mother’s side,
I suppose, Joanns, as Miss Vera is so fair.
Shz] ]certainly doesn’t resemble her father
at all.”

«“Ah, but it's her fathers mother I'm
speaking of, miss, and they say she was
fair too—as fair as a lily, and her feet and
hands so small, you’dy only to look at
'em to tell her breeding. She was a
Rooshian countess,” said Joanna with
evident pride.

Leah smiled.

“ Well, your young lady’s hands are very
pretty, too,” she said pleasantly.

“Yes; they're pretty enough, if they
wasn't 80 dead white. I like a little life-
blood in people myself. Now, her mother
had as pretty a colour again as she when
she was a young woman, and she could do
somethink with her hands. Vera's are just
as helpless as a baby’s; but I suppose
that's like her grandma, too, who never
did no earthly thing, so I've heard, but
twiddle her dog's ears and roll up
cigarettes to smoke,”

“Well, Joanna, Miss Vera doesn’t do
that, at any rate,” said Leah, unable to
resist a laugh at the idea of her demure
little friend with a cigarette between her
lips.

Joanna smiled grimly. .

“No; nor I don’t think her ma wonld
stand it if she wanted to. Not but what
Rooshan countesses do smoke for all the
world like men, and no one thinks any the
worse of them. But, there, as I tell Mxx
Sinlorren every day, if she’d only keep
her mind to it, a decent Englishwoman
is as good, any time, as the best-born
furriner, be she Rooshan or French.”

“That is right enough. Stand up for
your own country, even if you are away
from it,” said Leah good-naturedly, and
then she added : “You have been with the
family here a long time, I suppose, Joannatl
Did your mistress bring you over with her
when she married, or did you enter her
service afterwards ¢ ”

It was an innccent enmough question,
asked with no particular interest; but
Joanna drew herself up stifly at once, and
flushed as red as though some hidden
offence were contained in it.

 No, miss ; Mrs. Sinlorren didn’t bring
me here,” she said haughtily. *“She wrote—
if you're curious about it®-and asked me
for to come and live with her, and I did—
of my own accord. And now, miss, if you'll
be kind enough to remember the message
I brought you, and keep clear of this nasty
infectious disease, I'll bid you good-night.
There ain’t anything clse you want, I
suppose } ”

She went away without waiting for
an answer, and Leah fairly burst out
laughing. :

‘ What an odd creature!” she said to her-
self. *“And how amusingly like her mistress
even in her absurd reserve. I once asked
madame what part of England she came
from, and she reddened in just the same
way, and said, ‘Essex,’ as shortly as
though I had been impertinent to her.
They are the oddest household altogether,
and, if madame were not such a great lady,
I shonld almost say she might be her
maid’'s——" But another thought struck
her, and she stopped short, her gaze
travelling towards the distant church-
tower again. I wonder if it is really
typhus,” she said. ‘At any rate, I dare
not risk going after those poor children
with the doubt.”
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A STORY IN THREE PARTS.
By MRS, CASHEL HOEY,

———

THE THIRD PART.

CHAPTER III. JULIAN’S EVIL GENIUS,

MR WYNDHAM'S rooms were situated
advantageously for his business, that of
money-lending, in & fashionable street off
Pall Mall. They consisted of a commodious
ficst floor ; they were furnished in a com-
 fortable style, inclining to the solid, and
not affected by the rag-and-platter fashion
of recent years; they were emineytly
decorous, and not dall. These rooms did
not wear the sort of aspect that immediately
reveals the ?ihambgn and pursmﬂ'lts of an
occupant, and in this respect they were
like the outward semblance of theiryowner
himself. There was nothing remarkable,
 certainly nothing mysterious, about Mr,
' Wyndham, and yet, for a man living in the
'busy world of London, and doing a satis-
, factory amount of business in a tolerably
fair way—or, at all events, in a way that
had not hitherto brought him into trouble—
singularly little was known about him.
There was, in fact, only one person of his
acquaintance who could have told any
whom it might concern that the well-
preserved, well-dressed Mr. Wyndham had
once called himself James Wﬁlnuden, had
lived . by precarious employment in the
lower walks of journalism, and had been
on a certain occasion hardly distinguishable
from a tramp.

The earlier experiences of his life had,
no doubt, been hard ; he had learned in
the school of self-earned poverty and pri-
vation that which certain natures never can
ordolearn—how tomakethe most of a really
good chance when it offered—and he had
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life by a sedulous course of money-getth;ﬁ ,
ever since one daring venture had suppli
him with tools wherewith to practise what
Captain Wragge calls “human agriculture ”.
Mr. Wyndham’s methods were, however,
simpler and more avowable than those of
the proto-typical “ agricultarist ”, probably
because he the immense advan-
tage of having started with capital, in the
first place; and, in the second, because
caution was also among thoe well-learned
lessons of his life. He was content with
small things in the early days of his trans-
formation from Mr. James Willesden, of
nowhere in particalar, to Mr. John Wynd-
ham, of Plutus Place, Pall Mall.

It is probable that seldom in the history
of money has any sum been made to increase
and multiply more ly, than the five
thousand pounds which Lilias Merivale had
paid for the information sold to her by
James Willesden, and for the possession of
Hugh Rosslyn's child. The man’s plan had
proved perfectly successful ; he had never
been seen or heard of since he handed over
the child and the papers by which his
statement was proved, to Lilias, in the

eneral waiting-room at the London Bridge

tation. Until her remembrance of him
grew dim with time, and the secure custom
of her darling’s presence, she had suffered,
as her eharacteristic sensitiveness rendered
her capable of suffering, about things long
past; from the horrid recollection that the
woman whom Hugh had loved had been
in this man’s power —had been his
wife ; but of late he never crossed her
mind at all. She might have met him
anywhere, any number of times, at a period
much nearer to thre James Willesden epoch
of his existence than that at which her
eyes really did rest unconsciously upon him,
and not have found a chord of association
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He was equally safe from recognition by
Colonel Courtland, who, in addition to his
naturally indolent and incurious way, had
taken it for granted that the man who had
come to Lilias with so strange, yet true a
story, and stipulated for secrecy until he
should have had time to get away, was
gone out of the country for good or ill
with his price—its amount Lilias had not
divulged—and was a person to be hence-
forth dismissed from the memory of all
concerned. Before Mr. Wyndham settled
down to the doing of a satisfactory business
in usury at his rooms in Plutus Place, he
had turned over his capital more than once
or twice, in ways with which this story is
not concerned, and by the time he was
installed in these comfortable quarters,
Colonel Courtland would have been as little
likely as Lilias to have recognised him,
He had never resorted to any disgnise ; he
had trusted with well-placed confidence to
the effect of time, the change of abode,
and the influence of easy circumstances,
good living, and good clothes.

In one instance only had he been out in
his reckoning. It chanced that, at a time
when things were going very well with
Mr. Wyndham, although he had not yet
attained to Plutus Place, he found himself
in need of legal advice, and was recom-
mended to put himself into the hands of
Mesars. Vignolles and Jackson, of Lincoln’s
Inn Fields. Shortly afterwards, a oung
gentleman from the office of that gighly
respectable firm called, as the bearer of
a confidential communication, upon Mr.
Wyndham, and a- mutoal r ition
ensued. Julian Courtland could not be
mistaken in the identity of the man with
whom he had played cards at a public-
house at Choughton—hzvin secretly .got
out of his uncle's house at night—while 5:0
man’s wife still lay unburied, and Mr,
Wyndham was, for once in his life, startled,
when he found himself confronted by an
eye - witness to one of the discreditable
incidents of his former career.

The difficulty was formidable, but a
timely recollection of the circumstances
under which he had met Julian Courtland,
and the indications of the young man’s
weakness of character which he recalled,
came to his assistance—Mr. Wyndham’s
memory was of the IJ}igt;Otl-lxole order,

and he could generally find anything
he happened to want among its stores,
He had mo t difficulty in striking

up a friendship with Julian, whose first
unaffected, spontaneous impulse was to

wonder at and admire the cleverness of the
transmogrified individual before him, and
to envy his good luck. It was nataral to
opine that Julian Courtland, if he d}’d not
actually want mt;::{, could “do with” more
than he had, or any legitimate way of
acquiring, and a loan, y proposed by
Mr. Wyndham after some jocose supposi-
tion as to the young man’s notions of
“geeing life”, and with a well-acted pretence
of having nothing on his own part to
conceal, was accepted with fatal facility.
From that hour, not only had Mr,
Wyndham nothing tofear from Julian Court-
land, but he found his young friend very
usefall.  Under Mr. Wyndham’s auspices,
Julian saw life more variously and exten-
sively than he had hitherto done, and
if not very seriously at his own expense,
that was because he brought a deal
of gmf to a mill which ground ‘*exceeding
small ”, .
Julian Courtland moved in good society,
and was a favourite, as his good ’looks, his
good nature, his good manners, his remark-
able and highly-cultivated musical talents
entitled him to be. There was, howeveg-,
a seamy side to his life, and at their
first meeting, when he was only a boy, he
had turned that side out to the keen eyes
of James Willesden, who had marked with
a cold and cynical pleasure the tendencies
of the nephew of Colonel Courtland, of th'e
man who at least guessed what Willesden’s
treatment of his wife had been. He after-
wards dismissed Julian from his mind, with
the brief prediction, “ He's safe to go to
the bad, and not to be long about it,” and
had never thought of him again (not even
in the moment of his disconcerting dis-
covery that his traneaction with Lilias
could not be kept from the knowledge of
the Courtlands) until he recognised him in
the smart young gentleman just out of his
articles, and about to become a partner in
the firm of Vignolles and Jackson. Mr.
Wyndham found out before long that the
ambition of J uli:ﬁ (iom;ltland was nbgt('l g
be, but to seem, all that he wasex
be, by the Colonel, who pouassedpet‘i:e un-
worldliness and simplicity of mind which
distinguish many brave soldiers, and as
Julian made & better decoy by preserving
appearances, he did not deride or subvert
that purpose. He merely maintained a hold
on his young friend by keeping a large
debt (for which Julian had given him a
tenfold equivalent by the introduction
of eligible borrowers in temporary difhi-
culties) hanging over his head, while he
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secared ascendency of a different kind by
his superior knowledge of the world—that
is to say, the worst part of it—and his past
mastership in vices in which Julian was
by comparison a mere dabbler.

Mr. Wyndham was so genuinely indif-
ferent to the fate of his dead wife’s
dagghter, after he had speculated to so
much profit in that apparently unremune-
rative burthen, that he did not allade to
her in talking to Julian, nor did he ask
him any questions about Miss Merivale, or
the progress of events at The Quinces.

The child was a growing-up girl, and
Miss Merivale had not married. These
two facts made the sum of his knowledge.
He had not even cared to ask Julian
whether mention was ever made in his
hearing of the means by which the
mystery of Hugh Roasslyn’s fate had been
dispelled at last. Mr. Wyndham had no
retrospective sentiment, even of the cynical
kind, and, except in so far as it behoved him
to keep touch with matters which concerned
Julian, so as to control any attempt to
break his bonds, was quite incurious about
bhim. So long as he was available for Mr.
Wyndham’s purposes, and obedient to his
behests, Julian might be anything else he
pleased, and, as that genial gentleman
again expressed it in his thoughts, “go to
the devil his own way, provided he did
not go there until he (Mr. Wyndham) had
done with him.”

In the course of certain transactions
between Mr. Wyndham and his young
friend, involving the transfer of money
from the pockets of the latter to those of
the former—for there was between them an
ever-pending question of the payment of
instalments—the money-lender discovered
that Miss Merivale had come to Julian’s aid
more than once. The effect of this dis-
covery was to make him think once more
about Miss Merivale, and descry a -
sibility of again making his wife’s daugE::r
usefal, without perpetrating any such
breach of his covenant with Lilias as could
be detected, or even suspected, by her. It
was a notable notion which he cherished in
silence until he had dexterously extracted
from Julian all the information required
to make him quite sure of its value and
feasibility. He had, however, somewhat
alarmed that young gentleman by his
gnestions, which made him apprehensive
that his secretly-dreaded master, grown
reckless by impunity, might be contem-
plating the experiment of making him
introduce him at The Quinces.

Subjected to a close examination respect-
ing the relations of Miss Merivale with Miss
Rosslyn, the amount of Miss Merivale’s
fortune, and what she intended to do with
it; the appearance, manners,and proclivities
of Miss Rosslyn, and his own position with
both ladies ; Julian had answered with equal
candour and surprise that he should be so
closely interrogated on a subject never
previously approached. Julian’s replies
satisfied Mr, Wyndham on all the points
he had proposed to investigate—on none
more fully than the extreme improbability
that Miss Merivale would ever mnrrg ‘s e
always seemed to Julian, he declared, like
a widow with an only daughter), and he
then dropped the subject. It was, how-
ever, only to apply himself to the ripening
of the pear.

Julian Courtland had about this time a
singular run of ill-luck, and by a succession
of follies he had fastened Mr. Wyndham’s
yoke more securely than everupon his neck,
and increased its weight. In Mr. Wynd-
ham’s opinion the pear was now ripe—he
proceeded to pluck it.

“You're a little late,” said Mr, Wynd-
ham, with a wave of his cigarette towards
a timepiece on the mantelshelf, when Julian
Courtland presented himself according to
the appointment made on the previous
evening.

Julian looked at the dial with sullen
carelessness, and said, as he dragged a
chairinto a position which would not leave
his countenance fully exposed to Mr.
Wyndham’s scrutiny :

“I dare say it does not matter. You
don't seem very busy. The birds that
hop upon your limed twigs are not early
ones,”

Mr. Wyndham smiled, and let the im-
pertinence pass. It was not his purpose
to quarrel with Julian yet.

“ Well, well,” he rejoined, *“now that
you are here we will not waste time.”

He rose, threw his cigarette into the
fireplace, suddenly faced Julian from the
vantage- ground of the hearthrug, and
assuming the bueiness-like tone which the
young man hated—the tone with which he
always went into the account between
them—asked him point-blank what he
meant by the affair of last night.

“What affair? I don’t understand
you?”

“ You understand me perfectly. But I
will change the form of my question if
vou like, at do vou mean by bringing a
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girl like that to a place where you may
be seen and reported on by scores of
people, and where you actually did narrowly
escape being seen by Miss Merivale and
Miss Rosslyn $”

“ A girl like that!” An angry glow
suffused Julian's face. “ What do you know
about her?”

“ Enough to convince me that you are
not playing on the square, Courtland.
Miss Denzil is a respectable young woman,
and she believes that you mean to marry
her. You need not get into a rage ; she
did not reveal the secret; I merely put
it to her as a fact of which I wasaware—
in the character of confidential elderl
friend. Her ignorance of the world is
stupendous, and her confidence in you is
infatuated. But we will come to the con-
sideration of her by-and-by. What I
want to know first is, why in the name of
all that is foolish you did not admit that
you were in a difficulty of this kind, when
we made our recent friendly arrange-
ment $”

Julian made no reply, but looked still
more sullen.

“I see,” said Mr. Wyndham, after a
suse, “ you thought you could dodge it.
hat’s so like §on—-so perfectly useless, so

purely silly. You can’t dodge it, my good
fellow, because dodging it means dodging
me, and if you don’t ﬁmow by this time
what your chanoes of doing that are, yon
must be much duller than I take you for.
The case between us does mot require to
be re-stated, and I'm not going into figures ;
we did all that too lately. You know best
whether it would or would not ruin your
position in your brand-new profession,
and finish you with Colonel Courtland, who
has found out a good deal about you
already, if the papers which yon and I
went over 8o lately were to be laid before
him with a view to a settlement.”

¢ There are two sides to the case,” aaid
Julian, whose mnervousness contrasted
strongly with Mr. Wyndham’s composed
mien and mildly-argumentative tone ; * and
one of them is your look-out, you know.
If you go to my uncle about me, yon shall
go in your own name, and as an old
ucquaintance.”

“So! Sits the wind in that quarter?
And suppose I did call upon the Colonel—
with your * dossier’—in my own name, as
you say, what then 4 Has he never seen a
man who has risen from the ranks, do you
. suppose? And what is it to me whether
he knows me or not $”

“ You know best; I don’t know at all
Only I always thought you must have some
reason for keeping Willesden dark—all
that about Miss Merivale and the child—
or you would not bave been so careful to
do it.” A dark scowl crossed the face
of the listener; but Julian could only
keep up his defiant recklessness by avoid-
ing Mr. Wyndham’s eye, and therefore did
not observe the look. “I don’t know a
great deal about it myself, but I have heard
my uncle say it was a rascally transaction,
and that Willesden dared not have tried
it on with a man ; so that I should think
you would not care to be identified with it
—that's all.”

“You really are mistaken in that con-
clusion, Courtland. I care little for the
good or bad opinion of my neighbours, and
no more for Colonel Courtland’s than for
any other man’s. But what has all this to
do with the fact that you are my debtor to
a {u e ;xtent in :h nn&ll)et e;)f transactions
which, however the Colonel might regard
my share in them, could only strike him
in one light with respect to you? Does it
alter the fact? Does it modify the situa-
tion, which is, briefly, that I am reeolved
to have my money, and that you have got
topayit? Don't you think you had better
drop this childishness, and stick to the
point $”

“ What point 1”

“ The point of your having undertaken to
reward be ingenuous ;ttachl:llent of Miss
Rosalyn by marrying her, and to our
debt to tze out ofgthe hmdaomg‘ft{r{nno
which you will certainly get with her. The
point of your being all the time secretly
engaged to another girl, and running the
risk of ruining your chances with Miss
Rosslyn by being seen about with her
under circumstances which you cannot
explain. Come, Courtland, you must get
off the horns of the dilemma somehow.
Do you, or do you not mean to carry out
{:nr agreement§ If you do not, I shall

glad to know when you propose to pay

ith th
me my money. With the ‘ how ’ I have no
further concern.”

Mr. Wyndham resumed his seat, and
waited for Julian to speak. He waited in
vain for a short time, and then Julian,
still with his head bent and his eyes down-
cast, said in the tone of one vanquished:

“You need not be 80 hard on me;
it's all trae that you say. You've got
the upper hand, and youll keep it. I
dsro”say I should do the same if I were
youw
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“ Of course you would.”

“Well then, I'll tell you about it. I
have known Miss Denzil for two years.
Her father died long ago, her mother is
just one year dead. I met her at a small
evening-party, where she was playing for
dancing, and found out that the mother
was a music-mistress, and the girl also a
teacher of music, but in a very small way—
second-rate schools, and that sort of thing.
They lived in lodgings at Pimlico, and
at first it was the music they treated
me to that took me there. I got pupils for
the mother, and I—"

“Fell in love with the daughter. I don’t
blame you for that. Go on.”

“ The mother was the nicest woman I
ever knew, aud the least worldly-minded.
She had seen many evil days—indeed, but
few, I fancy, that were not evil—but she
was always cheerful and hopeful, and she
thou;ht the world as good as she herself
waa.”

“Very pretty ;- but the danghter, if you
please. l'yThe younf lady who might have
spoiled our game ast night, if it had not
been for me. ;

“] am not going to talk to you about
the daughter. I don’t think yom would
understand me if I did; it is not in your
line. You drew your own conclusions
quite correctly last night. The mother
died satisfied in the belief that her
daughter would be my wife. She knew
nothing about my family or my em-
barrassments ; but when she was gone
I told Miss Denzil a part of the truth.’

“ Which part, I wonder,” thought Mr.
Wyndham. He said: ‘“And she was
reasonable, and satisfied to wait until the
sky should clear? I understand. Of
course she’s all perfection and you are
all devotion, theugh your ordinary mode
of life is inconsistent with that notidn,
to say the least of it, and you were not
too hard to persuade into our arrangement
of the other day.”
o‘gh.nlim tarned on him with an angry

“ Not too hard to persuade! Not too
hard when you've got me in your grip, and
can grind me to powder when you like.
I wish I had cut my throat before I ever
stood in with you.”

“ No, you don’t, Courtland—not really,
you know, because if dyou did there’s no
reason why you shouldn’t cut your throat
now. You wouldn’t be troubled much b
the fear of thumous revelations,
fancy. Look here,” he added, dropping

his sneer, and turning savage with in-
tent, “let us have done with this! You
have acted the gart of a fool in deceiving
me as you have done. I am sorry for this
girl ; but she would have nothing to thank
me for if I were to let you marry her,
and repent in the sackcloth and ashes of
exposure and poverty. Besides, I have
myself to think of, and not her. You will
have to keep to your compact, Courtland,
or take the consequences. I have a pretty
clear idea of what they will be, but I have
no doubt yours is a much more accurate
one. Iam not your only creditor in many
kinds, and I have yet to see or hear of the
man who has ever made a clean breast of
all his debts.”

“She is the truest and best girl in the
world,” said Julian Courtland, “and it will
kill her.”

“Not a bit of it. Besides, you should
have thought of that before you agreed to
marry Miss Rosslyn ; the other dear
charmer was just as true and as good then
as she is now; but you were feeling the
turn of the screw. Consider it turned
now, if you please, And remember also,”
added Mr. Wyndham sternly, “that you
have no time to lose. I can’t trust you,
you know, an inch farther than I can see
you, and, therefore, I mean to keep you to
the letter of the bond.”

HOUSE HUNTING.

NoTHING, at first sight, seems easier to
anyone desirous of settling in London than
the selection of an abode suitable to his
means and tastes, the only apparent diffi-
culty being the necessity of deciding
between the many eligible opportunities
open to his choice. Are there not houses
to let in every street, and accommodating
agents, almost as numerous as the
ialities over which they preside, with
lists as long as Leporello’s catalogue, and
ready to supply at the shortest notice the
wants of the perplexed applicant, who,
amidst such an ex:gmas de richesse, finds
himself hopelessly at a loss which wsg.to
turn ¥ These obliging1 intermedisaries have
at their disposal—at least, so they profess
—exactly what you seek, whatever your
requirements may be, and complacently
enumerate th:h various items olg:lhm bookxa,

beginning with mansions in via an
bijou reside::hws in Mayfair, andng these
temptations elicit no encouraging nse,
or, 1;1):1 other words, if the fish doesngorise
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4 the fly—gradually subsiding into an
loquent enlogium of the quiet respecta-
ility of Wimpole Street, or the suburban
ranquillity of a semi-detached villa in Weat
Lensington.

We will suppose that at length, armed
vith half-a-dozen cards authorising you to
nsgect the different localities, and in a
ather bewildered state of mind, you start
»n your expedition, and after the usual
series of disappointments, discover some-
thing which, as far as price and situation
are concerned, suits you sufficiently well
Naturally distrusting your own inexpe-
rience in such matters, you decide on
engaging a practical surveyor to test the
solidity of the building by prodding the
walls and minutely examining the state of
the floorings; and, on receiving a favour-
able report, conclude that ymave done
all that is neceesary, and finally close the
bargain. The lease once signed, and your
installation effected, the chances are that,
unless you are exceptionally fortunate,
you will find that in your anxiety to settle
down, you have unaccountably overlooked
certain possible drawbacks, by no means
conducive to your comfort as a householder.
For instance, you cannot tell whether your
chimneys smoke or not until you have
tried them ; nor is the question of drain-
age likely to sugfeat iteelf to your mind
until you are unpleasantly reminded of ite
importance as g the salubrity of
the neighbourhood by a visit from the in-
spector of nuisances, and the consequent
necessity of disbursing more than you can
conveniently afford In payment of the
plumber’s bill

Minor evils which have hitherto escaped
your notice gradually assume the shape of
insupportable annoyances ; if the house
inhabited by you is an old one, the lower
part of the premises is probably overrun
by mice, and swarms with beetles. Should
it, on the contrary, be of recent construc-
tion, the thin partition wall separatin
you from the adjoining tenement mﬁ
ensure you the full zl:iioyment of whatever
vocal or instrumental tortures the young
ladies on either side may periodically in-
flict upon you. It is, moreover, quite on
the cards that the street selected for your
residence may be the favourite resort of
barrel-organists and kilted bagpipe-dronera
—nay, you may even have unwittingly
pitched your tent on the direct line of
march hebdomadally glntronised by the
Salvationists, an unkindly freak of fortune
on the effects of which, out of consideration

for nervous temperaments, we forbear to
dwell.

There ish: sltiill more unpleasant con-
tingency—happily of unfrequent occurrence
--g which itpisy not impossible that the
house-hunter may at one period or another
be exposed; and we cannot better illus-
trate it than by the following reminiscence
of what happened in Paris some five-and-
twenty gem ago: .

A middle-aged Eng}ishmn and his wife
—we will call them Nugent—had a liking
for the gay city, and having no particular
ties attaching them to their own country,
decided on looking out for a suitable abode
in a central situation, where they might
pass the remainder of their days as agree-
ably as a moderate income without encum-
brance would enable them to do. The
Empire was then at the height of ite
splendour, and as a natural consequence
unfurnished apartments were scarce and
dear ; 8o that for some time the couple in

uestion failed to discover anything within
ghau‘ comparatively limited means. At
length, however, while pursuing their in-
vestigations in the quarter of the city
immediately behind Madeleine, they
came upon a freshly-painted house, at the
door of which hung the desired announce-
ment, “ Appartements & louer,” and ascer-
tained on enquiry that the promises,
having recently been “fraichement décorés”
from top to bottom, were entirely unoceu-
pied, and that any suite of rooms the
might prefer were at their dispos

« Besides,” added the concierge, who acted
ag cicerone, ¢ if monsieur and madame are

not already provided with furniture, the
second-floor would be just the thing for
them, as it is quite ready for their recep-
tion, and everything in it would be dis-
posed of at a very reasonable rate.”

“ We may as well see what it is like,”
said Mr. Nugent to his wife, as they as-
cended a smartly-carpeted staircase pre-
ceded by their guide; “if it suits us, and
the price isn’t too exorbitant, it would save
us & world of trouble.”

On reaching the second-floor landing, the
concierge unlocked a door facing the stairs,
and ushering the visitors through a small
ante-chamber into an adjoining apartment,
threw back the outside blinds, and dis-
closed so bright and elegantly furnished a
room that . Nugent could not refrsin
from an exclamation of delight. Every-
thing was in the best possible taste ; the
curtaing were of rich damask, and the

carpet, sober in hue, and evidently the #
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product of a Persian loom, was delicionsly
soft and yielding to the feet ; while “poufs”,
ottomans, and the usual appendages to a
Parisian salon were scattered about in pro-
fusion. The dining-room, bedrooms, and
offices having been also inspected and
approved, and the entire cost only amount-
ing to two thousand francs, in addition to
a yearly rent of fifteen hundred, Mr.Nugent,
after a brief consultation with his wife,
agreed to the proposed conditions, and
signified his intention of taking possession
early in the following week, congratulating
himself on having made, what unquestion-
ably appeared to be, an excellent bargain,

“Very strange,” he thought, * that it
should not have been snapped up before.
The drawing-room farniture alone is worth
double the money.”

In a few days, a cook and * bonne”
having been engaged, the pair were com-
fortably installed in their new quarters,
thinking themselves exceptionally lucky in
having secured so desirable a home, Before
the week was out, however, their satis-
faction was considerably modified by the
abrupt departure of their two servants
without previous notice; both of them
steadily declining to pass another night in
the house, but giving no reason for their
breach of contract beyond the simple state-
ment that the place did not suit them.
Fortunately, as it happened, the concierge
and his wife, whose sole occupation appeared
to consist in perusing the Petit Journal,
and looking out for lodgers who never
came, volunteered their services in the
interim for the moderate consideration of
thirty francs a month ; and things went on
pretty smoothly until a chance meeting
with his old friend, Bainbridge, also a
resident in Paris, but who only just
retarned from a trip to the Pyrences,
at once demolished whatever visions of
domestic enjoyment the unsuspecting
Nogent had hitherto complacently in-
dulged in.

While strolling together along the boule-
vard, his companion asked where he was
staying, and on his mentioning the street
and number of the house, stogpod short,
and stared at him with a bewildered air.

“You don’t mean to say you live there I”
he said.

# Certainly, why shouldn’t I%” enquired
Nugent.

“Why, don’t you know—no, of course
you can’t, a8 you were not in Paris at the
time—that the house you speak of is the
identical onewhere old Madame de Prébois

was murdered by her man-servant last
spring $”

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed the
horrified Nugent ; ¢ and I have taken the
second floor for three years, and bought the
furniture into the bargain! That accounts
for my servants refusing to stay there.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” dryly remarked
Bainbridge ; * servants are generally better
informed than their masters. Why, man
alive, your own bedroom must be pre-
cisely the one occupied by the old lady
herself ; for I remember now, the papers~
mentioned her inhabiting the second floor.
You must get out of it as soon as possible,”

“1 wouldn’t remain another night there
for a thonsand pounds,” said Nugent. ‘It
would half kill my wife if she knew it.”

“Then don’t tell her until she is out of
the place. Take rooms at an hotel, and
have your thin?l packed and sent after
you. As the furniture is yours, it had
better be sold at the Rue Drouot for what
it will fetch ; but you will be liable for the
rent.”

“] must put up with that,” replied
Nugent; and, taking a hasty leave of his
friend, he lost no time in securing the
necessary accommodation at Meurice’s, and
on his return home, after informing the
concierge of his intention to leave the
apartment that afternoom, angrily re-
proached him for omitting to acquaint him
with what had taken place there.

“I thought monsieur knew all about
it,” coolly answered that functionary.
“Monsieur is English, and as it is a
well-known fact that all the English are
eccentric, I naturally supposed that he had
a fancy for inhabiting a ‘maison criminelle’.
But,” he added, “if monsieur wishes to
get rid of the lease, a gentleman who
enquired yesterday about it, and was much
disappointed on hearing that it was already
disposed of, would willmgly take it off his
hands, farniture and all.’

“What gentlemant” eagerly asked
Nugent. * Where did he come from ?”

T hardly know, monsieur, for he speaks
very little French. But he left his name
and address, in case you might be inclined
to treat with him.”

So saying he produced a card on
which was inscribed “Silas B, Buffum,
Cincinnati, U.S.”; and, written above in

-pencil, “ Hotel Chatham”.

“ Almost too good to be true,” thought
Nugent, overjoyed at this unexpected
chance of relief. * If this gentleman really
wishes to step into shoes,” he said, “he

%
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can do g0, and the sooner the better. Is
madame upstairs $ "

 No, monsieur ; madame went out an
hour ago, and left word that she would be
in the gallery of the Louvre until half-past
three.”

“Come with me then, and help me to
pack. And mind that the trunks are sent
this evening to Meurice’s in the Rue
Rivoli”

Two hours later Mr. Nugent hailed a
passing “milor”, and joining his wife at
the Louvre, communicated to her as con-
siderately as he could the events of the
morning, which, contrary to his anticipa-
tion, appeared to affect her infinitely less
than the possible damage done to her
wardrobe by inexperienced packera.
Leaving her in her new quarters, he pro-
ceeded at once to the Hotel Chatham, and,
enquiring for Mr. Silas B. Buffam, soon
found himself in the presence of a sallow
and bilious-looking personage, who was
smoking a cigar in the courtyard pre-
paratory to the table d’hote dinner. Both
parties being equally anxious to come to
an understanding, very few words sufficed
to effect a satisfactory arrangement; and
it was that the transfer of the lease
(the landlord’s permission having been
previously obtained) should be dt:liyl
signed on the following day. When
was finally settled, Nugent could not
refrain from asking his successor what
could be his reason for selecting so un-
pleasantly notorious an abode.

“ " replied the citizen of Cincinnati,
“when a man has a craving for emotion,
he goes to the right shop for it. Excite-
ment, sir, is what I N%lire, and I guess
I've hit on the trail. The location, sir,
I convene to occupy oughter produce
emotion, and I estimate I'm about to
realise the fact. Yes, sir.” :

What the result of the experiment may
have been is not recorded ; the temancy,
however, of Mr, Silas B. Buffum was not
of long duration, a considerable portion of
the street in question having shortly after
been demolished by order of the muni-
cipality; and among the houses doomed to
destruction one of the first to disappear
being the * maison criminelle ”.

AMERICAN MANNERS.
SOME OLD AND NEW OBSERVATIONS.

IT is remarkable, as indicative of one
of the chief characteristics of the North
American people, a3 now constituted and

being constituted, that strangers visiting
their continent form very different opinions
of the manners current in the States,
according to their sex. Most lady-
travellers, since Mrs. Trollope, return
to Eogland with more eulogies of the
Awericans in their hearts than they
can find words to express. But, with rare
exceptions, male - tourists condemn the
Awericans out of hand. “The manners
of the Americans are the best I ever
saw,” says Harriet Martinean. “I' like
the Americans more and more; either
they have improved wonderfully lately, or
else uthe crit.icm on th?[l;d z; l'l':leen
cruelly exaggerated,” says y Wortley.
And, asx:gfke these e{rly travellers, so
the later ones of their own sex;

while Mr. Arnold, as representative of so
many others of his sex, does not hesitate
to imply that the social conduct of the
gople is, on the whole, execrable. Mr.
enry James, America’s cleverest living
writer, seeking to explain the co (a8
he understands it) of English life, traces it
to the struggle for existence: it is rather
the suavity of the beggar than real gentle-
ness of heart. But we will return him
satire for satire in quoting Miss Martineau
on the civilities of American life: “I
imagine,” she says, ‘that the practice of
forbearance requisite in a republic is
answerable for this peculiarity [sweetness
of temper]. In a republic no man can in
theory overbear his neighbour, nor, as he
valnes his own rights, can he do it much

or long in practice.” Whatever sweetness

of temper the Americans may have shown
towards Miss Martineau fifty years ago,
we recommend no one to go to the States
nowadays, whether as a tourist or an emi-
grant, expecting to be received with kindly
words :5 courtesies wherever he may be.
Rather the oon , indeed. From the
moment of his landing at the bottom of
Canal Street he must be prepared for new
conditions of life. He has left a country
where, howsoever humbly he may estimate
himself, be has had many inferiors, for a
country where, out of question, everyone
whom he meets or accosts is at least as good
in worldly value as he is. All officials
will let him know pretty quickly that their
officialism does not make them into ser-
vants, public or private. To secure even

the curtest of answers from a police-officer,
for instance, he must carefully modulate

the tone of his enquiry. The guards on
the different trains may condescend to
fraternise with him, but he will soon see
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that they have little or nothing in com-
mon with the tip-loving, cap-touching,
cordaroy-clad men of our own railway-
stations. And so on, up and down the
scale, to the small nigger-boy, who will
clean his boots for a nickel, and take the
money with never a  Thank you”. Life
in the States is a cold condition of barter.
I do something for you ; you do something
for me. One service balances and cancels
the other; thanks on either hand are
supe tory, and a waste of precious
time. The sooner a mew arrival under-
stands this code of conduct, the better for
him, the fewer his humiliations, It is not
80 bad in the Southern States, where the
ple profess much unenvious goodwill
or * Britishers ”, and profound hatred
for their Northern brethren; but West
and Far West it is rather worse than
betAt‘;in b: f speech rth,
, brevity of s is praiseworthy
enough at times, though it is chilling to be
met with the most laconic of answers to all
questions, The following dialogue, re-
sulting from an interview of Miss Martineau
with a settler in an unfortunate part of the
country, is still sufficiently typical. “ Whose
land was this that you bought 1” « M%gg’s.”
“ What'’s the soil1” ¢ B$n,” “ What's
the climate ?” * Fogs.” * What do you get
to eat1” *Hogs.” “ What did you build
your house of 1” “ Logs.” * Have you any
ne%:a‘t:omt” “ Frogs.”
ides absolate indifference, incivility,
and an unpleasant brevity of speech, the
stranger in the States must accustom him-
self to not a little blasphemy. The average
European is a little free in his use of the
name of the Deity, but there is nothing so
wholly abhorrent about (for example) the
Frenchman’s “ Mon Dieu |” as the unction
with which a rough American will pour
forth indecency and blasphemy in conjunc-
tion,

Alas for innocent Miss Strickland’s com-
fortable theory that since *blasphemy”
is “neither a want nor a luxury ”, it ** pre-
sents aftzr all small temp;:ﬁon dtao huma’n
nature, howsoever personally disposed”!
Mise Strickland livedp:.ll her days among re-
fined people, and knew nothing—absolutely
nothing—of the needs and capacities of an
unrestrained democracy. And those people
who regard the progeny of the slaves who
were emancipated barelya score of years ago
as the mildest, worst-used, and most gentle
race under the sun, should dwell for a few
months or years in the South, and then see
how they would appear to them. If a

wicked Northerner at his worst swears in
the comparative degree, an excited nigger,
though a church-goer, and the virtuous
husband of but one wife, will swear freely
in the superlative degree. Nor is it at all
uncommon to hear the Deity’s name used
from the pulpit of the conventicle of the
coloured people in a decidedly profane
manner. Truly, as it has been said,
“nothing fails in this extraordinary
country, except the stranger’s old-fashioned
notions of political economy .

