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LOVE AMONG THE ARTISTS
CHAPTER |

ONE fine afternoon during the Easter holidays, Kensington
Gardens were in their freshest spring green, and the steps of the
Albert Memorial dotted with country visitors, who alternately
conned their guide-books and stared up at the golden gentleman
under the shrine, trying to reconcile the reality with the descrip-
tion, whilst their Cockney friends, indifferent to shrine and
statue, gazed idly at the fashionable drive below. One group in
particular was composed of an old gentleman intent upon the
Memoria, a young lady intent upon her guide-book, and a
young gentleman intent upon the young lady. She looked a
woman of force and intelligence; and her boldly curved nose
and chin, elastic step, upright carriage, resolute bearing, and
thick black hair, secured at the base of the neck by a broad
crimson ribbon, made those whom her appearance pleased think
her strikingly handsome. The rest thought her strikingly ugly;
but she would perhaps have forgiven them for the sake of the
implied admission that she was at least not commonplace; for
her costume, consisting of an ample black cloak lined with white
fur, and a broad hat with red feather and underbrim of sea green
silk, was of the sort affected by women who strenuously culti-
vate themselves, and insist upon their individuality. She was
not at al like her father, the grey-haired gentleman who, scan-
ning the Memorial with eager watery eyes, was uttering occasional
gjaculations of wonder at the sum it must have cost. The younger
man, who might have been thirty or thereabout, was slight and
of moderate stature. His fine hair, of a pale golden color, aready
turning to a silvery brown, curled delicately over his temples,
where it was beginning to wear away. A short beard set off his
features, which were those of a man of exceptional sensitiveness
and refinement. He was the Londoner of the party; and he waited
with devoted patience whilst his companions sdtisfied their
curiosity. It was pleasant to watch them; for he was not gloating
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over her, nor she too conscious that she was making the sun-
shine brighter for him; and yet they were quite evidently young
lovers, and as happy as people at their age know how to be.

At last the old gentleman's appetite for the Memoria yielded
to the fatigue of standing on the stone steps and looking up-
wards. He proposed that they should find a seat and examine
the edifice from a little distance.

"I think | see a bench down there with only one person on
it, Mary," he said, as they descended the steps at the west side.
"Can you see whether he is respectable?’

The young lady, who was short-sighted, placed a pair of
glasses on her sdient nose, lifted her chin, and deliberately
examined the person on the bench. He was a short, thick-chested
young man, in an old creased frock coat, with a worn-out hat
and no linen visible. His skin, pitted by smallpox, seemed grained
with black, as though he had been lately in a coal-mine, and had
not yet succeeded in towelling the coal-dust from his pores. He
sat with his arms folded, staring at the ground before him. One
hand was concealed under his arm: the other displayed itsef,
thick in the palm, with short fingers, and nails bitten to the quick.
He was clean shaven, and had a rugged, resolute mouth, a short
nose, marked nostrils, dark eyes, and black hair, which curled
over his low, broad forehead.

"He is certainly not a handsome man," said the lady; "but
he will do us no harm, | suppose?"

"Of course not," said the younger gentleman seriously. "But
| can get some chairs, if you prefer them."

"Nonsense! | was only joking." As she spoke, the man on
the bench looked up at her; and the moment she saw his eyes,
she began to stand in some awe of him. His vague stare changed
to a keen scrutiny, which she returned hardily. Then he looked
for amoment at her dress; glanced at her companions; and relapsed
into his former attitude.

The bench accommodated four persons easily. The old gentle-
man sat at the unoccupied end, next his daughter. Their friend
placed himself between her and the man, at whom she presently
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stole another look. His attention was again aroused: this time
he was looking at a child who was eating an apple near him.
His expression gave the lady an uncomfortable sensation. The
child, too, caught sight of him, and stopped eating to regard him
mistrustfully. He smiled with grim good-humor, and turned his
eyes to the gravel once more.

"It is certainly a magnificent piece of work, Herbert," sad
the old gentleman. "To you, as an artist, it must be a treat indeed.
| dont know enough about art to appreciate it properly. Bless us!
And are all those knobs made of precious stones?"

"More or less precious: yes, | believe so, Mr Sutherland,”
said Herbert, smiling.

"I must come and look at it again," said Mr Sutherland, turn-
ing from the Memorial, and putting his spectacles on the bench
beside him. "It is quite a study. | wish | had this business of
Charlie's off my mind."

"You will find a tutor for him without any difficulty," sad
Herbert. "There are hundreds to choose from in London."

"Yes; but if there were a thousand, Charlie would find a new
objection to every one of them. You see the difficulty is the
music."

Herbert, incommoded by a sudden movement of the strange
man, got a little nearer to Mary, and replied: "I do not think
the music ought to present much difficulty. Many young men
qualifying for holy orders are very glad to obtain private tutor-
ships; and nowadays a clergyman is expected to have some know-
ledge of music.”

"Yes," sad the lady; "but what is the use of that when
Charlie expressly objects to clergymen? | sympathize with him
there, for once. Divinity students are too narrow and dogmatic
to be comfortable to live with."

"There!" exclamed Mr Sutherland, suddenly indignant: "you
are beginning to make objections. Do you expect to get an angel
from heaven to teach Charlie?"

"No, papa; but | doubt if anything less will satisfy him."

"I will speak to some of my friends about it," said Herbert.
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"There is no hurry for a week or two, | suppose?’

"Oh, no, none whatever," said Mr Sutherland, ostentatiously
serene dfter his outbreak: "there is no hurry certainly. But
Charlie must not be alowed to contract habits of idleness; and
if the matter cannot be settled to his liking, | shall exert my
authority, and select a tutor mysdf. | cannot understand his
objection to the man we saw at Archdeacon Downes's. Can you,
Mary?'

"I can understand that Charlieis too lazy to work," said Mary.
Then, as if tired of the subject, she turned to Herbert, and said,
"You have not yet told us when we may come to your studio
and see The Lady of Shalott. | am very anxious to see it. | shall
not mind its being unfinished."

"But | shall," said Herbert, suddenly becoming self-conscious
and nervous. "l fear the picture will disappoint you in any case;
but at least | wish it to be as good as | can make it, before you
see it. | must ask you to wait until Thursday."

"Certainly, if you like," sad Mary earnestly. She was about
to add something, when Mr Sutherland, who had become some-
what restive when the conversation turned upon pictures,
declared that he had sat long enough. So they rose to go: and
Mary turned to get a last glimpse of the man. He was looking
at them with a troubled expression; and his lips were white. She
thought he was about to speak, and involuntarily retreated a
step. But he said nothing: only she was struck, as he composed
himself in his old attitude, by his extreme dejection.

"Did you notice that man sitting next you?" she whispered
to Herbert, when they had gone a little distance.

"Not particularly."

"Do you think he is very poor?"

"He certainly does not appear to be very rich," said Herbert
looking back.

"l saw a very odd look in his eyes. | hope he is not hungry."

They stopped. Then Herbert walked slowly on. "l should
think not so bad as that," he said. "I dont think his appearance
would justify me in offering him—"
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"Oh, dear, dear me!" said Mr Sutherland. "l am very stupid."

"What is the matter now, papa?'

"I have lost my glasses. | must have left them on that seat.
Just wait one moment whilst | go back for them. No, no, Her-
bert: | will go back mysdf. | recollect exactly where | laid them
down. | shal be back in a moment."

"Papa always takes the most exact notes of the places in which
he puts things; and he always leaves them behind him after all,"
said Mary. "There is that man in precisely the same position as
when we first saw him."

"No. He is saying something to your father. Begging, | am
afraid, or he would not stand up and lift his hat."

"How dreadful!”

Herbert laughed. "If, as you suspected, he is hungry, there is
nothing very dreadful in it, poor fellow. It is natural enough."

"l did not mean that. | meant that it was dreadful to think of
his being forced to beg. Papa has not given him anything—I
wish he would. He evidently wants to get rid of him, and, of
course, does not know how to do it. Let us go back."

"If you wish," said Herbert reluctantly. "But | warn you that
London is full of begging impostors."

Meanwhile Mr Sutherland, finding his spectacles where he had
left them, took them up; wiped them with his handkerchief; and
was turning away, when he found himself confronted by the
strange man, who had risen.

"Sir," said the man, raising his shabby hat, and speaking in a
subdued voice of remarkable power: "l have been a tutor; and |
am a musician. | can convince you that | am an honest and
respectable man. | am in need of employment. Something |
overheard just now leads me to hope that you can assist me. |
will—" Here the man, though apparently self-possessed, stopped
as if his breath had faled him.

Mr Sutherland's first impulse was to tell the stranger Hiffly
that he had no occasion for his services. But as there were no
bystanders, and the man's gaze was impressive, he became
nervous, and said hastily, "Oh, thank you: | have not decided
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what | shall do asyet." And he attempted to pass on.

The man immediatdy stepped aside, saying, "If you will
favour me with your address, sr, | can send you testimonials
which will prove that | have a right to seek such a place as you
describe. If they do not satisfy you, | shall trouble you no further.
Or if you will be so good as to accept my card, you can consider
at your leisure whether to communicate with me or not."

" Certainly, | will takeyour card," said Mr Sutherland, flurried
and conciliatory. "Thank you. | can write to you, you know,
if 1—"

"1 am much obliged to you." Here he produced an ordinary
visiting card, with the name of "Mr Owen Jack" engraved, and
an address at Church Street, Kensington, written in a crabbed
but diginct hand in the corner. Whilst Mr Sutherland was pre-
tending to read it, his daughter came up, pursein hand, hurrying
before Herbert, whose charity she wished to forestall. Mr Owen
Jack looked at her: and she hid her pursequickly. "1 am sorry to
have delayed you, sir," he said. " Good morning." Heraised his
hat again, and walked away.

"Good morning, sir," said Mr Sutherland. "Lord bless me!
thats a cool fellow," he added, recovering himsdf, and beginning
to fed ashamed of having been so courteous to a poorly dressed
stranger.

"What did he want, papa?

"Indeed, my dear, he has shown me that we cannot be too
careful of how we talk before srangersin London. By the purest
accident—the merest chance, | happened, whilst we were sitting
here five minutes ago, to mention that we wanted a tutor for
Charlie. This man was listening to us, and now he has offered
himsdf for the place. Just fancy the quickness of that. Here is
his card."

"Owen Jack!" said Mary. "What a hame!"

" Did he overhear anything about the musical difficulty?' said
Herbert. "Nature does not seem to have formed Mr Jack for
the pursuit of a fine art."

"Yes: he caught up even that. According to his own account,
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he understands music—in fact he can do everything."

Mary looked thoughtful. "After all," she sad slowly, "he
might suit us. He is certainly not handsome; but he does not
seem stupid; and he would probably not want a large salary. |
think Archdeacon Downes'sman'stermsare perfectly ridiculous."

"I am afrad it would be rather a dangerous experiment to
give a responsible post to an individua whom we have chanced
upon in a public park," said Herbert.

"Oh! out of the question,” said Mr Sutherland. "I only took
his card as the shortest way of getting rid of him. Perhaps | was
wrong to do even that."

"Of course we should have to make inquiries," said Mary.
"Somehow, | cannot get it out of my head that he isin very bad
circumstances. He might be a gentleman. He does not look
common."

"I agree with you so far," said Herbert. "And | am not sorry
that such models are scarce. But of course you are quite right
in desiring to assist this man, if he is unfortunate.”

"Engaging a tutor is a very commonplace affair,” sad Mary;
"but we may as well do some good by it if we can. Archdeacon
Downes's man is in no immediate want of a situation: he has
dozens of offers to choose from. Why not give the place to
whoever is in the greatest need of it?"

"Very well," cried Mr Sutherland. "Send after him and bring
him home at once in a carriage and pair, since you have made
up your mind not to hear reason on the subject."