Everyone may be supposed to know that
America is. the country, par excellence,
which does justice to its women. The
French are civil enough to their women,
but the Americans claim, and with reason,
to treat themasa superior class. They maybe
termed the aristocracy of the States. From
the city shopman, with his respectful notice,
“ Boys’ and misses’ hats,” to the President
himself, everyone is imbued with the spirit
of chivalry from sex to sex. The wonder
is that American ladies are not more self-
consequential than they are, which is
8a not a little. But it must be acknow-
1 that there are in the States an
extraordinary number of the sex who
respond to Stuart Mill's test for a clever
woman—in other words,who posseas stron,
intuition and sensibility to the present, ang
are quick of apprehension.

Another characteristic of American life
is the hurry of it. Alike in the heart of
New York—in Broadway aund on its ferry-
boats, morning or evening, on its overhead
railway—and in the yet grassy streets of
Todayville, everyone is driven by a demon
of impatience to live feverishly for the
present and in the coming future. Rest,
there is none, except for the crippled ; and
hardly have the others time for a word of
pity to these, And when a man dies, it is
more than probable he will be galloped to
the grave. The writer chanced to see the
funeral of an opulent merchant at the bean-
tifal cemetery of Greenwood, overlooking
the Bay of New York. Thirty coaches fol-
lowed the body ; and the coaches, driven
by men in white hats, drawn by horses of
Bﬁ colours, were filled with a number of
gaily - dressed chatterers, some holding
bouquets, and all in excellent good-humonr.
But it was a spirited spectacle to see the
coaches, one after another, break into a
brisk trot after the hearse, when this had
entered the cemetery precincts. Later, a
man in a blouse, with a spade over his
shoulder, led the procession to the grave,
and, the sumptuous velvet-covered coffin
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having been encased in a common white
box, this important and far from unassum-
ing functionary completed the ceremony
of burial. Then, with much glib conversa-
tion, the mourners hurried back to their
coaches, and these hurried back into the
city. Again, in foreign travelling, the
American gives himself little rest and time
for reflection ; his experiences have ulti-
mately to shake themselves into shape how
they may. Similarly, at his meals, the
average American eats like a mere animal :
he sits down to his dinner of half-a-dozen
messes and viands on separate plates, and
neither speaks nor lifts his headp until the
plates are cleared ; and then, perchance,
he ecampers for his train. N%e wonder
quacks, with digestive cures, flourish in all
the large American cities. And small
wonder that in an analytical list of fatal
casualties throughout the Union, we meet
with such a heading as, * Choked by tough
beef—s0 many ",

It is really appalling to consider how
the happiness of lives is wholly neutralised
by this epirit of unrest which rules
tyrannically in the States. ““The laws
of behaviour yield to the emergy of the
individual,” says Emerson; and, of a
truth, the maw of individual energy in
his countrymen is lamentably capacious.
The same writer says, further: ¢ The
men we see are whipped through the
world ; they are harried, wrinkled, anxious;
they all seem the hacks of some invisible
riders. How seldom do we behold tran-
quillity ! . . . There are no divine persons
with us, and the multitude do not hasten
to be-divine.” No; but perhaps one may
be ];:'doned for adding that they hasten
to everything else. Emerson, the
philosophic and placid thinker, has many
admirers among the Americans, but few
followers. Even the pulpit not only
catches the impelling spirit of the times,
but makes the restless man yet less
restful by such words as these (heard from
Talmage at the Great Brooklyn Tabernacle):
“ Religion accelerates business, sharpens
men’s wits, sweetens acerbity of disposi-
tion, fillips the blood of phlegmatice, and
throws more velocity into the wheels of
hard work.” One may almost be thankful
that this onomatopeetic definition is not
applicable on this side the Atlantic.

At times, however, this energy leads a
man into difficulties he would surely have
avoided by a little sober, judicious thought.
“Démocratie et liberté ne sont pas syno-
nymes,” said De Cousin, A tombstone in a

St. Louis burying-ground, not long ago,
bore these words :
Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.
Drowned by Philander Bailey and Mark Beggs.

One might suppose that in America the
will of a dead man in so simple and
unaggressive a matter as his epitaph would
be uncontested. Not so, however. For
Messrs. Bailey and Beggs sued the execu-
tors of the defunct, and got the really
handsome award of eight hundred dollars
compensation.

Of the intolerable little precocities
in the States called children one may say
something, though little or nothing in
praise of them. Wherever they are, they
make their presence to be seen and heard,
and it is bat just that they should weary
their fond parents rather more than they
weary the rest of the world that touches
them. Spoilt, of course, they are; and
bitterly, no doubt, do they have to pay for
their spoiling in such a rough school as
that of American life in manhood. Buat
none the less do they, when parents in their
turn, bring up precocities, and go through
the same process, the effects of which they
have spent bitter years in combating. The
sister to Sir John Hawkins, one of John-
son’s biographers, in her Book of Anecdotes,
gives an example of parental injudicious-
ness and its consequence which we may
quote as typical of infant life in the
States. ““The sister of an important
statesman of the last century,” says Miss
Hawkins, *“heard a boy, humoured to
excess, tease his mother for the remains of
a favourite dish. Mamma at length re-
plied: ‘Then do take it, and have done
teasing me.” Hereupon, however, the boy
flew into a passion, roaring out: ¢ What
did you give it me fort I wanted to have
snatched it.’” Frequently in the dining-
saloons of very respectable hotels the
clamour of little peevish rogues of seven
and eight is such as to make all other con-
versation an effort or an impossibility ;
and the worst of it is that this
kind of thing is condoned, not con-
demned.  ‘“ Take that right away,
now,” cries the Northern boy, pointing
to a basin of porridge. And the obse-
quious darkey — obsequious to children
more particularly, thanks to his traditions
of servitude—says “ Yes, sar,’ deferentially,
and lays quick hands on the ntenml:if
stuff,. “ Here, I'll have it after all, I wi
Bring it back, will you ?” shouts the bo
when the man is just disappearing throug




=

—i

Charles Dickens.) AMERICAN

MANNERS, [February 27, 1888) 35

the door. No one of the fifty other
guests heed this little domestic drama of
conduct. Mamma and papa smile approval,
and, with another humble * Yes, sar,” and
a flash of his white teeth, the humbugged
ni replaces the porridge, and stands
aside with clasped hands to see the young
gentleman enjoy himself. »

Noris this humouﬁ;?& of children confined
to the richer classes, When in Jacksonville,
Florida, for a week, the writer used to dine
and breakfast at a small restaurant adjoin-
ing his own house. This restaurant was
kept by a *“yellow” man and his wife;
“ yellow,” understand, being the sobriquet
for a nigger once or twice removed towards
the white race. These people had one child,
a fat boy of four, not quite so sallow as his
parents, and the joy of their hearts. The
mother, a pretty woman, like many other
of the so-called *yellow” women, could
not attend on her guest unaccompanied by
her young treasure, and when this wilfual
little rascal took it into his abnormally
large head to fancy anything on this or
that plate, without scruple or apology he
had to be satisfied at the writer's expense,
Moreover, when his mother was busy, and
his father away, the boy was turned loose
to amuse himself, and, as often as not, he
would stand by the *“saloon” door for
minutes at a time, with his thumb in his
mouth, starini) in a way fit to haunt a
memberof the Psychical Society for months;
nor would he heed coaxings, counsel, or
threats until, with a sudden whoop, he
would turn his backad run do;gl the
passage screaming ‘ Mammy ! ” at the to,
of his vigorous gve."ic.m. AI{d “mammyg
was as rational in most things as she was
frotty. She would not blame the child
or whooping, but, by main force, would
sometimes tug the young monster back
into the writer's presence, and tell him he
must get accustomed to the genmtleman.
The gentleman, you see, was to have no
voice in the matter, 80 long as the child’s
well-being was assured.

One more instance of the outward
expression of the spirit of ‘ bullyism ”
which is so peculiarly prevalent in the
Northern States ; a grotesque example, bat
taken from the life, In one of the lesser
streets of the old part of New York city, a
barber's shop may be seen, bearing a
terrible signboard. Onthisboard is depicted
& helpless customer imprisoned in a shaving-
chair, and over him is a fiendish barber
flourishing despotically a huge razor, while
from his mouth proceeds a scroll, on which

these words are written: “Don't have
much to say, or I'll shave yon without
soap.” The drift of this eccentric adver-
tisement is not apparent. Personally, one
would rather be shaved elsewhere. But
this signboard is a most happy epitome of
Yankee character.

As for the inward significance of this
same spirit of ‘bullyism”, we cannot do
better than quote once more the man who,
though a recluse, tErobt;.bly knew his
countrymen better than a stranger may
pretend to know them. Says Emerson :
“Every man is actually weak, and
apparently strong. To himself he seems
weak; to others, formidable, You are
afraid of Grim, but Grim also is afraid of
you. You are solicitous of the goodwill
of the meanest person, uneasy at his ill-
will. Bat the sturdiest offender of your
peace and of the neighbourhood, if you rip
up his claims, is as thin and timid as any,
and the peace of smociety is often kept,
because, as children say, one is afraid, and
the other dares not. Far off, men swell,
bully, and threaten ; bring them hand to
hand, and they are a feeble folk.” There
is truth here, but not, magbe, the whole
truth. One must go to the heart to discern
the real root of the matter, it seems to us.
The defiant independence, universal in the
States, is due to an internal disease rather
than to a mere malignant excrescence : it
is vital, not superficial. The determina-
tion not to acknowledge an indebtedness
to anyone may indeed, on the surface, have
something to recommend it to the social
philosopher, But only on the surface,
we think. For just as it is by courtesy
and kindness, and little else besides
courtesy and kindness, that life outside
the home is sweetened, so it is a pro-
digious mistake to suppose there is any-
thing majestic or laudable in an existence
of agsolnte and unbending independence.
The effort of striving to live gregariously
in a state of severe spiritual isolation is
hardening in the extreme. Gentleness of
manners dies out as a matter of course.
And gentleness of manners, though by no
means an infallible index, may well be
taken as indicative of kindness of heart.
For the times will not admit of the growth
of a number of Lord Chesterfields. Remove
kindness of heart, or, rather, harden the
heart so that it becomes impervious to all
influences save those of self-interest, and
the man is transformed, d ed into an
animal. An animal, possibly, of noble
parts, of much mechanical genius, and with

X
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a large aptitude for absorbing such sensual
swoets alsm a high state o}n;'gvﬂmﬁo' n and
much wealth of silver and gold may put
within his reach, but none the less an
animal solely. It is by the heart that the
animal part of us becomes into
the human, the superhuman, and even the
divine, and by the heart alone. *The art
of pleasing,” says Johnson, *like others,
is cultivated in proportion to its usefulness,
and will always flourish most where it is
most rewarded ; for this reason we find it
practised with great assiduity under abso-
lute governments.” Johnson himself did
not practise this art himself with much
success, nor did he attempt to practise it ;
for this reason, if for no other, he is an
authority on it, both in its cause and
effect. If his dictum be we? we
may affirm at once that the art of pleasing
—courtesy or kindlinees—will never be
included in the curriculum of the life of
ninety ﬁ:r cent. of the Americans.

We have already referred to Matthew
Arnold, and his bold criticism of the people
whom he visited and lectured & couple of

ears ago. And we cannot end this paper
tter than with a single sentence from
the lecture on Numbers delivered by him
at Boston during his tour. It is the out-
come of a great mind touching a \1
people, and none will question its trut!

“I suppose,” says Mr. Arnold, * that in
a democratic commaunity like this, with its
industrialism and its sheer freedom and
equality, the danger is in the absence of
the discipline of obedience, the discipline
of respect, in the prevalence of a false
acuteness, & false smartness, a false
audacity.”

Exactly ; Mr. Amold discerns the un-
worthy characteristics of our half-brethren,
and impales them on the needle of his
criticism unerringly.

DOUBT.

‘WHERE is it leading us, this sad procession
Of veiléd hours and weeks, all ﬁrim and grey?
The summer dies in autumn’s chill embraces,
‘Then winter calls drear autumn-time away ;
Till spring days come, all redolent with flowers,
Once ilmc:ore to mock us with their brief, bright
smile,
And summer comes but once again to vanish,
For all the seasons last so short a while.

But whither do they take us in their passing ?
Eyes wax but diin, heurts beat a slower tune;

Hands fail to do the work that seems 8o pressing
'Tis winter time, e’er we have welcomed June.

We cannot stay them, passing—ever passing—
E’en though our lives wax shorter as they go,

Although we tremble at the gathering shadows,

h:: wait around, and hide what none may
A

Oh, life, sad life, I did not ask thy dower,
T did not take on me thy weary pain ;
Thy pleasures never were by me demsnded,
d bhaving lived, I woald not live n?un
Still would I fain be given wider knowledge,
See clear and fair, not darkly t.hrou%h a glass,
Made darker yet to sight dimmed oft by crying,
So dim I cannot see the way I pass!

There is no sunshine here without a shadow,
No smile that has not its swift following tear,
No bliss that is not pa.id for by a sorrow,
That casts before its shade of mortal fear.
Is there no land, ob, life, where we are happy,
Safe in the knowledge that our blessings are ;
That love is real ; life’s best joys unending
Beyond the horrors of some judgment bar ?
None answer, for the shadows grim and
Are silent with the silence of the dead—
The dead, that are so quiet, safe, untroubled,
N(I))t;cllmowing aught, within their churchyard

Oh, can it be that all our lives but lead us,
To share the silence where past ages sleep ;
That Life himself doth yield our only harvest,
Anund what we sow, we here alone may reap?

STUDIES OF OVER THE WAY.

A HOUSE IN HORSEFERRY ROAD.
IN TWO PARTS. PART IL

“] CLIMBED up into one of the boats to
be secure against all interruption before I
broke the seal of the letter. It was from
the same lawyer in London who had
written to Captain Carter as to Francis
Horn's whereabouts, and it explained fully
how it was that he was wanted. The
executors of the will of a certain Mr.
Cornelius Creed, of the city of Cork,
butter-merchant, deceased, were anxious to
find one Francis Horn, the only son of
his only daughter, as under his will
Francis Horn was entitled to the entire
accumulations of a long life spent in the
collection and distribution of dairy pro-
duce. The letter said nothing of the pro-
bable amount of Mr. Creed’s wealth ; but
I concluded it must be a considerable sum.
The lawyer explained to Francis Horn
that it wounld be well for him to repair to
London with all speed to enter into the
inheritance which fortune had given him.

“If you have ever clambered along the
steep slope of & mountain, with a yawning
chasm beneath you, you will remember
how easy and secure it seems g0 long as
you are going up hill with your eyes
averted from the fearsome gulf below ; so
long as you are preparing for yourself,
every step you take, a more lengthy and
perilous retarn. It is when you turn
round and find your head spinning round
with giddiness, and your El,leart sinking
with every downward step, that you begin

3
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to realise how easy it is to get into a dan-
gerous position, and how difficult it is to
regain safety. As I sat in the boat, gazing
at the lolvl:l‘{ shores of Sydney Harbour,
though I as yet taken only a step or
two along the crooked and treacherous
path of fraud, I felt that to stop short
at once, and tell the whole truth of the
matter to the Captain, would be a task I
could hardly undertake. It was so much
easier to go on, though every step might
bear me her and farther away from
that even and rather monotonous plain of
rectitude, upon which I had hitherto been
content to abide. The chasms of self-
abasement and humiliation I dared not
face, and a plausible voice whispered to
me that perhaps there would be no need
to tarn round at all. Only keep on with
my face in the direction I had taken, and
I might very well find myself landed in a
happy valley of ease and content. Francis
Horn was dead and out of the way ; and
here was John Lethbridge, just such another
waif, on the high road to appropriate the
personality which occupied so favourable
& position in the will of the late Mr.
Cornelius Creed.

“ Before I climbed down out of the boat,
1 had set myself & task which stamped me
both as coward and desperado. When I
next met Captain Carter I shirked the
duty of an honest man, and said no word
to undeceive the Captain, who, honest as
the day himself, believed me to be another
of the same sort ; and I took upon myself
instead the perilous task of persomating
the man whom I had helped to sew up in his
hammock not a month ago. The Captain
offered to release me so as to allow me
to take my p e back to England by
the next steamer ; but, after thinking the
matter over, I resolved to stick to the Clio.
It was,a question which needed some
debating ; for, since the story of my sudden
fortune had got wind, the ship was no
longer 8o pleasant to me as she had been
hitherto. It was my coward conscience, I
suppoee, which made me fancy that every
man on board had some inkling of the real
facts of the case, and looked vpon me as a
villain. Certain it was that I should have
bade adieu to the Clio, and gone back to
England as fast as steam could have taken
me, had I not dreaded my first interview
with that London solicitor much more than
the suspicious and hostile carriage of my
own messmates. .

“And 80 I elected to stay on in my old
berth. I kept aloof from the rest of the

crew, and tried to force my mind to fashion
all sorts of fairy pictures as to the employ-
ment of Mr. Creed’s wealth when his will
shounld h":l db:len duly proved; bat the
serpent wo ways creep into my para-
disrg,eznd the death’s-head would show its
grinning jaws amid the roses of my feast-
table. Everybody, from Captain Carter
downwards, rallied me on my sour face,
and said I looked more like a man 801;125
to be tried for murder, than one who
just come into a fine fortune, Had they
known how often I pictured myself as
standing in the felon’s dock, with the judge,
and jury, and gaoler all in order, they
would have guessed the reason of my
woeful countenance, Only Dennis Ryan
kept a respectful silence. He seemed to
have become a more decent liver since
Horn's death. He worked now with a
will, seldom got drank, even while we were
lying at Sydney, and by the time we set
sail for England I began to think I had
done him an injustice, and became on
better terms with him than with anyone
else on board, the Captain only exeeEted.
““We started from Port Jackson light, and
we called at the Swan River settlement to
deliver some Government stores and to
pick up, if possible, a few bales of wool
as freight. We had a splendid passage so
far. A gentle south-east wicd drove us
along through the Australian Bight, and up
the West Coast. We landed our stores,
and took on board what wool there was, and
set sail on our homeward voyage. For
three days the same fair weather lasted, but
at the end of that time came indications of
a change. The wind shifted to the south-
west, and in twelve hours’ time we were
scudding close-hauled before such a gale as
I had never yet experienced. For two
days it blew in a way which made it quite
clear to me how it was that Cape Leeuwin
and its neighbourhood had got as bad a
name in the Southern, as the Bay of Biscay
in the Northern Seas. Then the wind
moderated a little, and the heavy clouds
lifted ; but it was a fearful sight that they
revealed to us. There was the lee shore
not more than a mile and a half distant.
The sea was running tremendously high,
and the wind was still blowing what would
have passed for a strong gale in any less
tempestuous latitade. During the previous
night the mizen-topmast had gone over-
board, and the rigging had got under the
stern and clogged the rudder so that steer-
ing in any case would have been an impos-
sibilitv. Not that steerine or anvthing
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else could have kept our doomed ship off
that iron-bound coast. As if in derision,
the sun broke out through the scattering
clouds, and shone with a cold, cruel glitter
upon the spray-dashed rocks of an island
lying off the coast, upon which I thought,
at first, we should be cast. Bat the ship
left it still to leeward, and drifted into a
narrow channel between it and another
towards her fate.

“I went out to the bowsprit to wait for
the end. Often during my seafaring life
I had felt the danger, more or less immi-
ment, of a speedy death, bat never before
had it had so few terrors for me as in this
moment, when I knew that the chances
were a thousand to one that Ishould never

live to ‘see another day. I think I was
even a little thankful that Fate was about
to cut for me the ta; skein which I had
undertaken to unravel. I could langh now

at any fears of the law’s vengeance, and was
content, in consideration, to let go my life
and all the Monte Cristo dreams I had
indulged in. The clouds lifted more and
more, 80 that the coast was quite clear.
Below were the cruel, ragged rocks, upon
which the coursing waves spent their
strength and flew up in columns of spray;
and at the top of the low cliff I could pFAinly
distinguish the forms of the separate trees
which marked the edge of the bush-forest.
As the doomed vessel laboured on—now in
the trough of the sea, with no land in sight,
now lifted up again on the crest of a wave—
I fell a-thinking how pleasant it would be
to explore the recesses of that trackless
wood. I even determined which way I
would turn my steps. Far inland I could
see a vast, flat-topped ridge, falling away at
one end in a sheer precipice, sharp cut, as
if Old Nick had been up to some of his
pranks here as well as with the Rock of
Cashel, and this was the object I planned
to investigate. I took no heed of the
shricks of some of the crew, who were by
this time mad drunk, laughing and blas-
pheming in a most horrible manner, but
stood waiting for the end.

It came sooner than I had expected. As
the waves parted just ahead, they showed
me the sharp teeth of a sunken rock, and
immediately I was all quivering with
excitement to begin my struggle for life
with the waves, though a moment ago I
was ready to meet death as a friend. Then
came the awful crash., The ship seemed to
break up like matchwood as the next wave
droppedp her right on the top of the rock.
I was conscious of a violent blow on the

back from a loose bit of spar as I felt
myself sucked down, and to this I clung
with all a drowning man’s grim tenacity.
In a moment the sea was covered with
wreck, and the cargo was spread abroad
with strange diversity. Wooden chests,
bales of wool, and bundles of hides floated
within arm’slength of me, but I had
a firm grip upon my spar, which I kept till
I was within fifty yards of the land. Then
I cast myeelf adrift, and had just enor:ih
strength left me to struggle through the
surf to land. My memory yet refains an
image of the events which followed, though
I was in a state of semi-unconsciousness
from battling with the waves. I remember
crawling up over the smooth, water-worn
stones on the beach for a dozen yards or so,
and then I sank down in a dead swoon by
the side of a large rock, which I fancied
va'.iguely must be beyond the rise of the
tide,

¢ I had not then, and never shall have,any
notion how long I lay unconscious. When
I opened my eyes, the sea, though still
high, was greatly moderated, and the san
was beating with fierce rays upon my head.
I was too dazed at first to form any idea
of my situation ; but very soon the horrible
reality stood plainly forth, that I had
escaped death by drowning only to fall a
victim to the terrible fate of slow starva-
tion. The western coast of Australia was
at that time comparatively unknown, and
what little was known was contained in
stories of its inhospitable deserts and its
ferocious inhabitants. How far I was from
the penal settlement on Swan River I had
no idea, neither could I tell whether it lay
north or south. I stumbled along inland
for a hundred yards or so, to a bit of rising
ground, to see whether there yot remained
any vestige of the ship, but nothing could
I see save the same monotonous race of
wave after wave breaking upon the dark
red rocks. As I strained my eyes towards
the islands off the shore, I fancied I saw a
black speck dancing on the surface of the
sea—now visible, now hidden, but ever
coming nearer. At last it %rew go distinct
I could doubt no longer, so I made my way
down to the shore towards the spot where
I judged it would come to land, and just
as I got to the water's-edge, a cask, no
doubt from the ill-fated ship, was cast up
at my feet.

“]1 broke in the head with a stone, and
found, to my joy, that the cask contained
biscuits, and that these were bat little
injured by the sea-water. I was by this
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time nearly famishing, so made a hearty
meal, and as soon as my hunger was
appeased, I sank down upon the stones, and
in a moment was fast asleep. When I
awoke it was yet dark ; the stars were yet
brilliant in the sky ; but over the forest to
the eastward, the heaven was overspread
with the flush of dawn. The day comes
rapidly in those latitudes, and in a few
minutes it was almost light. I rose wearily
from my stony bed, and when I turned my
eyes seaward I saw, to my amazement, the
fi of & man standing at the very margin
of the land, but as he was looking out to
sea I could not distinguish his face. I
could only be sure that he must be one of
our ship’s company who, like myself, had
escaped death, and I shouted to him as
loud as I could to attract his attention, and
moved forward to meet him. In a moment
he turned, and I recognised the countenance
of Dennis Ryan.

“Ryan and myself, as I have already
remarked, had been on much better terms
since the news had been spread abroad of
my strange elevation than we had been
during Horn's lifetime ; but now, no sooner
did I catch sight of his face, than a sudden
strange sense of terror came over me. Ryan
was some ten years my janmior, and im-
mensely strong physically ; but I felt no
apprehension that he would take the oppor-
tunity of taking vengeance upon me per-

y for the many hard rubs I had given
him on the voyage out. As we walked
towards each other I could not help asso-
ciating him once more with his ill-starred
messmate ; and I found it difficult to per-
suade myself that I could not distinguish
something shadowy, in the likeness of
Francis Horn, walking by Ryan’s side as
he sp&roached me.

“¢Lethbridge, you here}’ he cried.
¢I thought T was the only one who got
through the surf; but it's lacky for us
both.  If either of us had been alone there
would have been no chance, but together
we may fight our way down to Swan
River.’

“¢T'll sell my chance of life for a trifling
sum,’ I replied. ‘How should we make
our way along this rocky beach. If we
had provisions it would be just the same,
for we could not carry them, and who
knows whether Swan River is north or
south.’

<] do,’ he replied coolly ; * Swan River
is about sixty mﬁes southward. I climbed
up to that peak last night, and made out
bfninlv a forked island. whick we saw on

the starboard bow when we sailed. 'Tis
about thirty miles off, I reckon, and Swan
Ri’ver should lie about thirty miles beyond
it.

“ ¢ But how are we to move thirty miles,
or three either.’

“ ¢ You must have been asleep ever since
you've been ashore,’ he said with some-
thing like a sneer. ¢ Why, there is a boat
lying on the beach beyond those boulders,
hmﬁy damaged at all; and the shore is
strewn with barrels and stores of all sorts.
T'verolled a lot of them beyond high-water
mark. Just come and lend me a hand with
some of the others.’

“] followed Ryan for about a hundred
yards along the beach till we came to &
place where a rocky spit, running out from
the land, formed a littll)e harbour, and thers,
by the side of a huge boulder, was the
boat Ryan had spoken of, and strewed all
around were bundles and barrels of all
sorts and sizes.

% ¢ Now you get as many of these things
up as you can, while I put a patch on the
boat,’ said Ryan.

“I could not help noticing, though our
desperate condition might well have driven
all such thoughte away, how completely
Ryan’s bearing to me was altexed, and our
positions reversed. He ordered me to go
about my task with a tone of covert inso-
lence, just as, a week ago, I should have
told him to coil a rope or swab down the
deck; and I, though I knew well enough
that if I lost the lead now I should never
regain it, fell into the subordinate place
without a word, and began to roll up the
casks which were lying lgow down amongst
the rocks, towards the heap which Ryan had
already collected.

¢ After about an hour of this work, during
which time not a word was spoken by
either one of us, Ryan called out :

““There, I think she’s water-tight now;
and you, Lethbridge, give over that work for
a bit, and come and have something to eat.
It won’t do for you to fall ill, Letlﬁ)ridgo ;
at any rate, just at present.’

“1 made a hearty meal of biscuit and
water ; for, luckily, there was a little stream
coming down from the land close to where
wo had been cast ashore, and we worked
all the rest of the day, getting some sailing-
tackle fitted to the boat, and examining the
casks and cases with the view of provision-
ing our craft for the voyage. We scarcely
exchanged a dozen words. I was saved
from shipwreck indeed ; but I was still in
supreme danger of my life. In this over-
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whelming crisis, however, I was tormented
with the dread of peril, remote, it is true,
but little less fearful than death itself.
With every moment that passed, the con-
viction within me grew stronger that Ryan
was the master of my secret—that he
known, all along, the identity of Samuel
Rands and Francis Horn, Why, I asked
myself, had I never thought of this before
What was more likely than that he, the
only friend of the dead man among all the
ship’s company, should have learnt the story
of Horn's aliast? I lay awake till it was
almost dawn, tormented with the con-
scionsnees that I had only escaped death
by drowning to meet a worse fate ; and,
more than once, I resolved to get together
as much biscuit as I could carry and plange
into the forest, and make a desperate effort
to reach Swan River on foot. If it were
only sixty miles, as Ryan had said, it wounld
not be hopeless; but I fell into a heavy
sleep, and when I awoke, Ryan was busy
over a fire he had kindled, toasting some
bacon.

“¢I've been in luck’s way, Lethbridﬁ,’
he said. ‘There’s a cask of bacon I've hit
upon. As far as provisions go, we might
make our way back to Port Philip, I think
we'll eail to-morrow.’

‘¢ When you like ; it makes no difference
to me.’

“:You don’t seem in very spirits
this morning. Now, I'm a8 lively as a
kitten. We'll be at Swan River in &
couple of days, and when we get to
England I'm going to have a real apell of
fun; and so will you, I reckon, with all
that money of your old uncle’s. It's no
use asking you to go shares, I suppose, but
at least you’ll stand treat handsomely.’

* After these words I had no longer sn{
doubt. He had known all along that
was sailing back to England under false
colours, and had, no doubt, formed his
plans of swooping down upon me with
threate of exposure unless I should pay
him any price he might ask to keep his
mouth closed. Strong as my suspicions
had been already, the certainty of my peril
gave me a shock, and I could hardly
answer him by reason of my confusion.

“¢For Heaven's sake, man,’ I cried,
‘*don’t talk of money now ! It's ten to one
that we are eaten either by the blacks on
shore or by the sharks at sea before another
week is over.’

“¢Nonsense! You'll feel better when
you are on board the liner that will take
us to England. But we mustn't stand

here talking. When you've done break-
fast, just trace this brook up into the
woods, and see if you can find a pool where
we may fill our barrels.’

“I gladly hailed the opportunity of
getting out of the presence of the man
whom I now hated more intensely than
ever, and followed the course of the stream
through the rocks to a spot where the cliffs
divided and made a narrow gorge, at the
bottom of which the stream flowed, and
formed in its course several basins from
which water might easily be drawn. Bat I
did not return until, having accomplished
the object of my search, I clambered up the
side of the gorge till I stood in the heart
of the bush forest. Once there I saw how
vain was the hope I had nourished of
venturing to traverse the wilderness on
foot. Into the dense undergrowth around
me I could not have penetrated a dozen
yards. I was a prisoner. Nature’s bolts
and bars were as secure as any ever devised
by the locksmith’s art.

“] retuarned to the shore, and found
that Ryan, during my absence, had got the
boat almost ready for ses. He had shipped
the sailing - gear and ranged a dozen or
more of selected casks under the seats.
There was a space yet left for water, and
of this we fetched enough to fill five more
barrels from the pools I had discovered. I
was 8o worn out by the hard toil I had
undergone that I slept soundly in spite of
my weight of terror, and was only aroused
by the rough shake of Ryan, who shouted
to me at the same time that it was
morning, and that we must set sail. I got
up, hnlgdazed, and helped him to get the
boat into deep water. As soon as this
was done R{an sprang in and called to me
to follow. I did =0, and in five minutes the
sail was bent, and we were speeding along
before a light breeze towards the south.

The weather continued all day as fine as
one could wish, and by sunset the forked
island, which Ryan had espied from the
top of the cliff, was only a few miles ahead.
If his calculations should turn out to be
correct, we should reach Swan River in a
couple of days time at the lateat. Evg
hour that passed Ryan grew more excited,
and he ordered me about with an air of
trinmphant superiority. He took charge of
the rations, aud served me out my portion
of bacon and biscuit, and a glass of rum,
which he drew from a small cask, carefully
stored in the stern beneath the bench upon
which he sat. He drank much more freel
himself, and soon fell fast asleep. So I too
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the rudder, and kept the boat up to the
wind, which had now fallen almost to a
calm. The next day we could not have
E.d;ﬁ xix‘ore ?lmﬂafom or five ailes, as

e idly flapping against the mast.

e Nev‘::smind, Lethbgridge,’ Ryan said ;
‘we will get in sooner or later, though yon
don’t seem a bit anxious about it. Now,
if I was going home to finger a fine fortune,
I'd be tearing mad with impatience ; but,
maybe, I'll get some pickings, after all.’

I had by this time resolved that, if fate
suffered us to get back to the living world,
I would bury myself at once in the mazes
of some great city, and would let the world
hear no more of Francis Horn. So I kept
my temper and my composure as best Icould.
Towards evening the wind sprang up, and
we ran along merrily. Ryan took the
rudder, and bade me lie down to sleep, and
it was bright morning before I awoke.
Then my companion, who had already
been at the rum-cask, took another heavy

ht, and was soon sound asleep.

““We were about three miles from land,
and right in front of us lay an island, I
shaped the boat’s course to pass between
this and the mainland, and was just goin
to eat some biscuit, when a atrong smell o
rum greeted my nostrils, and, looking down,
I saw that the bung of the cask, which
Ryan had put in carelessly, had come out,
and all the spirit had escaped. I was
greatly disappointed at this, for I had just
promised myself a drink. However, there
was another cask of the same kind in the
bow ; I would broach it with a gimlet after
I had made my meal.

“By this time we were well in the
channel, and not more than a mile from
shore. Suddenly my eye fell upon a white
speck on the top of a high point. What

could it be, and what was that straight

leafless tree beside itt In a moment I
knew we were saved, at any rate from the
ferﬂs of the sea, for what I saw was the
ook-out station of the penal settlement.
The wind had veered a little, and was now
in our teeth, 8o I had to tack to make any
way along the narrow channel. I deter-
mined not to awaken my companion, who
still slept heavily under the combined
influence of rum and fatigue, but, at the
same time, I felt the want of a little
stimuiant keenly. So I drove my gimlet
into the head of the other cask, and held
}he cup to catcnl; dtl‘l.enatretm of rum which

expected would follow, but to my surprise
nothing came. I drew out the gimlet, and
found 1t discoloured, and when I heeled

the cask over, some black dust ran out over
the bottom of the boat, and I esaw at
once that it was gunpowder.

“I was bitterly disappointed, for the ner-
vous strain had produced in me a craving
for drink such as I had never felt before,
and I even tried to sop up some of the spirit
which was still washing to and fro in the
bottom of the boat. Suddenly I started
up, to find myself assailed by a new temp-
tation, more dire even than the one which
had led me into my present strait. This
new one came upon me like a lightning-
flash, born of the sight of those black,
shining grains which were still pouring out
of the gimlet-hole in the cask with every
motion of the boat, and it mastered me at
once. My moral sense, I suppose, was
dormant ; anyhow, I determined in a
moment to make a buoy for myself of the
empty rum-cask, bring the boat closer in to
land, fix a slow-match to the hole of the
powder-barrel, and then, swimming and
floating, to gain the shore, and leave
Dennis Ryan to his fate,

“I quickly made my preparations. I
twisted :d n:.i:w‘i) of m?:l bits ohf tarred
rope, fixi e bung firmly in the empty
ruf: cask, and knotted a bit of rope l‘Ollp;ld
it to hold on by, and then ran the boat
within half a mile of land, a distance I felt
sare I could easily swim with the help of my
barrel. Then came the supreme moment
of lighting the match. I had only about
half-a-dozen, and you know how hard it is
to coax a flame out of a lucifer in the
gentlest wind. I struck ome, and two, in
vain, but the third burnt well, and soon
kindled the bit of frayed-out tarred rope
which I had prepared. This I applied to
one end of tge slow match, and havinﬁ
watched it burn up brightly, I jampe
overboard and struck out for land, Asan
additional precaution I had tied the tiller
g0 that the boat would fall before the wind
and take a north-westerly course out to sea
as soon as she should be lefc to herself.
Once in the water it was wonderful how
soon we parted company. The boat went
almost about, and ran thro the water
at a great rate. At one time I feared that
she might not clear the island, and that
Ryan might be a second time shipwrecked.
I swam steadily towards the point, resting
whenever I was out of breath, and turning
to watch the doomed craft. Now she was
abreast of the extreme point of the island ;
in another five minutes she would be
round it, and hidden from my sight, even
should the match have not done its work.
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Then came the white puff of smoke and
the faint-report, and when the air was
clear again there was no longer a vestige
of her to be seen.

“ There was a strong ocurrent runni
between the island and the mainland, an
as this set in shore I was soon carried to
land. I clambered up to the flag-staff, and
my sudden apparition almost scared the
man in charge out of his wits. . At first he
took me for a runaway convict, but when I
had related to him my story, with certain
omissions, he gave me some food and
directed me to the path which led down to
the settlement. I found my way without
difficulty, as the trees were marked for
guidance, and on reporting myself as a
shipwrecked sailor I was kindly received
by the aunthorities, and in about a fortnight
I got a passage to England.

“Thad plenty of time to consider my line
of action with regard to Mr. Creed’s estate
during the voyage home. Sometimes I
felt inclined to tear the lawyer's letter into
a thousand bits, and let the old man’s
money go where it might, bat the seductive
prospect of a lifetime of ease and luxury,
and the absence of all pressing danger,
since that slow-match had done its work,
urged me on. To cut my story short, I
arrived safely in England, sought the
lawyer's office, proved my claim, entered
into ession of over twenty thousand
pounds, and settled down to enjoy life in
a pretty little cottage near Southampton.
My old love of the sea never left me, and
I spent most of my time cruising about in
a roomy thirty-ton cutter. My story was
well known, and I became somewhat a lion,
and could have had society without stint ;
but I saw nobody but a few quiet families,
and now and then smoked my pipe in the
parlour of a quay-side inn, where I fre-
quently met some petty officers of the various
mail-steamers which frequented the port,
and talked over my own seafaring days.

“One day I accepted the invitation of
oue of them to go on board his ship, which
was about to sail, and have some lunch.
The steamer was to leave the dock in a
few hours’ time, and everything was
already smart and ship-shape. My host
led the way down to the cabin, and just
as I turned to descend the companion I
found myself face to face with Dennis Ryan.

“Dennis Ryan and no other! There
was no doubt about it. His eyes lighted
up with an evil glitter as they fell upon
my face ; but he passed me with no sign
of recognition. I was as one stunned. I

hardly knew what I said or did; but I
managed somehow to frame a halting
excuse to the officer, and left the ship at
once. I watched her from my upper
window, and only felt a very little relief
when I saw her steam awaydown the Water.

«All that evening and through the
night my brain was busy at work with
a scheme for burying myself in some
secluded corner, in some foreign land, if
need be, far away from the possible path
of Dennis Ryan, and with speculations as
to how he could ever have escaped the
fate I had so carefully prepared for him ;
but these latter soon left me in the pre-
sence of the overwhelming necessity for
instant flight from this sailor-haunted
town. As I sat at breakfast the next
morning, I told myself that I had been
wrong to have ever ventured into it I
was just going upstairs to prepare for my
deﬁ;rimre, though the shlfp on board which
I seen my deadly foe would not be
back again for four months at least, when
my servant came in and told me thata
man outside wanted to speak to me.

“It was Ryan. Fool that I was, never to
have speculated on the probability of his
deserting his ship at the last moment,
especially when such game was afoot on
shore as myself! He came to the point at
once, and was brutal in his reference to the
past, and exacting in his terms as to the
fature. He had doubtless some cause for
railing at me; but he did not give due
weight to the fact that self-preservation is
the first law of nature. He demanded, as
the price of his silence, an annual payment
which absorbed half my income, and since
that time his exactions have become so
severe that he leaves me a bare pittance.
Once a week he comes to claim his hush-
money, and lately he has even waylaid me
on my way home from the tavern, for a
supplementary t. You will be able to
judge, after what you have seen this
evening, that I shall have to decide, before
long, whether I shall end my days in the
workhouse or in prison.”

VICTIMS.
Br THEO GIFT.

Author of * Lil Lorimer,” ** An Alibi and its Prioe,”
Kte., Bte.

CHAPTER V. SENT AWAY |
IT certainly was typhus, though how,
why, and whence it had come, none could
say. Typhus! It was not evemn the
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season for things of that sort—if, indeed,
anything of the sort could have been
expected at any season in the wind-swept
and healthy district of St. Tryphine and its
neighbourhood. As for Dr. Dupré, he eaid
distinctly that it was “ preposterous,
nncllxl::g-of, out;l of ]:nalreasoz," aad Evas
inclined to pooh ether the first
cases which caml;m}orw::g to claim his
attention ; and yet, preposterous, out of
reason, or what not, here it was sure
enough, beginning in some narrow alley
in the neighbouring market-town ; creeping
thence to breathe upon the busy, chaffer-
ing groups in the market itself; and carried
from there to the outlying cottages, and
even the little fishing ﬁamlet, by those of
their inhabitants who visited the town
with truck-loads of salt or potatoes, or big
baskets, skilfully balanced on their heads,
of fresh sardines, eggs, and butter; and
returned home laden with ries and
hardware, or wool and cotton stuffs, for
the benefit of those belonging to them.

“Feovers] Bah! We are safe enough
from infection, ‘nous autres par ici,’” the
people of St. Tryphine and Mailly used to
say. “Our sea-breezes, see you, would
blow them away before they were even
born.”

Bat if the sea-breezes were potent
enough to prevent the birth of such evils
within their area, they were powerless to
cope i them when brought from
without by human agencies, and fostered ;
as, among a people so poor, primitive, and
prolific, they were sure to be; by over-
c;:;vding. open drains, and insufficient
food.

As if, too, to add to these unwholesome
elements, the weather, which had been hot
and d‘g through the early part of July,
chan, suddenly to wet—a soft, soaking,
windlees rain, which fell day after day,
blotting out all the bright colours on sea and
land as with a pall of grey ; and rising from
the ground again in a hot, dank mist, which
seemed to h:f}l all things malodorous in its
steamy grasp, instead of suffering them to

“?ﬁz fever revelled in it. There were
deaths here, there, everywhere—nearly as
many, indeed, as cases among the neigh-
bouring poor—till Leah almost grew to
dread opening the window in her room,
which looked seaward, lest she should
hear the bells of St. Tryphine telling with
solemn toll that some fresh soul had passed
from its troubles here to the rest beyond
the grave.

At times, too, she looked out from it at
mournful little pictures. Now, a rustic
funeral, lumbering heavily along, its scanty
train of mourners vaguely distinguishable
through a elant of rain. Now, a little pro-
cession, led by the village curé, in surplice
and stole, and chanting aloud a litany from
the thumbed prayer-book in his hand;
before him a cross-bearer, carrying a big
gilt croes, which glittered and twinkled in
every stray sun-gleam; behind him a
straggling line of men, women, and chil-
dren, with bent heads and rosaries trick-
ling through their brown, sunburnt fingers,
trudging hopefully along the heavy, deep-
rutted roads, to pray at the shrines of
St. Gildas or St. (ﬂenolé for a cessation of
the scourge which was devastating their
peaceful countryside.

Devastating indeed | Mére Blin was
dead, and a brother of P’tit Jean’s, and
who could say how many more. The
very wheat in the fields was lying prone
against the wet earth, ripe and rotting,
while the reapers had either fallen beneat
Death’s reaping-hook or were too dis-
heartened and  démoralisés” to wield the
sickle themselves. Aund the more saper-
stitious of the peasants were unanimous in
declaring that the spectre-horse of King
Gradlon, a favourite Breton wraith, could
nightly be heard galloping—**trip, trep,
trgg, trep "—across the moor, as when he
fled from the doomed city of Is centuries
before Gaul or Norseman set their feet on
the rocky shores of Bretagne,

At Les  ChAtaigniers, however, every-
thing went on as usual with a quiet ignor-
ing of the sorrow and sickness without, and
a monotonous formality of routine which
chafed Leah at times almost beyond bear-
ing, and which was not even disturbed by
the disappearance in one day of two of the
under-servants—one, & Parisian, having
returned abruptly to her native city for
fear of the infection ; the other, a village
girl, because her sister having caught it
already, she wanted to nurse her. The de-
fections made no difference in the household
régime, and were not even known to the

irls till they were filled up. Joanna had

one the extra work meanwhile ; and if
Madame St. Laurent gave any reason for the
appearance of new faces about the house,
it had mothing to do with the fever which,
whether as typhus or typhoid, was a word
prohibited to be spoken. Even the Count,
autocrat as he generally seemed to be, was
snubbed when he took upon himself to
introduce the forbidden subject ; and when,
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di g the sufficiently significant
check, he proceeded somewhat perti-
naciously to descant on the delights of
Dipan in the bathing-season as experienced
just then by his step-mother and sisters ;
and on how much these would be increased
by the presence there of Madame St.
Laurent and her charming daughter,
madame quietly sent Vera out of the room
on some errand and answered :

“] am much obliged to you, Count, but
neither M. St. Laurent nor I are at all
afraid of the fever, which is entirely among
the poorer classes, and not likely to affect
us ; and as my daughter is too young and
timid to go away from home without our
protection, I do not wish her to be
alarmed or excited by hearing of things
which might make her nervous and un-
happy here.”

The Count bowed low, but with an
unmistakeable darkening of face, which
was not lost on Leah, who sat working
close by.

¢ Madame is a devoted mother, and all
who admire must obey her,” he said
politely ; “but ie it not possible that the
maternal love, which sees the infant it has
nourished in the adorable woman who has
succeeded to it, may blind her—I will not
say to Mdlle. Vera's age—but to her
powers and qualifications ? Surely if she
is able to support the excitement and
enjoy the society of the charming aund
intellectual Mdlle. Josephs, she is not less
fitted for that of ‘ces deux fillettes’, my
young step-sisters, who are the friends and
plasymates of her infancy.”

Madame St Laurent coloured. Her
little flash of anger was evaporating as
usual in nervousness.

¢ Oh, certainly not—of course not, M. le
Comte! Vera has, of course, a great
friendship for Eulalie and Alphonsine, and
if it were not that you say that they
would be afraid to come on a visit here
just now——1! But too much pleasure at a
time is not good for any young people,
and Vera is undoubtedly very young for
her age, and has been sufficiently excited
this summer by the pleasure of Miss
Josephe’s visit ; still, next year, if the
Countess would like——"

“Next year we shall certainly hope to
see more of Mdlle. Vera,” said the Count
with a half-laugh, which sounded almost
threatening. * But even now, since madame
has been so good as to allow the privileges
of old friends to my sisters, I trust she will
not think that I also am presuming too

much Ol;. tllxle same claim if, in my dee
anxiety for her charming young daughter’s
health, I still venture to entfeat t if
there be any risk to it——"

*Oh, but there is none—none at all
‘We were never any of us better or more
cheerful,” cried madame, whose tone was
as little cheerful as the Count’s had been
entreating. “If it were not so, do you
think Miss Josephs would remain with us,
or that I should allow her to do sot You
are forgetting Miss Josephs in your anxiety
about—about us—but we do not forget
her. And if there was the least fear for
anyone—if she had any fear for herself, we
should send her away at once. Shouldn’t
we, Miss J. mﬂxrs, my dear t”

Leah was hardly allowed to answer for
the protestations and apologies which the
Count poured forth upon her. Madame
bhad found a way to silence him on the
subject of Dinan and Vera for the time
being ; but Leah was greatly puzzled by
the tone of the interview—the air of almost
insolent authority in the Count’s manner,
and the decided hostility and resistance
showing through all madame’s attempts
at deprecation and civility. It contradicted
certain girlish, half-formed theories of hers,
that the St. Laurents were intending to
bestow their young daughter on this man,
who, though more than twice her age, was
their only intimate friend, and the only
unmarried man admitted to the house : and
these were still farther negatived by a
little incident, most trifling in iteelf, which
occurred a few days later.

The rainy weather and the state of the
roads had offered a good excuse for keeping
the girls at home of late, or confining their
walks to a brief turn along the h:gM;uoad
between Les Chataigniers and illy,
where there were no cottages—nothing,
indeed, but fir-trees and heath on either
side, and nothing more dangerous in the
way of carrying infection than a rough
heath - pony or a flock of e ; while
indoors they spent a «food eal of their
time in what was called the workroom—a
more cheerful and less formal apartment
than the drawing-room, where Madame
St. Laurent not infrequently spent her
afternoons superintending the mxg'ng and
mending operations of Joanna and a little
dressmaker from Pont ’Abbé, who came
over by the week to assist in them.

The distance from any town
naturally compelled the family to have all
their needlework done at home, but, at
the same time, precluded the ladies from




=

!

Charles Dickens.)

VICTIMS.

[February 27, 1886.] 45

having any very familiar uaintance
with the fashions of the d‘:;'l ; and it
was, therefore, not surprising that the
extremely modern style of Leah’s gowns
and bonnete caused her to be regarded
a3 the “glass of fashion” by the rest
of the party, and any opinions or sug-
gostions of hers to be sought for and
received with grateful rness. Perhaps
the gratitude was increased by the fact
that her clever fingers were always ready
to give a practical exposition of what she
meant ; and even Madame St. Laurent,

h constitutionally timid as to novelties
and inclined to regard anything unwonted
in the shape of puffings or flouncings as
tending to impropriety, was fain to relax
into an indulgent smile when, on first
fiading herself in a gown made after the
pattern of one of Leah’s, Vera opened her
eyes of almost childish wonder at the mirror
which reflected her, and, turning suddenly
to her mother, exclaimed inpulsively :

“Oh, mamma, am I not pretty ¥ Did
you think I could look so pretty in any-
thing ' »

It happened very natarally, however,
that other people came to the same conclu-
gion, and on the evening following the little
passage-of-arms between madame and the
Count, the latter took advantage of Vera’s
ministrations with the coffee-cups to pay
her, not only the customary toll on her
finger-tips, but an elaborate compliment on
her truly charming appearance ; adding, as
he turned to her father :

“N’est ce pas vrai, mon ami, que made-
moiselle s’est grandie tout d'un moment %
Ls voila femme aujourd’hui; et ma foi,
femme trés jolie, je vous assure!”

St. Laurent glanced across the room at
his daughter from under his heavy eye-
brows.

“Le crois tal” he said shortly; but
then, after a moment, as his gaze rested on
the young girl, who, in her new bravery
and still blushing from the compliment
paid her, was looking unusually charming
and womanly. “Diable! mais—en effot
tu as raison,” he added, with a grim, but
not ill-pleased laugh,

It was just then that Leah happened to
glance at Madame St. Laurent. She, too,
was looking at her daughter, or rather from
the faces of the two men to hers, the ex-
pression of her own furrowed by such a
look of anxious, deprecating misery as
startled her young visitor as much as it
puzzled her, She did not speak, and

J nothing more was said on the subject; but

on the morrow and the day following, Vera
made her appearance, not in the pretty new
frock which had excited so much admira-
tion, but in the dowdy, old-fashioned one
she had worn previously ; and when asked
as to the reason why, answered :

¢ Oh, mamma came to me and said she
did not quite like me in it as it was, and
that I was not to put it on again till she
had had something done to it. I was
sorry, for I thought it perfect after all the
trouble you had taken with it.”

“ And you liked yourself in it too, Vera,
didn’t youl” said Leah, *Did your
mamma say what was the matter ¥ Perhaps
I could—"

“ No, she did not tell me. She only
took it away with her, Oh, I? I never
liked myself so much, dear Leah,” said
Vera, smiling. I hope Joanna will soon
let me have it back.”

ButJoannadid not. The dress remained
in madame’s wardrobe, and Leah had too
much prid‘:o and tact to make any farther
enquiry about it, more especi as she
disc‘;l:eyred at the same time that hzr advice
and assistance were no longer required in
the workroom, so far, at any rate, as Vera
was concerned. She wondered about it a
little—wondered whether madame had so
much foolish pride as to feel mortified and
angry at a Mdlle. St. Laurent being singled
out forsudden admiration because attired in
a dress modelled after that of a young lady
who was (for the nonce, at any rate) only
her companion and sin{ng—mistress; or
whether, being a youngish-looking woman
herself, she could have the more foolish
vanity of wishing to keep her young
daughter in the background, for her own
benefit where the middle-aged admirer was
concerned. Vera's perfect submissiveness
prevented the question from being solved
on either count. Where she never even
attempted to demur or enquire, no one
else could presume to do so, and her friend
could only admire for the hundredth time
the power, however acquired, by which
this quiet, insignificant hostess of hers

to maintain so complete a hold
over her daughter’s will that the latter
never seemed to have even contemplated
the possibility of having one of her own,
and this without ever descending to anger
or argument on one side,and coaxing on the
other ; or so much as presenting any solid
or definite reason for her likes and dislikes
to the person -she expected to be awayed by
them. '

Principle, motive, reason, had nothing
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to do with Vera St Laurent. She had
been brought up to obey and to ask no
questions, Possibly this wasall her mother
could teach her, but she had at least taught
it thoroughly and with a jealous, persistent
care, & constant checking of every inde-
peudent thought and action within the
narrowest limits of her own narrow train-
ing, which had had (to outward appearance
at any rate) its desired result. At over
nineteen years of age Vera was simply an
echo and a shadow, following as her mother
moved, repeating as her mother spoke, yet a
shadow with a vast capacity for feeling and
even passion which certainly never came
to her from either father or mother, and
of which she was hardly conscious herself
until the advent of Leah into her life
afforded her a partial outlet for it.

But (and this the acuter Jewish girl
sometimes thought) if with that unsatisfied
capacity the echo were ever to be brought
into response with any other voice, any
more powerful key-note—what then

The answer was nearer than she thought,
for just one week after the little dress
episode just recorded, M. St. Laurent
himself was stricken down by the fever.

He had been ailing for a couple of days ;
but illness only having the effect of
making him more morose and obstinate
than usual, he had refused to let his
anxious wife send for the doctor; and when
the sick man was obliged to give in on this
point, it was evident, from Dr. Dupré’s
face as he left the sick-room, that the
worthy physician thought the summons
far from premature. Madame, who had
followed him downstairs, needed not even
to ask a question, but stood looking at him
with hands wrung together in silent misery,
as many another poor woman had wrung
hers during the last few weeks, and the
doctor answered the look at once.

“Yes, my dear madame, there is—I
afflict myself to say it—no doubt in the
matter. Oar friend has managed in some
way to catch the infection. e can only
trust that it will not be a bad case; but
what we have to do now is to deal with it as
promptly as possible, and to avoid its
spreading further.”

The Comte de Mailly came over to Les
Chétaigniers the very next morning. Leah
thought it spoke well for his fidelity to his
friengs that he did not allow any fear of
the fever, so long frowned down and
tabooed, to keep him from their side, but
she was surprised to see the anxious distress
on madame’s face deepen when his name

was announced, and the expression became
still more marked when the invalid sent
down word that he wanted to see the
Count at once, and alone.

“I suppose it is aboat legal matters.
Th‘;u Count is one i)lf his “wu?fﬁ’; and

T it is as well to arrange things in
p?cue-——Px.h case he should be delirious later,”
she said, pressing her thin, dry fi
tightly together, even her reserve broken
down for once in the overmastering need
for sympathy; “but I do not see why I
should not be there. I am his wife.”

Leah ventured to take the restless
fingers in her warm clasp, and press them
kindly.

“Dear madame,” she said in her
gleasantest voice, *“ that is why monsienr

eeps you away ; it is to save you the pain
of hearing him discuss events which may
never come to pass, though it may be
necessary to discuss them for yours and
Vera’s sake,”

“ Ah, it is about Vera!” cried Madame
with a half sob, but checked herself the
next moment, and added more quietly :
“But you are a good, kind girl. Thank
you, my dear; and—and go to Vera. Of
course, we shall have to lose you, at once,

.and she will like to have all she can of

you. Indeed I don’t know how long I
shall be let——" once again she broke
off, her face working ; but the old habit of
reticence prevailed, and she went on
uickly : “but don't tell Vera anything.
&‘here is no call for her to be frighten
We have not told her yet what is the
matter with her father, you know. She
thinks it is only a feverish attack, and
perbaps it may pass over. The doctor
may say he is better in the morning.”
““But if he does not, and if he thinks
there is fear of infection, ought not Vera
to be sent away as much as I?” Leah
asked. ‘“Dear madame, I do so wish you
would let her come home with me for a
while. You know my mother suggested
it when she first heard of there being cases
of tzghus in the neighbourhood, and
wanted me to hurry my own return in con-
sequence ; and though you would not hear
of it then, surely now, when there is real
danger for her in staying at home, and
when you know how delighted we should
all be to have her, and what care——"
“Oh, thank you, my dear—I am eure of
that ; but it couldn’t possibly be. I couldn’t
let her go. She is quite a home-bird, you
know, and so shy she would feel lost away
from us, Oh no. She will not go near

=
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her papa’'s side of the house, of course,
but the doctor couldn’t wish me to send
her away. Hush! Are not those his
wheels? 1 must go. And pray, Miss
Josephs, my dear, don’t suggest such an idea
to Vera. She would not like it, indeed,
fond as she is of you.”

Leah was glad not to be required to say
anything. Indeed, she would almost rather
not have gone to Vera, so difficult was it
for her, with her natural frankness, to prac-
tise madame’s system of silence and hush-
ing up everything, which seemed to be the
chief article in &mt lady’s creed, and one

t;) becul-lned . t?ufth even at th:l prilc:e ter?f
epri erself of her grown-up daughter’s
symp;t";g and help in the hotfr when she
had most need of both. On the present
occagion, indeed, Miss Josephs found her
friend in a rather more cheerful and
talkative mood than usual ; feverish, bilious

attacks being not very infrequent occur-
rences with her father, and having their

mitigating side in removing his surly and
mirth-quenching presence from the family
board for a brief period. It was, perhaps,
nataral that Vera should not have much real
affection for a parent who never showed
her the slightest outward sign of any, and
should congratulate herself on the fact that
he ““never would have her near him when
he was poorly ”, in the hope that she and
Leah would thereby get a long day to them-
selves out of doors. Bat it was difficult for
the latter, knowing the real state of the
caso, the dangerous nature of the father’s
illness, and the preparations already being
made for her own departure on the morrow,
to respond to this innocent cheerfulness
with any approach to her usual manner;
and she could have cried out with relief
when the door opened at last, and the
sudden appearance of Madame St. Laurent
put a stop to the conversation, at the same
moment that the roll of wheels along the
drive showed that either the Count or
- doctor, if not both, had just departed.
~ One glance at madame’s face was suffi-
cient to tell that their visit had had a
~ terribly agitating effect on her, while the
odour of vinegar and chloride-of-lime which
was wafted before her showed that she had
not dared to come to them without prior
precautions.

“1 have something to tell'you—both of
you,” she said, sitting down at a distance
from them, with her eyes fixed on her own
daughter, who simply regarded her with
placid expeetation. * Vera, my dear, Dr.

" Dapré savs vour papa’s illness is of an—an

infectious character "—even now she could
not bring herself to say the real word—
‘““and therefore he thinks it better for
young people, who always take things
easily, not to be in the house. You could
be no use, of course, for Joanna and I can
do everything your papa wants, and, with
us occupied upstairs, it would in any case
be very dull for you when Miss Josephs
is gone, 80, as she has been kind enough
to urge that you should accompany her
home——"

*Oh, mammal” cried Vera, half stretch-
ing out her hand to her friend, but it fell
at her side almost at the same moment,
and whether the exclamation was one of
paio or pleasure no one knew.

Leah was looking at Madame St Laurent,
and that lady, after one quick glance at her
danghter, and a ha.lf-r?ressed sigh, turned
to the Jewish girl, and went on, not with-
out evident embarrassment :

“You are quite sure that your mamma
does wish for her—that she will not be a
—in any way & trouble, my dear$ I could
not possibly let her go if I were not certain
of that, or if yon had not pressed it so
much; for — for, as it happens, the
Comtesse de Mailly is at Dinan at present,
and particularly wants me to let Vera go
to her. The Count brought the message,
and as he is joining her himself to-morrow,
he has offered to take charge of Vera and
her maid on the. journey. Indeed, he was
inconsiderate enough to speak to M. St
Laurent about it, and get him to consent ;
but though it is, of course, most kind of
the Countess, and I couldn’t have refused
if—if there had been no prior engagement,
still, as you had asked her first, and I knew
my daughter would prefer being with

ou——,” She made a little pause here ;

ut Vera did not speak, only stood looking
at her, with bewildered, almost stupid, eyes;
and again she turned to Leah. * But,
perhaps—I had not thought of that; your
mamma might be afraid of the fever
now 1”

“Oh no, madame; that she certainly
wouldn’t,” said Leah quickly. “How
could Vera bring it any more than It She
has not been with her father at all since he
began to be unwell ; and there is nothing
we should like better than to have her;
uoless she——"and here it was her turn
to stop and look at Vera.

She had expected that the latter would
have interrupted her before now with
entreaties not to be sent away in this time
of anxiety and trouble, but to be permitted
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to stay and help her mother through it.
Knowing that nothing could have torn her
from her own parents at such a crisis, as
also that it was only stern necessity which
had compelled Madame St. Laurent to
consent to the separation, Vera’s silence
and immobility seemed to her equally
puzzling and unnatural ; until another ex-
planation of it occurred tc her, and she
went on rather hesitatingly :

“Unless she would rather go to the
De Maillys. They would be nearer to
you, and they are much older friends, so it
might be more agreeable to her, especially
if monsieur gets better ; for Dinan would
be very gay just now, and of course, as
you know,” colouring a little, but speaking
quite frankly and pleasantly, * we are very
homely people in comparison. We live
very quietly always; and the season will be
quite over in London by the time we get
there,”

“ Mamma——" Vera began again, this
time in a tone of trembling appeal.

But Madame St Laurent was already
answering her friend:

“My dear, that is just what I wish.
The De Maillys are—— oh, of course
they are very nice—most distinguished
and condescending, and all that; but I
would rather Vera didn’t go to them just
yot. I would rather she were with homely,

uiet people—people of her own stand——
2 mean where she would not be troubled
with much gaiety and that sort of thing,
and—and made discontented with her own
home and the ways here,”

“ Mamma, I am not discontented,” said
Vera, going a little nearer to her. “I
will do just as you tell me. I don’t want
to go away, if you would rather have me.
I only want to do as you say. 1f I could
be of use——"

“But have I not told you you can-
not be? There is no choice about it.
Dr. Dupré says you must go. Barbe is
packing your trunk now, and I—I ought

to be with your papa. I have
here too long already,” the mother
rupted, her voice harsh enough from
very desperation of anxiety to make Vesn' Hi
shrink back. ¢ Miss Josephs, my dear, m

will take care of her ¥ Promise me | ” )
she left the room without another word.

They hardly saw her again, and not for
more than a few brief seconds—too shert
for conversation—at any time,

Indeed, there was not leisure for muckh’
conversation of any sort. Vers, ignorant oft
the velg nature of the illness from whiek*
her father was suffering, and rendered
more incapable of appreciating ite gravi
by the care with which she had been ke
from hearing of its ravages among thy
poorer neighbours, was simply bewilderedy:
between the mixed pain and pleasure ¢
the double tidings so suddenly
to her. How she had dreaded Leab's
going, and longed to accompany her,. §
her passive sense of the hopelessness JE
of such longing had prevented any- ¥
one from guessing, while at the same
time intensifying her feeling of dumb
misery at the approaching separation. And |
now, when she was suddenly informed,
without one word of warning or pre-
paration, that her father was very ill
of something infectious, and that she
and Leab, instead of being parted, were
to go away together at once—when Leah
looked grave and anxious, and her mother
ghastly and unlike herself—she felt like
one stunned, and more glad to busy her- i
self in simply doing what she was told ; f
folding dresses and petticoats, and helping
with the packing generally; than in aski
questions or talking, By-and-by Leah woul
tell her all about it, but just now there was
too much for everyone to do, and too little
time to do it in, for even Leah to have
leisure for much speech.

Before dawn on the morrow they wers
already on their road, but Vera scarcely
realised it all even then |
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than Fair Ines, and still showed the
immaturity of early girlhood at the age
when her mother’s beauty had reached the
perfection of its bloom. If Lilias looked
in vain for a likeness to her father in
Dolores, she was not more successful in
tracing a moral and intellectual resemblance
to Hugh. Dolores was keenly sensitive,
indeed, but of an indolent turn of mind,
and wholly without artistic tastes. Fair
but not remarkable intelligence, a sweet
temper, a trusting disposition, and a heart
much too affectionate for her future peace,
were the chief characteristics of this girl,
who was, indeed, dear as an only daughter,
and a source of the purest happiness to
Lilias Merivale,

Warned by the experience of her own
early years, it had been Lilias’s great care
to surround the child, who had come into
her lonely life with so strong a plea for
consideration, with all the tenderness and
solicitude of which her own nature held so
large a store, but which had been only
sparingly utilised until the closing years of
her stepfather’s life had drawn upon it, to
her full compensation and content. To gain
the child’s, and keep the girl’s confidence ;
to fill Dolores with the conviction that
she was the one supreme and all-important
object in her life; to make her reliance
upon indulgence, her confidence in Lilias’s
illimitable love as spontaneous as breathin
—this was the ambition of Lilias, an
she had achieved a success which seldom
attends human effort in any creditable
direction. The line she had taken with
Dolores did not meet with universal or
unmixed approval; there were others
besides the household at The Quinces who
thought she “ made too much fuss ” about
the girl. Of this number Mra, Courtland
was one ; but she based her opinion upon
more philosophical grounda

“You are too careful to make all smooth
for her in the little things of life and the
small contrarieties of every day,” Mrs.
Courtland said to Lilias more than once;
“this would be well if you could ensure a
continuance of it, and if you were to be by
her side always. But she will have to take
her share of the lot of humanity, to be
dropped in her turn into the mill, and you
will either be no longer there to see the
grinding, or you will have to stand by with
folded hands, helpless, and see her suffer
and be strong, or euffer and be weak, as
nature and training shall have fashioned

bring her up too exclusively in Paradise,
my dear Lilias ; let her sometimes have a
peep beyond the gates into the outeide
world, lest she be unable to bear the
shock of reality when you are no longer
there to break it to her, or are forced to
look on while others put her through that
teaching.”

Lilias knew these were the words of
wisdom, but she had not courage to act
upon them. To her seeing, Dolores had
no faults that needed correction, no wishes
that ought to be denied ; her sweet wilful-
ness was just that which she might have
exercised towards her real mother, and it
was therefore delightfal to Lilias; lastly,
if her father had been here, this would have
been Hugh’s way with her. And so Dolores
was unconsciously, indeed blamelessly,
self-occupied ; for how was she to doubt her
own supreme importance, or surmise that
the small world in which she lived had
interests other than her own, when all her
experience from seven to seventeen went
to convince her to the contrary, or, rather,
to exclude all such ideas from her mind 1

With the steadiness and constancy of
her character, Lilias had adhered to her
early interest in Julian Courtland, and, as
he always showed her the best side of his
nature, she was much attached to him.
It was not altogether from policy and
selfish motives that Julian exerted himself
to maintain his position with Miss Merivale.
He really liked and respected her, and she

ossessed the faculty, given to the favoured
Kaw, of bringing out the best qualities of
those with whom she associated. ~His good
looks, his pleasant ways, his high spirits,
and his musical talents were charmin,
to Lilias; that any grave faults m
this pleasing exterior she did not know.
Colonel Courtland had always been careful
to screen his nephew from the odium of
the conduct which gave himself much pain,
and kept him in constant anxiety. And
Lilias was more in accord with him in
regard to Julian than his wife was. Mra.
Courtland, in addition to a belief in
hereditary characteristios and vices, which
would in any case have made her suspicious
of Julian, as the son of particalarly worth-
less parents, was quicker of perception,
more difficult of persuasion than her
husband, and she differed, silently, from
him on the merits of his nephew, and
suffered not a little from the fear that a
severe disappointment was in store for

her; for this is what we all have to do in | him.

the case of those whom we love. Don’t

Julian had always been conscious that




Charles Dickens.)

A STERN CHASE.

[March 6,1886.] 51

Mrs. Courtland distrusted him, and he
disliked her accordingly; but his behaviour
towards her, from the time at which he
had acquired the cunning of his precocious
manhood, had been faultless. He regarded
her as an enemy whom he could neither
dislodge nor disarm, and whom it behoved
him to keep in check by giving her no
maible point of advantage against him.

is tactics had hitherto been so successful
that there was just one subject in all the
range of things on which Colonel Court-
land did not value his wife’s judgment, and
did not depend on her sympathy. That
subject was Julian.

As for Miss Merivale, the utmost she
believed to the discredit of the Colonel’s
nephew was that he was rather extravagant.
That he was a gambler, and generally un-
principled, she ﬁad not the remotest idea ;
nor would the Colonel, if he had been
obliged to tell the trath according to his
knowledge, have admitted anything like so
much.

To Julian, therefore, Miss Merivale’s
house had been a second home, and
if anything had been wanted to confirm
the interest with which she had regarded
the Colonel’s nephew from his boyhood, it
would have been supplied when Dolores
came to her, and she found that it was for
him that the child had fretted herself into
illness after Willesden removed her from
Lislee. To the pretty, foreign-looking
little girl with the invalid mother, Julian
had been protector and playmate, after

the patronising fashion of a big boy.
One of the pleasantest incidents of the

ever-memorable time which delivered up
Hugh's trust to her keeping, was the
meeting between the child and the boy
when, on Colonel Courtland’s arrival at
The Quinces with Julian, he recognised in
Lilias’s new-found treasure the little girl
whose fate had given rise to so much

regret.
Julian was thenceforth doubly welcome,
and as Miss Merivale had educated Hugh

Rosslyn’s daughter at home, he had fre- | J

quent opportunities of being in the
company of his former little companion,
when he came to London to pursue his
studies for his profession. The sequel of the
simple story is soon told. Julian was never
dislodged from his place in the heart of
Dolores. She passed from childhood into
girthood, with him for her companion still;
a little more distant, just a little feared,
perhaps, but ever the hero of her imagina-
tion, the idol of her heart, invested with

the glory and the deur of manhood
while she was yet in the humility of the
schoolgirl period; a being of wondrous
experiences, but kind and condescending
to her as ever.