"After all," interposed Herbert, "it will do no harm to make
a few inquiries. If you will alow me, | will take the matter in
hand, so as to prevent all possibility of his calling on or disturb-
ing you. Give me his card. | will write to him for his testimonials
and references, and so forth; and if anything comes of it, | can
then hand him over to you."

Mary looked gratefully at him, and said, "Do, papa. Let Mr
Herbert write. It cannot possibly do any harm; and it will be
no trouble to you."

"I do not object to the trouble," said Mr Sutherland. "I have
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taken the trouble of coming up to London, dl the way from
Windsor, already, solely for Charlie's sake. However, Herbert,
perhaps you could manage the afar better than 1. In fact, |
should prefer to remain in the background. But then your time
is valuable—"

"It will cost me only a few minutes to write the necessary
letters—minutes that would be no better spent in any case. |
assure you it will be practically no trouble to me."

"There, papa. Now we have settled that point, let us go on to
the National Gallery. | wish we were going to your studio
instead."

"You must not ask for that yet," said Herbert earnestly. "I
promise you a specia private view of The Lady of Shalott on
Thursday next at latest."
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CHAPTER 11

"ALTON COLLEGE, LYVERN.

"SIR—In answer to your letter of the 12th instant, | am in-
structed by MissWilson to inform you that Mr Jack was engaged
here for ten months as professor of music and elocution. At the
end of that period he refused to impart any further musical
instruction to three young ladies who desired a set of finishing
lessons. He therefore considered himself bound to vacate his
post, though Miss Wilson desires me to state expressly that she
did not insist on that course. She has much pleasure in testifying
to the satisfactory manner in which Mr Jack maintained his
authority in the school. He is an exacting teacher, but a patient
and thoroughly capable one. During his stay at Alton College,
his general conduct was irreproachable, and his marked personal
influence gained for him the respect and good wishes of his
pupils.—I am, sir, your obedient servant,

"PHILLIS WARD, F.C.P., etc."

"14 WEST PRECINCT, LIPPORT CATHEDRAL, SOUTH WALES.

"Sir—Mr Owen Jack is a native of this town, and was, in
his boyhood, a member of the Cathedral Choir. He is respectably
connected, and is personally known to me as a strictly honorable
young man. He has musical talent of a certain kind, and is un-
doubtedly qudified to teach the rudiments of music, though he
never, whilst under our guidance, gave any serious consideration
to the higher forms of composition—more, | should add, from
natural inaptitude than from want of energy and perseverance. |
should be glad to hear of his obtaining a good position.—Y ours
truly, JOHN BURTON, Mus.Doc.Ox."

These were the replies to the inquiries about Mr Jack.

On Thursday afternoon Herbert stood before his easel, watch-
ing the light changing on his picture as the clouds shifted in
the wind. At moments when the effect on the color pleased him,
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he wished that Mary would enter and see it so at her first glance.
But as the afternoon wore, it became duller; and when she at
last arrived, he fdt sorry he had not appointed one o'clock instead
of three. She was accompanied by a tall lad of sixteen, with light
blue eyes, far hair, and an expression of irreverent good humor.

"How do you do?" said Herbert. " Take care of those sketches,
Charlie, old fellow. They are wet."

"Papa fdt very tired: he thought it best to lie down for a
little," sad Mary, throwing off her cloak and appearing in a
handsome dress of marmalade-coloured silk. "He leaves the
arrangements with Mr Jack to you. | suspect the dread of having
to confront that mysterious stranger again had something to do
with his fatigue. |Is the Lady of Shalott ready to be seen?’

"The light is bad, | am sorry to say," said Herbert, lingering
whilst Mary made a movement towards the easdl.

"Dont push into the room like that, Mary," said Charlie.
"Artists always have models in their studios. Give the young
lady time to dress herself.”

"There is a gleam of sunshine now," said Herbert, gravely
ignoring the lad. "Better have your first look at it while it lasts."

Mary placed herself before the easel, and gazed earnestly at
it, finding that expression the easiest mask for a pang of dis-
appointment which followed her first glance at the canvas.
Herbert did not interrrupt her for some moments. Then he said
in alow voice: "You understand her action, do you not?"

"Yes. She has just seen the reflection of Lancelot's figure in
the mirror; and she is turning round to look at the reality."

"She has a deuce of a scraggy collar-bone," sad Charlie.

"Oh, hush, Charlie," cried Mary, dreading that her brother
might roughly express her own thoughts. "It seems quite right
to me."

"The action of turning to look over her shoulder brings out
the clavicle," said Herbert, smiling. "It is less prominent in the
picture than it would be in nature: | had to soften it alittle."

"Why daint you paint her in some other attitude?" sad
Charlie.
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"Because | happened to be aiming at the seizure of a poetic
moment, and not at the representation of a pretty bust, my
critical young friend," said Herbert quietly. "I think you are a
little too close to the canvas, Miss Sutherland. Remember: the
picture is not quite finished."

"She cant see anything unless she is close to it," sad Charlie.
"In fact, she never can get close enough, because her nose is
longer than her sight. | dont understand that window up there
above the woman's head. In redlity there would be nothing to
see through it except the sky. But there is a river, and flowers,
and a man from the Lord Mayor's show. Are they up on a
mountain?"'

"Charlie, please stop. How can you be so rude?"

"Oh, | am accustomed to criticism," said Herbert. "You are
a born critic, Charlie, since you cannot distinguish a mirror from
a window. Have you never read your Tennyson?"

"Read Tennyson! | should think not. What sensible man
would wade through the adventures of King Arthur and his
knights? One would think that Don Quixote had put a stop to
that style of nonsense. Who was the Lady of Shalott? One of
Sir Lancelot's, or Sir Galahad's, or Sr Somebody else's young
women, | suppose.”

"Do not mind him, Mr Herbert. It is pure affectation. He
knows perfectly well."

"I dont," said Charlie; " and whats more, | dont believe you
know either."

"The Lady of Shalott," said Herbert, "had a task to perform;
and whilst she was at work upon it, she was, on pain of a curse,
only to see the outer world as it was reflected by a mirror which
hung above her head. One day, Sir Lancelot rode by; and when
she saw his image she forgot the curse and turned to look at
him."

"Very interesting and sensible," said Charlie. "Why mightnt
she as wel have looked at the world straight off out of the
window, as seen it left handed in a mirror? The notion of a
woman spending her life making a Turkey carpet is considered
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poetic, | suppose. What happened when she looked round?"

"Ah, | see you are interested. Nothing happened, except that
the mirror broke and the lady died."

"Yes, and then got into a boat; rowed herself down to Hamp-
ton Court into the middle of a water party; and arranged her
corpse in an attitude for the benefit of Lancelot. I've seen a
picture of that."

"I see you do know something about Tennyson. Now, Miss
Sutherland, what is your honest opinion?'

"I think it is beautiful. The coloring seemed rather dull to
me at first, because | had been thinking of the river bank, the
golden grain, the dazzling sun, the gorgeous loom, the armor of
Sir Lancelot, instead of the Lady hersdf. But now that | have
grasped your idea, there is a certain sadness and weakness about
her that is very pathetic."

"Do you think the figure is weak?' said Herbert dubiously.

"Not readly weak," replied Mary hastily. "I mean that the
weakness proper to her story is very touchingly expressed.”

"She means that it is too sober and respectable for her," sad
Charlie. "She likes screaming colors. If you had dressed the lady
in red and gold; painted the Turkey carpet in full bloom; and
made Lancelot like a sugar stick, she would have liked it better.
That armor, by the by, would be the better for a rub of emery
paper.”

"Armor is hard to manage, particularly in distance," sad
Herbert. "Here | had to contend with the additional difficulty
of not making the reflection in the mirror seem too real."

"You seem to have got over that pretty successfully,” said
Charlie.

"Yes," sad Mary. "There is a certain unreality about the
landscape and the figure in armor that | hardly understood at
first. The more | strive to exercise my judgment upon art, the
more | fed my ignorance. | wish you would always tell me when
I make foolish comments. Thereis someone knocking, | think."

"It is only the housekeeper," said Herbert, opening the door.

"Mr Jack, sir," said the housekeeper.
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"Dear mel we must have been very late," said Mary. "It is
four o'clock. Now, Charlie, pray behave like a gentleman.”

"I suppose he had better come in here," said Herbert. "Or
would you rather not meet him?"

"Oh, | must meet him. Papa told me particularly to spesk to
him myself."

Mr Jack was accordingly shown in by the housekeeper. This
time, he displayed linen—a clean collar; and he carried a new
hat. He made a forma bow, and looked at the artist and his
guests, who became a little nervous.

"Good evening, Mr Jack," said Herbert. "l see you got my
letter."

"You are Mr Herbert?" said Jack, in his resonant voice, which,
in the lofty studio, had a bright, close quality like the middie
notes of a trumpet. Herbert nodded. "You are not the gentle-
man to whom | spoke on Saturday?'

"No. Mr Sutherland is not well; and | am acting for him. This
is the young gentleman whom | mentioned to you."

Charlie blushed, and grinned. Then, seeing a humorous
wrinkling in the stranger's face, he stepped forward and offered
him his hand. Jack shook it heartily. "I shal get on very
well with you," he said, "if you think you will like me as a
tutor.”

"Charlie never works," said Mary: "that is his great failing,
Mr Jack."

"You have no right to say that,” sad Charlie, reddening.
"How do you know whether | work or not? | can make a start
with Mr Jack without being handicapped by your amiable
recom mendations."

"This is Miss Sutherland,” said Herbert, interposing quickly.
"She is the mistress of Mr Sutherland's household; and she will
explain to you how you will be circumstanced as regards your
residence with the family."

Jack bowed again. "l should like to know, first, at what studies
this young gentleman requires my assistance."

"l want to learn something about music—about the theory
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of music, you know," said Charlie; "and | can grind at anything
ese you like."

"His general education must not be sacrificed to the music,”
said Mary anxiougly.

"Oh! dont you be afraid of my getting off too easily,” said
Charlie. "l dare say Mr Jack knows his business without being
told it by you."

"Pray dont interrupt me, Charlie. | wish you would go into
the next room and look at the sketches. | shall have to arrange
matters with Mr Jack which do not concern you."

"Very well,"” said Charlie sulkily. "l dont want to interfere
with your arrangements; but dont you interfere with mine. Let
Mr Jack form his own opinion of me; and keep yours to your-
sef." Then he left the studio.

"If there is to be any serious study of music—I| understood
from Mr Herbert that your young brother desires to make it
his profession—other matters must give place to it," said Jack
bluntly. "A little experience will show us the best course to take
with him."

"Yes," sad Mary. After hesitating a moment she added
timidly, "Then you are willing to undertake his instruction?"

"I am willing, so far," sad Jack.

Mary looked nervously at Herbert, who smiled, and said,
"Since we are satisfied on that point, the only remaining question,
| presume, is one of terms."

"Sir," said Jack abruptly, "I hate business and know nothing
about it. Therefore excuse me if | put my terms in my own way.
If | am to live with Mr Sutherland at Windsor, | shall want,
besides food and lodging, a reasonable time to myself every day,
with permission to use Miss Sutherland's piano when | can do
so without disturbing anybody, and money enough to keep me
decently clothed, and not absolutely penniless. | will say thirty-
five pounds ayear."

"Thirty-five pounds a year," repeated Herbert. "To confess
the truth, | am not a man of business myself; but that seems quite
reasonable."
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"Oh, quite," said Mary. "l think papa would not mind giving
more."

"It is enough for me," said Jack, with something like a sup-
pressed chuckle at Mary's simplicity. "Or, | will take a church
organ in the neighborhood, if you can procure it for me, in lieu
of salary."

"I think we had better adhere to the usua arrangement," said
Herbert. Jack nodded, and said, "I have no further conditions to
make."

"Do you wish to say anything?' said Herbert, looking in-
quiringly at Mary.

"No, I—I think not. I thought Mr Jack would like to know
something of our domestic arrangements."

"Thank you," said Jack curtly, "l need not trouble you. If
your house does not suit me, | can complain, or leave it." He
paused, and then added more courteously, "You may reassure
yourself as to my personal comfort, Miss Sutherland. | am well
used to greater privation than | am likely to suffer with you."

Mary had nothing more to say. Herbert coughed and turned
his ring round a few times upon his finger. Jack stood motionless,
and looked very ugly.

"Although Mr Sutherland has left this matter altogether in my
hands," said Herbert at last, "I hardly like to conclude it mysdlf.
He is staying close by, in Onslow Gardens. Would you mind
caling on him now? If you will allow me, | will give you a note
to the effect that our interview has been a satisfactory one."
Jack bowed. "Excuse me for one moment. My writing materials
are in the next room. | will say aword or two to Charlie, and
send him in to you."

There was a mirror in the room, which Herbert had used as a
model. It was so placed that Mary could see the image of the new
tutor's face, as, being now alone with her, he looked for the first
time at the picture. A sudden setting of his mouth and derisive
twinkle in his eye showed that he found something half ludicrous,
half contemptible, in the work; and she, observing this, fdt hurt,
and began to repent having engaged him. Then the expression
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softened to one of compassion; he sighed as he turned away from
the easel. Before she could speak Charlie entered, saying:

"I am to go back with you to Onslow Gardens, Mr Jack, if
you dont mind."

"Oh, no, Charlie: you must stay with me," said Mary.

"Dont be alarmed: Adrian is going on to the Museum with you
directly; and the housekeeper is here to do propriety. | have no
particular fancy for lounging about that South Kensington
crockery shop with you; and, besides, Mr Jack does not know his
way to Jermyn's. Here is Adrian."

Herbert came in, and handed a note to the tutor, who took it;
nodded briefly to them; and went out with Charlie.

"That is certainly the ugliest man | ever saw," said Herbert.
"I think he has got the better of us, too. We are a pretty pair to
transact business."

"Yes," sad Mary, laughing. "He said he was not a man of
business; but | wonder what he thinks of us."

"As of two young children whom fate has delivered into his
hand, doubtless. Shall we start now for South Kensington?"

"Yes. But | dont want to disturb my impression of the Lady
of Shalott by any more art today. It is so fine this afternoon that
| think it would be more sensible for us to take awalk in the Park
than to shut ourselves up in the Museum."

Herbert agreeing, they walked together to Hyde Park. "Now
that we are here," said he, "where shall we go to? The Row?"

"Certainly not. It is the most vulgar place in London. If we
could find a pleasant seat, | should like to rest."

"We had better try Kensington Gardens, then."

"No," sad Mary, remembering Mr Jack. "I do not like
Kensington Gardens."

"I have just thought of the very thing," exclamed Herbert.
"Let ustakeaboat. The Serpentine is not so pretty as the Thames
at Windsor; but it will have the charm of novelty for you. Will
you come?'

"I should like it of dl things. But | rely upon you as to the
propriety of my going with you."
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Herbert hesitated. "I do not think there can be any harm—"

"There: | was only joking. Do you think | alow myself to be
influenced by such nonsense as that? Let us go."

So they went to the boat-house and embarked. Herbert sculled
aimlessly about, enjoying the spring sunshine, until they found
themselves in an unfrequented corner of the Serpentine, when he
half shipped his sculls, and said, "Let us talk for a while now. |
have worked enough, | think."

"By al means," said Mary. "May | begin?"

Herbert looked quickly at her, and seemed a little disconcerted.
"Of course," said he.

"I want to make a confession," she said. "It concerns the Lady
of Shalott, of which | have been busily thinking since we started."

"Have you reconsidered your good opinion of it?"

"No. Better and yet worse than that. | have reconsidered my
bad impression of it—at least, | do not mean that—I never had a
bad impression of it, but my vacant, stupid first idea. My con-
fession is that | was disappointed at the first sight of it. Wait: let
me finish. It was different from what | imagined, as it ought to
have been; for | am not an artist, and therefore do not imagine
things properly. But it has grown upon me since; and now | like
it better than if it had dazzled my ignorant eyes at first. | have
been thinking that if it had the gaudy qualities | missed in it, |
should not have respected you so much for painting it, nor should
| have been forced to dwell on the poetry of the conception as |
have been. | remember being secretly disappointed the first time
we went to the National Gallery; and, as to my firs opera, |
suffered agonies of disenchantment. It is a comfort to me—a
mean one, | fear—to know that Sir Joshua Reynolds was dis-
appointed at his first glimpse of Raphael's frescoes in the Vatican,
and that some of the great composers thought Beethoven's music
hideous before they became familiar with it."

"You find that my picture improves on acquaintance?"

"Oh, yes! Very much. Or rather | improve."

"But are you sure you are not coaxing yourself into a fdse
admiration of it for my—to avoid hurting me?"
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"No, indeed," sad Mary vehemently, trying by force of as-
sertion to difle this suspicion, which had come into her own mind
before Herbert mentioned it.

"And do you still fed able to sympathize with my aims, and
willing to encourage me, and to keep the highest aspects of my
art before me, as you have done hitherto?"

"I fed willing, but not able. How often must | remind you
that | owe al my feeling for art to you, and that | am only the
faint reflection of you in al matters concerning it?"

"Nevertheless without your help | should long ago have de-
spaired. Are you quite sure—I beg you to answer me faithfully—
that you do not despise me?"

"Mr Herbert! How can you think such a thing of me? How
can you think it of yourself?'

"I am afraid my constant self-mistrust is only too convincing
a proof of my weakness. | sometimes despise myself."

"It is a proof of your artistic sensibility. You do not need to
learn from me that al the great artists have left passages behind
them proving that they have felt sometimes as you fed now.
Take the oars again; and let us spin down to the bridge. The
exercise will cure your fancies."

"Not yet. | have something else to say. Has it occurred to you
that if by any accident—by the forming of a new tie, for instance
—your sympathies came to be diverted from me, | should lose
the only person whose belief in me has helped me to believe in
myself? How utterly desolate | should be!™

"Desolate! Nonsense. Some day you will exhaust the variety
of the sympathy you compliment me so highly upon. You will
find it growing shallow and monotonous; and then you will not
be sorry to be rid of it."

"I am quite serious. Mary: | have fdt for some time past that it
is neither honest nor wise in me to trifle any longer with my only
chance of happiness. Will you become engaged to me? Y ou may
meet many better and stronger men than |, but none who will
value you more highly—perhaps none to whose life you can be
so indispensable.”
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There was a pause, Mary being too full of the responsibility
she ft placed upon her to reply at once. Of the ordinary maidenly
embarrassment she showed not a trace.

"Why cannot we go on as we have been doing so happily?'
she said thoughtfully.

"Of course, if you wish it, we can. That is, if you do not know
your own mind on the subject. But such happiness as there may
be in our present indefinite relations will be all on your side."

"It seems so ungrateful to hesitate. It is doubt of myself that
makes me do so. You have always immensely overrated me;
and | should not like you to fed at some future day that you had
made amistake. When you are famous, you will be able to choose
whom you please, and where you please."

"1f that is the only consideration that hinders you, | claim your
consent. Do you think that 1, too, do not fed how little worthy
of your acceptance my offer is? But if we can love one another,
what does al that matter? It is not as though we were strangers:
we have proved one another. It is absurd that we two should say
'‘Mr Herbert' and 'Miss Sutherland," as if our friendship were an
acquaintance of ceremony."

"I have often wished that you would cal me Mary. At home
we aways speak of you as Adrian. But | could hardly have asked
you to, could 1?"

"I am sorry you did not. And now, will you give me a definite
answer? Perhaps | have hardly made you a definite offer; but you
know my position. | am too poor with my wretched £300 a year
to give you a proper home at present. For that | must depend on
my brush. You can fancy how | shall work when every exertion
will bring my wedding day nearer; though, even at the most
hopeful estimate, | fear | am condemning you to a long engage-
ment. Are you afraid to venture on it?"

"Yes, | am afraid; but only lest you should find out the true
worth of what you are waiting for. If you will risk that, | consent."
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CHAPTER |11

ON one of the last days of July, Mary Sutherland was in her
father's house at Windsor, copying a sketch signed A. H. The
room had a French window opening on a little pleasure ground
and shrubbery, far beyond which, through the swimming summer
atmosphere, was the river threading the distant valley. But Mary
did not look that way. With her attention concentrated on a
stained scrap of paper, she might have passed for an aesthetic
daughter of the Man with the Muck Rake. At last a shadow fdl
upon the drawing board. Then she turned, and saw a tall, hand-
some lady, a little past middle age, standing at the window.

"Mrs Herbert!" she exclaimed, throwing down her brush, and
running to embrace the new-comer. "I thought you were in
Scotland."

"So | was, until last week. The first person | saw in London
was your Aunt Jane; and she has persuaded me to stay at Windsor
with her for a fortnight. How well you are looking! | saw your
portrait in Adrian's studio; and it is not the least bit like
you."

"I hope you did not tell him so. Besides, it must be like me.
All Adrian's artistic friends admire it."

"Yes; and he admires their worksin return. It is awell under-
stood bargain. Poor Adrian! He did not know that | was coming
back from Scotland; and | gave him a very disagreeable surprise
by walking into his studio on Monday afternoon."

"Disagreeable! | am sure he was delighted.”

"He did not even pretend to be pleased. His manners are really
getting worse and worse. Who is the curious person that opened
the shrubbery gate for me?—a sort of Cyclop with a voice of
bronze."

"It is only Mr Jack, Charlie's tutor. He has nothing to do at
present, as Charlie is spending a fortnight at Cambridge.”

"Oh, indeed! Your Aunt Jane has a great ded to say about
him. She does not like him; and his appearance rather confirms
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her, I must say, though he has good eyes. Whose whim was Mr
Jack, pray?"

"Mine, they say; though | had no more to do with his being
engaged than papa or Charlie had."

"I am glad Adrian had nothing to do with it. Well, Mary, have
you any news for me? Has anything wonderful happened since
| went to Scotland?"

"No. At least, | think not. You heard of papa's aunt Dorcas's
death.”

"That was in April, just before | went away. | heard that you
left London early in the season. It is childish to bury yourself
down here. You must get married, dear."

Mary blushed. "Did Adrian tell you of his new plans?' she
said.

"Adrian never tells me anything. And indeed | do not care to
hear of any plans of his until he has, once for al, given up his
absurd notion of becoming a painter. Of course he will not hear
of that: he has never forgiven me for suggesting it. All that his
fine art has done for him as yet is to make him dislike his mother;
and | hope it may never do worse."

"But, Mrs Herbert, you are mistaken: | assure you you are
quite mistaken. He is a little sore, perhaps, because you do not
appreciate his genius; but he loves you very dearly."

"Do not trouble yourself about my not appreciating his genius,
as you cdl it, my dear. | am not one bit prejudiced against art;
and if Adrian had the smallest chance of becoming a good painter,
| would share my jointure with him and send him abroad to study.
But he will never paint. | am not what is caled an aesthete; and
pictures that are generaly understood to be the perfection of
modern art invariably bore me, because | do not understand
them. But | do understand Adrian's daubs; and | know that they
are invariably weak and bad. All the Royal Academy could not
persuade me to the contrary—though, indeed, they are not likely
to try. | wish | could make you understand that any one who
dissuades Adrian from pursuing art will be his best friend. Dont
you fed that yourself when you look at his pictures, Mary?'
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"No," sad Mary, fixing her glasses and looking boldly at her
visitor. "I fed just the contrary."