About that time there came a break in
the calm continuity of life at The Quinces.
Lilias took her charge abroad for a year,
and when they returned to England, and
Julian met Dolores again, the day of kind-
ness and condescension on his was
over. He recognised this instantly, partly
with a slight shock of regret, partly with
amusement, and then took up his new
position with tact and readiness,

The schoolgirl had vanished as com-
pletely as the pretty, foreign-looking child,
and Julian found iimself regarding Miss
Rosslyn from a new point of view, and
wondering whether he should have admired
her if he had never seen her before, and if
there were not so mach in common in their
respective livea. On the whole, he thought
he should not have pronounced her
 awfully pretty”. She was as nice as ever,
he had no doubt; he was uncommonly
glad to see her again; and he mentally
paid her and his recollections of her several
compliments in the peculiarly objection-
able slang of these latter days; but, as for
looks, she was not his “ style ”.

Julian Courtland had travelled by this
time a considerable way along the path of
descent, and it would have been a hopeful
sign—had there been anyone, except his
evil genius, in the secrets of his vicious
life, on the look-out for signs—that he was
still capable of honest love for a gcod
woman. For it was during the absence of
Miss Merivale that Julian had engaged
himself to Margaret Denzil, and she was
in his mind when he decided that the
dark-eyed Dolores was not his * style ”.

A less vain and more high-minded
man than Julian Courtland might have
been acquitted of presumption in interpret-
ing the shy but irrepressible emotion
betrayed by Dolores on her meeting with
ulian a8 an indication that he might
change the relation between them from
that of friends to that of lovers. The
truth was that Dolores had loved Julian all
her life; she had carried his image in her
heart, never supplanted, never obscured ;
and by her bright, innocent face, by the
tone of her voice, vibrating with a timid
joy, her secret—which she did not herself
interpret fully—was revealed to the wit-
nesses of the meeting, Lilias Merivale and
Colonel Courtland.
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Neither of the two was remarkable for
worldly wisdom, and when each reflected
upon their common impression, it was
without a misgiving respecting Julian's
sentiments. If there was a hidden hint on
the part of Colonel Courtland’s conscience,
caused by his private conviction that his
nephew was not worthy of such a girl as
Dolores, he is not to be very severely
blamed for ignoring it. The Colonel was
one of those illogical persons who believe
that the radical evil of a man’s character
may be uprooted by the influence of a good
wife, and will lend themselves to the
securing of lifelong misery to the unfor-
tunate woman sacrificed to their theory,
whenever they get a chance of reducing it to
practice. Dolores was the loveliest and beat
girl in the world—all he could, desire as a
wife for Julian. Everything would be all
right when he should be under the lasting
influence of that dear girl, and they would
be as hall)lpy as possible. Providence was
indeed shaping the ends of a very rough-
hewn design ; the workmanship was too
plain to be mistaken or ignored. This
good, this excellent, this all-desirable thing
was to be, and would be. Like many
quiet and easy-going men, Colonel Court-
land was apt, when he did make a mental
exertion, to jump to a conclusion, and his
sweet temper rendered him sanguine in
his views.

Mrs. Courtland was not in town when
Lilias and Dolores returned from their
foreign tour, and the Colonel did not fully
acconnt to himself for his disinclination
to impart his discovery and his hopes to
his wife by letter. -

“Better wait until the young people
have come to an understanding, and there
can be no doubt about things,” said the
good and honest self-deceiver to himself,
as he stood before the glass in his
dressing-room, arranging his white tie
with scrupulous care before going down to
dinner ontheday after Lilias’s arrival at The
Quinces. Julian was to join the party at
dinner, and the astute (J}olonel wondered
whether Miss Merivale would find out any-
thing in the course of the evening, and
whether she would mention it to him if
she did. Of how she would take the dis-
covery he had no doubt.

The Colonel joined Dolores in the
drawing-room, and subsiding into his
special chair in his most telescopic fashion
—while she sat at his feet on a footstool,
not at all like a grown-up young lady who

very latest programme, and showed him a
few of the innumerabls photographs she
had brought home—he slyly waited for
further betrayals of the open secret, as self-
congratulatory in his cunning as Tom Pinch.

Lilias ; enjoying the quiet homeliness of
her brifht, spacious room, with its view of
the velvet lawn and the great yew-trees,
often longed -for amid the novelty and
variety of foreign travel, and lingering
there until Julian’s arrival should oblige
her to go to the drawing-room ; was occupied
with similar thoughts. To her, however,
they came with more solemnity, and
with & thrill of pain. A woman, however
inexperienced, if she has a conscience and
a heart, never fails to realise that a girl’s
gift of her first love is an awful deed, one
which sets a gulf between the past and the
future of ber life, with all the joys, affec-
tions, habits, and pursuits of the former on
one side of it, and on the other, *the
hazard of the die”. If it be cast for good,
those who love the giver of that gift are
indeed bound to rejoice, not only in a great

itive gain, but in the escape from bound-
m possibilities of loss ; if it be cast for
ill, they are powerless to remedy or assuage
the evil

If Lilias Merivale had ever been in love,
she would probably have found out earlier
that the future happiness of the girl who
was g0 dear to her was not in her keeping
or governance; but she had no instinct to
warn, no retrospect to guide her. There
was no call in the attachment of Dolores
to Julian for the self-repression that had
characterised her own attachment to her
so-called brother; but in every other
quality the one reminded her of the other,
and had seemed equally natural. Stronger
love than hers for Hugh Rosslyn, Lilias
bumbly but rightly believed there could not
be, but that it might have been different
she had learned in the confidence—late,
indeed, but at the last unreserved—reposed
in her by her stopfather. She was of too
sweet, too womanly a nature not to feel
a deep and thankful gladness in the con-
viction that she was all to him she had
prayed, hoped, and striven to be, which she
bad derived from Dr. Rosslyn’s avowal that
she herself was the ideal wife he had
desired for his son, and that he had believed
her heart was Hugh’s. But her calm,
sorrowful answer, “So it was, papa, and
yours,” had set the matter at rest.

The lightest stirring of a feeling that
might grow into a passion, the least
troubling of her quiet mind by a preference,

had made the grand tour according to the
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had never befallen Lilias Merivale in the
years before Hugh's trust came to her, and
after that time Dolores filled her heart and
occupied her life. The eom}m-ison, “ like
a young widow with an only child,” was
exactly applicable to her,

Wasit all over now? The most unselfish
heart that ever beat would sink at that
question, and Lilias’s heart did sink when,
in that little interval of quiet ensning upon
the bustle and business of her arrival at
home, she put it to herself. Only to banish
it, however, with the inevitable answer,
and honestly to welcome the lilrospect of
surer, higher happiness for Huf ’s child.

Julian was a little late, and Lilias joined
Dolores and Colonel Courtland in the
drawing-room before he arrived. Dolores
was still sitting on the footstool at the
2;10::01’5 feet, ;ﬂd still blflﬂyh with t‘}x:

vance-guard of her army of photographs;
but her animation had flagged, aifipher
eyes turned to the tell-tale timepiece on the
mantelshelf with reproachful glances.

“Julian is late,” said Lilias, “but it is
always excusable to be late ‘when a man,
with any business at all to do, has to dine
at Hampstead.”

A few minutes after the door-bell rang,
and Dolores’s dark eyes shone with a starry
radiance which Hugh Rosslyn might have
recognised.

Three months had elapsed between the
return of Miss Merivale to England, and
Mr. Wyndham’s interpellation of Julian
Courtland at the Lyceum Theatre. Three
happy months Dolores would have declared
them to be, if she had ever thought of them
as in any wise different from other portions
of time except that she was at home
again, and that she saw Julian frequently,
instead of merely thinking of him always.
Three happy months to Lifl.n, taking pride
in the quickly-maturing beauty, in the

ripening intelligence, in the girlish graces
of her beloved charg’e, and ng:;rhin doubt-

ing of the sun of love that was fostering
them all. Three somewhat perplexin
months to Colonel Courtland, who coul
not make out why the young people had
not long ago come to an understanding,
and who was, for his own part, a little
uncomfortable and slightly ashamed, be-
cause, for the first, but as he strenuously
resolved, also for the last time in his life,
he was keeping a secret from his wife.
Three months to Julian Cotrtland which

gatory language. Three months during

which he was made to receive an instalment
of the wages of sin, and to feel some of
the weight of the yoke under which the
transgressor staggers and stumbles down-
hill. An incautious word had suggested to
the tormentor, to whom he had delivered
himself over, that there was business to be
done in an unhoped-for direction, precions
ore still to be extracted from a mine
supposed to have been worked out, and
Julian had to pay the penalty of his
incautions word. The foot of the avenger
was following him up. The one good
thing he possessed was about to be
taken from him, The one redeeming in-
tention of his wilful, wasted, unprincipled
life—the intention of makin ila good girl
who loved him, but had nothing but love
to give him, his wife—was about to be frus-
trated. The most cruel of all the breaches
of faith he had yet committed, because ite
victim was so guiltless, defenceless, and
trusting, was about to be forced on him.
He knew all this must be, that it was his
only alternative. Ruin must have come
in any case, he believed, for Julian, though
a sharp young scoundrel, was not so sharp
as the older scoundrel who had him in his
grip, and Julian did not know that he
was too valuable to Mr. Wyndham for him
to ruin him after the &roverbiully short-
sighted fashion of the slayer of the goose
that laid the golden eggs. He dallied, how-

‘ever, pleading that it was quite too soon

for him to propose to Dolores, and that he
knew the old-fashioned people he had
to deal with, while Mr. Wyndham did not
know them. In those three months Julian
had come very near to hating Dolores as
fervently as he hated Mr. Wyndham ; but
hehad been perfectly charming, and nothin
was wanting to the Fool’s Paradise in whi
they were all dwelling, except that formal
declaration to which Julian now found
himself pledged beyond redemption.

Meanwhile, at the very hour in which
Mr. Wyndham was giving Julian Courtland
a practical lesson upon the value of discre-
tion in the selection of one’s friends, an
incident, destined materially to affect his
futare interests, had occurred at The
Quinces.

WONDERFUL WANDS.

It is sufficiently remarkable that the rod,
besides being the emblem of authority, is
also an instrument of the supernatural
An indispensable instrument, one may say;
for was ever a magician depicted in books,

II e would have described in strongly objur-
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on canvas, or in the mind’s eye, without a
wand ¥ Does even the most amateurish of
prestidigitateurs attempt to emulate the
performances of the once-famous Wizard
of the North, without the aid of the magic
staff? The magician, necromancer, sooth-
sayer, or conjuror, is as useless without his
wand as a Newcastle pitman is without
"yt ot ihongh posed
t first thought it might be su

that the assoclilftion of the rod orpwand
with necromancy were merely an indication
of power or authority, in the same way as
the sceptre is associsted with kingship.
But there is something more in it. c
has been well called *the shadow of
religion,” and the early religious idea
found expression in symbols. These
symbols, as we know, have in many cases
retained a certain significance long after
the ideas they were meant to convey have
been lost, or abandoned, or modified. If
we bear these things in mind, it is not
difficult to discover a religious origin for
the symbolic wand of necromancy.

Mr. Moncure Conway, in his book on
Demonology and Devil-lore, mentions a
thing which seems peculiarly apposite to
our subject. In the old town o over
there is & certain schoolhouse, in. which,
above the teacher’s chair, there was origi-
nally a representation of a dove perched
upon a rod—the rod in this case being
meant to typify a branch. Below the dove
and rod there was this inscription : ** This
shall lead you unto all Truth”, But the
dove has long since disap; , and there
remains now but the rod and the inscription,
It is natural that the children of the school
should apply the admonition to the rod,
ignorant that it was but the supporter of a
symbol of the Holy Spirit. Thus has the

ious design of inculeating a Divine lesson
eft only an emblem of mysterious terror.
In some way, too, has the ic-wand lost
its religious significance and become but a
dread implement of the occult.

Yet we might trace the origin of the
niagician’s wand to the very same as that
of the iron rod of the Hanover school-
house. We may find it in the olive-branch
brought by the dove into the ark—a
message of Divine love and mercy—and,
therefore, a connecting-link between human
needs and desires, and superhuman power.
To conatrue a mere symbol into a realised
ecmbodiment of the virtues symbolised,
were surely as easy in this case as in that
of the Eucharist.

But if this suggestion of the origin

of the magician’s wand be thought too
hypothetical, there will be lesa objection
to our finding it in Aaron’s rod. Moses
was commanded to take a rod from the
chiefs of each of the twelve tribes, and
to write upon each the name. The rods
were then to be placed in the Tabernacle,
and the owner of the one which blossomed
was designated as the chosen one, The
rod of the house of Levi bore the name of
Aaron, and this was the only one of the
twelve which blossomed. Here once mora
was the rod used to connect human needs
with Divine will ; but now a special virtue
is made to appear in the rod iteelf. This
virtue appeared again, when Pharaoh
called all the sorcerers and magicians of
Egypt to test their enchantments with
Aaron’s. All these icians bore wands,
or rods, and when they threw them on the
ground they turned into serpenta. Aaron’s
also tarned into a serpent, and swallowed
all the others. Now, here we find two
things established. First, that even in
these early days necromancy was a profes-
sion, and the rod a necessary implement of
the craft; and, second, that the rod was
esteemed not merely an emblem of
authority, or a mere ornament of office,
but as a thing of superhuman power in
itself, although the aﬁwwer could only be
evoked by the specially gi .
We find the beginning of the idea in
the story of Moses’s Rod, which turned
into a serpent when he cast it on the
und at the Divine command. This was
what led up to the t-rw,}l of skill with h:he
yptian icians, and seems to have
l]:::fen the mauggestion in early history
of the miraculous virtues of the rod. Then
we must remember that it was by the
stretching forth of the rod of the prophet
that all the waters of t were made
to tarn into blood, and by which also the
plagues of frogs and lice were wrought,
and the hail was called down from heaven
which destroyed the crops and flocks of
the Egyptians. In fact, all the miracles
performed in the land of Egypt were made
to appear more or less as the result of the
application of the magic rod, just as to
this day the clever conjuror appears to pro-
duce his wonderful effects with his wand.
It was by the stretching forth of the rod
of Moses that the Red Sea divided, and
that the water sprang from the rock.
The staff of Elisha and the spear of
Joshua may also be cited in this connec-
tion, and other examples in Holy Writ
may occur to the reader, We mention
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them in no spirit of irreveremce, but
merely as evidence that the magic virtue
of the rod was a fixed belief in the minds
of the early writers.

We find belief in the vitalising power
of the rod embalmed in many a curious
medieeval legend. The budding rod,
borrowed from the tradition of Aaron’s, is,
for instance, very frequent. Thus in the
story of St. Christophoros, as preserved in
Von Bulow’sChristian Legends of Germany,
we read of the godly man carrying the
Child-Christ on his back through a raging
torrent, and afterwards lying down on the
banks of the stream, exhausted, to sleep.
The staff which he had stuck in the
ground, ere he lay down, had budded
and blossomed before he awoke, and in
the morning he found a great umbrageous
tree bearing fruit, and giving shelter to
hundreds o% gorgeous birds. There are
many such legends in the traditions of all
the Christian nations, and the collection and
comparison of them would be an interest-
ing and instructive task, but one too large
for our present p e,

It is related by golinshed, in connection
with many wonderfal visions which were
seen in Scotland about A.D. 697, that once
when the Bishop was conducting the ser-
vice in the church of Camelon, with the
crozier-staff in his hand, *it was kindled
8o with fire that by no means it could be
%uelched till it was burnt even to ashes”.

his was supposed to have been the handi-
work of the devil, who has on other oc-
casions used the staff or wand to em-
phasise his intentions or spite. Thus, of
the famous Dr. Fian it is narrated in
the *“ Newes from Scotland, declaring the
damnable Life of Doctor Fian, a notable
Sorcerer, who was burned at Edenborough
in Januarie last 1591 ; which Doctor was
Register to the Devill, that sundrie times
Preached at North-Baricke Kirke to a
number of notorious Witches,” ete.,—that
he made the following, among his other
confessions : “That the devifl had ap-
peared unto him in the night before, ap-

eled all in blacke, with a white wand in

is hande, and that the devill demanded
of him if he would continue his faithfull
service according to his first oath and pro-
mise made to that effect, whome (as hee
then said) he utterly renounced to his face
and said unto him in this manner. ‘Avoide,
avoide, Satan, for I have listened too mach
unto thee and by the same thou hast un-
done me, in respect whereof I utterly for-
sake thee,” To whom the devill answered,

‘That once, ere thou die, thou shalt be
mine,’ and with that (as he sayed), the
devill brake the white wand, und im-
meodiately vanished from sight.” After
which, the chronicle goes on to tell how
the redoubtable doctor actually escaped
from prison, and began to resume his
Satanic practices.

This brings us to the most frequent use
of the rod in superstitions—for the pur-
poses of divination. We have a sugges-
tion of the practice by Nebuchadnezzar,
when he ‘“‘stood at the parting of the
way, at the head of two ways, to use
divinations, he made his arrows bright,”
etc. He then threw up a bundle of
arrows to see which way they would alight,
and as they fell on the right hand he
marched towards Jerusalem. Divination
by the wand is also suggested in the shoot-
ing of an arrow from a window by Elisha,
and by the strokes upon the ground with
an arrow, by which Joash foretold the
number of his victories. .

Sir Thomas Browne speaks of a com-
mon *practice among us to determine
doubtful matters by the opening of a book
and letting fall of a std{’e’ 'ﬁhe' “ gtaff ”
business is not quite so familiar in present
days, but the opening of a book for
prophetic guidance is, perhaps, more com-
mon than most Eeople suppose.

Sir Thomas Browne also speaks of a
“gtrange kind of exploration and peculiar
way of Rhabdomancy” used in mineral dis-
coveries. That is, “with a fork of hazel,
commonly called Moses his rod, which,
freely held forth, will stir and play if any
mine be under it And though many
there are,” says the learned doctor, * who
have attempted to make it good, yet until
better information, we are of opinion, with
Agricola, that in itself it is a fruitless
exploration, strongly scenting of pagan
derivation and the virgula divina prover-
bially magnified of old. The ground
whereof were the magical rods in poets—
that of Pallas, in Homer; that of Mer-
cury, that charmed Argus; that of Circe,
which transformed the followers of Ulysses.
Too boldly usurping the name of Moses’s
rod, from which, notwithstanding, and that
of Aaron, were probably occasioned the
fables of all the rest. For that of Moses
must needs be famous unto the Egyptians,
and that of Aaron unto many other
nations, as being preserved in the Ark
until the destruction of the Temple built
by Solomon,”

‘We must confess that in our experience
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of the divining-rod, we have never met
with it in real life under the name of
¢t Moses his rod,” as old Sir Thomas did.
‘We had, indeed, quite forgotten the learned

physician’s reference to the matter at all | rod

when we be this article, but turning,
on a sudden inspiration, to his volume, we
found what seemed so much in accord with
the theory with which we started, that we
forthwith extracted the whole passage, as
above.

It is carious, however, that Sir Thomas
Browne, who was so fond of delving
among ancient writers, makes no reference,
so far as we remember, to a atriking
passage in Herodotue. That historian,
speaking of the Scythians, says:  They
have amongst them a t number who
practise the art of divination. For this
purpose they use a number of willow-twigs
in this manner : They bring large bundles
of these together, and having untied
them, dispose them one by one on the
ground, each bundle at a distance from
the rest. This done, they pretend to
foretell the futare, during which they take
up the bundles separately and tie them
again together.”

From this we see that while the divining-
rod was a familiar instrument four hundred
and fifty years before Christ, it was also
then disbelieved in by some. Curious to
think that what the old historian of
Halicarnassus was wise enough to ridicule
four centuries and a half before the birth
of Christ, there are yet people, nearly nine-
teen centuries after His advent, simple
enough to accept !

Herodotus goes on to tell that this mode
of divination was hereditary among the
Scythians, so how many centuries earlier
it may have been practised, one can hardly
guess, He says that the ¢ enaries, or
effeminate men, affirm that the art of
divination was taught them by the goddess
Venus”, a statement which will carry some
significance to those who are familiar with
the theories so boldly advocated by the
recent author of Bible Folk-lore.

Now, the attempt to divine by means of
rods, arrows, staffs, or twigs, is evidently a
good deal older than Herodotus, and it is
to be found among almost every race of
people on the face of the earth. We say
“almost”, because Mr. Andrew Lang, in
his book on Custom and Myth, instances
this as one form of superstition which is
not prevalent among savage races; or
rather, to use his exact words, *is singular
in its comparative lack of copious savage

analogues”. The qualification seems to
be necessary because there are certainly
some, if not “copious” instances among
savage peoples, of the use of the divining-
in one form or other. And Mr,
Lang is hardly accurate in speaking, in the
same book, of the *resurrection” of this
superstition in our own country. It has,
in fact, never died, and there is scarcely a
part of the country where a ““diviner ” has
not tried his—or her, for it is often a
woman—sakill with * the twig”, from time
to time. These attempts have seldom been
known beyond the immediate locality and
the limited circle of those interested in
them, and it is only of late years, since
folk-lore became more of a scientific and
general study, that the incidents have been
seized upon and recorded by the curious.
We may take it that from the time of
Moses until now, the *“rod” has been
almost continuously used by innumerable
peoples in the effort to obtain supplies of
water,

In ancient times it was used, as we have
seen, for a variety of other purposes; but
its survivinf use in our generation is to in-
dicate the locality of hidden springs or of
mineral deposits. There are cases on record,
however—so recently as the last century—
when the rod was used in the detection of
criminals, and a modified application of it
to & variety of indefinite purposes may even
be traced to the planchette, which, at this
very day, is seriously believed in by many
persons who are ranked as “intelligent ”.

Now, of the use of the divining-rod in
England, Mr. Thiselton-Dyer thus wrote
seven years ago : The vugu]a divinatoris,
or divining-rod, is a forked branch in the
form of a Y, cut off a hazel-stick, by means
of which people have pretended to discover
mines, springs, etc.,underground. It is much
employed in our mining districts for the
discovery of hidden treasure. In Cornwall,
for instance, the miners place much confi-
dence in its indications, and even educated,
intelligent men oftentimes rely on its sup-
posed virtues. Bryce, in his Mineralogia
Cornubiensis, tells us that many mines
have been discovered by the rod, and
quotes several, but, after a long account of
the method of cutting, tying, and using it,
rejects it, because Cornwall is so plentifully
stored with tin and copper lodes, that
some accident every week diecovers to us
a fresh vein, and because a grain of metal
attracts the rod as strongly as a pound, for
which reason it has been found to dip
equally to a poor as to a rich lode.” But
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in Lancashire and Cumberland also, Mr.
Dyer goes on to say, *the power of the
divining-road is much believed in, and also
in other parts of Eogland.” The method
of using 1t is thus described : *The small
ends, being crooked, are to be held in the
hands in a position flat or parallel to the
horizon, and the upper part at an elevation
having an angle to it of about seventy
d:ﬁree& The rod must be grasped strongly
and steadily, and then the operator walks
over the ground. When he crosses a lode,
its bending is supposed to indicate the pre-
sence thereof.” Mr. Dyer’s explanation of
the result is simple : * ';he position of the
hands in holding the rod is a constrained
one—it is not easy to describe it; but the
result is that the hands, from weariness
speedily induced in the muscles, grasp the

end of the twig yet more rigidly, and thus
is produced the mysterious bending, The

phenomena of the divining-rod and table-
turning are of precisely the same character,
and both are referable to an involantary
muscalar action resulting from fixedness of
idea. These experiments with a divining-
rod are always made in a district known to
be metalliferous, and the chances are, there-
fore, greatly in favour of its bending over
or near a mineral lode.”

The theory of ‘involuntary muscular
action ” is a favourite explanation, and the
subject is one well worthy, as Mr. Lang
indeed suggests, of the investigations of
the Society for Psychical Research. But
how does this theory square with the
story of Linnuses, told by a writer in The
Gentleman’s Magazine in 1752% “ When
Linnzas was upon his voyage to Scania,
hearing his secretary highfy extol the
virtues of his divining-rod, was willing to
convince him of its insufficiency, and for
that purpose  concealed a purse of one
handred ducate under a ranunculus which
grew up by itself in a meadow, and bid the
secretary find it if he could. The wand
discovered nothing, and Linnzus's mark
wes soon trampled down by the company
who were present, so that when Linnsus
went to finish the .experiment by fetching
the gold himself, he was utterly at a loss
where to find it. The man with the wand
assisted him and told him that it could not
lie in the way they were going, but quite
the contrary; so pursued the direction of
the wand, and actually dug out the gold.
Linnweus adds, that such another experi-
ment would be sufficient to make a prose-
lyte of him.”

The explanation of this case by the

incredulous would, of course, be that the

owner of the wand had made a private
mark of his own, and thus knew better
than Linnsus where the gold lay. This
is probable, but we have no evidence in
support of the explanation.
he divining-rod, however, is not used
only in districts which are known to abound
in metalliferous deposits, when minerals
are being searched for, but has frequently
been used by prospectors in new countries.
Thus we recall that Captains Burton and
Cameron in their book about the Gold
Coast, tell how the rod was used by the
early British explorers on the Gambia
River. One Richard Jobson, in 1620,
landed and searched various parts of the
country, armed with mercury, nitric acid,
large crucibles, and a divining-rod. He
washed the sand and examined the rocks
beyond the Falls of Barraconda, with
small success for a long time. At last,
however, he found what he declared to be
“the mouth of the mine itself, and found
gold in such abundance as surprised him
with joy and admiration.” But what part
the divining-rod played in the discovery is
not relatedg, and for the rest ¢ the mine”
has disappeared as mysteriously as it
was discovered. No one else has seen
it, and all the gold that now comes from
the Gambia River is a small quantity of
dust washed from the mountain - ridges
of the interior. It is curious, however,
to find civilised Europeans carrying the
divining-rod to one of the districts where,
according to Mr. Andrew Lang, it has no
analogue among the primitive savages.
‘We have mentioned, on the authority of
Mr. Thiselton-Dyer, some of the districts
of England in which the divining-rod is
still more or less nueed. But something of
its more extended use may be learned
from Mr. Hilderic Friend. That writer
informs us of a curious custom of the hop-
pickers of Kent and Sussex for ascertain-
ing where they shall stand to pick. One
of them cuts as many slips of hazel as
there are *“bins” in the garden, and on
these he cuts notches from one upwards,
Each picker then draws a twig, and his
standing is fixed by the number upon it.
This is certainly an interesting instance of
the divination by twigs reduced to prac-
tical ends. The same writer regards the
familiar *“ old-wife ” fortune-telling by tea-
leaves as merely another variation of the
old superstition. It certainly seems to
have some analogy to some of the prac-
tices to which we have briefly referred,
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and one finds another analogy in the
Chinese custom of divining by straws.

The divining-rod of England is described
by Mr. Friend much in the same way as
does Mr. Dyer. Bat, according to Mr.
Friend, hazel was not always, although it
has for a long time beenthe favourite wood.
Elder, at any rate, is strictly forbidden, as
deemed incapable of exhibiting magical
powers. In %Viltahire, and elsewhere, Mr.
Friend knows of the magic rod havin,
been used recently for detecting water. It
must be cut at some particular time when
the stars are favourable, and “in cuttin,
it, one must face the east, so that the
shall be one which catches the first rays of
the morning sun, or, as some say, the
eastern and western sun must shine
through the fork of the rod, otherwise it
will be good for nothing,”

The same superstition prevails in China
with regard to rods cut from the magic
geach-treo. In Prussia, Mr. Friend says,

azel-rods are cut in spring, and when
harvest comes, they are placed in crosses
over the grain to keep it good for years,
while in Bohemia the rod is used to cure
fevers. A twig of apple-tree is, in some
Eart.s, considered as good as a hazel rod,

ut it must be cut by the seventh son of a
seventh son. Brand records that he has
known ash-twigs used, and superstitiously
regarded in some parts of England; but
the hazel is more generally supposed to be
gopular with the fairies, or whoever may

e the mysterious spirits who guide the
diviner's art. Hence probably the name
common in some parts, of Witch-Hazel,
althou(fh philologists will bave it that the
true derivation is Wych. In Germany,
the witch-hazel is the zauber-streuch, or
the magic tree, and it is probable that both
witch and wych are from the Anglo-
Saxon wic-en, to bend. It is curious, at
any rate, that while in olden times a
witch was called wicce, the mountain-ash,
which, as we have seen, had supposed
occult virtues, was formerly calletf wice.
Whether this root has any connection with
another name by which the magic wand
is known—viz., the wishing-rod—may be
doubted, but there is clearly a close con-
nection between the hazel-twig of super-
stitious England and the niebelungen-rod
of Germany, which gave to its possessor
power over all the world.

Of the employment of the divining-rod
for the detection of criminals there are
many cases on record, but the most
famous in comparatively recent times is

that of Jacques Aymar, of Lyons. The
full details of the doings of this remarkable
person are given by Mr. Baring-Gould in
his Curious Myths of the Middle Ages;
but the story as told there is too long for
us to repeat. It will do to serve our
purposes to quote the following condensed
version by another writer: ¢ On July 5,
1692, a vintner .and his wife were found
dead in the cellar of their shop at Lyona
They had been killed by blows from a
hedging-knife, and their money had been
stolen. The culprits could not be dis-
covered, and a neighbour took upon him to
bring to Lyons a peasant out of Dauphiné
named Jacques Aymar, a man noted for
his skill with the divining-rod. The
Lieutenant-Criminel and the Procureur du
Roi took Aymar into the cellar, furnishing
him with arod of the first wood that came
to hand. According to the Procureur du
Roi the rod did not move till Aymar
reached the very spot where the crime had
bsen committed. His pulse then beat, and
the wand twisted rapidly. Guided by the
wand, or by some internal sensation,
Aymar now pursued the track of the
assassing, entered the court of the Arch-
bishop’s palace, left the town by the bridge
over the Rhone, and followed the right
bank of the river. He reached a gardener’s
house, which he declared the men had
entered, and some children confessed that
three men—whom they described—had
come into the house one Sunday morning.
Aymar followed the track up the river,

inted out all the places where the men
gnd landed, and, to make a long story short,
stopped at last at the door of the prison of
Beaucaire. He was admitted, looked at
the prisoners, and picked out as the
murderer a little hunchback, who had just
been brought in for a small theft. The
hunchback was taken to Lyons, and he was
recognised on the way by the people at all
the stages where he had stopped. At
Lyons he was examined in the usual
manner, and confessed that he had been an
accomplice in the crime, and had guarded
the door. Aymar pursued the other
culprits to the coast, foli’lowed them by sea,
landed where they had landed, and only
desisted from his search when they crossed
the frontier. As for the hunchback, he
was broken on the wheel, being con-
demned on his own confession.”

This is briefly the story of Jacques
Aymar, which is anthenticated by varions
eye-witnesses, and of which many explana-
tions have been tendered from time to
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time. Mr. Baring-Gould commits himself
to no definite expression of opinion, but
eays: “I believe that the imagination is
the prineipal motive force in those who use
the divining-rod ; but, whether it is so
solely, I am unable to decide. The powers
of nature are 8o mysterious and inscrutable,
that we must be cautious in limiting them,
under abnormal conditions, to the ordinary
laws of experience.” As, however, Jacques
Aymar failed ignominiously under all the
subsequent trials to which he was sub-
jected, the most reasonable explanation of
his snccess, with regard to the Lyons
murder, is that he was by nature a clever
detective, and that he was favoured by
circumstances after he once caught a clue,

To return to the employment of the
divining-rod in England, we find numerous
instances of its application in searching
for water, and these instances happen to
be among the best authenticated of any on
record. Not very long a writer in
the Times boldly declnt;fo that he had
himself seen the rod successfully used in
seeking for water. He had even tried it
himself, with the determination that the
rod should not be allowed to twist ‘‘ even
if an ocean relled under his feet ”, But,
he confessed, that it did twist in spite of
him, and that at the place was found a
concealed spring! Then it is recorded of
Lady Milbanke, mother of Lord Byron's
wife, that she had found a well by the violent
twisting of the twig held in the orthodox
way in her hand—turning so violently,
indeed, a8 almost to break her fingers. Dr.
Hutton was a witness of the affair and has
recorded his experience, which is quoted
in & curious book called Jacob’s Rod, pub-
lished in London many years ago. i
case, and others, were cited by a writer in
the twenty-second volume of the Quarterly
Review, which writer is again cited both by
Mr. Baring-Gould and by Mr. Andrew
Lang. De Quincey, also, asserts that he
has frequently seen the divining-rod suc-
ceasfully used in the quest of water, and
delares that ¢ whatever science or scepti-
cism may say, most of the tea-kettlesin the
vale of Wrington, North Somersetshire,
are filled by Rabdomancy.” Mr. Baring-
Gould also quotes the case of a friend of
his own, who was personally acquainted
with a Scotch lady who could detect
hidden springs with the twig, which was
inactive in the hands of others who tried it
on the same spots.

We might cite other instances did
space permit, but enongh has been said to

show how the magic rod, from the earliest
periods, has been an instrument of smper-
natural attributes, and that even to this
day in our own country it is still believed
by some to have the special faculty of
indicating the presence of minerals and
water. With regard to minerals, we confess
that we have conie across no instances so
well authenticated as those concerning
the discovery of water. With regard to
these last a considerable amount of
haziness still exists, and without ventur-
ing to pronmounce them all fictions, or
productions of the imagination, it is possible
to find an explanation in a theory of
hydroscopy. It is held that there are some
few persons who are hydroscopes b
nature—that is to say, are endowed wit!
peculiar sensations which tell them the
moment they are near water, whether it
be evident or hidden—a concealed water-
course or a subterranean spring. If the
existence of sach a faculty, however ex-
ceptional, be once established, we have at
once an explanation of cortain successes
with the divining-rod. In the meanwhile,
as hydroscopes seem shrouded in consider-
able doubt, it is as well to preserve an
“open mind ” until science and the Psychical
Research Society illumine the whole
subject.

OUR FRIEND THE ENEMY.

I 0 well remember that evening when
the news came that war had been declared
between France and Prussia. I was at
Tropez, a sleepy little village some fifty
miles from Paris, where for months I had
been gradually sinking into that state of
blissful indifference to all events not imme-
diately present and personal, which is the
characteristic effect of country air and
bucolic pursuits. Still, the news startled
even me, it was so perfectly unexpected.
The Curé, the Maire, the Doctor, each in
turn came to assure me that it was a mis-
take. ‘ No ; the Prussians might not have
much sense, but they had just too much to
be guilty of that folly. Besides, if it were
true, we must, of course, have heard some
ramour of it before,” they declared. I did
not see the force of that last argument, I
confess, for I knew well that I had not
looked into a newspaper for a month, and
I rather suspect that my companions were
verymuch in the same state. Still, of course,
the idea of war having been declared with-
out our knowing of it, struck us as mani-
festly absurd ; and as we sat and chatted




i

.

60  (March 6, 1886.)

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Conducted by

that cool, pleasant evening, we smiled at
the credulity of those who believed such a
wild, impoesible report. Now one daily
Parisian paper came to Tropez, and was
punctiliously read and studied —that was
the Sous-Préfet’s. 'We were just discussing
the propriety of paying a visit to this
gentleman, for the p of dinooveri.ng
whether anything had Esppened that coul
throw light on the origin of this absurd
rumour, when we saw the Sous-Préfet him-
self opening the garden-gate. He was a
person whom, for my part, I was prone to
shun when possible, for the unique reason
that he alone in the vi seemed to
keep up some intercourse with the outside
world—to my certain knowledge he had
been at least twice to Paris in nine months
—then, too, when he came to see me, he
would insist upon telling me the news;
thus, altogether, he was a disquieting
element in our community. This evening,
however, he was welcome, in spite of his

ve, anxions appearance; but all our
ittle jokes died upon our lips as, like a
bird of evil omen, he took his place among
us.
“Well, M. le Sous-Préfet, what do you
think of this latest invention % ”*asked the
Maire, striving to speak in his usual jovial
manner.