"Then you must be blind or infatuated. Take his portrait of
you as an example! No one could recognize it. Even Adrian told
me that he would have destroyed it, had you not forbidden him;
though he was bursting with suppressed resentment because |
did not pretend to admire it."

"I believe that Adrian will be a great man yet, and that you
will acknowledge that you were mistaken in him."

"Well, my dear, you are young, and not very wise, for al your
cleverness. Besides, you did not know Adrian's father."

"No; but | know Adrian—very well, | think. | have faith in
the entire worthiness of his conceptions; and he has proved that
he does not grudge the hard work which is dl that is requisite to
secure the power of executing what he conceives. You cannot
expect him to be a great painter without long practice and study.

"I do not understand metaphysics, Mary. Conceptions and
executions are Greek to me. But | know very well that Adrian will
never be happy until he is married to some sensible woman. And
married he never can be whilst he remains an artist."

"Why?"

"What a question! How can he marry with only three hundred
a year? He would not accept an allowance from me, even if |
could afford to make him one; for since we disagreed about this
wretched art, he has withdrawn himself from me in every possible
way, and with an ostentation, too, which—natural feeling apart—
isin very bad taste. He will never add a penny to his income by
painting: of that | am certain; and he has not enterprise enough to
marry a woman with money. If he persists in his infatuation, you
will find that he will drag out his life waiting for a success that
will never come. And he has no social talents. If he were a genius,
like Raphael, his crotchets would not matter. If he were ahumbug,
like his uncle John, he would flourish as al humbugs do in this
wicked world. But Adrian is neither: he is only a duffer, poor
fellow."

Mary reddened, and said nothing.
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"Have you any influence over him?" said Mrs Herbert, watch-
ing her.

"If I had," replied Mary, "I would not use it to discourage
him."

"I am sorry for that. | had some hope that you would help me
to save him from wasting his opportunities. Y our Aunt Jane has
been telling me that you are engaged to him; but that is such an
old story now that | never pay any attention to it."

"Has Adrian not told you—"

"My dear, | have already said a dozen times that Adrian never
tells me anything. The more important his affars are, the more
openly and purposely he excludes me from them. | hope you have
not been so silly as to rely on his visions of fame for your future
support."”

"The truth is that we have been engaged since last April. |
wanted Adrian to write to you; but he said he preferred to speak
to you about it. | thought he would have done so the moment
you returned. However, | am sure he had good reasons for leaving
me to tell you; and | am quite content to wait until he reaps the
reward of his labor. We must agree to differ about his genius. |
have perfect faith in him."

"Well, Mary, | am very sorry for your sake. | am afraid, if you
do not lose patience and desert him in time, you will live to see
al your own money spent, and to try bringing up a family on
three hundred a year. If you would only be advised, and turn him
from his artistic conceit, you would be the best wife in England
for him. You have such force of character—just what he wants."

Mary laughed. "Y ou are so mistaken in everything concerning
Adrian!" she said. "It is he who has al the force of character: |
am only his pupil. He has imposed all his ideas on me, more,
perhaps, by dint of their purity and truth than of his own asser-
tiveness; for he is no dogmatist. | am always the follower: he the
leader."

"All very fine, Mary; but my old-fashioned common sense is
better than your clever modern nonsense. However, since Adrian
has turned your head, thereis nothing for it but to wait until you
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both come to your senses. That must be your Aunt Jane at the
door. She promised to follow me within haf an hour."

Mary frowned, and recovered her serenity with an effort as she
rose to greet her aunt, Mrs Beatty, an elderly lady, with features
like Mr Sutherland's but fat and imperious. She exclaimed, "I
hopel've not come too soon, Mary. How surprised you must have
been to see Mrs Herbert!"

"Yes. Mr Jack let her into the shrubbery; and she appeared
to me at the window without a word of warning."

"Mr Jack is a nice person to have in a respectable house,"
sad Mrs Beatty scornfully. "Do you know where | saw him
last?"

"No," said Mary impatiently; "and | do not want to know. |
am tired of Mr Jack's misdemeanors."

"Misdemeanors! | cdl it scandal, Mary. A perfect disgrace!"

"Dear me! What has he done now?"

"You may well ask. He is at present showing himsdlf in the
streets of Windsor in company with common soldiers, openly
entering the taverns with them."

"O Aunt Jane! Are you sure?"

"Perhaps you will allow me to believe my own senses. | drove
through the town on my way here—you know what a small
town is, Mrs Herbert, and how everybody knows everybody
else by sight in it, let alone such a remarkable looking person as
this Mr Jack; and the very first person | saw was Private Charles,
the worst character in my husband's regiment, conversing with
my nephew's tutor at the door of the Green Man. They went into
the bar together before my eyes. Now, what do you think of your
Mr Jack?"

"He may have had some special reason—"

"Special reason! Fiddlestick! What right has any servant of
my brother's to speak to a profligate soldier in broad daylight in
the streets? There can be no excuse for it. If Mr Jack had a particle
of self-respect he would maintain a proper distance between him-
sdf and even a full sergeant. But this Charles is such a drunkard
that he spends half his time in cells. He would have been dis-
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missed from the regiment long since, only he is a bandsman; and
the bandmaster begs Colonel Beatty not to get rid of him, as he
cannot be replaced.”

"If he is a bandsman," said Mary, "that explains it. Mr Jack
wanted musical information from him, | suppose.”

"I declare, Mary, it is perfectly wicked to hear you defend
such conduct. Is a public house the proper place for learning
music? Why could not Mr Jack apply to your uncle? If he had
addressed himself properly to me, Colonel Beatty could have
ordered the man to give him whatever information was required
of him."

"I must say, aunt, that you are the last person | should expect
Mr Jack to ask a favor from, judging by your usual manner
towards him."

"There!" said Mrs Beatty, turning indignantly to Mrs Herbert.
"That is the way | am treated in this house to gratify Mr Jack.
Last week | was told that | was in the habit of gossiping with
servants, because Mrs Williams' housemaid met him in the Park
on Sunday—on Sunday, mind—whistling and singing and be-
having like a madman. And now, when Mary's favorite is con-
victed in the very act of carousing with the lowest of the low, she
turns it off by saying that | do not know how to behave mysalf
before a tutor.”

"I did not say so, aunt; and you know that very well."

"Oh, well, of course if you are going to fly out at me—"

"I am not flying at you, aunt; but you are taking offence with-
out the least reason; and you are making Mrs Herbert believe that
| am Mr Jack's specia champion—you caled him my favorite.
The truth is, Mrs Herbert, that nobody likes this Mr Jack; and
we only keep him because Charlie makes some progress with
him, and respects him. Aunt Jane took a violent dislike to
him—"

"I, Mary! What is Mr Jack to me that | should like or dislike
him, pray?"

"—and she is always bringing me stories of his misdoings, as
if they were my fault. Then, when | try to defend him from
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obvious injustice, | am accused of encouraging and shielding
him."

"So you do," said Mrs Beatty.

"I say whatever | can for him," said Mary sharply, "because |
dislike him too much to condescend to join in attacks made on
him behind his back. And | am not afraid of him, though you are,
and so is papa.”

"Oh, really, you aretoo ridiculous," said Mrs Beatty. "Afraid!"

"I see," said Mrs Herbert smoothly, "that my acquaintance
the Cyclop has made himself a bone of contention here. Since
you al didlike him, why not dismiss him and get a more popular
character in his place? He is realy not an ornament to your
establishment. Where is your father, Mary?'

"He has gone out to dine at Eton; and he will not be back until
midnight. He will be so sorry to have missed you. But he will
see you tomorrow, of course.”

"And you are alone here?'

"Yes. Alone with my work."

"Then what about our plan of taking you back with us and
keeping you for the evening?"

"I think | would rather stay and finish my work."

"Nonsense, child," sad Mrs Beatty. "Y ou cannot be working
always. Come out and enjoy yourself."

Mary yielded with a sigh, and went for her hat.

"I am sure that all this painting and poetry reading is not good
for ayoung girl," said Mrs Beatty, whilst Mary was away. "It is
very good of your Adrian to take such trouble to cultivate Mary's
mind; but so much study cannot but hurt her brain. She is very
self-willed and full of outlandish ideas. She is not under proper
control. Poor Charles has no more resolution than a baby. And
she will not listen to me, alth—"

"I am ready," sad Mary, returning.

"You make me nervous—you do everything so quickly,"
said Mrs Beatty querulously. "I wish you would take shorter
steps,” she added, looking disparagingly at her niece's skirts as
they went out through the shrubbery. "It is not nice to see a girl
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striding like a man. It gives you quite a bold appearance when
you swing along, peering at people through your glasses."

"That is an old crime of mine, Mrs Herbert,” said Mary. "I
never go out with Aunt Jane without being lectured for not walk-
ing as if | had high heeled boots. Even the Colonel took me to
task one evening here. He said a man should walk like a horse,
and a woman like a cow. His complaint was that | walked like a
horse: and he said that you, aunt, walked properly, like a cow.
It is not worth any woman's while to gain such a compliment as
that. It made Mr Jack laugh for the firg and only time in our
house."

Mrs Beatty reddened, and seemed about to make an angry
reply, when the tutor came in at the shrubbery gate, and held it
open for them to pass. Mrs Herbert thanked him. Mrs Beatty,
following her, tried to look haughtily at him, but quailed, and
made him a slight bow, in response to which he took off his hat.

"Mr Jack," said Mary, stopping; "if papa comes back before
| am in, will you please tell him that | am at Colonel Beatty's."

"At what hour do you expect him?"

"Not until eleven, at soonest. | am almost sureto be back first;
but if by any chance | should not be—"

"I will tell him," said Jack. Mary passed on; and he watched
them until Mrs Beatty's carriage disappeared. Then he hurried
indoors, and brought a heap of manuscript music into the room
the ladies had just left. He opened the pianoforte and sat down
before it; but instead of playing he began to write, occasionally
touching the keys to try the effect of a progression, or rising to
walk up and down the room with puckered brows.

He labored in this fashion until seven o'clock, when, hearing
some one whistling in the road, he went out into the shrubbery,
and presently came back with a soldier, not perfectly sober, who
carried aroll of music paper and a case containing three clarionets.

"Now let us hear what you can make of it," said Jack, seating
himself at the piano.

"It's cruel quick, that allagrow part is," said the soldier, trying
to make his sheet of music stand properly on Mary's table easdl.
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"Just give us your B flat, will you, Mister." Jack struck the note;
and the soldier blew. "Them ladies singin pianos is aways so
damn low,* he grumbled. "lve drorn the dide as far asitll come.
Just wait while | stick a washer in the bloomin thing."

"1t seems to me that you have been drinking instead of practis-
ing, since | saw you," said Jack.

"S' help me, governor, Ive been practising al the a'ternoon.
| on'y took a glass on my way here to set me to rights. Now,
Mister, I'm ready." Jack immediately attacked Mary's piano with
all the vigor of an orchestra; and the clarionet soon after made its
entry with a brilliant cadenza. The soldier was a rapid executant;
his tone was fing; and the only varieties of expression he was
capable of, the spirited and the pathetic, satisfied even Jack, who,
on other points, soon began to worry the soldier by his fastidious-
Ness.

"Stop," he cried. "That is not the effect | want at all. It is not
bright enough. Take the other clarionet. Try it in C."

"Wot! Play dl them flats on a clarionet in C! It cant be done.
Leastways I'm damn'd if | can—Hello! 'Eres a gent for you, sir."

Jack turned. Adrian Herbert was standing on the threshold,
astonished, holding the handle of the open door. "I have been
listening outside for some time," he said politely. "I hope | do
not disturb you."

"No, "replied Jack. "Friend Charles hereisworth listening to.
Eh, Mr Herbert?"

Private Charles looked down modestly, jingled his spurs,
coughed, and spat through the open window. Adrian did not
appreciate his tone or his execution; but he did appreciate his
sodden features, hisweak and husky voice, and his barrack accent.
Seeing a clarionet and a red handkerchief lying on a satin cushion
which he had purchased for Mary at a bazaar, he looked at the
soldier with disgust, and at Jack with growing indignation.

"I presume there is no one at home," he said coldly.

"Miss Sutherland is at Mrs Beatty's, and will not return until
eleven," said Jack, looking at Adrian with his most rugged ex-
pression, and not subduing his powerful voice, the sound of which
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always dflicted the artist with a sensation of insignificance. "Mrs
Beatty and a lady who is visiting her caled and brought her out
with them. Mr Sutherland is at Eton, and will not be back till
midnight. My pupil is still at Cambridge.”

"H'm!" said Adrian. "l shall go on to Mrs Beatty's. | should
probably disturb you by remaining."

Jack nodded and turned to the piano without further ceremony.
Private Charles had taken one of Mary's paint-brushes and fixed
it upon the desk against his sheet of music, which was rolling
itself up. This was the last thing Herbert saw before he left. As
he walked away he heard the clarionet begin the slow movement
of the concerto, a melody which, in spite of his annoyance, struck
him as quite heavenly. He nevertheless hastened out of earshot,
despising the whole art of music because a half-drunken soldier
could so &ffect him by it.

Half a mile from the Sutherlands' house was a gate, through
which he passed into a flower-garden, in which a tall gentleman
with sandy hair was smoking a cigar. This was Colonel Besatty,
from whom he learnt that the ladies were in the drawing room.
There he found his mother and Mrs Beatty working in colored
wools, Y/hils Mary, at a distance from them, was reading a volume
of Browning. She gave a sigh of relief as he entered.

"Is this your usual hour for making calls?' said Mrs Herbert,
in response to her son's cool "Good evening, mother."

"Yes," sad he. "I cannot work at night." He passed on and
sat down beside Mary at the other end of the room. Mrs Beatty
smiled significantly at Mrs Herbert, who shrugged her shoulders
and went on with her work.

"What is the matter, Adrian?" said Mary in alow voice.

"Why?"

"You look annoyed."

"I am not annoyed. But | am not quite satisfied with the way
in which your household is managed in your absence by Mr
Jack."

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Mary, "you too! Am | never to
hear the last of Mr Jack? It is bad enough to have to meet him
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every day, without having his misdeeds dinned into my ears
from morning till night."

"I think an end should be put to such a state of things, Mary.
| have often reproached myself for having alowed you to engage
this man with so little consideration. | thought his mere presence
in the house could not affect you—that his business would be
with Charlie only. My experience of the injury that can be done
by the mere silent contact of coarse natures with fine ones should
have taught me better. Mr Jack is not fit to live with you, Mary."

"But perhaps it is our fault. He has no idea of the region of
thought from which | wish | never had to descend; but, after al,
we have no fault to find with him. We cannot send him away
because he does not appreciate pictures.”

"No. But | have reason to believe that heis not quite so well-
behaved in your absence as he is when you are at home. When
| arrived tonight, for instance, I, of course, went straight to your
house. There | heard a musical entertainment going forward.
When | went in | was greeted with a volley of oaths which a
drunken soldier was addressing to Jack. The two were in the
drawing room and did not perceive me at first, Jack being seated
at your pianoforte, accompanying the soldier, who was playing
a flageolet. The fellow was using your table easdl for a desk, and
your palette knife as a paper weight to keep his music flat. Has
Jack your permission to introduce his military friends whenever
you are out?"

"Certainly not," said Mary, reddening. "l never heard of such
a thing. | think Mr Jack is excessively impertinent."

"What is the matter?' sad Mrs Beatty, perceiving that her
niece was vexed.

"Nothing, aunt," said Mary hastily. "Please do not tell Aunt
Jane," she added in an undertone to Adrian.

"Why not?"

"Oh, she will only worry about it. Pray do not mention it.
What ought we to do about it, Adrian?"

"Simply dismiss Mr Jack forthwith?"

"But— Yes, | suppose we should. The only difficulty is—"
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Mary hesitated, and at last added, "I am afraid he will think that
it is out of revenge for his telling Charlie not to take his idess of
music from my way of playing it, and because he despises my
painting."

"Despises your painting! Do you mean to say that he has
been insolent to you? You should dismiss him at once. Surely
such fears as you expressed just now have no weight with you,
Mary?"

Mary reddened again, and said, a little angrily, "It is very
easy for you to tak of dismissing people, Adrian; but if you had
to do it yoursdf, you would fed how unpleasant it is."

Adrian looked grave and did not reply. After a short silence
Mary rose, crossed the room carelessly, and began to play the
piano. Herbert, instead of sitting by her and listening, as his
habit was, went out and joined the Colonel in the garden.

"What have you quarrelled about, dear?' said Mrs Herbert.

"We have not quarrelled," said Mary. "What made you think
that?"

"Adrian is offended."

"Oh, no. At least | cannot imagine why he should be."

"Heis. | know what Adrian's slightest shrug signifies.”

Mary shook her head and went on playing. Adrian did not
return until they went into another room to sup. Then Mary
said she must go home; and Herbert rose to accompany her.

"Good night, mother," he said. "I shall see you tomorrow.
| have a bed in the town, and will go there directly when | have
left Mary safdly at home." He nodded; shook hands with Mrs
Beatty and the Colonel, and went out with Mary. They walked
a hundred yards in silence. Then Mary said:

"Are you offended, Adrian? Mrs Herbert said you were."

He started as if he had been stung. "I do not believe | could
make a movement," he replied indignantly, "for which my
mother would not find some unworthy motive. She never loses
an opportunity to disparage me and to make mischief."

"She does not mean it, Adrian. It is only that she does not
quite understand you. You sometimes say hard things of her,
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although | know you do not mean to speak unkindly."

"Pardon me, Mary, | do. | hate hypocrisy of dl kinds; and
you annoy me when you assume any tenderness on my part
towards my mother. | dislike her. | believe | should do so even if
she had treated me well, and shewed me the ordinary respect which
| have as much right to from a parent as from any other person.
Our natures are antagonistic, our views of life and duty incom-
patible: we have nothing in common. That is the plain truth;
and however much it may shock you, unless you are willing to
accept it as unalterable, | had rather you would drop the sub-
ject/!

"Oh, Adrian, | do not think it is right to—"

"I do not think, Mary, that you can tell me anything concern-
ing what is caled filid duty that | am not already familiar with.
| cannot help my likes and dislikes: | have to entertain them
when they come to me, without regard to their propriety. You
may be quite tranquil as far as my mother's feelings are concerned.
My undutiful sentiments afford her her chief delight—a pretext
for complaining of me."

Mary looked wistfully at him, and waked on, downcast. He
stopped, turned towards her gravely, and resumed:

"Mary: | suspect from one or two things you have said, that
you cherish a project for reconciling me to my mother. You
must relinquish that idea. | myself exhausted every effort to that
end long ago. | disguised the read nature of my fedlings towards
her until even self-deception, the most persistent of al forms
of illusion, was no longer possible. In those days | should have
hailed your good offices with pleasure. Now | have not the least
desire to be reconciled to her. As | have said, we have nothing
in common: her affection would be a burden to me. Therefore
think no more of it. Whenever you wish to see me in my least
amiable mood, reopen the subject, and you will be gratified."

"I shall avoid it since you wish me to. | only wished to say
that you left me in an awkward position today by not telling
her of our engagement.”

"True. That was inconsiderate of me. | intended to tell her;
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but | got no opportunity. It matters little; she would only have
caled me afool. Did you tell her?"

"Yes, when | found that Aunt Jane had told her already."

"And what did she say?"

"Oh, nothing. She reminded me that you were not rich enough
to marry."

"And proclaimed her belief that | should never become so
unless | gave up painting?'

"She was quite kind to me about it. But she is a little preju-
diced—"

"Yes, | know. For heaven's sake let us think and talk about
something else. Look at the stars. What a splendid dome they
make of the sky now that there is ho moon to distract attention
from them! And yet a great artist, with a miserable yard of
canvas, can move us as much as that vast expanse of air and fire."

"Yes.—I| am very uncomfortable about Mr Jack, Adrian. If
he is to be sent away, it must be done before Charlie returns,
or else there will be a quarrel about it. But then, who is to speak
to him? He is a very hard person to find fault with; and very
likely papa will make excuses for him sooner than face him with
a dismissal. Or, worse again, he might give him some fadse
reason for sending him away, in order to avoid an explosion;
and somehow | would rather do anything than condescend to
tell Mr Jack a story. If he were any one else | should not mind
so much."

"There is no occasion to resort to untruth, which is equally
odious, no matter to whom it is addressed. It was agreed that
his engagement should be terminable by a month's notice on
either side. Let Mr Sutherland write him a letter giving that
notice. No reason need be mentioned; and the letter can be
courteously worded, thanking him for his past services, and
simply saying that Charlie is to be placed in other hands."

"But it will be so unpleasant to have him with us for a month
under a sentence of dismissal."

"Well, it cannot be helped. There is no alternative but to
turn him out of the house for misconduct."
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"That is impossible. A letter will be the best. | wish we had
never seen him, or that he were gone already. Hush. Listen a
moment."

They stopped. The sound of a pianoforte came to their ears.

"Heis playing still," said Mary. "Let us go back for Colonel
Beatty. He will know how to deal with the soldier."

"The soldier must have left long ago,” said Adrian. "l can
hear nothing but the piano. Let us go in. He iswithin his bargain
as far as his own playing goes. He stipulated for that when we
engaged him."

They went on. As they neared the house, grotesque noises
mingled with the notes of the pianoforte. Mary hesitated, and
would have stopped again; but Adrian, with a stern face, walked
quickly ahead. Mary had a key of the shrubbery; and they went
round that way, the noise becoming deafening as they approached.
The player was not only pounding the keyboard so that the
window rattled in its frame, but was making an extraordinary
variety of sounds with his own larynx. Mary caught Adrian's
arm as they advanced to the window and looked in. Jack was
alone, seated at the pianoforte, his brows knitted, his eyes glisten-
ing under them, his wrists bounding and rebounding upon the
keys, his rugged countenance transfigured by an expression of
extreme energy and exaltation. He was playing from a manuscript
score, and was making up for the absence of an orchestra by
imitations of the instruments. He was grunting and buzzing the
bassoon parts, humming when the violoncello had the melody,
whistling for the flutes, singing hoarsely for the horns, barking
for the trumpets, squealing for the oboes, making indescribable
sounds in imitation of clarionets and drums, and marking each
sfor\ando by a toss of his head and a gnash of his teeth. At last,
abandoning this eccentric orchestration, he chanted with the
full strength of his formidable voice until he came to the fina
chord, which he struck violently, and repeated in every possible
inversion from one end of the keyboard to the other. Then he
sprang up, and strode excitedly to and fro in the room. At the
second turn he saw Herbert and Mary, who had just entered,
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staring at him. He started, and stared back at them, quite dis-
concerted.

"I fear | have had the misfortune to disturb you a second
time," said Herbert, with suppressed anger.

"No," said Jack, in a voice strained by his recent abuse of it,
"I was playing by mysdlf. The soldier whom you saw here has
gone to his quarters." As he mentioned the soldier, he looked
a Mary.

"It was hardly necessary to mention that you were playing,"
said Adrian. "We heard you at a considerable distance."

Jack's cheek glowed like a sooty copper kettle, and he looked
darkly at Herbert for a moment. Then, with some signs of
humor in his eye, he said, "Did you hear much of my perform-
ance?'

"We heard quite enough, Mr Jack," said Mary, approaching
the piano to place her hat on it. Jack quickly took his manuscript
away as she did so. "l am afraid you have not improved my poor
spinet," she added, looking ruefully at the keys.