¢ What invention $ ”

“ Why, that we are going to fight the
Prussians.”

% Going to fight |” repeated the Sous-

Préfet scornfully. * Are fighting, you
mean ;” and he drew out of his pock:at the
Sidcle for the day.

Yes, there it stood, clear as day : fight-
ing had alrtmddyl begun, One and all we
were seized with a sudden fit of patriotism ;
for some days there was quite a large
demand for newspapers, and when we met
in the street we used actually to stop and
—thing nnheard-of—enquire if there was
any news. Then a formal notification
came to the Sous-Préfet that we—English-
man though I am, it was always we—had
gained a great victory over the Prussians;
and we rang the bells and organised quite

| a little round of gaiety to commemorate

it. Inafew days came the news of another
victory, then of another, and after that the
whole affair seemed slightly monotonous ;
8o we gave up reading the papers, soon
forgot. to buy them, and finally, having
decided that we would not ring the bells
any more uontil Berlin was taken, we dis-
missed the war and everything connected
with it from our minds, and settled down

into our usual state of happy semi-somno-
ence.

It was not but that the people of
Tropez were ectly loyal and well-

i towards their rulers, only the war
appeared to be so far away, so utterly un-
connected with all the things which con-
cerned them personally, that no wonder
they forgot all about it. Then, too, they
were such a simple, ﬁewe‘loving. easy-
going people, how could anyone expect

them to feel any lively sympathy with
blood-thirsty pursuits 3 The Sous-Préfet,

it is true, strove from time to time to
awake a ray of enthusiasm, but they only
listened to his es with a wondering
smile, and decided that the poor man's
liver must be out of order for him to
become thus excited about trifles. Good-
natured, ease-loving M. le Maire was a fair
type of the Tropeziens, and “ Live and let
live” was his only code of morals. There
were no signs of poverty at Tropez, crime
was almost unknown, and, more important
than either, there were no quarrels, for the
simple reason that there was no question
of politicea No man—the Sous-Préfet
alone excepted —was a Bourbonist, a
Bonapartist, or a Republican. They were
all just Tropeziens and nothing more.
Some nine months before the war, worn
out mentally and physically, I had come
amongst these people, and had found what
I 8o sorely nudOS—mt and s:a‘oe. At
first they had seemed stolidly indifferent to
my presence; but, by degrees, perhaps
moved with pity for my helgeuneu—-m
those days I was a cripple—they fell into
the habit of turning into my little garden
for a chat when they were passing. Some-
times they were welcome, sometimes they
were not, but I knew they meant it kindly
and was not ungrateful. They furnished
me, too, with a never-ceasing source of
amusement ; there was something so un-
utterably sheeplike in their gentle naiveté,
So completely did they upset all my pre-
conceived notions of the French people,
that sometimes, as I listened to their quaint,
simple & o8, I used to amuse myself
tﬁy imagining that centuries before some
orthern tribe must have wandered down
and settled there ; and, cut off by a hill on
the one side and a river on the other, had
never mingled with the people around.
The summer months swiftly by, but
the news of the taking of Berlin never
came to set our bells a-ringing ; still, we
were not impatient, we had S.ready for-
gotten our anger against those Prussians
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whose audacious folly had led them so far
astray. Nay, in the lovely antumn evenings
we used to pity them, and hope that our
soldiers would remember to be merciful, as
well as brave. All this time not a word—
Dot a thought—of disaster. The Sous-
Préfet seemed to become from day to day
more careworn and anxious, but no one
connected that with the war. One day he
excited a storm of mild witticiams by sug-
gesting that, as wo were living in a time of
war, we should raise a rifle-corps; not, of
m, to fight, but just as a little amuse-
Oh, how the Tropeziens laughed ! The
oaghl i s o Tt gub fbe
e idea of a ien i
wuout:o absurd. pesien Tgnting
. own little newspaper always spoke
In & vague, hazy way of glorious vict:ll)'l?es H
and as for Parisian papers, it soon became
strangely difficult to get hold of them.
Our stationer said that the agent forgot
to send them; why, he did not know;
and none of us very much cared. Thus
the long sunny days of September passed,
and when the first froste began to tinge
the bright foliage with purple and warm
brown, not a_suspicion lﬁ) reached our
little village that all was not well.
At length, one lovely morning, I was
I g in the sunshine, watching the
people whilst they arranged their autumn
fruits upon the stalls in the little market-
square. I was strolling about from ome
group to another, and chatting to each in
turn, when a man, with a strange look of
terror on his face, galloped up. Now the
Tropeziens never gallop—a gentle trot is
the utmost they ever venture on; so we
knew at once that the rider was a s or.
Moved as much by pity as by curiosity,
for evidently some awful sorrow had come
upon the man, the people left their stalls
sad gathered around him. He seemed
completely exhausted, aund although he
strove to speak, the only words we could
understand were: “Les Prussiens!” This

he almost shrieked, as he pointed wildly
in the direction whence he come, A

murmur of pity went round, for the idea
that some trouble had driven him mad was
present in all our minds. I think he must
have known it, for he glared at us as if in
angry despair, and asked for M. le Préfet.
The Préfecture was close at hand, so we
led him there at once, and lingered about
in the garden, for madmen were things
unheard of in Z.

anxious to know
revelation. .
« Mes amis,” the Sous-Préfet began in a

low, husky voice—*‘mes amis,” he re-
and then, covering his face with

his hands, he burst into tears and sobbed
aloud with uncontrollable emotion. For
one moment the little crowd stood spell-
bound ; then the Curé and the Maire, who
had just arrived, pushed their way to the
front, and, without a word, led him into
the house. .

‘We were none of us very quick at grasp-
ing at the idea of danger; but as ten
minutes, & quarter of an hour, half an hour
passed, and we still stood waiting in that
garden, I think a presentiment of evil crept
over most of us. No one spoke, no one
moved, but there was a feeling that things
were not as they should be, and a dogged
determination to know the worst was
written on most faces. At length the Maire
and the Curé came out on to the little iron
balcony that ran around the Préfecture. The
Curé was white and haggard, whilst even
good-natured M. le Maire wore an air of
gravity that was almost stern. .

« My friends,” he began, “a great mis-
fortane has come upon us, We have been
cruelly deceived. ~Those victories which
we celebrated with ringing of bells were
Prussian victories, not French ; and all the
news that has been sent to us is false. We
have been betrayed and beaten in every
engagement. The Emperor is a prisoner.
Paris is surrounded, and a detachment of
Prussian troops is marching in this direc-
tion.”

He paused. Men, women, and chik.lren
(by this time every inhabitant of the little
town was listening) stood as if striving to
realise the nature of this terror that was
coming upon them.

« M. le Sous-Préfet has known for some
time that things were going wrong, but he
was forbidden to tell us. He has asked
for troops for our defence, but the authori-
ties say we must defend ourselves.” One
long piteous wail arose from the crowq,

It could not have been more than five

“We have no time for crymlgl,' In foy
hours the Prussians will be here, and ',:
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have not a soldier, not a cannon. Hasany-
one anything to suggest”
The question seemed almost a mockery.
“ Well, then, I will tell you what M. le
Curé and I have decided ; and I may as
well tell you, at the same time, that M. le
Sous-Préfet is far from agreeing with us.
Now we cannot go out and fight the
Prussians, so let us go out and welcome
them. Yes; I see you are surprised, but
keep this clearly in your minds: the
Prussians will come here in spite of all we
may do, and sarely it will better for
them to come as friends than as enemies.
As I told you at first, a great misfortune
has come upon us, and we must face it as
best we can. After all, these Prussians
are human beings like ourselves; now, if
you afee with me, we will go out and
meet them, and tell them that we have no
ersonal ill-feeling towards them, and "—
ere for a moment M. le Maire hesitated,
and a gleam of amusement shot over his
face, which, however, he heroically sup-
pressed—“and in the olden times when
people wished to gain the goodwill of
others, they used to send them gifts, Now
these Prussians will be hungry and thitst{
after their long march—don’t you thin
it would be more easy and pleasant to talk
to them after they have eaten and drunk 1
In two hours' time we will start, and let
anyone who wishes to aid in this work of
reconciliation bring with him fruit, cakes,
wine, or any of those things by which the
heart of man is made glad.”
Astonishment, wonder, terror, every feel-
ing was now swallowed up in profound
admiration for the wisdom of M. le Maire.
One and all they ran to collect their peace-
offerings, and when, two hours later, the
procession started, there was really a goodly
show. At its head marched M. le Maire,
in his best frock-coat, and by his side
M.leCuré ; after them came a motley crowd
of men, women, children—nay, even babies
were not lacking. Some were bearing
tr%ys cob:ied wi:h oakles, tarts, and ro‘llll; d’
others, ets of purple grapes ; one chi
had a few shining red ag;;les, another a
tiny bottle of wine. There were clothes-
baskets full of fine white bread; wheel-
barrows, neatly covered with white linen,
and tastefully arranged with flowers, sweets,
sticks of chocolate—in a word, the sort of
array a grateful people might send out to
welcome a victorious army that had
delivered them from some sore danger. And
all this was going to the Prussians ! In
all that crowd, not a creature but what

was taking his offering, and, except the

Curé, not a creature who doubted as to the

irit in which hisoffering would bereceived.
y, blessed are the simple of heart.

Before evening I saw them return, lead-
ing their conquerors in triumph.  The
Prussian officers and men seemed delighted
with the novelty of their position, and if
& shade of contempt mingled with the
amusement of the former—what matter !
The Tropeziens never knew it. As for the
soldiers, they munched their cakes in
unquestioning content, and though their
hosts understood not a word of their

ted thanks, yet when a Uhlan
ifted a wearied child on to his shoulder,
or gave his arm to a tottering old woman,
his action spoke plainer than words.

During tﬁg month that followed there
was little peace for me. To the Tropeziens
German was an unknown language, and
unfortunately I knew it well, and paid the
penalty of my knowledge by being at
once instituted interpreter-general. The
German eoldiers used to bring to mae little
complimentary sentences to be put into
French, and later in the day their host, or
hostess, would come to me for answers in
German. Many were the intrignes I
helped to build up, and dire was the con-
fasion that resulted, whilst the blame or
the praise that fell to my share was
unstinted.

Still, all went on bright and smooth as a
summer-day. The German officers were
good-hearted fellows, and they mingled
with our people as friends and brothers.
They gave soirées, to which, after very
little persuasion, our demoiselles went
and danced; their musicians played for
us; they lent their horses, and all the
time overwhelmed us with expressions of
goodwill

The only breach of etiguette I heard of
was in the case of a man who bent down
and kissed a pretty girl as she was coming
with her bonne from school ; and for this,
many and abject were the apologies that
were made.

The day the Prussians left us, I took
refuge from the rain in a poor, broken-
down cottage. Its ownmer, a decrepit old
woman, kept wiping her eyes furtively as
she talked to me, and by de I drew
from her that she was weeping for the
Prussians,

«“Ah, sir,” she said in her strange

tois, * you don’t know how good they’ve

een to me! Two were billeted here, and
when I knew it I almost died of fright, for
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what could I do with two great soldiers in
the house? But the very first day they
broukfht in a piece of beef, and although I
could not understand a word of their
grants and growls, I knew they wanted it
cooked. I cooked it, and put a bit of
vegetable to it; and when it was ready,
8ir, one of those great, fierce-looking men
took it and cut it into three parts, and
put one part on a plate, and set a chair
before it, and then began talking to me so
fierce-like—at least, it sounded fierce-like
to me—I nearly died of fright again.
Then, as I didn’t understand him, he just
took me, and led me to the chair, and put
a knife and fork into my hand, and I
knew then that he meant me to eat the
meat. And all the time they were here,
no matter what they had, they would never
touch a bit of it unless I would take my
part too. They used to call me * Mutter’.”
And the old woman sobbed again.

From all the towns around came tales
of violence, outrage, and bloodshed. In
Tropez alone was peace and goodwill.
Who can say that BE. le Maire was not
wise in his generation 1

CHRONICLES OF ENGLISH
COUNTIES.
MIDDLESEX. PART L

IN dealing with Middlesex, the last on
our list of English counties, the difficulty
at once suggests itself as to whether
London is to be incladed or excepted. To
deal adequately with London would require
greater space than is at our disposal, but
to pass it over would leave but a meagre
subject for the chronicler. The difficulty
is one to be rather evaded than directly
met, for, like King Charles’s head in the
memorial, London is sure to make its way
into any essay upon the history of the
county, which is, in fact, little more than a
dependency of the great city within its
borders. Even officially, London may be
said to rule over the whole county, for,
sinceanimpecunious Kingsold theshrievalty
of the county to the citizens of London,
whenever there has been a case for hanging,
drawing, or quartering in any part of the
county, or of levy, or replevy, or any
other unpleasant process to be inflicted
on Her Majesty's lieges, it is the chosen
officer of the citizens of London who does
execation.

But long before county and city had
assumed their present relations, the Bishop,
who shared with the Portreeve the secular

government of the City, held almost undis-
uted sway over the conntry round about.

hether there had ever ceased to be a
Bishop in London since the first establish-
ment of the Christian faith in Britain under
the Roman sway, is a matter of some doubt.
When he first comes into full historic light
we find him a prelate high above the rest in
power and influence, and little inferior in
anything but ecclesiastical rank to the
metropolitan of Canterbury. Reminders
of the former territorial importance of the
Church in Middlesex may be found in the
prebends of St. Paul’s, many of which take
their titles from manors and lordships in the
surrounding country beyond the city walls.
So ancient are these prebendal endowmenta
that soma of their estates, situated farther
afield on the Essex coast, have disappeared
under the waves in the course of ages, and
have left only a memory behind.

When we remember that the diocese of
London is nothing else but the ancient
kingdom of the East Saxons, and that this
kingdom so-called, was, perhaps, in its
turn, only the survival of the former Roman
diocese, we may be led into speculations on
the continuity of civic as well as ecclesiastical
lifehereabouts, which have hitherto no great
authority to support them. But, anyhow,
in Middlesex, the Bishofp, whether by grants
from pious Saxon chiefs, or in virtue of his
high office, was something like a prince,
and long before the Conquest he held one
of the pleasantest and most fertile of the
meadow tracts about London. In Fulham,
to quote from Domesday, the Bishop of
London had forty hides, and the buildings
that clustered there, the lowlyroofs, beneath
which was much good cheer, opened
their hospitable doors upon a fertile plain
of meadows and orchards, interspersed with
rich arable tracts, where the plonghman
drove his team afield, secare under the
sacred banner of the Church. And there
is still ploughing going on at Fulham ; even
in this very year of grace the present writer
saw a ploughman—actually a ploughman,
at worg with his plough and team, while
all about the carcases of unfinished houses
and the rubbish of half-made roads enfold
the patch of country.

Even now, when all things are changing,
you may look down from the arches of the
District Railway u'gon something like
a country village. The pleasant, warm-
looking, red-bricked houses are there, with
their roomy gardens, with arbours and
pleasure-houses, where one might still eat
a pippin in summertime with much
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satisfaction. Among them rises the grey old
church tower, and beyond are the tall elms
that screen the Bishop’s palace. Pleasant,
too, was the glimpse of rural quiet, even
when red omnibuses and dusty hansoms
were rolling by, a glimpse beneath the
porte-cochére—the square archway, so to
speak—of the old-fashioned house that
stood athwart the Fulham end of Putney
Bridge ; a house that seemed a last re-
minder of the old-fashioned bridges, with
houses perched picturesquely over the tide,
and on t?l which the traveller assedh:ome-
times under a prison-gate, with, perhaps, a
grizzly head or two impaled upon its
spikes; sometimes beneath the groined
roof of a chapel, where some favourite
saint invited the wayfarer’s votive offering.

But old Patney Bri:fe will soon be a
thing of the past. It had neither antiquity
nor beauty to recommend it, but still it
will be missed, and the more pretentious
granite arches that succeed it will be long
ere they acquire such a crust of old associa-
tions, And just where crosses the primitive
wooden bridge the river takes one of the
most gracious aspects of its course. Above
and below, for some miles, the banks are
often uncomely and even gruesome to con-
template, but here, with woods, and lawns,
and the noble sweep of the stream, we get
a glimpse of what a grand river should be
like. And that this should be sach a
pleasant corner we owe, no doubt, to the
old Churchmen who made their home here,
and dug and planted for other men’s
posterity.

There were swamps and marshes between
Falham and Chelsea, where there was
bhawking, no doubt, in the olden days,
where the heron waded in the marshy
streams, and where there was abundance
of fowl, both great and small.  Indeed, it
was as the home of the fowl that Fulham,
they say, firat took its name, although this
may be doubted, being rather too vivid an
imaginative flight for the sturdy Saxon.
A brook that rises on Wormwood Scrabs,
and fiads its way, if it can, among a net-
work of sewers to join the Thames opposite
Battersea, forms the boundary between old
Fulbam and Chelsea ; and what a brook it
is when it reaches the river in the form
of a sullen tidal creek, where barges lie up
on the black mud—a fitting place for Mr.

Quilp to take up his abode.
There is always something to show for
Chelsea in the me red-brick hos-

ital for old soldiers; the plan of which
indly Nell Gwyn was the first, it is said,

to suggest to her royal lover. Bat is there
anything left of the suburban village to
which so many of the court and town
resorted for fresh air? ¢ Pray, are no fine
buns sold here in our town, was it not
Rerrr-rare Chelsea Buns § ” writes Swift to
Stella, from his little room in Chelsea.
“Six shillings a week for one silly room,
with confounded coarse sheets.” And in
May, he records the hay almost fit to be
mowed. And then he rows across with
fine ladies and others to hear the nightin-
gales at Vauxhall. One night at eleven
o'clock he is tempted by the ripples of the
water, and went down in night-gown and
slippers to swim in the river.

'here is just & morsel left of old Chelsea,
a fragment of High Street, with the stamp
of individuality, and two rival bun-houses
to keep up the traditions of the warm and
saffron-flavoured bun. Old Cheyne Walk
still retains its gracious outline, with the
elms under which Carlyle would sometimes
smoke his pipe at nights; and the comely
brick church is always a landmark. But
of the t people who lived here in their
grand g:::es, only & name here and there
of street or terrace recalls the memory.
Lady Jane Cheyne sleeps in the church
hard-by, who gave her name to the walk,
where perhaps she might be met in dim
brocade some starry night by one gifted
with second-sight. She was of the proud
Cavendish blood, daughter of the Cavalier
chief who fought Tom Fairfax in the north,
and she married plain Charles Cheyne,
who afterwards became Viscount New-
haven. Cheyne’s house had once been a
royal jointure-house ; and here had lived
Catherine Parr for & while with her hand-
some Admiral, and with the Princess
Elizabeth under her charge, too sprightly
and frolicsome for the much - married
Catherine, A few years later here lived
the widowed Duchess of Northumberland,
who had seen her eldest son mounting the
steps of a throne only tc mount still higher
to the scaffold. And yet a mother of for-
tunate sons and daughters—of the good
Earl of Warwick, of Elizabeth’s favourite,
Leicester, and of the mother of Philip
Sidney. Long before, the old manor-
house had belonged, with the adjacent
lands, to the reverend abbot of West-
minster; for all about Middlesex, what
St. Paul had missed, St. Poter had gained
—a division of territory which perhaps
gave rise to the well-known adage about
robbing the one to pay the other. Last
of all, in this strange, eventful history,
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appears Sir Hans Sloane, preserved to fame
in Sloane Street and Hans Place, who came
to Chelsea in his old age, with his fine
collections of curios and antiquities, which
at his death went to form the nucleus
of the British Museum.

But here we are getting fairly into
London and must retrace our steps. If
we took the county according to its official
divisions, we should now take a complete
circait of the City, for the Hundred of Ossnl-
stame is simply the belt of land sarround-
ing old London, and now comprises some
of the busiest parts of the metropolis,
its divisions consisting of Westminster,
Kensington, Holborn, Finsbury, and the
Tower. And being covered with houses,
and ruled by countless local bodies,
under numberless Acts of Parliament, the
hundred has disappeared altogether from
public view, and the sufferers from popular
distarbances are puzzled enough i‘;w to
enforce their legal claims against it. Bat,
apart from these considerations, the
existence of this particalar hundred and its
boundaries are of some interest, as show-
ing pret4y clearly that the divisions of the
connty, which, although popularly ascribed
to Alfred the Great, are, no doubt, much
earlier, were made with reference to
London as a centre ; that the county, in
fact, was made to fit the town, the reverse
being generally the case in Teutonic in-
stitations.

It will be more convenient, however, to
take the chief highways which branch out
from London as a centre, beginning with
the great road to the West—the Bath
road as it used to be called—which may
be said to start from the White Horse
Cellar in Piccadilly and to end by

Famed Bolerium, caps of storms,

It is only in comparatively recent days
that the western road took its outlet
through Kensington and Hammersmith.
Stukely says that the Roman road from
Chichester crossed the Thames at Staines,
where it was joined by other great roads,
and passed through Brentford to Turnham
Green, and over Stamford Bridge, where
Stamford Brook still waters a patch of
half-open common, and so by the Acton
road into London. And this was the route
generally followed by travellers, till the
age of coaches commenced and turnpikes
were in the ascendant. A fragment of
the old road may be, perhaps, recognised
in the Goldhawk Road, which takes its
pame from the extinct manor of Cold-
hawe, and not from the public-house sign

of The Gilded Hawk—and which starts as
if it meant to be an important thorough-
fare, but dies away into nothingness just
about that same Stamford Brook. It was
a rough and broken way, we may imagine,
about Cromwell's time, when the Lord
Protector, riding homewards from the
west, narrowly escaped an ambush laid for
him in the wilds of Shepherd’s Bush.

But to follow the more modern track.
'We may leave Kensington, toits specialists,
who discourse often pleasantly enough
about the old Court suburb, although in its
courtly functions it does not seem to have
arrived at any great antiquity. And
we may leave Hammersmith, which local
pronunciation would lead one to suppose
had been Emma’s Mead, but which was
probably Hamon’s Mead, with only a
glance at its convents — now all new
and furbished up, but in themselves the
firat monastic commaunities established in
England since the Reformation. It is said,
indeed, that a community of nuns has
existed at Hammersmith uninterraptedly
gince Roman Catholic times; being un-
endowed with landed property, it was
overlooked or not thought worth dis-
turbing at the dissolution of religious
houses. Bat the familiar picture which the
name of Hammersmith recalle, the graceful
suspension bridge with its brown towers
and its steamboat-pier in the centre—this
will no more be seen by mortal eyes
—its chains are gone, its towers are
fallinnga.st, and what we may see in its
place Heaven only knowe.

We must turn aside for a glimpse at
Chiswick, with its church by the river-
bank—a brand-new church, but with the
old tower still standing—and surrounded
by the old graveyard with its tombs of
Hogarth angrioutherburg, and close by
a comely old-fashioned Mall Great
stretches of high brick wall conceal the
Duke of Devonshire’s villa, built upon the
site of a house once occupied by Robert
Carr, Earl of Somerset, whose intrigue with
the Countess of Essex, who subsequently
became his wife, formed one of those
unsavoury romances which delighted the
public as much then as now. Here in
sullen retirement and disgrace the unhappy
woman ended her days in the now loathed
companionship of the man for whom she
had sacrificed everything. The Earl sur-
vived his partner for many years, and was
obliged to mortgage his house in order to

sy%lis daughter’s marriage-portion to her
usband, Lord Russell. In the ducal villa
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of modern times have often gathered the
most distinguished representatives of the
various worlds of arte.and politics, and here
by a curious coincidence died Fox and
Canning, visitors only at the house of a
friend; to whom death came in his turn
without ceremony.

Almost as far as Turnham Green, which
is the inland portion of Chiswick parish,
King Charles the First had reached on his
victorious march from the west, when
everyone thought that he was destined to
enter London in triumph and send all the
Parliament folk to the Tower, and perhaps
to the scaffold; when Milton, stout Puritan
as he was, could only frame a sonnet to
deprecate the fary of the stormers.

Lift not thy spear against the muse’s bower.

But Lord Essex, with twenty-four
thousand men, marched out this way, and
encamped on Turnham Green, and the
auspicions moment having been lost,
Charles retreated slowly and reluctantly to
Kingston.

Soon we reach Gunnersbury, originally
Gunyldsbury, and perhaps the home of the
Danish ﬁlr:noaes Gunyld, which, as Norden
says in his Speculum, ““is well scytuate for
wood, ayre, and water”. Gunnersbar
House, now occupied by Baron Rothachild,
is a fine old Jacobean mansion in origin,
built by Webbe, a pupil of Inigo Jones,
but a good deal altered and enlarged, with
a chapel built for the use of the Princess
Amelia, who at one time occupied the
house. Gunnersbury Lane is still very
much of a couuntry lane, and the count;
round about is still a little countrified,
while orchards and market-gardens dispute
the ground with rows of houses, the
skirmishing line of greater London.

It is not easy to write enthusiastically of
Brentford—

tedious town,
For dirty streets and white-legged chickens known.

Its long dull street, where every other
house almost is a tavern, seems to the
pedestrian as if it would never come to
an end. A wayside town, it owed its
straggling length to the wayfaring traffic
of the coaching age, and there are still
more carriers’ carts passing throungh than
you might think, to and from the Old
Bailey, while on market-nights there is a
long procession of waggons all night lo:
towards Covent Garden—waggons whicnﬁ
return next day loaded up with manure
from the London stables, The river
Brent, from which the place takes its name,
has some historical interest in respect of

its ford, which has often been hotly
disputed for the defence of London against
enemies coming from the west. To say
nothing of battles with the Danes, tooremote
and uncertain to inspire much interest,
there was a brisk engagement here between
Royalists and Parliamentarians, when the
latter were driven from the defences they
had raised, and London, as we have just
now related, seemed at the mercy of the
King.

The Brent River rises a good way to the
north of London in the valley between
Highgate and Finchley, where a cluster of
houses named Brent Street gives us a clue
to the name of the river. Some British
dwellings or Roman villas probably stood
there, which our Saxon ancestors, with
characteristic amenity, destroyed by fire,
and named the place in commemoration of
their exploit, Brent Street. And thus the
Celtic name of the stream being lost, the
newcomers called the stream, from the
g{lgwe it flowed from, Brent Brook or Brent

iver.

Isleworth was probably Thistleworth—
a grand feeding-ground for donkeys, which
are still reared in the neighbourhood. And
now we approach the quondam heath of
Hounslow, once the terror of travellers
for its highwaymen, but now nearly all
enclosed. To the ﬁfht. lies Heston, a
pleasant village enough, and Osterley Park
with its solid, red-brick mansion.

A somewhat dull and phlegmatic country
iiesl})efore us, highly cultivated, but more

ortile, perhaps, than fragrant—a country
withontpemea%st;ws or wild-flowers; the
smallest primrose-root would be ruthlessly
extmetedp for the hawker’s basket—where
gangs of women, with the mud of the
streets on their broken boots and patched
ﬁ;tments, are weeding or hoeing in long
8.

o

Bedfont is noteworthy if only for
its curious yew-trees in the churchyard,
neatly trimmed into the faint presentment
of two fighting-cocks—birds in which,
according to tradition, the parson of the
Earish once took a fond delight. But after

edfont all is blank for miles—straight
road, stumpy trees, stiff hedges, 1«:})
ditches, the only eminence a distant rail-
way-bridge—till we reach Staines, a town
which is accurately described in gazetteers
as neat, but which has no other attraction,
except its convenience as a boating-station
on the river.

Staines, anciently Stan, takes its name
from the old boundary-stone of the City’s
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jur;lf:g:‘ion on the river—a stone tl;a‘tt,’lif
it in its original position, probably
marks the site of the old Romag bridge
over the river. The Roman name, indeed,
of Staines, Pontes, would imply that there
was more than one bridge. It may have
been that the river then flowed in more
than one channel, and was crossed by a
series of bridges; but anyhow here has
always been an important crossing over

the river.
Fo explore the peninsula cut off by the
highway between Brentford and Staines,

we may first take a cross-country road to
Ashford, less known than its bustling
south-eastern rival. The first cause of
Ashford, the ford over the little river—
once the Esk, no doubt—varies the dulness
of the way; a pretty scene, with a peaked
bridge and a run of water beneath, with
reeds and water-weeds, and sometimes a
water-hen splashing about, and all with a
background of dark firs, Ashford iteelf
comes next, with villas and cottages about
the little church, and bigger hounses scat-
tered about in the midst of lawns and
gardens. Close by is a kind of wilderness,
called Littleton, with gorse and thorn-
bushes, and swmning with rabbits, while
some fine old trees give a kind of dignity
to the scene. Littleton looks interesting,
and as if it had a history, but nobody
seems to know anything about it.

Laleham, too, is & nice little village,
on a pleasant and * fishy ” looking bend of
the river, where the banks are shaded with
ash and willow, and rows of the inevitable
elm. And here are old-fashioned red-brick
houses with roomy ens, Ponds and
ducks abound, and ditches condact the
drainage of the district in a primitive way
towards the river. Then there is a
rambling old church, very ancient and
much patched, and an enviable parsonage
all covered with syringa. Happy, too,
is Laleham in that it has no {iatory
of a definite character, although tradition
speaks of a certain river meadow that was
gained for the parish by the pious care of
its inhabitants in burying a drowned person
found upon its banks.

The pleasant little riverside towns of
Shepperton and Sunbury have little to
contribute to the general history of the
oounty, but Hampton, with its splendid
green and adjacent royal palace, seems to
invite a little delay. Long was Moulsey
Harst, close by, a kind of Campus
Martius, where, in the old pugilistic days
of Cribb, and Spring, and the reat, many

a well-fought battle was decided within
the roped enclosure. There, too, is the
racecourse, once almost the only suburban
racecourse of any note, and that note of
rather a minor key; with little to tempt
the turfite, but dear to the costermonger
and sporting batcher and baker of the
period. But what a wonderful change has
come over the scene, with Kempton Park,
and Sandown, and Croydon, with races all
the year round, and thousands of pounds
given away in prizes, and still more
thousands won and lost over every race,
while wealth and fashion crowd the stands
and enclosures, and the gate-money pours
in with ever-increasing stream ! y,
whatever else may be in decay, the turf
has suffered no hard times.

This, by the way, ted by the
aspect of Moulsey Hurst ; Ent it is need-
less to remark that the serious interest
of Hampton is concentrated in its palace.

The quaint-looking palace, a sort of
Datoh \?ernilles on a small scale, retains
one quadrangle, which bears the marks of
its first founder, Cardinal Wolsey, and
with ite trim lawns and flower- and
geometric avenues, looks, on a bright
summer’s day, a really going concern, which
it would be easy to people with the actors
of other times. It is not ther un-
inhabited; soldiers mount guard at the
gates; within the sunny garden-borders old
ladies with their hp-gogs are wheeled
about in Bath-chairs; nor are there wanting
grace and beauty to brighten up the sombre
old windowl:.e {z:g:;t be aﬁkin of spl&r)xdid
misery to in Hampton Court,
the rooms often dark and low, the kitchen
a long way off from the dining-room—in
the next block, perhape ; and then there are
the ghosts at night. Sometimes we may
fancy anterooms, and pmenoe-chambetn‘
and secret closets, all illumined by a spectr
kind of light, as gilded coaches dash silently
up, and pages and equerries throng the
staircases and entrances. |

At Hampton you have a glimpse of t|
royalty of the past, the life en plein jour
the ng or Queen, when their rising and
their going to bed were so many half-publiy
performances of high interest and impo!
tance, when the gentlemen and ladies
the bedchamber actually performed t
duties of their office, and royalty shiver
in the cold, while noble dames disputed t.
right to hand over the robe de nuit. The:
is the royal four-poster, there the clock
which the King regulated his slumbers
With all this cumbrous etiquette

B
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majesty had sometimes to rise early and
start upon long journeys, with hard knocks,
marching, and cannonading at the end of
them. There were backstair plots, too,
and mutterings, and, altogether, life at
Hampton Court was not a bed of roses,

But all this is long ago. Hardly one of
our present dynasty has used the place as a
residence, and it is with William the Third
and his Queen that the chief associations
of the court are connected. But always
we shall remember Wolsey there, the proud
Cardinal who first saw the advantages of
the site, and who must have deeply
regretted the sacrifice to prudence that he
made in handing over the place to his royal
master. Henry himself is a constant pre-
sence there, now with his cruel frown, and
now with his falsely jovial air, Here came
his Queens, one after the other. It was a
sort of ogre’s castle for them, where they
might in fancy see the bleaching bones of
their predecessors. Queen Bess did not
care for the place; the air was too stagnant
for her. But the Stuarts loved it well, the
merry monarch the least of all, perhaps.

The pictures, too, that line the walls—
the fine collection of portraits chiefly—
require a lengthened study, and are of
priceless interest to those who have become
acquainted with the originals in the history
of their own land. But, somehow, a hasty
glance seems all that is poseible at Hamp-
ton Court. You promise yourself to go
again often, but you do not go. There
seems a spell about the place, so that no
cunningly-laid plans to reach it ever suc-
ceed. It must be visited, if at all,
“promiscuous like ”.

And now we come to Twickenham—IJe
vienx Twick of the bourgeois monarch
who, as Duke of Orleans, lived here so
long, and gave his title to Orleans House,
The house, where lately the Orleans Club
held its aristocratic revels, is not without
its " interest. Here once came Princess
Anne for country air, with that one boy of
hers who, among her flock of children,
alone passed safely the perils of infancy.
He would have been King of England had
he lived, and changed the face of history,
E:ba ,thinyoung Duke of Gloucester,with

is little boy ent, instead of wooden
soldiers, to march up and down the formal
paths and round about the cabbage-beds.

Two notable veterans shared the rest of
the century between them in this same
house.

Jamie Johnstone, of Warriston, whose
father had lost his head, with his patron,

Argyle, in the troubles of 1663, and who
was now Secretary of State and Lord
Register for Scotland, was one of them.
Here he entertained Queen Caroline, George
the Second’s faithful consort, building an
octagon room in honour of the occasion.
But the good man died in 1737, just about
the time of the Porteous Riots; so that
Jeanie Deans could not have seen him
when she made her famous visit to London.
He was nin::ly years of age when he died,
and had lived under ten sovereigns, if one
may count the two Cromwells. He might
have been taken in his nurse’s arms to the
execution of Charles the First, and lived
to hob-a-nob with poor Queen Caroline—
surely a life that must have been charged
with strange memories.

The other veteran was & stout and florid
English figure, a brave, old - fashioned
Admiral, Sir Geor%e Pocock, who, after
exchanging many hard knocks with the
French in the Indian Seas, had the good
luck to captore the Havannah, and retired
to Twickenham to enjoy his laurels and
his prizemoney. Kempenfelt — brave
Kempenfelt, who went down, with twice
five hundred men, in the Royal George—
was one of his captains, and another
was Norfolk Jervis, who afterwards won
a peerage at Camperdown. Pocock
himself was & nephew of that unhappy
Admiral Byng who was court-martialled
and shot, ‘‘pour encourager les autres”. A
notable thing, too, is it that Sir George
bad under his orders the gallant Thunder-
bomb, and knew something about the
unhappy Billie Taylor and his ladie faire.
Pocock died when the French Revolution
was in full swing, and illustrious exiles
were coming in shoals to our shoresa.

One of the first to settle at Twickenham
was Louis Philippe, a fugitive from the
revolutionary army, in which he had held
high command. His two younger brothers,
the Duc de Montpensier and the Comte de
Beaujolais, who joined him here on their
release from prison, died in their sombre
place of exile. But Louis Philippe lived
here, at intervals, till he returned to France
at the Royalist restoration. Hardly, how-
ever, had he unpacked bis trunks, when he
came flying back, contentedly enough, to
le vieux Twick for the hnaned days of
Napoleon'’s last struggle. The house wasa
resort of the Orleans family till 1875, when
the Duc d’Aumale finally abandoned it to
the clubbites, but when Louis Philippe re-
tarned for his last exile, in 1848, he took up
his abode at Claremont, which was assigned
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to him by King Leopold of Belgium, who
had a life-interest in the place in right of
his late wife, the hapless Princess Charlotte.

More congenial, perhaps, are the me-
mories of Pope, in his villa by the banks
of silver Thames, and of Walpole at Straw-
berry Hill, the house still existing, but the
grounds all cat up into building sites ;
memories that we must leave for another
chapter.

VICTIMS.
Br THEO GIFT.

Awuthor of ** Lil Lorimer,”" ** An Alili and its Price,”
E@a., Ete.

——

CHAPTER VL A VILLA AT WEYBRIDGE.

* VERA, don’t forget that Naomi is going
to have some friends this evening, and that
you are to make yourself look pretty,” said
Leah, with something more than her usual
briskness one afternoon.

They were not at the Josephs’s house in
Kensington. Mr. Josephs had gone off
with his wife to the meeting of the British
Association in Dublin, and Naomi, whose
husband had taken a villa at Weybridge
for the summer, had invited all the foun er
members of the family—Vera included—
to come down to her there for the weeks of
their parents’ absence.

It will be a treat to get you to myself
for even so short a time, Leah, after your
being away so long,” the elder sister said
coaxingly ; “ and as for your friend, I shall
be delighted to have her. My babies have
struck up a tremendous alliance with her ;
and only yesterday Alix was saying to
me, ‘ Do ask F'ench 'ung lady to ’tay gete,

mummy. Her tells such nice fairly ’tories
to L’ Come all of you to-morrow.”

And they had done so without more
ado; not being a family at all given to
making difficulties, or standing on ceremony
with one another, but being always pre-
pared to give or take with equal readiness.

To Vers, indeed, the overflowing hearti-
ness and jollity, the keen banter and family
jokes, the freedom from all constraint, and
abeolute confidence which reigned in both
households, were a perpetual and never
flagging wonder, the effect of which, how-
ever, was to make her at first even more
shy and retiring—with Leah as well as the

ers—than she had ever been before.

“Bat you see it is all so new and
different to me,” she had said plaintively
once when the latter expostulated with her.
“Even you yourself, Leah. Not that you

are less nice to me than you were. In-
deed, I think that in some ways you seem
nicer than ever, but at St. Tryphine your
niceness all appeared to belong to me, to
be for me, and no one else; just as you
were not like anyone else, but a beautiful
fairy come down into my world to make
it bright for me; while here you belong
to your parents, and brothers, and sisters,
and a lot of other people, and they belong
to you, and are a.lfe: little like you, and
you like them, and it is I who have come
into your world—the fairyland world—
only, instead of being a brightness, I am
a dull little patch there as a mortal should
be,” and Vera laughed a trifle sadly.

Leah laughed too, putting her arms
round the girl as she did so.

“Why, Vera, what a fancifal little
flatterer you are! And such poetical
fancies, too! But, do you know, you are
not really flattering me, after all, when
you show me that you made me more at
home with you in Brittany than we are
doing with you here. Why should you
call yourself a dull little patch ¢ You are
not so to us, and you would not feel so
yourself if you would be only less shy, and
would talk and enjoy yourself, instead of

hiding away in corners and peeping out
with your great, solemn eyes like a white
mouse in a cage of magpies. Mother said

only the other day that she was afraid you
were not happy here.”

“Oh, but I am; and I did not mean
‘dull’ in that sense,” cried Vera eagerly.
“That is just what I enjoy, looking at
and listening to you all, and keeping
quiet myself. It is just like a play to me
with a lot of scenes, or a long gallery of
pictures ; only they are all pleasant pictures
and scenes, and I never get tired of them
as I might of real ones. Please, please
tell your mother so, dear Leah, or perhaps
she will think I am ungrateful, and will
want to send me away.”

“ Here she is, so you had better tell her
yourself. She is such a sceptical old
woman she mightn’t believe me,” said Leah
gaily; but, indeed, both she and the others
soon found out that Vera's shyness and
silence did not mean unhappiness, and that
the only thing which really distressed her
was to be forced out of it, and made to
come into the foreground, and mingle with
the talk and chaff of the lively young
people about her.

Her great delight on the other hand was,
as Naomi said, to get hold of that
lady’s three younger children, and pet and
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play with them by the hour together; a
fancy of which those young Turks soon
became aware, and which they turned to
account by riding roughshod over her in
every sense of the word, galloping to
Banbury Cross on her foot, trapping her
between four chairs as a bear, chasing her
along the garden walks as a rabbit, riding
trinmphantly on her back with the thick,
plaited tail of her hair clutched in their
little hands to hold on by, or cuddled down
in her lap to be sung to, with a luxurious
pleasure which was more than reciprocated
by the lomely little girl, who had never
lived in a house with little children in it
before, and thought each of their words
and ways more charming than the last.

For their parents she had much less
admiration. Naomi, it is true, was mot
unlike Leah in many ways; and was a
very pretty, sensible young woman, over-
flowing with good nature to everyone, and
prepared to feel special kindness towards
anyone who had the good taste to admire
her children ; but she had not her sister’s
advantages either in the way of natural
talent or education, and having had to deal
with the rougher and more prosaic side of
life in her early youth, had in these later
days of prospent{ taken more ardently to
the creature-comforts of life than is per-
haps consistent with a high degree of
refinement or intellectual culture, And
creature-comforts, combined with a healthy
capacity for enjoying them to the utmost,
have a tendency to make the female
figure spread, to double the classic chin, and
bring an undue floridness to the cheeks.
Naomi did not like getting fat. She had
had a particularly small waist in the days
of her girlhood, and that portion of her she
mansged to retain of very medium size by
dint of rigorous lacing ; but the result, as
regards the line of beauty, was hardly per-
haps as successful as might have been
desired ; and her mother had remonstrated
more than once on the process.

« Better let yourself go, dear,” she said
kindly. It can't be healthy to take your-
gelf in so much; and I'm sure it is that
which sends the blood to your face.” Bat
Naomi was unpersuadable,

“ My dearest mother, I should be a por-
poise! How very brutal of you! And
my waist is only just decent as it is. If I
were to let it get a bit bigger, Lucas would
be so disgusted with me he'd go off with
some other young woman. Don’t you
think he would, Miss St. Laurent? I
know he admires you.”

Vera thought Mrs. Lucas vulgar, and
wondered she could be Leah's sister, or
that Mrs. Josephs should seem equally fond
and proud of both her daughters. She did
not at all understand it when the tender-
hearted mother would say, with tears in
her eyes, after a visit from her eldest girl :

«“Ah, no one knows what Naomi is to
me, who didn’t see her in the days when
she and I had to fight through our worst
troubles together. E.l‘hat child ! I can see
her now, a wee thing of seven, toasting her
father’s bread, or staigering up and down
the room with baby Leah in her arms so
as to set me free to see to the other house
duties. And when she was bigger, the
times and times she’s gone to school with
only a bit of dry bread in her satchel that
there might be more butter left for the
little ones, or pretended not to care about
milk in her coffee at breakfast ! The
Lord bless my girl! 'Tis a righteous re-
ward that she should enjoy her life now.”

Neither did Vera return Mr. Lucas's
admiration ; though her indifference to
men—a peculiarity which even Leah could
not help remarking wonderingliy—made her
less keen to detect the special faults in him.

After all they were not very heinous
ones; for it certainly could not be put down
as a fault, of malice on his part that Mr.
Lucas only stood five foot nothing in his
boots, and that the little legs terminatin,
in the said boots were so thin and curv
as to suggest his having been a weakly
babe set down to toddle too early in life ;
nor that his nose was unduly large, and his
chin disproportionately small for the rest
of his features; while his conversation dealt
so exclusively with sale and barter,with rise
in this and fall in that, that Vera, who, like
most girls, thought nothing so uninterest-

ing as money matters, quite sympathised-

with Mr. Josephs when he to say :

“Naomi’s good man is coming to tea?’
Then bring me mine into my study, one of
you. I've got a delicate experiment to
make this evening, and if the word ‘city’
once gets into my brain there's no more
ho%e for science in it.”

'o do him justice, however, Mr. Lucas
never wilfully obtruded his own special
topic on his father-in-law, for whom, as for
all his wife’s family, he entertained the
warmest respect and admiration. He
was a City man, of course, and a City
man, “pur et simple,” understanding
nothing so well as the making of money,
s ing very well in the manufacture,
and enjoying 1t hugely when made. But
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more even than money—or the making of
it—did Mr. Lucas worship his wife and
adore his children ; nor did the assiduity
of his grubbings in the City show itself, as
with many Christians, in stinginess at
home and close-fistedness generally, He
was really an excellent young man, generous
to his family, charitable to the poor—the
Jewish poor, ‘bien entendu”—a regular
attendant at the synagogue, keeping all the
fasts and feasts of the law with the greatest
regularity, and being far more orthodox
m&uy than the men of the Josephs

ily. Also, utterly prosaic and common-
place as he might be, he had a weakneas,
or, rather, & passion, a romance of his very
own, so delicious, all-absorbing, and con-
solatory, that, even though ¢ shirtings had
fallen again” and ‘ blue winseys were a
drug in the market”, he could still find
peace and joy during those months of the
year when the seasons permitted him to
devote part at any rate of his evenings to
the enjoyment of it, I allude to that sport
which an ill-natared person has somewhat
flippantly described as “a hook at one end
of a line and a fool at the other.”

It was for the indulgence of this pastime
that Mr. Lucus had gone to the expense of
the Weybridge villa ; though it is not to
be denied that he got it cheaper than any-
one alse could have done, its owner bei::i
in his debt and glad to economise abro
for a time ; and anyone who had seen him
emerge from the station of an evening and

home, smug and City-like, in his
tightly-fitting frock-coat, top hat, and patent
leather boots, to sally forth again a few
minutes later, clad in a shabby and worn-
out suit of checked flannel, a cap of the
same material on his head, with ear-flaps
tisd down under his chin, a disreputable
old fish-basket in one hand and a bundle
of rods, ete., in the other, would hardly have
known him for the same person. This,
however, was Mr. Lucas in his highest and
happiest momentas, just as the subsequent
hours, which he , silent, motionless,
and almost breathless, on a cane chair in a
punt moored about half a mile down the
river, were those of the purest and most
unalloyed enjoyment he ever experienced.
So well this was understood, indeed, by
the whole family, that his eldest boy and
the two young Josephs looked on the
privilege of a seat in the punt, and a
minjature rod of their own, as something
akin to the ¢ golden bar of heaven ” ; while
his wife, though delighting in nothing go
much 'as the society of her neighbours on

theee summer afternoons, would have given
up every engagement in the world rather
than not be at home when her Albert came
back from town, so as to see that his rods
and other paraphernalia were ready in the
hall, and give him a cup of tea and a kiss
before he departed to his beloved punt,
and she to some river picnic or afternoon
tennis-party ; at which latter, though she
did not play herself, she could sit in the
shade chatting to other matron friends, and
think how much more gracefully Leah
played than the other girls, and how much
prettier, sharper, and better behaved her
children were than the children of any
other lady present.

Vera did not play tennis, In the first
place she did not know the game, and in the
next she was too shy to learn it ; on hear-
ing which, Mr. Lucas was cruel enough to
propose that she should come in the punt
widl:ol:im and fish, and Naomi declared it
was the greatest honour he had shown any
girl of her acquaintance.

‘“He won’t have me. He says I can’t
do without talkmg and fn’qhte ing the
fish; and it’s true—1I really can’t. I should
scream if I wasn't allowed to say some-
thing once in five minutes,” she said
candidly ; and even Leah observed :

“1 hope you won’t mind it, dear. You
needn’t go again if it's stupid ; but I do
think Albert wants to be kind, and show
you attention.”

Poor Vera had not courage to resist,
and went like a martyr offering no further
protest than a feeble : .

“Bat I don’t know how to fish|”

“ Oh, you will soon learn,” said Mr. Lucas
benevolently ; “it comes of itself to those
who have a taste for it, and I am sure you
have. I see you like being quiet, and this
is quiet and excitement, too—the perfection
of both. See here ; take hold of your rod —
8o, and just play the line gently. We mustn't
talk, you know—it would never do to dis-
turb the fish—and, when you feel a bite,
turn your wrist quickly, and—— Of course,
though, if it is & very heavy fellow——"

Buat perhaps this recommendation was
needless. Indeed, Mr. Lucas was not often
called upon to struggle with a ¢ heavy
fellow " himself, and Vera certainly never
felt a bite at all. She sat like a statue, the
picture of meek docility, for three hours,
never opening her lips or stirring; and
only revealed the depths of her nnse:h'{ to
Leah by the piteous enquiry, after their
return home:

“Do you think I need ever go again,

%
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Leah$ Of course, I must, if you say so;
but do you think I need %”

Leah made haste to assure her to the
contrary.

“ My dearest child, how often must I
tell you that you never need do anything
you don’t like here? All we want—now
that your father is better—is for you to
enjoy yourself and be happy.”

On the present occasion, Vera did not
look as if the idea of an evening entertain-
ment was enjoyment, for ehe faced round
from where she was sitting, screwed up on
the lower step of an iron staircase leading
down from tEe drawing-room to the villa-
garden, and said, rather apprehensively:

“ Do you mean & lgnty, Leaht”

“Oh dear no! But Naomi has found
out that the Salomons are at Shepperton,
and she asked them to row up this even-
ing, and have supper and some music with
us; and the Werthers, from next door,
and two gentlemen, old friends of ours "—
Leah’s colour deepened suddenly in her
cheeks—** are coming too.”

“Friends I have met already?” asked
Vera, not noticing.

“No; I don’t think so—not one of
them, at any rate. He (his name is Dr.
Marstland),” Leah’s colour was oertainly
wonderfully beautiful that afternoon, and
she seemed to feel it herself, for she turned
ber face aside, 80 as to face the fresh
breeze,  had left town before we returned
from Brittany. He has taken a house-
boat on the river for the summer holidays,
and it was only by chance he found out
we were here, His friend is a Mr. Burt—
John Burt, the water-colour artist. Don't
you remember our meeﬁnﬁxllxlil wife and
her sister one day at the ibition, and
her saying they were just off to Switzer-
land ¢ &ell, they didn’t go, because the
gister was taken ill with the measles, and
he is staying with George Maratland on
board the house-boat instead.”

“ Well, it will be like a party to me,”
said Vera; “and then there was that garden
one yesterday. I wonder—— Leah, do you
ﬂu’ni mamma would call it being too gay1”

“Gay! My dear, of course not.”

“But you know what she said when you
spoke of it -not being the season now, and
of how quiet you were.”

“ Yes ; but, my dear Vera, that was only
because of the danger your father was then

in. You did not know of it, because Mdme.
St.Laurent did not wish to frighten you ; but
I dare say she felt that if you did know,
you would not care to be going out much,
or enjoying yourself. owever, that is
all past now, for he is much better; even
the fear of a relapse over. Didn’t your
mother say eo in her last letter $”

“Yes,” said Vera. ¢ Well, Leah, you
know best, and if mamma only meant
that——" She paused a moment, and
then added somewhat irrelevantly : “I
remember Mra, Burt, a rather melancholy-
looking person, dressed in a funny way,
something like the eaints in stained-glass
windows. She asked me if I knew St
Matthias's in West Brompton, and told me
how beautiful the Whitsantide decorations
there had been; so I supposed she was a
Christian.”

“ Oh yes ; the Burts are very decidedly
Christian, and very Hiih Church people—
almost Roman Catholics. Indeed, when
Mr. Burt is on the Continent (by the way,
he is very fond of Brittany ; I must intro-
duce him to you), I believe he goes to mass
asregularly as any of the peasants.”

“Does he, really $” said Vera, looking
shocked ; then: “ And Dr. Marstland—is
he a Christian, too? Somehow, the name
doesn’t sound Jewish.”

“Yes.,” Leah’s tone had grown suddenly
grave, almost sad ; but the next moment
she smiled, and added: * I know what is
in your mind, Vera, but t{on are safe
enough this time. Dr. Marstland is as good
a Christian and Protestant as your mother.
You may make friends with him safely, and
you wil{ He is a man everyone likes.”

“Do you like him, Leah? I have more
faith in you than ¢ everybody’,”

“11” Leah hesitated an instant, buat
added almost immediately and with extra
distinctness : * Yes, I like him exoceedingly;
but we have known him a long time,
b{: aomi mdlI. Ht:l m to attend father’s
chemistry class, an: botany privatel
with hitg as well, before l{e took{il d 4
Father is very fond of him. Well, don's
be late in dreesu:%, Vera. I will go and
cat some flowers for your hair,” and she
ran off humming a tune as she went. .

It was that of the little French song she
had taught Vera. 0

“Que tout le monde soit gai, chériy!”
and Vera thought that her voice had neyer
sounded sweeter. .
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| CHAPTER V. INTRODUCED BY MR. DEXTER.
§ BREAKEAST was always a pleasant meal
} at The Quinces. The sun shone into the
§ bright, pretty dining-room, from which
| Liias, with the dismal recollection of
| Harley Street before her, had carefally
I exclunded the ponderous furniture, the
f hideous carpet, and the melancholy hang-
§ ings that used to be regarded as the
correct attribute of an apartment in which
people were to eat and drink. The
windows looked out on the lawn, where a
multitude of birds, daily pensioners of
The Quinces, were busily engaged in clear-
ing off several little heaps of food which
| were put down for them regularly every
morning. Order, very curious to mnote,
] attended this observance. Shortly after
| mot; of food ha;lldbeg: ;mp:;ied, ;

: of wings wo eard, an
the rooks from two rookeries at a con-
siderable distance, would arrive. While
these early birds were breakfasting, the
{ smaller legions would muster, discreetly
} alighting on the grass at a respectful dis-
tance, and twittering in the trees, until the
ining black company rose and flapped
away homewards again, with tit-bits in
their beaks for domestic consumption,
| when they would set-to upon the scattered
prevender with deligh chirpings and
i And then, how good it was to

hear their shrill pipings, and occasionally
fa glorious burst of song from some
| hilarious feathered creature, with more
f leisure than its neighbours to give thanks
) for its breakfast, Lilias loved to preside
§ unheeded over her daily dole to the birds.
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On the morning after the play, the
assembled at glgreakfut wa!: Zven m
cheerful than usunal, for not only was there
the usual pleasant discussion of plans for
the day, but Dolores had a real good oppor-

tunity of expressing her feelings about
Portiaand Shylock. Colonel and Mrs. Court-
land, and even Aunt Lilias herself, had all
been so unaccountably and inconsiderately
tired on the previous night, that there was
no getting to say one half she wanted.
If Julian could only have come home with
them! He was quite as much pleased
with the play as she had been, and they
m.ifht. have talked it over so delight-
fully.

Nobody was tired this morning, however,
and there was sunshine inside and out, for
Dolores had a pleasant day in prospect,
and Julian was coming to dinner.

Colonel Courtland followed the multi-
tude in the matter of reading his favourite
newspaper at breakfast; buat there .are
many ways of reading a newspaper—some
of them excessively uggmvating to the
beholder — and the Colonel's was an
amiable and inoffensive way. He was open
to being diverted from the leading article,
or even from the telegraphic news; he
was even capable of spontaneous inatten-
tion, and consciousness of the presence of
other persons; he did not mind being
asked whether * there was anything in ”
the f:‘fer, by a lady who couldn’t be
troubled to glance at the epitome of the
history of the world for herself, and he
never upset his teacup in the ardour of his
interest in anything. On the present occa-
sion he was about equally divided between
the burning question of the day, which
would be to-morrdw the white ashes of
yesterday, and the animated discussion of
the play at the Lyceum Theatre. The
ladies were all agreed on its merits; but |

ane
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Dolores was naturally the most enthu-
siastic of the three.

“And so you would not mind going to
see the same play again this evening—eb,
Dolores 1” said Colonel Courtland, as he
finally laid aside his newspaper.

¢ Indeed I should not,” answered Lilias ;
“or to-morrow evening, and on Thurs
day—no, not Thursday, because we are
going to Mrs. Donne’s dance; but on
Friday—no, no; you need not shake your
head. I know it would take much more
than a week to convince me that I had
seen enough of Shylock and Portia.”

«Ah well,” said the Colonel, as he poured
out some cream for a remarkably hand-
some and elegant cat, known as ¢ The
Masgher”, ¢ it's a fine thing to be young. It
mak;s all the dlﬂ':;onoe.l: hin

“] never enjoyed a play so much in my
life ; did you, Aunt Liﬁ'ut ”

‘“Not for a great many years, cer-
tainly,” said Lilias with a grave amile,

“Even though I had read it all, and
knew that it comes right in the end, I
was quite wild with anxiety while that
beantiful Portia was in suspense. It must
be & dreadful thing to be kept in suspense.
Aunt Lilias, I really almost uaded
myeelf that Bassanio might choose the
wrong casket.”

“That is just what it was the actor’s
purpose to made you feel, my dear,” said
the Colonel. ““And I have no doubt, so
pretty and artless a tribute would please
even those great artists.”

“ Snypoomg he had—if it was all real, I
mean,” said Dolores, with a thoughtful
look, “I wonder what would have hap-
pened to Portia §”

¢ Ah, now,” said Mrs. Courtland, ‘‘you
have struck out an original vein of Shake-
spearean speculation. I don’t think any:
body has ever thought of that before. It
would have been very bad for Bassanio,
but Portia would, no doubt, have made a
much better matoh, if, as you say, it was
all real.” .

« Oh, Mrs, Courtland, how can you say
:sio !d I ‘:lll sure Portia would dme

ied on the spot, or given up ev i
and married Bmamsé. And I'm snr%
Aunt Lilias thinks so, too!”

“I would not ‘put it past’ Aunt Lilias
and somebody else also to think so,” said
Mrs. Courtland with a sly little smile, and
a glance which included her husband in
its kindly fun ; “bat you forget that poor
Bassanio could hardly afford to settle it
in that way. No, Dolores; I think, if it

was real, Portia would have had to get
over it.”

The subject was discussed for a few
minutes longer, to the amusement of the
Colonel, but unheeded by Lilias, to whom
a servant had brought a note with an
intimation that the bearer was to wait for
an answer.

“From Mr. Dexter,” said Lilias, and
then she perceived the word ¢Private”
above the few lines which the note con-
tained. She read those lines with a slight
change of colour, and, excusing herself to
Mrs. Courtland, left the room.

Miss Merivale did not return to the
breakfast-table. Dolores went off to prepare
for a ride in the Colonel’s company ; and
Mrs, Courtland betook herself to her own
sitting-room, where she invariably remained
invisible until the hour of luncheon.

B Ddg:g .l:lad run into her aunt’;or:g? in

er riding-dress to say a -bye,
according to custom, u{d ha%a%med away
without an idea that Lilias was disturbed
about anything.  Lilias watched the
riders pacing soberly down the avenue
with a parting salute of envious barks,
from the little dogs left at home, to the
fine greyhound, Dombey, who condescended
to accommodate his speed to that of the
inferior animal mounted by his beloved
mistress, and then she seated herself at
the window which commanded the avenus

—to wait.
There was a shadow upon the face of
Lilias, so and untroubled of late.

The long-laid ghost of the past had risen
before her; the long-hushed echo of the
old wailing had once more come to her ear;
the long-healed wound was beginning to
ache with a revival of the former pai
Her hands lay in her lap; a twisted
Eaper was pressed between their palms;
or thoughts were back in the years that
were gone, but—it might be—not domne
with even yet; and fear, always easily
aroused by the unexpected in those who
have suffered much, had taken hold of her.
“ That man,” she said to herself over
and over again; ‘it must be that man!
Mr. Dexter did not see him, and even if
he had seen him, he would not recognise
him after all these years. What brings
him here? ¢The interests of Miss
Rosslyn!’” She twisted the paper im-
patiently between her fingers. * What
has he to do with her? Omy darling,
is sorrow oomingkto us? Is any calamity
upon us? I look at our position from all
sides, and I can see none on which it is

"
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not guarded ; and yet my heart fails me,
and something that I cannot resist tells me
this interview will have some great mean-
ing to me.”

She smoothed out the twisted paper and
read Mr. Dexter's written words once
more.

“I am requested by a gentleman, who
was closely connected with certain
incidents in the life of Mr. Hugh Rosslyn,
to ask you, in the interests of Miss
Rosslyn, to give him an interview. He
prefers to tell you himself what his name
is, and what are the circumstances that
have led him to address this request to
me. I must, however, add that he has
fully explained himself to me in' my double
capacity of your legal adviser and yoar old
friend, and that I strongly advise you to
see him at once, and alone. Immediately
on my recei%t of your favourable answer—
for which the gentleman will wait at my
office, where he now is—he will go to The
Quinces.”

“It must be Willesden,” thought Lilias;
“in good clothes he would have looked
like a ‘gentleman’.”

The time seemed long to Lilias, for all
her dread of what it was to bring, and yet
she started from her seat st the sound of
wheels upon the avenue. A hansom drew
up at the porch, and a man alighted from
it, so quickly that she could not see what
he was like. She heard the hall-door
opened and closed, and then she waited
until her visitor was announced as “a
gentleman from Mr. Dexter’s”. She passed
by a long glass near the door of her room,
and caught sight of a very pale face in it;
but rallying her courage she descended
the stairs quickly, entered the drawing-
room, and found herself in the presence of
a distinguished-looking man of middle-age,
who was an entire stranger to her.

Lilias had so completely persuaded her-
self that she was about to see James
Willesden, that the surprise of meeting a
person totally unknown to her instead,
overthrew the self-command which she had
summoned up for a different emergency.
She faltered and stood still, deadly pale,
and without an attempt to speak.

“Miss Merivale,” said the stranger,
hurriedly approaching her, * you are ill—
frightened. I beg your pardon a thousand
times, if I amfthe ca:;e of this, 1Let me
explain in as few words as ible.” He
brou%ht a chair for her, and gl‘::‘seated her-
self, looking up at him dumbly. *1I could

upset after 80 many years. I saw you at
the Lyceum last night; I was in a box
with Mr. Dexter, and I asked him about
you. When he told me you were the step-
daughter of the late Dr. Rosslyn, and that
the young lady with you was his grand-
child, I felt a great desire to make your
acquaintance, and I ventured to ask him to
introduce me to you.”

He pansed in some embarrassment.

“Yes,” said Lilias faintly.

“I fear I've horribly mismanaged a very
simple thing,” he continued ; ¢ presently
I will explain how I came to do it. The
fact is, I knew your brother very well, a
great many years ago, in Cuba. My name
18 Rodney.”

“ Rodney $
dead !”

“So I have learned from Mr. Dexter,
and that is another strong reason for my
asking to be allowed to see you. It is
very strange that such a statement should
have been made under the circumstances
of which Mr. Dexter has informed me,
with wonderful clearness and recollection
for so old a man, bat still not so fully as I
venture to hope you will relate them to
me. There must have been some strong
reason for the mystification which was
practised, I understand, upon an agent of
Dr. Rosslyn’s ; for more than one person
at Santiago could have told the agent not
only that I was alive, but where I was, and
what I was doing. Now, even after all
this lapse of time, I mean to find out what
that reason was.”

He had goné on with a sort of fluent
coolness, for the purpose of allowing
Lilias to recover her composure, wonderin,
indeed that she should stand in need o
such consideration, and thinkini: “ What
a heart this woman must bave, thus to feel
about her brother who has been dead nearly
twenty years!” But he now perceived
that what he said was making no im-
pression upon her. Lilias had mot been
able to follow him beyond the words :
“I knew your brother very well, a great
many years ago, in Cuba. My name is
Rodney.” ’

It had all come back—the misery, the
suspense, and the horrid certainty. And
now the thing she had so often longed
for with the painful intensity of abso-
lute hopelessness, had come to pass;
she was ¥:ce to face with ome who, if his
memory of those long -past years would
serve, could tell her many things which
she still longed to know—for instance, all

They told us you were
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about the old home of Ines and her
parents. That Mr. Rodney’s memory
would serve him in this respect was
probable, for, were it otherwise, why
should he have cared to see Hugh’s sister,
or been touched at the sight of Hugh’s
child? .

It was with all this her swift, confused
thoughts were busy while Rodney was
speaking, and she was not alive to the
point that he was making of the lie cir-
cumstantial which had been told about
bim to Mr. Walter Ritchie,

When he perceived this, he adapted
himself to the dpe ection of her thoughts, and
began to speak of the old, old days of the
studio in the Calle de Santa Rosa, and the
brief but ardent friendship that had sub-
sisted between himself and Hugh Rosslyn.

“After I heard, at New %ork, from
Wharton, the captain of the ship in which
they got off,” continued Rodney—* he’s in
town now, and will be much interested in
hearing of you—that everything had gone
right, and they had been married at King-
ston, Jamaica, I wondered at intervals, for
a long time, that I had no news of lyn
and his wife. I fear I began to irpute
this to the ordinary negligence, indifference,
and selfishness of mankind.”

Lilias remarked that Mr. Rodney did
not use the word * ingratitude ”, and she
noted the delicacy of the omission,

“Our talks hng been chiefly on art topics
or respecting the place we werein ; he h
always been reticent about his home, and
his relations — with one exception —"”
Rodney pointed the compliment with a
very expressive look—*‘ and although I did
entertain an idea of writing to ‘Dr. Rosslyn,
London’, to enquire what had become of
his son, I was restrained from doing so by
many feelings ; now I suspect that the
head and front of them was indolence. I
had a long illness, followed by a spell of
general ill-luck, and then I went to Mexico
and many other parts of the earth, and
if I did not altogether forget Rosslyn, his
beautiful wife, the queer story of the
| elopement, and my occult share in it,
I ceased to think of them. You would
not care for the history of twenty years
of the life of a special correspondent,
Miss Merivale, even if I could relate
it, and I need only say that five years
elapsed before I again met Paul Wharton.
I distinctly remember that we talked of
the adventure at Ssntiago, and that Whar-
ton also expressed surprise and disappoint-
ment at hearing nothing of the young

pair he had befriended. I don’t think it

occurred to either of us that Rosslyn might
be dead ; we agreed that he was all right,
in the lap of Britannic luxury and content,
and from thenceforth I rarely thought of
Rosslyn, except when I wrote the address
of the studio which he and I had shared
upon my few-and-far-between letters to
Don Gualterio de Turras,

* There is an English side to my family,
and I had not seen it for several years. I
had just made up my mind to come to
England, when one of my uncles died, and
left me a small property. I was bound to
look after it, and it so happened that
Wharton was also coming to II):‘.urope with
his wife and daughter. We have been in
London only three days, and last evening,
at the Lyceum Theatre, I was struck, firstly
by the foreign look of the young lady
in the box opposite Mrs. Wharton’s, and
secondly by something in it that set my
memory struggling over a vague reminis-
cence. I was a long time making it out,
but I found it at last, and all about Rosslyn
came back to my mind. You will readily
believe that I listened with great interest
to Mr. Dexter’s history of the sad fate
of the young husband and the still more
sad fate of the lovely girl whom we used
to call ‘Fair Ines’. I think I should,
in any case, have ventured to intredace
myself to you, on learning that the young
lady whose face I seemed to know was

ad | Miss Rosslyn, but when I heard that

the agent sent out to Santiago had been
deceived with such statements as that
Doiia Ines was in a convent, and that I was
dead, and that no communication between
Miss Rosslyn and her mother’s family
existed, I felt the matter wanted looking
into, notwithstanding the lapse of time,”

““We do not even know whether any
of them are living,” said Lilias, who had
now recovered her composure.

* Information ought to be procured,”
said Rodney, “in the pecuniary interests
of Miss Rosslyn. Her mother was entitled
to a considerable fortune on the death of
Doiia Modesta de Rodas, Don Saturnino’s
first wife, and this, of course, ought to be
claimed on behalf of Miss Rosslyn. One
of the most puzzling points in this curions
history is why Mrs. Rosslyn, being aware
of her right to this money, as I happen to
know she was, allowed herself to be re-
duced to sach straits as Mr. Dexter told
me of ; why she did not place the matter
in the hands of some lawyer here—she
could easily have got one to take it up;
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and why she did not make her way
back to Cuba with her child, when her
scoundrelly second husband deserted her.”

“I cannot offer any explanation or even
suggestion concerning her,” said Lilias, the
tears rising in her eyes at the recollec-
tion of the lonely, never-to-be-interpreted
life of poor Hugh's * dream of loveliness”.
|  Then she briefly related the incidents con-

nected with the convalescent cottage, and
added that not a paper had been found
belonging to Mrs. Willesden which could
throw any light upon her past, while those
which had been sold to herself by James
Willesden were formal documents relative

to the marriage that had lasted for so brief
aspan. To all this Mr. Rodney listened
with curiously close attention, and after-
wards asked Lilias whether, now that she

knew that Ines would only have to take
legal proceedings to get her fortune, she
Lilias) could account for such a man as
illesden refraining from claiming that
property 3 She professed herself quite
unable to devise any reason that could
have induced him to do so, but added :

“Perhaps he did not know anything
about the money ; it may be that Ines did
not know she had any rights that could
be enforced from England; that she believed
all to be lost, and never said anything
at all to Willesdén on the subject.”

This answer seemed to impress Rodney
seriously. He repeated it to himself in
the exact words of Lilias, wdding: “ This
looks very bad—cruel and bad.”

“ Have gou any_interpretation in_your
own xmn“:] Mr. Rodney$” asked Ll}ih::,
fixing a sad, questioning gaze upon hi
* You look as if you hagd.§ b

“T am groping after one, Miss Merivale,
but it is far away and very dim. You
must forgive me if I do not impart it to
you until it is nearer and not so dim; it
seems almost absurd to myself who knew
all the persons concerned, and to you it
would seem simply unreasonable and silly.
Tell me, however, if you can, whether this
man, Willesden, referred to his wife’s
former home, her family, or the subject of
a fortune at all$”

Lilias smiled slightly.

“] smilo,” she said, “at the idea that
the poor man who brought me Dolores had
any notion of a possible fortune anywhere,
to be secured at no matter what risk ! He
was little above a tramp, though there was
something in his appearance that carried
an assurance that he had seen better days.”

“And he did not say anything of his

wife’s knowledge of her claim to a share
of her father’s property §”

“ He did not allude to anything of the
kind. I see your point, Mr. Rodney, though
I do not discern your inference, and I feel
more and more sure that Willesden knew
nothing whatever of his wife’s claims.”

“That would explain much,” said
Rodney. ¢ His subsequent conduct, for
instance, is made intelligible by it. I
learned from Mr. Dexter that there has
been no attempt at black-mailing you
since }”

““ None whatever ; I have never seen the
man from that day, and do not know
whether he is dead or alive.”

“T have come to the end of my ques-
tions on this subject, Miss Merivale, and I
am now ready to answer as many as you
please to address to me,”

He smiled at Lilias, very much as if he
already knew all her questions by heart,
and as she was by this time quite at her
ease with him, she took him at his word,
with her usual simplicity, and was soon
talking to him of the past of her own life,
ar? the present of that of Dolores, as
1coty a8 if she had known him in the
dear days of old. The first painful thrill
of agitation had passed away, and a sense
of thankfulness and relief had come to her,
which animated her voice, tinged her face
with colour, and brightened her eyes.