" That is what a pianoforte is for," said Jack gravely. "It may
have suffered; but when next you touch it you will fed that the
hands of a musician have been on it, and that its heart has beaten
at last." He looked hard at her for a moment after saying this,
and then turned to Herbert, and continued, "Miss Sutherland
was complaining some time ago that she had never heard me
play. Neither had she, because she usualy sits here when she
is at home; and | do not care to disturb her then. | am glad she
has been gratified at last by a performance which is, | assure you,
very characteristic of me. Perhaps you thought it rather odd?"

"I did think so,” said Herbert severely.

"Then," said Jack, with a perceptible surge of his subsiding
excitement. "l am fortunate in having escaped al observation
except that of a gentleman who understands so well what an
artist is. If | cannot compose as you paint, believe that it is
because the art which | profess lies nearer to a strong man's soul
than one which nature has endowed you with the power o—
appreciating. Good night." He looked for a moment at the two,
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turned on his heel, and left the room. They stared after him in
silence, and heard him laugh subduedly as he ascended the stairs.

"I will make papa write to him tomorrow," sad Mary, when
she recovered herself. "No one shall have a second chance of
addressing a sarcasm to you, Adrian, in my father's house, whilst
| am mistress of it."

"Do not let that influence you, Mary. | am not disposed to
complain of the man's conceited ignorance. But he was imper-
tinent to you."

"l do not mind that."

"But | do. Nothing could be more grossly insolent than what
he said about your piano. Many of his former remarks have
passed with us as the effect of a natural brusquerie, which he
could not help. | believe now that he is simply ill-mannered and
ill-conditioned. That sort of thing is not to be tolerated for one
moment."

"I have always tried to put the best construction on his actions,
and to defend him from Aunt Jane," said Mary. "l am very sorry
now that | did so. The idea of his caling himsef an artist!"

"Musicians often arrogate that title to themselves,” said Her-
bert; "and he does not seem overburdened with modesty. | think
| hear Mr Sutherland letting himself in at the hall door. If so, |
need not stay any longer, unless you wish me to speak to him
about what has occurred.”

"Oh, no, not tonight: it would only spoil his rest. | will tell
him in the morning."

Herbert waited only to bid Mr Sutherland good night. Then
he kissed his betrothed, and went to his lodging.



CHAPTER IV

Two days later, Mary was finishing the sketch which Mrs Her-
bert had interrupted. Something was wrong with her: at every
sound in the house she changed color and stopped to listen.
Suddenly the door was opened; and a housemaid entered, rigid
with indignation.

"Oh Clara, you frightened me. What is it?"

"1f you please, Miss, isit my place to be called names and swore
at by the chootor?"

"Why? What has happened?"

"Master gave me a note after breakfast to give Mr Jack, Miss.
He was not in his room then; so | Ieft it on the table. As soon
as | heard him moving about, | went and asked him had he got
it. The answer | got—begging your pardon, Miss—was, 'Go to
the devil, you jade." If | am expected to put up with that from
the likes of him, | should wish to give warning."

"I am very sorry, Clara. Why did he behave so? Did you say
anything rude to him?"

"Not likely, Miss. | hope | respect myself more than to stop
and bandy words. His door was wide open; and he had his
portmanteau in the middle of the floor, and was heaping his
things into it as fast as he could. He was grinding his teeth, too,
and looked reg'lar wicked."

"Well, Clara, as Mr Jack will be leaving very soon, | think
you had better pass it over."

"Indeed, Miss? Is Mr Jack going?"

"Yes," sad Mary, turning to her easdl.

"Oh!" said the housemaid slowly. After lingering a moment
in vain for further information, she hastened to the kitchen to
tell the news. She had closed the door; but it did not fasten, and
presently a draught from an open window in the hall blew it
softly open. Though Mary wanted it shut, so that Jack should
not see her if he passed on his way out, she was &fraid to stir.
She had never been so unreasonably nervous in her life before;
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and she sat there helplessly pretending to draw until she heard
the dreaded footstep on the stairs. Her heart beat in a terrible
crescendo as the steps approached, passed, stopped; returned,
and entered the room. When she forced herself to look up, he
was standing there eyeing her, with her father's letter in his
hand.

"What does this mean?' he said.

Mary glanced round as if to escape from his eyes, but had to
look at him as she replied faintly, "You had better ask Mr
Sutherland."

"Mr Sutherland has nothing to do with it. You are mistress
here."

He waited long enough for an answer to shew that she had
none to make. Then, shaking his head, he deliberately tore the
letter into fragments. That stung her into saying:

"I do not wish to pursue the subject with you."

"I have not asked your leave," he replied. "I give you a lesson
for the benefit of the next wretch that will hold my position at
the mercy of your ignorant caprice. You have spoiled the labor
of the past three months for me; upset my plans; ruined me, for
aught | know. Tell your father, who wants to discharge me at
the end of the month, that | discharge myself now. | am not a
dog, to sit at his table after the injustice he has done me."

"He has done you no injustice, Mr Jack. He has a perfect
right to choose who shall remain in his household. And | think
he has acted rightly. So does Mr Herbert."

Jack laughed gruffly. "Poor devil!" he said, "he fancies he
can give ideas to the world because a few great men have given
some to him. | am sorry | let his giff manners put me out of
temper with him the other night. He hates me instinctively
because he feds in me what he misses in himsalf. But you ought
to know better. Why, he hated that drunken rascal | had here,
because he could handle his clarionet like a man with suff in
him. | have no more time for talking now. | have been your
friend and have worked hard with your brother for your sake,
because | thought you helped me to this place when | was
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desperately circumstanced. But now | shal not easily forgive
you." He shook his head again at her, and walked out, shutting
the door behind him. The housemaid was in the hall. "My port-
manteau and a couple of other things are on the landing outside
my door," he said, stopping as he passed her. "You will please
give them to the man | send."

"And by whose orders am | to trouble myself about your
luggage, pray?"

Jack turned and slowly advanced upon her until she, retreat-
ing, stood against the wall. "By my orders, Mrs Boldface/'he
said. "Do as you are bid—and paid for, you hussy."

"Well, certainly," began the housemaid, as he turned away,
"thats—"

Jack halted and looked round wickedly at her. She retired
quickly, grumbling. As he left the house, Herbert, coming in
at the gate, was surprised to see him laughing heartily; for he
had never seen him in good-humor before.

"Good morning, Mr Jack," said Adrian as they passed.

"Goodbye," said Jack derisively. And he went on. Before
Adrian reached the doorstep, he heard the other roaring with
laughter in the road.

Jack, when he had had his laugh out, walked quickly away,
chuckling, and occasionally shaking his fig at the sky. When he
came to Colonel Beatty's house, he danced fantastically past the
gate, snapping his fingers. He laughed boisterously at this per-
formance at intervals until he came into the streets. Here, under
the eye of the town, he was constrained to behave himself less
remarkably; and the constraint made him so impatient that he
suddenly gave up an intention he had formed of taking a lodg-
ing there, and struck off to the railway station at Slough.

"When is there a train to London?" he said, presenting him-
sdf at the booking office

"Theres one going now," replied the clerk coolly.

"Now!" exclamed Jack. "Give me a ticket—third class—
single."

"Go to the other window. First class only here."
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"First class, then," cried Jack, exasperated. "Quick." And he
pushed in a half-sovereign.

The clerk, startled by Jack's voice, hastily gave him a ticket
and an instalment of the change. Jack left the rest, and ran to
the platform just in time to hear the engine whistle.

"Late, sir. Youre late,” said a man in the act of slamming
the barrier. By way of reply, Jack dragged it violently back and
rushed after the departing train. There was a shout and a rush
of officids to stop him; and one of them seized him, but, failing
to hold him, was sent reeling by the collision. The next moment
Jack opened the door of a first-class carriage, and plunged in in
great disorder. The door was shut after him by an officid, who
stood on the footboard to cry out, "You will be summoned for
this, sir, so you shall. You shall be sum—"

"Go to the deuce," retorted Jack, in a thundering voice. As
the man jumped off, he turned from the door, and found himself
confronted by a tall thin old gentleman, sprucely dressed, who
cried in a high voice:

"Sir, this is a private compartment. | have engaged this com-
partment. You have no business here."

"Y ou should have had the door locked, then," said Jack, with
surly humor, seating himsdlf, and folding his arms with an air
of concentrated doggedness.

"l—I consider your intrusion most unwarrantable—most un-
justifiable," continued the old gentleman.

Jack chuckled too obviously at the old gentleman's curious
high voice and at his discomfiture. Then, deferring a little to
white hairs, he said, "Well, well: | can get into another carriage
at the next station."

"You can do nothing of the sort, sir," cried the gentleman,
more angrily than before. "This is an express train. It does not
stop."

"Then | do—where | am," said Jack curtly, with a new and
more serious expression of indignation; for he had just remarked
that there was one other person in the carriage—a young lady.

"I will not submit to this, sir. | will stop the train."
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"Stop it then," said Jack, scowling at him. "But let me alone."

The gentleman, with flushes of color coming and going on
his withered cheek, turned to the alarum and began to read the
printed instructions as to its use.

"You had better not stop the train, father," said the young
lady. "You will only get fined. The haf-crown you gave the
guard does not—"

"Hold your tongue," said the gentleman. "I desire you not to
speak to me, Magdalen, on any pretext whatsoever." Jack, who
had relented a little on learning the innocent relationship between
his fellow travellers, glanced at the daughter. She was a tall
young lady with chestnut hair, burnished by the rays which came
adant through the carriage window. Her eyes were bright hazel;
her mouth small, but with full lips, the upper one, like her nose,
tending to curl upward. She was no more than twenty; but in
spite of her youth and trivia style of beauty, her manner was
sdlf-reliant and haughty. She did not seem to enjoy her journey,
and took no pains to conced her ill-humor, which was greatly
increased by the rebuke which her father had addressed to her.
Her costume of maize color and pale blue was very elegant, and
harmonized admirably with her fine complexion. Jack repeated
his glance at short intervals until he discovered that her face was
mirrored in the window next which he sat. He then turned away
from her, and studied her appearance at his ease.

Meanwhile the gentleman, grumbling in an undertone, had
seated himself without touching the alarum, and taken up a
newspaper. Occasionally he looked over at his daughter, who,
with her cheek resting on her glove, was frowning at the land-
scape as they passed swiftly through it. Presently he uttered an
exclamation of impatience, and blew off some dust and soot
which had just settled on his paper. Then he rose, and shut the
window.

"Oh, pray do not close it atogether, father," said the lady.
"It is too warm. | am half suffocated as it is."

"Magdalen: | forbid you to speak to me." Magdaen pouted,
and shook her shoulders angrily. Her father then went to the
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other door of the carriage, and closed the window there also.
Jack instantly let it down with a crash, and stared truculently at
him,

"Sir," sad the gentleman: "if you—if, sir—had you politely
requested me not to close the window, | should not have—I
would have respected your objection."”

"And if you, sir," returned Jack, "had politely asked my leave
before meddling with my window, | should, with equal polite-
ness, have conveyed to you my invincible determination to
comply with the lady's reasonable request.”

"Ha! Indeed!" said the gentleman loftily, "I shal not—ah—
dispute the matter with you." And he resumed his seat, whilst
his daughter, who had looked curiously at Jack for a moment,
turned again to the landscape with her former chagrined expres-
sion.

For some time after this they travelled in peace: the old
gentleman engaged with his paper: Jack chuckling over his
recent retort. The speed of the train now increased; and the
musician became exhilarated as the telegraph poles shot past,
hardly visible. When the train reached a part of the line at which
the rails were elevated on iron chairs, the smooth grinding of
the wheels changed to a rhythmic clatter. The racket became
deafening; and Jack's exhilaration had risen to a reckless excite-
ment, when he was recalled to his senses by the gentleman, whom
he had forgotten, calling out:

"Sir, will you oblige me by stopping those in-femal noises."