Apart from the personal interest in-
volved, Rodney’s conversation with her
was asweet pleasure to Lilias. She would
have enjoyed it still more if she could
have known how like the easy, wide-
ranging, unpretentious, highly-cultivated

talk of the distinguished-looking man of
forty-five was to that which 8o fasci-

nated Hugh Rosslyn nearly twenty years
before, It was better talk, but its quali-
ties were the same,

It was arranged between Lilias and
Rodney that the views of the latter
respecting a commaunication to be sent to
Cuba, based, this time, upon the know-
ledge of Dolores’s pecuniary claims, should
be laid before Colonel Courtland, and
Rodney accepted Liliag’s invitation to
remain for luncheon.

‘When the Colonel and Dolores came back
from their ride, they were much surprised
to eee Lilias standing on the lawn with a
strange gentleman by her side. She made
a sign; they stopped their horses, and
Lilias and Rodney went up to them. A
few words explained the situation, and
Dolores, whoxgnd instantly recognised the

T -
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liscerning stranger, whose observation of
1eraelf on the preceding evening had been
svident to her, and—which was much more
mportant—to Julian, leaned gracefully from
10t saddle, and with a smile gave her hand
0 her father's friend. As he raised it
to his lips, by an impulse of old Cuban
:ustom, a vision of Fair Ines flashed across
him as his eyes had last rested on her when
they gave her the assurance of his help, and
her eyes told him she had descried his
note in the folds of her fan.

His impressions of the preceding evening
were confirmed as, during the remainder of
his visit, he continued to observe the girl
Nevertheless, when Rodney said to himself,
as he was walking briskly in the direction
of the Swiss Cottage: *She has the
sweetest faco I ever saw, and her voice is
delightful I” he was not thinking of the
face or the voice of Dolores.

MONT BLANC SIXTY YEARS AGO.

STROLLING not very long ago through
the churchyard of Cranbrook, a quaint
little town in the heart of the Weald of
Kent, my eye fell upon an inscription to the
following effect : *In memory of Edmund
John Clarke, M.D., one of the few enter-
prising travellers who have succeeded in
ascending to the summit of Mont Blanc, He
departed thia life, March 24th, 1836, aged
thirty-seven years.” Here was food for
reflection. In the days when classical
epitaphe were common, mention of such a
fact might have been expected, as it would
afford an opportunity for elegantly-turned
conceits in the modern style of Latin
elegiaca—*‘attigit hic puras, purior ipse,
nives "—but the inscription before us is
plain and English. It is not yet fifty years
old, and Chamonix will in a few months be
celebrating the centenary of Balmat’s
ascent, yet when these lines were cut, a
man who had climbed Mont Blanc was an
* enterprising traveller”, a lion in society,
who would be pretty sure to write an ac-
count of his riences. What a contrast
to the present day ! Then the journey often
occupied the better part of a week, now it
is frequently accomplished in a single day.
Then a man took a dozen guides or so, if
he could get them ; now it is a common-
place of Alpine complaint that the autho-
rities insist that each traveller shall be
accompanied by two.

Dr. Clarke, of course, wrote an account
of his adventures, and so did many others.

Many of these narratives are now rare, most
of them are interesting, and all are more
or less amusing, The most ambitious and
the best known is that of Auldjo (1827), a
quarto volume embellished with audacious
lithographs, These travellers (for as such
people who ventured to Switzerland were
then regarded) show a curions absence of
personal pride in describing their exhaus-
tion and their fear. On the contrary, they
show some inclination to exaggerate them
both, as tending to enhance the merit of
their exploits,. The modern mountaineer
cannot bring himself to pain his sym
thetic reader by a too ingenuous narration
of how his knees tottered with weariness,
and his heart was consumed with personal
terror ; but no such considerations check
the naive flow of the early narratives.
Auldjo, for instance, tells us how his
courage failed him, and his zeal for the
ascent saddenly evaporated ; how he im-
plored his guides to let him alone and to
complete the ascent without him; how
his progress up the snow slopes was mate-
rially assis by a notable invention,
being neither more nor less than the :{mg
of along rope round his middle, and the
hauling of him up stage by stage. Long
before he got back to Chamonix, he was
unable to move fast enough to keep him-
self warm, and, even when restored to
warmth by the exertions and the coats ef
his nunerous guides, he was nothing but
a helpless heap. In this emergency, alpen-
stocks were passed under him on each side
to form a sort of hand-barrow, and on these
he was half carried, and half dragged, till
at last the hero made his dignified entry
into Chamonix exactly as we are accustomed
to see borne along the effigy of Guido
Fawkes.

But Auldjo, though he will always be
regarded with reverence by the learned as
the author of the * first quarto”, is one of
the latest of the writers on this sabject.
To De Saussure belongs the place of honour
among them, and it is thoroughly well de-

served ; not merely becanse he was a great
man and the first—not being an inhabitant
of Chamonix—who reached the summit,

but because it was entirely due to the in-
fluence of his gold and his enthusiasm
that the explorations were carried on
which led to ultimate success. It would
have been cruel if any stranger had slipped
in and made the ascent be?ore him. Yet
this was within an ace of happening, An
English man of science had quietly resolved
to ascend, and, ignorant of De Saussure’s
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success, arrived at Chamonix so soon after
the event, that M. Bourrit was still there.
Poor M. Bourrit! A hundred years a.go
his works were regarded as containing the
cream of Alpine adventure, and now we
doubt if they find two readers in a year.
In five years he made five determined
efforts to reach the summit—one being in-
spired by De Saussure’s success, and under-
taken immediately after his return. It
failed, like the rest; but this did not deter
Colonel Beaufoy, whose narrative is just
what we might expect from a soldier and
a man of science—manly, precise, and
free from all taint of eﬁgeration. We
seem to see the practical officer in the
manner in which he levied supplies and led
forth—somewhat as we are wont to picture
Hannibal crossing the Alps—his expedition
organised under strict military discipline.
~ He was by no means the weak tourist,
bowing to the sway of an imperious head-
guide, but a man evidently resolved to be
captain in his own ship. However, the
man of theory peeps out when he describes
the garb which he adopted to protect him-
solf against © the reverberation of the
snow ”"—a costume which we should think
more suitable for wear on the plains of
Bengal than amid the icy nooks of the
Grands Mulets—* a white-flannel jacket,
without any shirt underneath, and white-
linen trousers without drawers.” Contrast
this with the equipment recommended by
Captain Sherwill : “Two pair of stockings,
two pair of thick shoes, two pair of
gaiters, two pair of cloth pantaloons, a
flannel waistcoat, a great-coat, a neckcloth,
and a large flannel night-cap.”

As the party ascended, they seem to have
risen superior to terrestrial vices; for, like
De Sanssure, they felt ““a strong aversion
to the taste of spirituous liquors "—an
aversion which, we fear, the depravity of
modern mountaineers has enabled them to
overcome. *“ At last, but with a sort of
a?athy which scarcely admitted the sense
of joy, we reached the summit,” and the
Colonel had the satisfaction of determining
the latitude of the mountain-top, which
had not previously been ascertained.

In the year which followed the Battle of
‘Waterloo, an attack, now half forgotten,
was made by a very remarkable man. In
the early ascents nem'li every nation,
except the French, took part — Swiss,
Savoyards, English, Germans, Dutch, Rus-
sians, Poles, and even Americans; but
M. le Comte de Lusi may be said to have
represented nearly all of them in his own

rson. At Chamonix he was thought to
e a Russian ; he was thoroughly master
of French, and wrote his account in that
languagé ; he was an officer in the King of
Prussia’s Guard and a Knight of the Iron
Cross; he had English relations; and that
he was at home in Austria is shown by his
Eublishing his book in Vienna. In short,
e was half a native of every country in
Europe. Two of his English relatives, who
actually saw him at Geneva just after his
ascent, are still alive and hearty, and there
are still a few Siople in England who
remember him w He was by no means
a bis man ; but his close and symmetrical
build concealed an altogether exceptional
strength of limb, which enabled him to
rform astonishing feats, Lying at full
ength on the floor he could lift clean into
the air a heavy man standing on the palm
of his hand. In the use of his fists he was
wont to exhibit British skill and British
promptitude, and this led him into many
a brush witle‘?eoplo whose opinions differed
from his, 'With French postboys this was
especially frequent. American teamsters
are said to consider themselves unrivalled
in exhorting the impenitent mule” ; bat
they would cheerfully admit that a French
driver swearing at a refractory horse dis-
plays a powerful vocabulary and resourceful
tion. At that period, however, their
ne plus ultra of venomous objurgation was
concentrated into the simple words: “Ah,
sacré Prussien!” At the first sound of
the last word Lusi would come bounding
out of his carriage into the mud or the
snow, as the case might be, and, rushing at
the astounded postboys, roar out: “A
genoux, & genoux! Je suis Prussien moi !
Demandez pardon & genoux!” And lucky
it was for them if they made instant sub-
mission. Satisfaction obtained, he would
return to his carriage, there to remain until
a change of postboys necessitated a renewal
of his patriotic exertions,

He tells the story of his ascent with re-
markable clearness and modesty ; but facts
which he casually mentions make it clear
that he displayed an amount of heroic
endurance, which in anyone whose bodily
fortitude was less surely known would be
scarcely credible. In those days, to get to
Chamonix itself was no easy matter. A
careful writer of that date explains how
the journey from Geneva may be performed
in three days, two of which, he warns us,
cannot but be long and highly laborious,
The Count, however, left Geneva on the
13th September, 1816, at ten am., and
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travellli:f continnously, reached Chamonix
about half-past fivethe nextmorning. With-
out resting, he at once set to work to procure
uides and have provisions prepared, and
in little over four hours from the time of
his arrival at Chamonix, after a day and a
night of severe travel, he started with
eight guides. They took but two hours
in crossing the Glacier des Boissons, but
found a huge crevasse cutting them off
from the Grands Mulets, where it is usual
to sleep, and were forced to pass the night
in & hole scraped in the snow. Here an
unlooked-for annoyance awaited the Count.
“Quant & l'eau de vie elle me dégouta
entiérement, ainsi que ma pipe, 4 laquelle
je suis cependant trés-accoutumé.” en
a man has been oun his legs for six-and-
thirty hours, and his pipe refuses to comfort
him, the outlook is cheerlessindeed. Next
day they did very well till noon, when
the wind, which had gradually increased,
became fearfully violent, and repeatedly
buried them to the waist in snowdrifts;
four of the guides lost blood at nose and
mouth. After a short rest at the Derniers
Rochers the snowdrifts had so much in-
creased that the leader was at ouce engulfed
neck-deep, and advance from that side was
plainly impossible. Lusi, nothing daunted,
resolved to tarn the flank of tﬁe calotte,
and though this involved a considerable
descent, he succeeded by half-past two in
reaching the same level on the opposite
side. Here he found comparatively easy
going on a gentle slope, and in half an hour
reached a tiny platean. Then the guides
coming up, represented to him the late-
ness of the hour and the frightful state of
the weather, owing to which, they said, the
remaining two hundred and fifty feet could
not be accomplished in less than three-
quarters of an hour. The Count, though
anxious to advance, had the courage to
desist. Having come to this determination,
his heart brimmed over with piety and
patriotism ; his first thought, he says, was
to fall on his knees and thank God for his
preservation up to that point, his second
was to “porter un triple Houra & mon

and Roi Frédéric Guillanme le Juste, le

ibérateur de I'Allemagne. J’avais con-
servé,” he continues, * pour cette occasion
une bouteille de vin du Rhin, car un vin
d’étranger ne m’aurait pas paru propre,”
Turniog to depart he noted that the colour
of the 5y overhead made his coat—which
Ka;, of conf;;,k:f Pgmsim-blue-—siem
ight in com n. By seven p.m. they
reached thejr snow-pit, and passed another

wretched night, the result of which might
have been foreseen.

The unfortunate Count had both feet
severely frozen, and only reached Chamonix
next day with the utmost difficulty and
pain. He was received with the warmest
enthusiasm, and the ladies, with whom he
everywhere enjoyed unbounded popularity,
honoured him with a crown which —
perhaps, he says, in order to render it
more accurately typical of his exploit—was
remarkably thorny, Here he had the
satisfaction of going to bed for the first
time in four days, and next morning
received the coveted certificate, which set
forth that he had reached a point guaran-
teed less than fifty toises (three hundred
feet) from the summit, and that nothin,
but the lateness of the hour had preven
him from doing more, and it went on to
declare—surely at his own suggestion—
that “nul Francais n'est parvenu a cette
hauteur”. Let us hope that it consoled
him during the next fortnight, for his frost-
bitten feet kept the poor fellow twelve
days in bed at Geneva, with the threat of
amputation hanging constantly over him.
But he himself gratefully says: La
société de mes neveux les jeunes MM.
Burnand et de quelques antres Anglais qai
g’y trouvaient me firent passer agréable-
ment ces jours d'ailleurs si pénibles.” Both
these gentlemen are now still in full health
and vigour, and epjoy, what must surely be
an almost unique pleasure—the satisfaction
of seeing their social gifts recorded in a
book which has been printed seventy
years.

The Americans were early in the field.
In 1819 the top was reached by Dr.
Jeremiah Van Rensselaer, of New York, and
Mr. William Howard, of Baltimore; and
the former gives a brief but clear account.
It would be interesting to learn whether
this gentleman—whose name, by the way,
is not spelled alike in any two accounts, or
right in any one—was an ancestor of the
American climber of that name, who, in
1884, made, in a very few days, euch a
clean sweep of all the most difficult peaks
round Chamonix. In this account there
is no attempt at enhancing the exploit by
descriptions of harrowing farewells between
the guides and their wives. The only
difficulty was to zelect from the large
numbser who were anxious to go with them.
They carried poles nine feet long ; in other
respects everything went much as usual,
even to the regulation butterfly of us
hues who chose the same day for his ascent.
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Mr. Frederick Clissold describes a narrow
escape which he had during his ascent in
1822, and Mr. H. H. Jacixson deserves
notice as the first who boldly disclaimed
all scientific motives for making the
attempt. “From a love of hardy enter-
prise, natural to, and, I trust, excusable in
a young man, I had determined to ascend
Mont Blanc—chiefly, perhaps, because the
tttem£‘tﬁwas one of acknowledged danger
and difficulty, and the succeeding in it
would be rewarded with that pleasing
recollection which always attends success-
ful boldnees.” This was in 1823. Four
years later, Sir Charles Fellows, the Lycian
traveller, and Mr. Hawes, brother of Sir
Benjamin Hawes, made an ascent which
was somewhat baldly narrated by the last-
pamed. They reached the top without
incident, except the sight of the usual
butterfly flying over the summit, where
they « -success to our friends of the
Thames Tunnel .

Captain Markham Sherwill’s account,
though much inferior to his companion’s,
has the merit of clearness. To us, perhaps,
his geographical information may seem
rather i.nufequabe. Yet those who know
how imposing the Canigou can look, or
bave enjoyed the marvellous view from ite
summit, may well forgive him for believing
it to be “the highest of the Pyrenees” ;
and we can scarce wonder at his statement
that “ from Chamonix to the top (of Mont
Blanc) and back is near one hundred
miles”, at a time when the high and
mighty critic in the Edinburgh Review
could describe that mountain as *the
highest in the old world”, The indiffe-
rence of the guides was matter of constant
wonder to the eatly climbers. ¢ We could
not help remarking, as we continued to
ascend the difficult and narrow path, how
cheerful the guides appeared ; they were
all in eager conversation on trivial sub-
jects.” For his own part, though he showed
throughout most indomitable pluck, he was
80 deeply impressed with the magnitude of
his undertaking that, on reaching the Pierre
de I’Echelle, he heaves a sigh of relief, and
informs us that they ‘ felt great security
from the avalanches”. He might almost
as well have “felt great security” from
hansom-cabs.  His description, as a whole,
is manly and to the point, and evidently
aimed at nothing more.

Dr. Clark’s is a much more elaborate
affair, and, if too grandiloquent here and
there, is, with the possible exception of
Auldjo’s, the fallest and most graphic of

all. Urged partly by mere curiosity,
partlg by scientific zeal, and partly, again,
by a desire to pioneer the way for t{e ladies
who had crossed the Col du Géant three
years before, and were said to be then
about to attack Mont Blanc, he was
preparing for his ascent when Captain
Sherwill, a complete stranger, arrived at

attempt. To both of them this arrange-
ment proved a source of unalloyed satis-
faction, and—as is not always the case
with the “capital fellows” one picks u
at a Swiss hotel—on further trial, eac
found in the other a staunch comrade and
a delightful companion. They took seven
fuides, and Dr. Clarke tells us that of the
orty enrolled guides, a good half refused
to accompany them at any price. There
is some capital description in the narrative,
which we have not space to quote; but
one * purple passage” is much too delicious
to be abridged. Proud of his native land
as the pacificator of the Continent, he
acted upon a brilliant idea, and proceeded
* to place the symbol of peace at the mast-
head of Europe, and deposit a little
memorial of the pre-eminence of England
where it may be likely to remain for
centuries unmolested. For this p

Mediterranean small branches of olive,
and, lest a plant reared on a land of
slavery and oppression should be of unm-
happy augury, we had replenished our
wreath with twigs of olive from the free
and happy soil of Geneva. These we had
enclosed in a cylinder of ill:ss, with the
name of our King and of his deservedly
popular Minister, subjoining the names of
some of the remarkable persons of the
age, whether high in honour as enlightened
politicians, revered as sincere and eloguent
theologians, admired as elegant poets, use-
ful as Iaborious physicians, or adorning the
walks of private life by the mingled charm
of urbanity, gentleness, accomplishments,
and beauty. Having reached the loftiest
uncovered pinnacle of Mont Blanc towards
England, the land of our hopes, we selected
a little spot sheltered from the storm by
incumbent masses of granite, and there
buried in the snow an humble record, but
sincere. Hermetically sealed down by an
icy plug, covered with' a winter's snow,
and perhaps gradually incorporated into
the substance of a solid cube of ice, it may
possibly remain unaltered for many cen-
turies, like the insects preserved in amber,
and 80 bear witness to distant generations

Chamonix, and agreed to join him in the.

urpose
we had gathered on the shores of the ||

——— e
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when other proud memorials have crambled
into dust! During this little operation
honest Julien, who did not wholly partake
of the enthusiasm of the thing, occasionally
exclaimed : ¢ Dépéchez-vous, monsieur’ ! ”

The learned doctor thought that he had
erected a monument more enduring than
brass ; but—alas for human hopes of per-
manence l—two years later the * cylinder”
was found exposed and half full of water, the
twigs of olive rotten, and the humble record
utterly illegible. What names did he select
to represent ‘‘ urbanity, gentleness, accom-
plishments, and beauty "t Was the * very
fair young lady ” who crossed the Col du
Géant one? Did he allow the gallant
captain any vote, or did he leave this sec-
tion entirely to him, while he was himself
adjusting the claims of the *sincere theo-
logians” and the *‘laborious physicians”
It is vain to speculate; *’tis sixty years
since”. We only know that, less than
twelve years later, when most of those
whose virtues he was anxious to record
were still in the fullest enjoyment of life,
he himself was called away, and laid in
that quiet grave beside which we so lately
stood.

A GOSSIP ON DRINKING.

ProBABLY there is no natural feeling
more imperative in its demands than that
of thirst. Man can suffer heat or cold, pain
or sickness, with more or less equanimity;
but thirst is more insupportable than even
hunger, and if not assuaged ends in mad-
ness and death. With most men, the
amount of drink necessary to satisfy the
craving of thirst depends undoubtedly
upon habit. Thus, the desert Arab, who
must of necessity go for long periods
without drinking, accustoms himself to
abstinence, and will drink only at stated
intervals, even when not compelled by cir-
camstances to abstain. He will often refuse
offered drink by the simple reply, “I drank
yesterday”. With this we may contrast the
habit, far too common in our large cities,
of taking during the day a large number of
“nips” of brandy and whisky, or glasses
of wine and beer, quite independent of
thirst, which, although not entailing so
much shame as dronkenness, causes quite
as much injury to the mental and physical
health,

The habit of excessive drinking after
dinner is now obsolete ; yet at all festive
gatherings there are many who would be

happier for bearing in mind Sir William
Temple’s maxim : “The first glass for
myself, the second for my friends, the third
for mine enemies” Undoubtedly many
men become drinkers to excess because
they suffer from such an inordinate thirst
as amounts really to disease. A well-known
instance may be cited in the case of the
celebrated Greek scholar, Porson, who, as
Horne Tooke informs us, would drink ink
rather than nothing at all ; and is known
to have swallowed an embrocation intended
for a sick friend. When dining out, he
would frequently return to the dining-
room after dinner, and drain the glasses of
what bad been left in them. At a friend's
house, he once drank off a bottle of what
he pronounced to be the ‘“best gin he had
ever tasted,” but which was In reality
spirits-of-wine.

Dr. Johnson was another celebrated
victim of thirst, but happily for him, his
favourite drink was tea. As he said himself,
he was a hardened and shameless tea-
drinker, whose kettle had scarcely time to
cool ; who with tea amused the evening,
with tea solaced the midnight, and wil
tea welcomed the morning. Mrs. Thrale
sometimes sat up, pouring out tea for him
till four o'clock in the morning. The
doctor’s teapot was recently in existence,
and is said to have been capable of con-
taining half a gallon, Johnson’s friend,
Kit Smart, the poet, was another thirsty
soul, whose excessive potations, however,
eventually ended in madness. Dr. Burney
was told by Johnson that the poet had
¢ a5 much exercise as he need to have, for
he digs in the garden. Indeed, before his
confinement, he used, for exercise, to walk
to qhe,,ale-house; but he was carried back

Whatever may be advanced by the
anstles of teetotalism as to water being
the natural drink of man, we never find
any nation, whether savage or civilised

where it is the customary drink when sny: '
thing stronger or more stimulating can be |'

obtained. Nearly all nations, even the

most savage, appear to have discovered the |

art of making “drinks”, generally appre-
ciated in proportion to their intoxicating
ualitiea. Goldsmith, in his Citizen of
the World, mentions a tribe of Tartars
who made a strongly intoxicating drink
from a kind of fungus, and this account
has been confirmed by several travellers.
Most readers will be able to call to
mind many instances of natives of
various countries contriving to make
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intoxicating drinks from the most innocent
materials.

Our own country seems to have been in
no way backward in this particular, for,
from the earliest times, drink seems to
have held a foremost place in the affections
of the Briton with his mead, the Saxon
with his ale, the Norman with his wine,
and the Englishman with all these and
more. The Danes and Saxons were notable
topers, and prided themselves on the
quantity of strong li(Rmrs they were able
to take. Fighting and drinking were their

test pleasures, and were, indeed, the
chief delights of their promised Walhalla.
A frequent cause of quarrels among the
drunkards of old was the indignation roused
in the breast of one thirsty soul by the
selfish and gluttonous action of some fellow-
toper in drinking more heartily, when it
came to his turn to hold the flagon, than a
just comparison of numbers and quantity
entitled him to do. Where several were
drinking from the same vessel this question
of “ drinking fair ” was an important one.
Dunstan is said to have caused King Edgar
to ordainthat all drinking-vessels in taverns
should have pegs fastened inside at re,
distances, so that each should drink his
fair share and no more. From this intro-
duction of pegged tankards we have, doubt-
less, the proverb “a peg too low”. The pegs
were afterwards replaced by hoops fixed at
regularintervals round thepot. Shakespeare
makes Jack Cade promise his followers :
“There shall be in England seven half-
penny loaves sold for a penny ; the three-
hooped pots shall have ten hoops; and I
will make it felony to drink small beer.”

The quaint ceremonies attendant on the
passing round of the loﬁngwdp ” at our
City banquets, are a relic of the old drinking
habits of our ancestors, In the days when
sword and dagger were readm each man’s
hand, and little regard was as to how
or where a man avenged himself upon his
enemy, anyone drinking in a numerous
assemblage of armed men, inflamed with
strong liquors, was in & peculiarly dan-
gerous position. Both hands being engaged
with the large cup which was passed round
the company, his arms both held up, and
his eyes upon the liguor, his side and
breast were necessarily left exposed ; and
it was no uncommon thing among the
Northmen to stab a foe while drinking.
It was therefore customary for the guests
at each side of him to stand up and pledge
themselves for his safety. Hence we have
the term *drinking-pledges”. It was the

custom at Queen’s College, Oxford, in old
times, that the scholars who waited on
their follows while drinking, should place
their thumbs on the table, The same
custom prevailed in Germany, whilst the
superior drank to the health of his inferior.
The object, of course, in each custom, was"
the safety of the drinker from outrage.
All through our history we find the love
of drinking prevalent among the people.
There have been probably more songs and
poems written in praise of drink than upon
any other subject. The confession of faith
of the confirmed toper may be said to be
contained in that famous old song from
Gammer Gurton’s Needle, which begins :
T cannot eate but lytle meate,
My stomacka is not good ;
But sure I thinke that I can Crinke
With him that wears a hood.
Though I go bare, take ye no care,
I nothing am a colde ;
I stuff my skyn so full within,
Of jolly good ale and olde.

Perhaps the Stuart period was about the
most drunken in our history. Drinkin
had then become almost an art, and
manner of devices were practised both to
increase the obligation to drink, and to
add to the capacity of the toper. To give
themselves a relish for their drink, they
were in the habit of taking thirst-provokers
known as “drawers-on”, * gloves”, or “shoe-
horns”, “Yon must have,” says Tom
Nash, *“some shoe-horn to pull on your
wine, as a rasher on the coals or a red-
herring.” Other “ gloves” were salt-cakes,
anchovies, pickled - herrings. Massinger
gives a list of * pullers-on ” in his lines :

"Tis not Botargo,

Fried frogs, potatoes marrowed, cavear,

’s tongues, the pith of an English chine of

Nor omf Ttalian delicate oil’d mushroows,

And yet a ‘‘ drawer-on ” too.

Another writer says: * 'Tis now come to
pass that he is no gentleman, a very milk-
sop, & clown of no bringing up, that will
not drink ; fit for no company ; he is your
only gallant that plays it off finest; no
disparagement now to stagger in the streets,
reel, rave, etc., but much to his fame and
renown ; 'tis a credit to have a strong
brain, and carry his liguor well ; the sole
contention who can drink most and fox his
fellow the soonest, They have gymnasia
biborum, schools, and rendezvous, these
centaurs and lapithse, toss pots and bowls
as 80 many balls; invent new tricks,
as sausages, anchovies, tobacco, caviare,
pickled oysters, herrings, fumadoes, etc.,
innumerable salt meats to increase their
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appetite, and study how to hurt themselves
by taking antidotes to carry their drink
the better.” Most of the Saxon drinking-
cups were made without foot or stand, so
that they must be emptied before they
could be set down again on the table. But
these seventeenth-century topers required
that a man, after drinking, should turn up
his cup and make a pearl with what was
left on his nail, “which if it shed, and
cannot make it stand on by reason there
is too much, he must drink again' for his

penance.” This was drinking super-
pagulum”, or, as Fletcher phrases it, ¢ ad
unguem”. Auother proof of having

tossed off his cup like a man, was for the
drinker to turn it bottom upwards, and,
in ostentation of his dexterity, give it a
fillip to make it cry * ting”. r all these
tipplings & man was held to be sober who
could “put his finger into the flame of the
candle without playing hit I—miss I”.
At this time, too, was devised the custom
of drinking a fall cup to a health, and
requiring the health of everyone in the
company to be drunk in turn, aud when
all were done beginning again, which
made it a certainty that the whole
party should become intoxicated. No
wonder that in 1628 William Prynne
published = tract *proving the drinki
and pledging of heaKtha to be sinful an
uttgﬁl‘yk:'nlawfnl unto Cll:ris;ia.nl ", od
peare, as might [ , i8
full of allusions to tlige drinkinxgp;‘;bite of
his day. His Christopher Sly is a capital,
though brief, sketch of the ken boor
of the time. The merry roisterers at The
Boar's Head, and Sir Toby Belch and
Aguecheek, present other types to us
Shakespeare himself does not ap;iear to
have been given to excess in drink ; but
his compeer, “rare Ben Jonson,” seems to
have had the habit of hard drinking so
prevalent at the time, To his * humours”
at The Mermaid, and his convivialities at
The Apollo, he was doubtless indebted for
‘ his mountain belly and his rocky face”.
One sometimes wonders if Shakespeare
could have had him in his mind when he
painted Falstaff and Bardolph., The follow-
ing incident, which is fairly well anthenti-
cated; would seem to give some probability
to this. It is said that Jonson was recom-
mended by Camden to Sir Walter Raleigh
as a tutor for his eon. Young Raleigh

seems to have had a desire to shift the |1

yoke from his shoulders, and with this end
in view he took advantage of Jonson’s
taste for liquor to render him helpless,. He

then had him placed in a buck-basket, and
carried by two men to Sir Walter, with the
messn.ie that * their young master had sent
home his tator”,

We get a vivid idea of the habits of the
highest in the land from a letterof Sir Ralph

Harrington’s concerning the sports and re-
joicings consequent on the visit of the King

of Denmark to James the First, in 1606.
He saye: “ We had wine in such plenty
as would have astonished each sober
beholder.” He goes on to say: *The
ladies abandon their sobriety, and seem
to roll about in intoxication.” Sir John
describes a masque which was attempted
to be given representing the visit of the
Queen of Sheba to King Solomon. The
lady who played the Queen, whilst carry-
ing presents to His Majesty of Denmark,
tripped up, and the presents, such as
‘“wine, cream, beverage, jellies, cakes,
spices, and other good matters, were be-
stowed upon his garments. His Majesty,
nothing disconcerted by this mishap, in-
sisted on dancing with the Queen of
Sheba, but he fell down and humbled
himself before her,” and so was carried off
to bed. Hope, Faith, and Charity then
came forward. Hope tried to k, but
was too full of wine, and Faith and Charity
soon staggered in her company to the lower
end of the hall. Peace made her entrance,
but being held back in her attempts to
reach the King, she laid about her lastily
with her olive-branch, much to the detri-
ment of many pates around her.

If such scenes were possible in the
presence of the throne, one may imagine
what orgies were practised in the low
taverns. So the game went merrily on.
James’s reign was essentially a peaceful
one; money was plentiful, and the bumpers
were tossed off gaily. A sterner time set
in during Charles’s rule ; the middle-classes
were feeling their strength, and beginning
those agitations and combinations which
were to broaden and strengthen our
liberties. Cromwell came into power, and
the drunkards, if they drank no less, had
to keep quieter, and to make no boast of
their prowess. The Cavaliers had to con-
tent their spite by putting a crumb of bread
into their glass and saying before they
drank, ¢ Gos send this crumb well down”.

Bat the Paritan bands were strained too
tightly, the people tired of long faces and
ong sermons, and the whirligig of time
brought in Charles the Second and his
court of idlers and drunkards. Pepys tells
us how, on the night of the coronation, he

=

P=x




A GOSSIP ON DRINKING.

Charles Dickens.) [March 13, 1888.) 85
and his friends were atopped in thé streets | And thus the ball was kept rolling merrily

and compelled to kneel down in front of
the bonfires and drink the King’s health.
The public Peace was 8o often broken by
such ultra-loyal drunkards that a royal
proclamation was issued against “a sort of
men who spend their time in taverns,
tippling-houses, and debauches ; giving no
othar evidence of their affection to us, but
in dri our health ”,

Pepys was a clever, indastrious man,
business-like and sedate, and exceedingly
anxious as to what people might think of
him. A ludicrous p e occurs in his
diary, where he says : “ Took a turn with
my old acquaintance Mr. Pechell, whose
red nose makes me ashamed to be seen
with him, though otherwise a good-natured
man.” Yet it shows the loose manners of
the time when Pepys, who did not like to
be seen in the streets in company with a red
nose—Pepys, the staid and dignified Clerk
of the Acts, afterwards Secretary to the
Admiralty and Member of Parliament for
Harwich—could indulge in what the topers
of the present day would call “a spree ".
There had been a great victory over the
Datch, and the rejoicings were gene
Pepys, of course, being so intimately con-
nected :ith the lmwy, ﬁf:littl:):nnd to take
part.  Accordingly we t, on August
14th, 1666, after dinner, he took hisn%e
and Mercer to the ¢ beare-garden”, and
“saw some good sport of the bull’s tossing
of the dog ; one into the very boxes”. They
supped at home and were * very merry ”,
At nine o'clock they arrived at Mra.
Mercer’s, where abundance of fireworks
had been provided, ‘‘and there mighty
merry—my Lady Pen and Pegg going
thither with us, and Nan Wright—till
about twelveat night, flinging our fireworks,
and burning one another and the people
over the way”. They then went indoors
and were again “ mighty merry, smothering
one another with candle-grease and soot,
till most of us were like devils”. They
then broke up, and were invited to Pepys's
house, *and there I made them drink, and
upstairs we went and then fell into
dancing ”. Three of the men, Pepys being
one, dressed themselves up like women ;
Mercer put on “a suit of Tom’s”, like a
boy, and danced a jig, and Nan Wright,
Pegg Pen, and “my wife” put on peri-
wigs. “Thus we spent till tEree or four
in the morning, mighty merry, and then
parted and to bed.” One is not surprised
to find the first entry in his diary the next
day is ““ mighty sleepy ”.

ral. | Gin Lane and Beer Street.

through the reigns of the second Charles
and his wrong-headed successor, through
that of the silent William, and of the
Marlborough-ruled wife of ** Pas Possible”,
and so on through the Georges down to
our own time. One can imagine the same
actors coming up generation after genera-
tion, some little change in the costume,
some few changes in the words, some
alterations in the toasts. We find the
Stuart adherents at one time drinking to
the health * of the little gentleman in the
velvet coat”, alluding to the mole over
whose earthwork William’s horse stumbled;
at another time holding their glasses over
a bowl of water as they pledged * the King”
(over the water); but always the same
round of hard drinking and deep potations.
We can discern the firat rift in the cloud
when the coffee-house began to be the
resort of the politician, the poet, and the
man of leisure, and when * the new drink
called Thee ” began to be fashionable.

The scenes that Hogarth painted will
show us what the drinking habits of his day
were, especially those striking pictures of
he duty on
spirits being little or nothing, the people
were able to indulge to a disgraceful
extent ; and perhaps no Act of those days
was more beneficial 'to [the lower classes
than that which put an end to this facility.
The Gentleman’s Magazine for May, 1736,
records that on May 28th “a proposal was
put in the House of Commons for laying
such a duty on distilled spirituous liquors
as might prevent the ill consequences to
the poorer sort of drinking them to excess ”.
The writer further adds: “We have
observed some signs where such liquors
are rotailed with the following inscriptions:
‘Drunk for a penny, dead drunk for two-
pence, clean straw for nothing’.”

The growth of a spirit of vitality in
the Church and the amelioration of the
condition of the people, together with the
spread of education, combined to work a
change, gradual but sure, in the habits of
the nation.

With the bucks and dandies of the reign
of George the Fourth expired the gross
habits of intemperance amongst the
fashionable classes, and ““drunk as a lord”
no longer truthfully expressed the super-
lative of intoxication. Now that the
respectable mechanic considers it dis-
reputable to be seen intoxicated in the
streets, we are able to look forward to the
time when Morrie] England shall mean
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sober and happy England. But let all
good men and true determine that it shall
never mean intolerant, fanatical, and
hypocritical England,

AT EVENTIDE.

CR1x80N, und gold, and russet,
Against the ng sky,

The trees stood up in the sunset
As the wind went wandering by.

Crimson, and gold, and russet ;
And a drifting haze of rain

Caught up the western glory,
And gave it back again.

Just eo, when life is sinking,
To the twilight time of tears,

‘Worn with the fret and fever,
The turmoil of the years,

Light from the land we're nearing,

lealzi on tlllle path we ht:::gi: pin
ike the swmile we see t| wee y
On the faces of our dead. &

TRAVELLING MADE EASY IN
CENTRAL ASIA.