Jack, confused, suddenly ceased to grind his teeth and whistle
through them. Then he laughed and said good-humoredly, "I
beg your pardon: | am a composer."

"Then have the goodness to remember that you are not now
in a printing office)" sad the gentleman, evidently supposing
him to be a compositor. "Y ou are annoying this lady, and driv-
ing me distracted with your hissing."

. "l do not mind it in the least," said the lady stubbornly.

"Magdalen: | have aready desired you twice to be silent."

"I shall speak if | please,”" she muttered. Her father pretended
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not to hear her, and sat still for the next ten minutes, during
which he glanced at Jack severa times, with an odd twinkle in
his eye. Then he said:

"What did you say you were, sir, may | ask?"

"A composer."”

"Y ou are adiscomposer, sir," cried the old gentleman promptly.
"You are a discomposer." And he began a chirping laughter,
which Jack, after a pause of wonder, drowned with a deep-toned
roar of merriment. Even the lady, determined as she was to be
sulky, could not help smiling. Her father then took up the news-
paper, and hid his face with it, turning his back to Jack, who
heard him occasionally laughing to himself.

"I wish | had something to read,"” said the young lady after
some time, turning discontentedly from the window.

"A little reflection will do you no harm," said her parent.
"A little reflection, and, | will add, Magdalen, a little repentance
perhaps.”

"I have nothing but disappointment and misery to reflect
about, and | have no reason to be repentant. Please get me a
novel at the next station—or give me some money, and | will
get one myself."

"Certainly not. You are not to be trusted with money. | forbid
you ever to open a novel again. It is from such pestilential non-
sense that you got the ideas which led to your present disgraceful
escapade. Now, | must beg of you not to answer me, Magdalen.
| do not wish to enter into a discussion with you, particularly
before strangers.”

"Then do not make strangers believe that—"

"Hold your tongue, Magdalen. Do you disobey me inten-
tionally? Y ou should be ashamed to speak to me."

The young lady bit her lip and reddened. "l think—" she
began.

"Be silent," cried her father, seizing his umbrella and rapping
it peremptorily on the floor. Jack sprang up.

"Sir," he said: "how dare you behave so to a lady?"

"This lady is my daughter, k—k—confound your imperti-
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nence," replied the other irascibly.

"Then dont treat her as if she were your dog," retorted Jack.
"I am an artist, sir—an artist—a poet; and | will not permit a
young and beautiful woman to be tyrannized over in my pre-
sence.”

"If | were a younger man—" began the gentleman, grasping
his umbrella.

"If you were," shouted Jack, "you would have nothing but
tenderness and respect for the lady; or else, by the power of
sound, | would pulverize you—allegro martellatissimo—on the
spot."

"Do not threaten me, sir," said the old gentleman spiritedly,
rising and confronting his adversary. "What right have you to
interfere with the affairs of strangers—perfect strangers? Are you
mad, sir; or are you merely ignorant?"

"Neither. | am as well versed in the' usages of the world as
you; and | have sworn not to comply with them when they
demand a tacit tolerance of oppression. The laws of society, sir,
are designed to make the world easy for cowards and liars. And
lest by the infirmity of my nature | should become either the
one or the other, or perhaps both, | never permit myself to
witness tyranny without rebuking it, or to hear falsehood with-
out exposing it. If more people were of my mind, you would
never have dared to take it for granted that | would witness your
insolence towards your daughter without interfering to protect
her."

To this speech the old gentleman could find no reply. He stared
at Jack for a few moments, and then, saying, "l request you to
mind your own business, sir. | have nothing to say to you,"
went back in dudgeon to his seat. The lady then leaned forward
and said haughtily, "Your interference is quite unnecessary,
thank you. | can take care of myself."

"Aye," retorted Jack, frowning at her: "you are like other
children. | was not such a fool as to expect gratitude from you."
The girl blushed and looked away towards the landscape. Her
father again stared at Jack, who resumed his seat with a bounce;
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folded his arms; and glowered. Five minutes later the train
stopped; and the guard came for their tickets.

"I relied on you," sad the gentleman to him, "for an empty
carriage. Instead of that, | have had a most unpleasant journey.
| have been annoyed—damnably annoyed."

"Ha! ha!" roared Jack. "Ha! ha! ha!"

The guard turned sternly to him, and said, "Ticket, sir, please,"
as though he expected the ticket to prove a third-class one. When
he received it he held it between his lips, whilst he opened a
memorandum and then continued, "l want your name and
address, sir, please."

"What for?"

"For getting in when the train was in motion, sir, at Slough.
The company's orders are strict against it. Y ou might have been
killed, sir."

"And what the devil is it to the company whether | am killed
or not?"

"Be quick, sir, please," said the guard, uncertain whether to
coax or be peremptory. "Our time is up."”

Jack looked angry for a moment; then shrugged his shoulders
and said, "My name is Jack; and | live nowhere."

The man let his book fdl to his side, and mutely appealed to
the old gentleman to witness the treatment he was enduring.
" Come, sir," he said, "whats the use in this? We'll only have to
detain you; and that wont be pleasant for either of us."

"Is that a threat?" said Jack fiercely.

"No, sir, no. Theres no one threatening you. We're al gentle-
men here. | only do my duty, as you understand, sir—none
better. What is your name, sir?"

"My name is Jack, | tell you. Mr Owen Jack."

"Oh! | didnt take it rightly at first. Now your address, sir,
please."

"I have none. Did you never hear of a man without any home?
If the place where | dept last night, and where my property is,
will do you, you can put down care of Mr Charles Sutherland,
Beulah, Windsor. Heres a card for you."
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"I know Mr Sutherland well, sir," said the guard, putting up
his book. "Thank you."

"And by Heaven," said Jack vehemently, "if | hear another
word of this, | will complain of you for taking half-a-crown from
this gentleman and then shutting me and a lady in with him for
awhole journey. | believe him to be insane."

"Guard," screamed the old gentleman, quite beside himsdf.
But the guard, disconcerted at Jack's alusion to the half-crown,
hurried away and started the train. Nevertheless the gentleman
would not be silenced. "How dare you, sir, speak of me as being
insane?' he said.

"How dare you, sir, grumble at ajourney which has only been
marred by your own peevishness? | have enjoyed myself greatly.
| have enjoyed the sunshine, the scenery, the rhythm of the
train, and the company of my fellow travellers—except you, sir;
and even your interruptions are no worse than untimely pleas-
antries. | never enjoyed a journey more in my life."

"You are the most impertinent man | ever met, sir."

"Precisely my opinion of you, sir. You commenced hostilities;
and if you have caught a Tartar you have only yourself to thank."

"You broke into my carriage—"

"Your carriage, sir! My carriage just as much as yours—more
so0. You are an unsocial person, sir."

"Enough said, sir," sad the gentleman. "It does not matter.
Enough said, if you please."

"Well, sir," said Jack, more good-humoredly, "I apologize.
| have been unnaturally repressed for the last three months; and
| exploded this morning like a bombshell. The force of the ex-
plosion was not quite spent when | met you; and perhaps | had
less regard for your seniority than | might have shewn at another
time."

"My seniority has nothing to do with the question, sir. My
age is no concern of yours."

"Hush, father,"” whispered the lady. "Do not reply to him. It
is not dignified."

The old gentleman was about to make some angry reply, when
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the train ran alongside the platform at Paddington, and a porter
opened the door, crying, "Ensom or foa w'eol, sir."

"Get me a hansom, porter."

"Right, sir. Luggage, sir?"

"There is a tin box," said the lady, "a brown one with the
initials M. B. onit."

The porter touched his cap and went away. The gentleman
got out, and stood with his daughter at the carriage door, await-
ing the return of the porter. Jack slowly followed, and stood,
irresolute, near them, the only person there without business or
destination.

"I wonder what is delaying that fellow with our cab," said the
old gentleman, after about fifteen seconds. "The vagabond has
been picked up by some one else, and has forgotten us. Are we
to stand here all day?"

"He will be here presently,” said Magdalen. "He has not had
time—"

"He has had time to cal twenty cabs since. Remain here until
| return, Madge. Do you hear?"

"Yes," said the girl. He looked severely at her, and walked
away towards the luggage van. Her color rose as she looked after
him. Meanwhile the porter had placed the box on a cab; and he
now returned to Magdalen.

"This way, Miss. Weres the gen'lman?"

She looked quickly at the porter; then towards the crowd in
which her father had disappeared; then, after a moment of painful
hesitation, at Jack, who was still standing near.

"Never mind the gentleman," she said to the porter; "he is
not coming with me." And as he turned to lead the way to the
cab, she pulled off her glove, took a ring from her finger, and
addressed Jack with a burning but determined face.

"I have no money to pay for my cab. Will you give me some
in exchange for this ring—a few shillings will be enough? Pray
do not delay me. Yes or no?"

Jack lost only a second in staring amazedly at her before he
thrust his hand in his pocket, and drew out a quantity of gold,
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silver and bronze coin, more than she could grasp with ease.
"Keep the ring," he said. "Away with you."

"You must take it," she said impatiently. "And | do not need
al this mon—"

"Thousand thunders!" exclaimed Jack with sudden excite-
ment, "here is your father. Be quick."

She looked round, scared; but as Jack pushed her uncere-
moniously towards the cab, she recovered herself and hurried
into the hansom.

"Here, porter: give this ring to that gentleman,” she said,
giving the man ashilling and thering. "Why doesnt he drive on?"
she added, as the cab remained motionless, and the porter stood
touching his cap.

"Where to, Miss?'

"Bond Street," she cried. "As fast as possible. Do make him
start at once."

"Bond Street," shouted Jack commandingly to the driver.
"Make haste. Double fare. Prestissimo!" And the cab dashed out
of the station as if the horse had caught Jack's energy.

"The lady gev me this for you, sir," said the porter.

"Yes," said Jack. "Thank you." It was an old-fashioned ring,
with a diamond and three emeralds, too small for his little finger.
He pocketed it, and was considering what he should do next,
when the old gentleman, no longer impatient and querulous, but
pale and alarmed, came by, looking anxiously about him. When
he saw Jack he made a movement as though to approach him, but
checked himself and resumed his search in another direction.
Jack began to fed some compunction; for the gentleman's
troubled expression was changing into one of grief and fear.
The crowd and bustle were diminishing. Soon there was no diffi-
culty in examining separately al the passengers who remained on
the platform. Jack resolved to go, lest he should be tempted to
betray the young lady's destination to her father; but he had
walked only a few yards, when, hearing a voice behind him say,
"This is him, sir," he turned and found himself face to face with
the old gentleman. The porter stood by, saying, "How could |
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know, sir? | seen the gen'lman in the carriage with you; an' | seen
the lady speakin to him arterwards. She took money off him, and
gev him aring, as | told you. If youd left the luggage to me, sir,
'stead of going arter it to the wrong van, you wouldnt ha' lost
her."

"Very well: that will do." The porter made a pretence of re-
tiring, but remained within hearing. "Now, sir," continued the
gentleman, addressing Jack, "l know what you are. If you dont
tell me at once—at once, the name and address of the theatrical
scoundrels to whom you are spy and kidnapper: by—by—nby
God! I'll give you to the nearest policeman.”

"Sir," said Jack sternly: "if your daughter has run away from
you, it is your own fault for not treating her kindly. The porter
has told you what happened between us. | know no more of the
matter than he does."

"l dont believe you. You followed her from Windsor. The
porter saw you give her" (here the old gentleman choked)—
"saw what passed here just now."