CENTRAL AsIA is very different now from
what it was even a generation ago. The
fear of Russia has made life safer and tra-
velling far less dangerous. One is not quite
as much at one’s ease on the Steppes as one
is on the moor of Rannoch; ﬁ Tekke
Turcomans are still down on the unpro-
tected wayfarer who seems to have some-
thing worth stealing. Khans and Emirs
are shy of letting unaccredited strangers
into the towns where they still maintain a
shadowy authority. But how great the
change since Conolly and Stoddart paid
with their lives the penalty of their rash
visit to Bokhara, or even since Vambéry,
dressed like a holy man in flea-bitten rags,
was trembling at every stage of his jour-
ney, lest some sharp Mussulman should
find out that he was a sham. By-and-by,
complete peace and security will come to
the whole land between the Caspian and
China—a peace like that pax Romana
which, in St. Paul’s day, enabled him and
his fellow Apostles to travel without pass-
port from one end of the civilised world to
the other. This peace does not necessarily
mean prosperity. Roman rule is said to
have crushed out national life; and very
probably in a few generations the Kirghese,
and Turcomans, and Dungans, and others
will have been Russianised, their native
industries killed out, their energies—which
too often ran in the direction of killing or
enslaving their neighbours and those who
rashly adventured among them—cramped
into the mould of Moscow or Astrakan, But,
though travelling inthe Steppe isnot yet free

and open to everybody, it is all as easy as
& Cook’s tourist-trip to one who has the
goodwill of the Russian authorities. Now,
Dr. Lansdell won this goodwill by telling
what he had seen in the Siberian prisons.
Those prisons have a very bad name.
We have been led to believe that the
exiles are sent off wholesale, with very
little investigation, and that the stories are
quite true of people sent off by mistake,
who were coolly told: “ Yes; youre not
the culpritt He'’s. another of the same
name ; but you must go, for it would never
do to coniyess that the Government has
been in the wrong. Go, and behave well ;
and then, after a year or 8o, you may
petition to be sent home.” That sort of
thing — sufficiently aggravating in iteelf,

and accentuated with a mixture of
lesser annoyances as marching hundreds
of miles in irons, being packed like herrings

in filthy barracks, being flogged if you are
recalcitrant, set to mine-work if you con-
tinue stubborn, freezing to death in the
forest if you run away, is what most of
us believe to be the system. ‘' Oh no,”
said Dr. Lansdell; ‘“you're quite mis-
taken. Life in Siberia isn’t half-bad;
most of those who write about it never
were there at all. The prison rooms are
not mouldy with rank fungus; the amells
are not abominable—certainly not worse
than the smells in thousands of peasants’
huts; the prisoners are not at the
mercy of brutal turnkeys. Altogether,
what ¢ Stepniak ’ and the Nihiliste describe
is evolved out of their own inmer
consciousness. The people who write
are often not escaped prisoners at all, but
refugees who are working in Switzerland,
and whose trade it is to say all they can
against the Russian Government.” tis
the substance of Dr. Lansdell’s Through
Siberia. *“Ohb, do finish it,” said his
friends, when he read them his notes; “ all
the talk has hitherto been on the other
side. The lions ought in common fairness
to have a painter as well as the men ; and,
as you've seen things for yourself, your
testimony cannot be gainsaid.” So Dr.
Lanedell told the world that the devil of
Russian officialism is not so black as he has
been painted, and that the hell of Russian
prisons is at worst a mild kind of ;;lurgatory.
He did not convince the British public ;
John Bull is very hard to move when he’s
made up his mind ; and most of us were of
the late Dean Close’s opinion: *Yes, my
dear doctor,” said the Dean ; ‘ of course
you tell us all you saw ; but I, who am no
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anti-Russ, am quite sure those cunning
Rassians knew what they were about when
they undertook to show you all over their
prisons. Do you suppose they would let
you into their chamber of horrorsi They
;w that, if mngg mak:l dbelieve hzo

ow you everything, they wo et what
they wanted —a whitev{ashing gin The
Times.”

But though his countrymen refused
to be undeceived, the Russians were duly
grateful to the man who spoke up for
them. Thenceforth Dr. Lansdell was as
sure of a good reception from any Russian
governor as if he had been a Grand Duke
himself. ~All doors were open to him;
if there were any skeleton cupboards they
were walled up, and the space covered with
ikons (sacred pictures) and religious prints.
Had he not published a book, of which a
Russian ﬁson-insrfector wrote: “ What
m say is so perfectly correct that your

k may be taken as a standard even
by Russian authorities?” And so, when
his desire to visit the nomadic Kirghese
became irresistible, and he had got
the needful funds from the Bible and
Religious Tract Societies, he found every-
body, from Count Tolstoi to the Cossack
post-masters, eager to speed him on his
way. He went, and saw, and wrote
another book, which he dedicates, by

rmission, to ‘“the Autocrat of all the

ussias”, in words that remind us of
orator Tertullus in the Acta. Bat though
we may smile at the quaintness of “I
count myself happy, august Ruler of an
Empire ”, etc., we have no desire to langh
at Dr. Lansdell’s earnestness. He had
distributed in Russia more than one
hundred thousand tracts, and had put
some part of the Bible in every room of
every ‘prison aud hospital, not only in
Siberia, but in several parts of Russia in
Europe ; and now he tells the Czar how he
has doing the same in the new
%rovinces of  Central Asia, even giving

ibles to Mollahs and other Mahommedans,

Thus much to show what a very different
reception Dr. Lansdell and Professor
Vambéry might expect. Not long ago we
saw how the latter, a wretchedly poor
Hungarian boy, ran away from his
stepfather’s tailoring, and imitated that
Athenian of old who worked all night as
& gardener’s water-carrier that he might
earn enough to attend by day the lectures
of the philosophers, At {ast Vambéry
became a first-rate Oriental linguist, and got
s small grant from the Hungarian Academy

towards a journey eastward, in which he was
commissioned to learn the earliest forms of
that Turkish which is closely connected with
the Magyar language. What a journey it
was! Travelling in Central Asia had
never been very safe; but, threatened as
they had begun to be by England on omne
side and Russia on the other, now stealthily
creeping up, now moving by leaps and
bounds, no wonder the Tartar princes were
maddened at the sight of a white man.
Very excusably they would s:g of him,
%To spy out the nakedness of the land is
he come,” and so, when he got in, he
found it hard to get out. Even Dr. Wolff,
backed up with a firman from the Sultan,
and dressed, too, in full clerical costume,
only escaped from Bokhara by the skin of
his teeth. They did not strip him as the
Beloochees did afterwards. (Who that has
read his Travels does not remember the racy
account of how “ I, Wolff, naked as I was
born, and thankful to have escaped these
marauders, %resented myself before Runjeet
Singh”?) But they tried to poison him,
and made every excuse for keeping him in
what was virtually a prison, though it was
called a guest-house. Vambéry shammed
tobea hadji (pilgrim) from Stamboul going
to add to his sanctity by visiting the
tombs of the saints at Samarkand and there-
abouts. Hadji like, he was dreased in rags,
foul with vermin ; not a note did he dare
make ; he even turned away from much
which to a stranger must have been most
interesting, but which it did not become a
hadji to seem too inquisitive about. Always
he was haunted by the fear of discovery ;
an unguarded word, a wrong movement
in salutation or prayer-saying, a breach of
etiquette, must have brought discovery and
certain death. He had his life in his hand;

‘and @ weary weight he found it after the

novelty had worn oft. The Persians
found him out a%un and again ; luckily the
hatred of the Persians, who are Shiahs,
for the Turcomans, who are Sunnis and
kidnappers, prevented them from saying a
word ; but, dense as the Turcomans are,
Vambéry was several times within a hair's-
breadth of detection. i
And now to the very city where, fifty
years ago, Burnes had been obliged to dis-
mount and walk, while his Mahommedan
escort rode, Dr. Lansdell drove up in his
tarantass, exchanging it at the medizval-
looking gate, with its loopholes and sentries
as old-fashioned as the walls, for a grand
horse, on which he was taken along the
Rhigistan, a private road of the Emir, for
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presuming to ride along which Stoddart, in
1838, was kept for two months in a prison
twenty feet below the earth’s surface. The
finest house in the city was given up to this
friend of the all-powerful Russians; and one
day, when he insisted on being taken into
the big mosque jast before service began,
and his conductors wanted to keep him out
of sight because he was an “infidel”, he
deliberately chose a place where he could
see and be seen. “ Oh, but they’ll look at
you, and 80 lose the benefit of their prayers,”
was the plea, to which he retorted: * Then
tell them not to look.” So Dr. Lansdell
watched the service, and found the wor-
shippers far too absorbed in their work to
stare round at him. He even waited till
prayers were over, and examined what he
thoug':nt might be a Nestorian font, earning
thereby a good many black looks, and
feeling, he says, a little nervous lest some
zealot should rush upon the inquisitive
unbeliever. Another time, the humorous
doctor insisted on galloping round the city
walls, and actually compassed in one ride
seven out of its eleven gates, finishing the
remaining gates another morning. When
he found the Kushi-beggi (lord of begs—i.e.,
Emir’s chief minister) looking annoyed at
his taking notes, he boldly said: “I'm an
author ; my book has been accepted by the
great white Czar. I mean to write a book
on Bokhara, so you must take care to show
me everything.” They did not like to show
him the prison, so he told them: “If you
come to London we'll show you all our
prisons. Here’s my card. Send your
son, and see if- I'm not as good as
my word. Besides, pleage to remember
I'm General Chernaieff’s visitor,” showing
a letter from that officer, *‘and I should be
sorry to tell him I had not been shown all
I wanted to see.” He was always saying
unpleasant things to the Kushi-beggi, whom
he summed up as an old fox; whilst his
son was the greatest nincompoop in the
khanate. One day, at dinner, he asked :
“ Do you remember two Englishmen who
were put to death here about forty years
ago1” “He a;ilpea.red not to like the
subject,” is Dr. Lansdell’s naive remark ;
“and I proceeded to administer another
Bot.ion, asking him if he remembered how

r. Schuyler bought a slave, and adding
how glad I was that slavery was done away
with now.” Prisoners still have a hard
time of it. Our doctor saw a pair of them
outside the prison, chained by the neck,
and howling piteously for alms, A kind-
hearted Uzbek traderhad comeinto Bokhara

on purpose to spend a few pounds in givin,
bresd t%o:.l;ose 11:1 prison. %of course g:a d:g
not hand his money to the officials, or the

risoners would not have been a penny the

tter. He got leave to genonallgmdis-
tribute his gift, and used daily to drop a
score of rations into the underground cells,
as one might feed the bears in the Zoo if
they had not & pole to climb up. * What
a brute this Emir must be!” Softly, my
friend. Read your John Howard, and see
how things were in England a century
back. If you, in those days, had been
“green” enough to hand five guineas to
any British gaoler, how much good do you
think your gift would have done the
prisoners? The Emir is less in fault for
these things than Russia; for she is as
omnipotent in Bokhara as we are in
the Deccan, and her own prisons are
models of humane treatment, as she has
taken care that the world (through Dr.
Lansdell) shall know.

Sanitary matters are as bad in Bokhara
as they used to be in England ; but the
people are far less to blame than our
fathers were, for England is by nature
blessed far more than Bokhara in regard
to matters of health. Some London water
is even now—well, let us say, trying to
the constitution—after it has been stored
for a month or so in a filthy water-butt.
But no length of storage will, in our
happy climate, breed the “rishta”, that
horrible worm found also in parts of West
Africa, and taken, long ago, over to the !
New World. Old Jenkinson, who, in 1558, |
being in the Russian service, sailed over
the Caspian, and made his way to Bokhars,
eays : “The water is very bad, breeding in
the legs worms an ell long. If these break
in being pulled out, the patient dies, For
all this inconvenience, they are forbidden
to drink any liquor but water and mare’s
milk ; and they who break this law are
whi]‘s)t. through the market—yes, if only &
man’s breath smells of spirita he shall have
a good drubbing.” It is not quite so bad
as Jenkinson said ; but, if the “rishta”
does break, all the little worms inside it
spread through the body, and the sufferer |

ets full of ulcers, which take months to

eal. The native barbers use a needle and
their thamb to squeeze it out. The Russian
doctors wind it out on a reel, so much a
day, till the whole is extracted. It varies
from three to seven feet in length! How
does it get in? 'Why, the little pools are
full of a very small grey crustacean (the
*“cyclops ), whose colour makes him

iy
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almoat invisible Men swallow these, and
they are pretty sure to be infested with
“rishta” germs, which, finding in the
human stomach a good place for their
development, develope accordingly, and
work their way to the skin. I wonder if
Dr. Lansdell gave the Bokhariots a hint
about boiling their water, not once only,
but (as Professor Tyndal recommends)
twice at least, 80 as to kill the germs which
have escaped the first boiling. They
would have listened to a man whom their
Emir had welcomed with a guard of honour
in magnificent array, headed by a Colonel
all in cloth-of-gold, and who, infidel though
he was, was allowed to ride right into
the courtyard of the palace, while his
Massulman attendants had to dismount at
the gates. Then the presents—a dozen
sugar-loaves and as many boxes of candy,
and trays of sweetmeats; and the after-
dinner féte—a dance of long-haired boys
who here answer to the Indian nautch guﬂ,
and a play by the same performers, in
which one made himself very comical as
the ‘* heavy father ” in a wool wig and ditto
beard.

Between Kitab and Bokhara the doctor’s
tent was set up in the courtyard of a
moeque which, a few years ago, he would
hardly have been allowed to look at. When
he came to interview the Emir, the troops
were turned out as a guard of honour—a
nondeecript set, many of them in cast-off
English regimentals ; and in ““the presence”
he was allowed to walk by himself, whereas
ordinary mortals are sapported under each
arm, lest the Emir’s overpowering majest
should make them sink to the ground.
There were two chairs; in one sat the
Emir, resplendeftt in gold brocade, in the
other the man whom the Czar delighted to
honour, in a cassock which he had worn at
8 St. James's Drawing Room, a gold-
embroidered Servian vest, a D.D.’s scarlet
hood, & Masonic Grand Provincial Chap-
lain’s collar, with all its jewels, and a
college-cap on his head. e hood and
collar he graciously bestowed on the Emir,
for whom, being a mollah—Ilearned priest
—the former seemed anappropriatepresent.
This is remarkable in all these Central
Asian kinglets—their reverence for book-
learning ; books are as indispensable in
the presence-chamber as the pipe itself;
wherever Khan or Fmir goes, his books go
with him. In return Dr. Lansdell got a
whole wardrobe of khalats — robes of
honour; two horses—sorry screws—with
splendid saddle-tloths, and bridles set with

turquoises. One of the doctor’s presents
was returned with thanks—his Through
Siberia, with Copious Illustrations, and the
Author’s Portrait. “I don’t want it,”
said the Emir, ¢ Oh, but the Czar was
graciously pleased to accept a copy, and so
was Count Tolstoi” *You see, I have
not visited any of the places,” pleaded the
Emir, who, while gladly accepting a Persian
Bible and Arabic New Testament, firmly
declined the doctor’s book. He could not
accept aun illustrated work, for in all
Bokhara-there isn’t the ghost of a picture ;
some lately bromght from China by a
foreign merchant were broken to bits, and
their price paid by the Emir, and it is
not so very long since the possessor of a
picture was solemnly put to death. The
Mussulman belief is that those who
Faint living creatures will have to give
ife to them at the day of judgment. Yet,
though they had to treat him civilly, as a
friend of Russia, they didn’t like their
enforced guest. The Kushi-beggi tried to
show him as little as possible ; his search
for old manuscripts and curios was made
fruitless ; and his entertainer tried hard
to make his ¢ splendid hospitality ” a gilded
captivity, failing only because the buoyant
doctor refased to be sat upon.

At Khiva, which has seen more of
Russia, the doctor had no Kushi-beggi to be
at once cicerone and spy. He wandered
as he liked amongthe twenty-two colleges—
medresses—in a cell ofone of which Vambéry
fixed his quarters among the other * kalen-
dars”, He puzzled the Khan—whose body-
guard he thought dowdy and poverty-
stricken—by telling him the sun never sets
on our empire, at which his majesty could
not refrain from saying : « That cannot be
true.” He went through the famous peach
and melon gardens, and brought home a
lot of melon-seed, some of which grew too
rank, but some—that at Chevening—pro-
duced fruit as good as the Khivan—i.e.,
the best in the world.

Dr. Lansdell says the photographs flatter
the mosques and medresses, there’s always
an unfinished look about them”. Earth-

uakes are common and a crack soon loosens
eenamelled bricks. He wasonly tooready,
by the way, to take advantage of this loose-
ness ; and no zeal of art can justify his
setting & pack of boys to hunt for tiles
among the débris, and getting a mollah to
fetch a Jadder and pick him out a lqose one
from the wall. Tartar undergraduates,
by the way, keep a great many terms;
the cells are bare enough, but idle fellows
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like the lazy, half-begging life, and stay as
long as thirty years, learning the Koran
and comments by heart (without under-
standing a word of Arabic), as some Oxford
men have tried to learn Euclid.

What most scandalised our- doctor’s
escort at Bokhara was his attention to the
Jews. In ¢ Bokhara the noble”, the Jews
were, till the other day, as badly treated
as in medizval England, without the com-
pensation of msaking now and then a good
penny out of their persecutors. Anybody
might knock them about with impunity ;
and a good many availed themselves of
the privilege. But now, when a Russian

randee comes he often brings a Jew
interpreter, and the Bokhariots have to
treat the ¢ Israelite dog” as respectfull
as if he were a Russian. Dr. Lansdell
would go into the Jews' quarter, and
would not allow the people who swarmed
out to see him to be kept at bay with the
staves of his attendants,

Bat such a traveller could do pretty much
as he liked ; when he was going across the
desert on horseback, he sealed up in the
governor’s house the hood and curtain of
the tarantass which he was entrusting to
a native Arab driver, thereby so impress-
ing the man that had the carriage been full
of precious stones they would have been
safe. Once a party of robbers did ride up
to some of his baggage and began ﬁrinas

ns. “If you want these goods, you h

tter come and take them,” said the
drivers, “ only, remember, they belong to
the Russians |” Whereupon the highway-
men stole off In Khokand, the Tartar
“manufacturing centre”, still famous for its
brass ewers, chain armour (see our doctor's
portrait, in suit of Khokand mail), massive
silver bracelets, velvet, and cloisonné
jewellery (of which he brought back
samples such as had never before been
seen in London), the police, as he came in,
all rose, some bowed, and some dismounted.
At Samarkand he saw the mausoleum of
Timur, a six-foot slab of jade to which
the world has no fellow, a pillar at the head
with the usual banner and horse-tail
Timur was buried, by his own wish, beside
his tutor—respect for learning again—
under the dome which he had reared over
that tutor’s grave. The floor of the build-
ing is of hexagons of jasper, the wainscot
of transparent gypsum, the doors inlaid
with ivory. It was here the doctor got
his enamelled bricks, and actunally bought
the three-lipped lamp which used to be
kept always lighted on the shrine.

Of course he saw a great deal more
than Vambéry, and he saw it at his leisure
—could notice butterflies %):r big blue,
found only with us at Bolt Head, is
common on the Steppes), and Steppe
flowers (fancy square miles of meadow
sweet and blue anemone and not a soul
to enjoy them!), and geological changes.
Vambéry could not be ieological, even when
his caravan once took to a salt Steppe
to avoid marauders. Dr. Lansdell notes
the wonder of travelling along the cliff-
bounded bed of a river, and he is all
agog for the changes in the course of the
Oxus, about which Rawlinson and Maur-
chison had such a dispute. If only the
Russians could get rid of the choking rand,
and turn the Oxus into the Caspian, they
would have a water-way almost to the fron-
tiers of India. Above all, he was able to
be cheerful, to give out English tea—** you
would soon grow as fat as a camel, drinking
such famouns stuff as that,” said a guest
who drank it; to sing God Save the
Queen at a Kirghese dinner-party, and
Twickenham Ferry at a Bokhariot enter-
tainment ; to look on at the dervishes
without being obliged to take a part in the
performance ; to learn about the climate
—how it is steadily growing worse, the
dryness of the air constantly turning fresh
land into steppe, young trees being unalde
in the three growing months to get to
size, and the nomads cutting down the old
ones; to find that Russian imports are
killing out the native industries (we did
the same in India), while, nevertheless,
Russian trade is so clumsily managed, that
they are afraid of our goods being imported
into Russia itself by way gf Central Asia!

Inone thing Vambéry had the advantage:
he could talk almost any language. Dr.
Lanedell, despite several visits, apparently
knows no Russian ; and when, in Ili, he
talked to the Sibo military colonists
brought in by the Chinese to fill up the
gap left by their exterminating conquest;
the transmission from Sibo to Chinese,
and thence through Russian to English,
must have been egerplexing. Naturally
he was well supplied with statistics ; learnt,
for instance, that among Kirghese children,
deaths from scalding and burning are
exceptionally frequent—they roll into the
fire, or get scalded with the camp-kettle.
But Tartar statistics must be doubtful, when
a man, having used up his hands and feet in
counting, has to borrow those of the man
eumdin%el;ext him to go on with the reckon-

ing. ides, the Russians must hav1
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humbugged him now and then; they
actually told him that in West Siberia
the yearly consumption of alcohol is only
just over five pints a head, whereas in the
British Isles it is twenty-six !

Such a book, by such an enterprising
man, was sure to be fall of interest.
There is not too much about tract and
Bible giving, though we are told that
Bibles were given everywhere, even to
mollahs and fanatic Kirghese, and that at
evaz post-house, just under the portraits
of the Russian royal family, our doctor
fastened up a picture of the ProdiﬁmSon,
whilst thgdpmt-muters piously exclaimed :

must have sent you ! ”

On the whole, Central Asia is hardly a
country for tourists; though, as far as
safety goes, they need not fear if they
get a travelling permit from the Russian
Government,

VICTIMS.
Br THEO GIET.

Author of ** IAl Lorimer,” ** An AW and its "
v Fhe., o, Price,

CHAPTER VIL NAOMI'S LITTLE EVENING.

VERA’S question as to Dr. Marstland’s
religious proclivities had not been, as her
friend intimated, without a point of per-
sonal application. In the hurry and con-
fusion of the girl's sudden departure from
Brittany, and the all-absorbing grief and
anxiety attending the necessity for it, all
Madame St. Laurent’s fussy nervousness

and prudential timidities with re to
her dln’nghter had perforce been laid aside.

The one idea of removing her from the
risk of infection without submitting her to
the influence of the De Mailly family had
been powerful enough for the time {eing
to overwhelm every other; and at the
moment of parling even these maternal
anxieties were subordinated to those of

the wife ing even that second from
her husb&irdu’fm side.

It was only later, when his illness began
for the first time to take a favourable turn,
and the doctor to whisper a hope that any
immediate danger might be considered as
over, that his devoted nurse could even
rﬁe time or thought to do more than
glance over her daughter’s letters for the
assurance that she was well and happy, and
to wonder—with some inward qualms—as
to what her husband would say to her in-
dependent action when he should be well
enough to hear of it.

That her child had been warmly wel-

comed, and was receiving every kindly care
and attention from the hospitable Jewish
family to whom she had been committed,
the mother knew well enough from the
tone, even more than the words of Vera's
somewhat meag: epistles (it is seldom
that a girl who never left home, or had

irl-friends, is a good correspondent), and

adame St. Laurent’s own communications
had been more meagre still; generally
consisting of a daily bulletin as to her
husband’s condition, often of two lines only,
and always carefully famigated before being
sent.

It was only when this condition im-
proved, so as to leave room for other
thoughts, that, as I have said, the wife had
leisure, for the first time, to question the
wisdom of her own conduct, and dread
lest any unforeseen result, subversive of
her lord and master’s well-known wishes,
should eventuate from it; and when a
letter arrived from Vers, mentioning,
among other matters, a visit from “a
young Mr. Rosenberg, a very funny young
man, with long hair and a grey velvet coat,
who talked in a way she couldn’t under-
stand, and asked her if she had ever ¢sat
forh:.d ll\Jdadonna W lMadamoﬂSt.b Laurent
replied by quite a long epistle, beginning
pleasantly enough, in ees, with the im-
provement in her invalid’s condition, but
going on to express a hope that Vera's
food spirits, in consequence, would not
ead her to giddiness or folly (poor Vera!
she had never known the feaﬁng of being
giddy in her life ), and giving her a most
stringent caution against dropping into
anything like flirtation, or even friendly
intimacy, with Mr. Rosenberg, or other
youths of his sort.

“I know,” she wrote, “ from what Leah
has said here, that her parents do allow
gome young men friends—Jews, as I gather
—to visit at the house ; but that, as you
know, is not the way with us, and though
I have not objected to your making this
visit to Leah Josephs and her family
(indeed, I think you are less likely to be
led utra! among a people whom even youn
know beforehand to be hopelessly benighted
and set apart from the Lord’s household,
than among fashionable, so-called Chris-
tians, whom you might be inclined to believe
in, and perhaps vex papa and me equally
by imitation), you must remember that he
would not approve for a moment of your
letting yo become intimate with any
of the young men, or encouraging them in

paying you silly compliments or attentions.

1:
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I am quite sure, in fact, that he would

send for you home at once if he imagined

there was the least fear of such a thing; so

I do hope you will be prudent and careful,

and draw back the minute anyone is the

least particular, so to say, in his manner to
ou.” .

*There, I can’t say more,” the mother
thought to herself. I don’t believe he
could have put it more strongly himself ;”
and, indeed, Vera’s answer, when it came,
seemed equally comprehending and satis-
factory.

“DEAR MamMMA,—There are very few
visitors of any sort at the Josephs's just
now. Leah saystown is empty, and every-
one gone away, but it is cheerful enough for
me. You are quite right about the people
who come to this house being mostly Jews,
and I am so glad you say I need not like
the young men, or be friendly with them,
for I don’t care about them at all ; only till
you wrote I thought I was wrong not to
to do 8o, and to be less shy with them.
do like Mr. Joeephs, for, though he is so
learned that I am a little afraid of him too,
he is very kind and fatherly, and so gentle
everyone loves bhim. Perhaps, however,
you didn’t mean to include him, for he
never pays compliments to anyone but dear
Mrs. Josephs, and she likes them. Fancy,
every Friday evening, he has a beautiful
candlestick, with seven candles in it, lit up
in her honour, which they call ¢ the bride’s
candlestick’—I suppose it was given her
when she was a bride—and, after dinner,
he makes her sit in the best armchair, and
kisses her hands, and says all those pretty
verses out of Proverbs, about a good wife,
to her, and the children say, ‘Happy
Sabbath, ﬂood mother, to you,’ and kiss
her too. The young men are quite different,

however. I don’t like them a bit; they
are mostly so emall, and have such big
noses, and don’t look either like French-

men or Englishmen. Besides, I can't
understand their conversation, which is
chiefly about music and what Leah calls
ssthetic subjects, so that when they call I
am quite glad to escape or get into a corner
with the little boys. Tell papa, please, he
need certainly not send for me home on
their account ; and, oh! if he and you do
go to the Count’s chitean in the Landes,
for change, when he is better, do let me
stay here till you return. The Josephs all
beg that I will.”

his was written before the visit to
Naomi’s, and if, in excuse for her increased
shyness with the male sex, Vera felt com-

pelled to betray the counsels she had
received on the subject, Madame St. Laurent
had no right to blame anyone but herself
and her system of education, which, by
keeping a girl of twenty in as strict leading-
strings as a little child, bad trained her
indeed to thedocility of one, while depriving
her of all the natural tact and judgment of
a woman.

Fortunately Leah had enough of both,
and of generosity in the bargain, not to
betray the contempt and indignation which
this proof of how Christians looked on
“ her people ” kindled within her; still less
to resent it on her guest’s innocent head.
Her cheek flushed a little, and her lip curled
—that was all, and Vera only gathered that
there might be something offensive -in
her confidence by the gently spoken
cantion : ‘*Don't tell dear mother what
your mamma has written to you. It—it
mwight hurt her.”

It was evening now, and Vera was
changing her dress in obedience to her
friend’s orders to  make herself pretty for
Naomi'’s evening”. Rather, I should esy,
she was looking at her limited stock of
‘“ best dresses ” as they lay on the bed, and
wondering which she should put on, and
why Leah did not come in as usual to assist
her in her choice. There was the black
silk, and the striped brown and purple, and
the green muslin. There was also a white
book-muslin, but that was for very best—
nothing under a dance, at least, and Leah
had distinot]{ said this was not ever to be
a party. Why didn’t Leah come in and
decide for her, tell her what to wear, and
how to wear it, and so save her the trouble
of thinking at all about the matter

“T only care about looking nice to please
her, and she understands how to make me
do so much better than I do,” Vera thought
plaintively. ‘Now, would she say the
brown? I suppose she is still busy pre-
paring for Naomi’s people. How much
trouble she seems to give herself about
them !”

Indeed, it was a fact that Leah had been
wondeyfully busy the whole afternoon,
flying about hither and thither, arranging
antimacassars in dainty shapes, and dis-
arranging them the next moment to try a
dantier ; removing unorthodox litter, such
as childrer’s toys, and Mr. Lucas’s ciga-
rettes—the Lucases were not a tidy family
—from the drawing-room, and filling every
available bowl and vase with fresh flowers,
which she kept running in and out of the
garden to procure, while Naomi leant back
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in a rocking-chair, easily clad in a cool
cambric ‘ peignoir ”, her fat baby at her
feet and a novel in her lap, the picture of
good-tempered laziness and comfort. She
laughed openly at her sister’s energy, and
whispered something jesting to her in
passing which sent the blood into Leah's
brown cheeks ; but the latter did not relax
in her self-imposed duties all the same, and
Vera noticed that her lips wore a happy
smile the whole time, and that ever and
anon little bursts of song came rippling
to them and went floating out upon the
summer air. Now, when dressing-time
came, and she had not put in her customary
appearance at Vera’s toilet, the younger
girl, still puzzling over her gowns, began
to puzzle over something else too—that
laughing whisper, namely, of Naomi's: * Is
the object of all this bustle worthy of it 1”

Was there any special object for it
Vera wondered. Any one amobg the
expected guests, the thought of whose
coming was pleasant enough to make Leah
look so bright herself, so eager that every-
thing else should look 8ot And who could
it be ¥ It was only then that there flashed
upon her the look and tone, unnoticed at
the time, with which her friend had spoken
of the friend she had met in the street,
Dr. Marstland ; and in an instant Naomi's
joke seemed to acquire a sudden point, and
Leah’s unwonted forgetfalness of her a
hidden sting, none the less painful because
she blushed at herself in hot shame for
feeling it. She had no friend in the world,
save h ; no one whom she loved so well
or confided in so utterly ; and yet it seemed
possible that Leah could have friends dear
enough to cause her to be forgotten, though
their existence, even, had never been
whispered to her till to-day. For the first
time since she left Brittany, r little
Vera half wished herself back there. At
least, she had never known what jealousy
meant at home.

She began to dress all the more quickly,
however. It was one of her forms of shy-
ness that, when company was expected,
she always liked to be downstairs and
safely ensconced in a quiet corner of the
drawing-room before any of the guests
arrived—a manceuvre by which she escaped
the ordeal of a formal entrance and intro-
duction into a roomful of strangers; and
now, being left to herself, it did not take
her many minutes to discard the black silk
as too hot and the brown as too ordinary,
to endue herself with the green muslin,
which, having been stifly atarched and

badly packed, presented a condition of
stiffness and crumples neither suggestive of
grace nor comfort ; and having twisted her
bair up on the top of her head—a fashion
peculiarly unbecoming to her, but which
she innocently thought gave her a more
“ company ” appearance—to glide down to
the drawing-room and seclude herself in the
friendly embrasure of a window before the
firat ring at the bell had sent Naomi rust-
ling, fluttering, and flushed into the apart-
ment to receive her guesta. .

Even then Leah, usually beforehand in
punctuality with her sister, did not make
her appearance, and it was not till some
minutes later that Vera suddenly caught
sight of her at the other end of the room,
talking to a young lady guest ; but looking
so more than usually bright and handsome,
that the little French girl could only gaze
at her in a sort of admiring rapture, while
even little Benjy Lucas, whose indulgent
mother allowed him to sit up much later
than was good for him, exclaimed :

“Oh—h—h1 isn’t Aunty Leah loverly
to-night 1”

Yet Miss Josephs was really by no means
so regularly beautifal as the Salomon
girls —intensely dark brunettes, whose
black eyes and hair were set off by the
daintiest of summer costumes in white
cambric and lace; her cheeks and eyes
being only so much brighter than usual as
to suggest to those who knew her best
some inward cause for excitement ; while
her gown was a very old and well-worn
one of black satin, originally belonging to
her mother, and made more simply than
many of her dresses, but with an open,
square-cat bodice and short sleeves, ruffled
round with fine black lace, which relieved
the warm, creamy whiteness of the neck
and arms, and a scarf of the same material,
knotted loosely round the hips. All of
colour or richness in the costume was
concentrated in a great cluster of roses
fastened against one side of the bosom—
roses of every hue, from palest yellow to
deepest crimson, nestling in their own
bronzed leaves, and glowing out from that
shelter with a luxuriance and vividuess
which would have made even a plain girl
striking,

The person who wore those roses needed
no other adornment ; nay, even the half-
blown bud, hiding itself like a flake of
ruby velvet among the coils of her dark,
wavy hair, seemed like an impertinence in
atbemfting to distract the eye from the
queenly gorgeoueness of its sisters.
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She had not forgotten her friend, how-
ever, over her own more successful toilet,
for, even while Vera was still regarding
her with wistful admiration, the dark eyes
met hers in recognition, and the next
moment Leah was at her side, whispering
reproachfully:

“Vera, you bad girl! Did you hurry
downstairs lest I should prevent your
screwing up your hair that way? And
why didn’t you put on your flowers?
Naomi kept me in the nursery with Alix,
who is croupish, till later than I thought,
and when I went to your room you had
flown, and there were all the pretty flowers
I cut for you — white roses, and your
favourite clematis, and the only bit of
gardenia in the conservatory — wasting
their sweetness in the glass just as I left
them 1”

“Oh, Leah, I am so sorry! I didn’t
see——" Vera began, but the sentence
was not finished, for at the same moment
the door opened to admit some fresh
guests, and Leah went forward to assist
her sister in receiving them.

They were three gentlemen—one, young
Rosenberg, and the other two strangers,
tall men both, and ome, at any rate,
singularly handsome, slight, graceful, and
scarcely middle-aged, with a thoughtful,
rather melancholy face, fair hair parted in
the middle, and a long fair beard, pointed
on the chest.

Vera felt an instinctive certainty that
this was Dr. Marstland, more especially as,
after a brief greetinE to the other, Leah
remained talking with him at the farther
end of the room, where he seemed only
too well content to detain her, while Mr.
Burt—if the second stranger were he—
crossed the apartment at once, and entered
into lively conversation with Naomi and her
husband, both of whom welcomed him with
even more than their wonted effusiveness.

Certainly he was not like the wife with
whom Vera had already made uain-
tance. Indeed, remembering thtﬁadfs
rigid and almost “stained-glaes” solemnity,
she could not help feeling that the Burts’
marriage must have been one of those
founded on the law of contrarieties; for
the very sound of the gentleman’s voice,
pleasant in tone, perhaps, but loud enough
to overpower most of those in its vicinity,
and of his laugh, ringing and explosive as
a schoolboy’s, were enough to banish the
idea of solemnity from his presence, and
make shy Vera tremble in spirit lest so
noisy a person should be introduced to her,

and so bring general attention on her timid
head. In truth there