"Yes, sir. You leave your daughter penniless, and compel her
to offer her ornaments for sde to a stranger at a railway station.
By my soul, you are a nice man to have charge of ayoung girl."

"My daughter is incapable of speaking to a stranger. You are
in the pay of one of those infernal theatrical agents with whom
she has been corresponding. But I'll unmask you, sir. I'll unmask
you."

"1f you were not an inveterately wrong-headed old fool," said
Jack hotly, "you would not mistake a man of genius for a crimp.
You ought to be ashamed of your temper. You are collecting a
crowd too. Do you want the whole railway g&ff to know that
you have driven your daughter away?"

"You lie, you villain," cried the gentleman, seizing him by the
collar, "you lie. How dare you, you—you—pock-marked ruffian,
say that | drove away my daughter? | have been invariably kind
to her—no parent more so. She was my specid favorite. If you
repeat that slander, I'll—I'll—" He shook his fig in Jack's face,
and released him. Jack, who had suffered the grasp on his collar
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without moving, turned away deeply offended, and buttoned his
coat. Then, as the other was about to recommence, he inter-
rupted him by walking away. The gentleman followed him
promptly.

"You shall not escape by running off," he said, panting.

"You have insulted me, sir," said Jack. "If you address another
word to me, 111 hand you to the police. As | cannot protect my-
sdlf against a man of your years, | will make the law protect me."

The gentleman hesitated. Then his eyes brightened; and he
said, "Then cadl the police. Call them quickly. You have aring
of mine about you—an heirloom of my family. Y ou shall account
for it. Ah! | have you now, you vagabond."

"Pshaw!" said Jack, recovering from a momentary check,
"she sent me the ring by the hands of that porter, athough |
refused it. | might as well accuse her of stealing my money."

"It shall be refunded at once," said the gentleman, reddening,
and pulling out his purse. "How much did you give her?"

"How should | know?" said Jack with scorn. "I do not count
what | give to women who are in need. | gave her what | found
in my pocket. Areyouwilling to give mewhat you find in yours?"

"By heaven, you are an incredibly impudent swindler," cried
the gentleman, looking at him with inexpressible feelings.

"Come, gentlemen," said an officia, advancing between them,
"couldnt you settle your little difference somewhere else?"

"I am a passenger," said Jack; "and am endeavoring to leave
the station. If it is your business to keep order here, | wish you
would rid me of this gentleman. He has annoyed me ever since
the train started from Slough."

"I am in amost painful position,” said the old gentleman, with
emotion. "l have lost my child here; and this man knows her
whereabouts. He will tell me nothing; and |—I dont know what
to do." Then, turning to Jack with a fresh explosion of wrath,
he cried, "Once for al, you villain, will you tell me who your
employers are?"

"Once for all," replied Jack, "I will tell you nothing, because
| have nothing to tell you. You refuse to believe me; you are
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infernally impertinent to me; you talk about my employers and
of spying and kidnapping: | think you are mad."

"Are you not a theatrical agent? Answer that."

"No. | am not a theatrical agent. As | told you before, | am a
composer and teacher of music. If you have any pupils for me,
| shall be glad to teach them: if not, go your way, and let me go
mine. | am tired of you."

"There, sir,” said the officid, "the gentleman cant answer you
no fairer nor that. If you have a charge to make against him, why,
charge him. If not, as he says, you had better move on. Let me
cal you a cab, and you can follow the young lady. Thats the best
thing you can do. She might run as far as Scotland while youre
talking. Send down a ansom there, Bill, will you?"

The man laid his hand persuasively on the arm of the old
gentleman, who hesitated, with his lip trembling.

"Sir," said Jack, with sudden dignity: "on my honor | am a
perfect stranger to your daughter and her affairs. You know all
that passed between us. If you do not wish to lose sight of me,
give me your card; and | will send you my address as soon as
| have one."

"l request—I—I implore you not to trifle with me in this
matter,” said the gentleman, slowly taking out his card case. "It
would be a—a heartless thing to do. Here is my card. If you have
any information, or can acquire any, it shal be liberally paid for
—most liberally paid for."

Jack, offended afresh, looked at him with scorn; snatched the
card, and turned on his heel. The gentleman looked wistfully
after him, sighed, shivered, and got into the cab.

The card was inscribed, “MR SIGISMUND BRAILSFORD, KEN-
SINGTON PALACE GARDENS."



CHAPTER V

A FORTNIGHT later the Sutherlands, accompanied by Mrs Beatty,
were again in London, on their way to the Isle of Wight. It had
been settled that Herbert should go to Ventnor for a month with
his mother, so that Mary and he might sketch the scenery of the
island together. He had resisted this arrangement at first on the
ground that Mrs Herbert's presence would interfere with his
enjoyment; but Mary, who had lost her own mother when an
infant, had ideas of maternal affection which made Adrian's
unfilid feeling shocking to her. She entreated him to come to
Ventnor; and he yielded, tempted by the prospect of working
beside her, and foreseeing that he could easily avoid his mother's
company whenever it became irksome to him.

One day, whilst they were still in London at the hotel in
Onslow Gardens, Mr Sutherland, seeing his daughter with her
hat and cloak on, asked whither she was going.

"I am going to the Brailsfords, to see Madge," she replied.

"Now what do you want to go there for?' grumbled Mr
Sutherland. "I do not like your associating with that girl."

"Why, papa? Are you draid that she will make me run away
and go on the stage?"

"I didnt say anything of the kind. But she cant be avery right-
minded young woman, or she wouldnt have done so hersdlf.
However, | have no objection to your calling on the family. They
are very nice people—well connected; and Mr Brailsford is a
clever man. But dont go making a companion of Madge."

"I shdl not have the opportunity, | am sorry to say. Poor
Madge! Nobody has a good word for her."

Mr Sutherland muttered a string of uncomplimentary epithets;
but Mary went out without heeding him. At Kensington Palace
Gardens she found Magdalen Brailsford alone.

* "They are al out,” said Magdaen, when Mary had done kiss-
ing her. "They are visiting, or shopping, or doing something
else equally intellectual. | am supposed to be in disgrace; so | am
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never asked to go with them. As | would not go if they begged
me on their knees, | bear the punishment with fortitude."

"But what have you done, Madge? Wont you tell me? Aunt
Jane said that her consciencewould not permit her to pour such a
story into my young ears; and then of course | refused to hear
it from anybody but yourself, much to Aunt Jane's disgust; for
she was burning to tell me. Except that you ran away and went
on the stage, | know nothing."

"There is nothing else to know; for that is al that happened.”

"But how did it come about?"

"Will you promise not to tell?"

"I promise faithfully."

"You must keep your promise; for | have accomplices who
are not suspected, and who will help me when | repeat the ex-
ploit, as | fully intend to do the very instant | see my way to
success. Do you know where we lived before we came to this
house?"

"No. You have lived here ever since | knew you."

"We had lodgings in Gower Street. Mary, did you ever ride
in an omnibus?'

"No. But | should not be in the least ashamed to do so if | had
occasion."

"How would you like to have to make five pounds' worth of
clothes lagt you for two years?"

"I should not like that."

"Lots of people have to do it. We had, when we lived in
Gower Street. Father wrote for the papers; and we never had any
money, and were always in debt. But we went to the theatres—
with orders, of course—much oftener than we do now; and we
either walked home or took our carriage, the omnibus. We were
recklessly extravagant, and thought nothing of throwing away a
shilling on flowers and paper fans to decorate the rooms. | am
sure we spent a fortune on threepenny cretonne, to cover the
furniture when its shabbiness became downright indecent. We
were very fond of dwelling on the lavish way we would spend
money if father ever came into the Brailsford property, which
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seemed the most unlikely thing in the world. But it happened, as
unlikely things often do. All the rest of the family—I mean dl
of it that concerned us—were drowned in the Solent in a yacht
accident; and we found ourselves suddenly very rich, and, as
| suppose you have remarked—especially in Myra—very stingy.
Poor father, whom we used to revile as amiser in Gower Street,
isthe only one of uswho spends money asif he was above caring
about it. But the worst of it is that we have got respectable, and
taken to society—at least, society has taken to us; and we have
returned the compliment. | havent, though. | cant stand these
Kensington people with their dances and at-homes. It's not what
| cal living really. In Gower Street we used to know a set that
had some brains. We gave ourselves airs even then; but till on
Sunday evenings we used to have plenty of people with us to
supper whom you are not likely to meet here. One of them was a
man named Tarleton, who made money as a theatrical agent and
lost it as a manager alternately."

"And you fdl in love with him, of course," said Mary.

"Bosh! Fell in love with old Tommy Tarleton! This is not a
romance, but a prosaic Gower Street narrative. | never thought
about him after we came here until a month ago, when | saw that
he was taking a company to Windsor. | always wanted to go on
the stage, because nowadays a woman must be either an actress
or nothing. So | wrote to him for an engagement, and sent him
my photograph.”

"Ob, Madge!"

"Why not? His company was playing opera bouflfe, and |
knew he wanted good looks as much as talent. Y ou dont suppose
| sent it as a love token. He wrote back that he had no part open
that | could take, but that if | wished to accustom myself to the
stage and would find my own dresses, he would let me walk on
every night in the chorus, and perhaps find me a small part to
understudy.”

"Very kind, indeed. And what did you say to his noble offer?"

"I accepted it, and was very glad to get it. It was better than
sitting here quarrelling with the girls, and going over the same
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weary argument with father about disgracing the family, |
managed it easily enough, after all. There is a woman who keeps
alodging house in Church Street here, who is a sister of the land-
lady at Gower Street, and knows all about us. She has a second
sister whose daughter is a ballet girl, and who is used to theatres.
| ran away to Church Street—five minutes' walk—told Polly
what | had done, and made her send for Mrs Wilkins, the other
sister, whom | carried off to Windsor as chaperon that evening.
But the company turned out to be a third-rate one; and | wasnt
comfortable with them: they were rather rowdy. However, | did
not stay long. | was recognized on the very first night by some
one—I dont know whom—who told Colonel Beatty. He wrote
to my father; and | was captured on the third day. You can
imagine the scene when the poor old governor walked suddenly
into our lodging. He tried to be shocked and stern, and of course
only succeeded in being furious. | was stubborn—I can be very
mulish when | like; but | was getting tired of walking on in the
chorus at night and spending the day with Mrs Wilkins; so |
consented to go back with him. He took my purse, which | was
foolish enough to leave within his reach whilst | was putting
on my bonnet, and so left me without a farthing, helplessly de-
pendent on him. He would not give it me back; and to revenge
myself | became very uncivil to him; and then he forbade me to
speak. | took him at his word, and made him still madder by
taking no notice of the homilies on duty and respectability which
he poured forth as we drove to the train."

"Yes: | can quite imagine that. And so you came home and
returned to the ways of well-conducted girls."

"Not at al. You have only heard the prologue to my real
adventure. When we got to the railway station, father, who in-
tended to preach at me during the whole journey, bribed the
guard to prevent people from coming into our compartment.
The train started, and | had just been requested to attend to
something very serious that must be said to me, when there was
an uproar on the platform, and a man burst headlong into the
carriage, sat down, folded his arms, and stared magegticaly at
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father, who began to abuse him furiously for intruding on us.
They quarrelled al the way up to London. When they had
exhausted the subject of our carriage being private, the man
objected to the window being shut—I think because | had done
so just before, though perhaps it was more from love of contra-
diction. Then father objected to his grinding his teeth. Then |
interfered and was bidden to hold my tongue. Up jumped the
man and asked father what he meant by speaking so to me. He
even said—you will not repeat this, please, Mary."

"No. Why? What did he say?"

"He said—it sounded ridiculous—that he would not permit a
young and beautiful woman to be tyrannized over."

"Oh! Was he very handsome?'

"N—no. He was not conventionally handsome; but there
was something about him that | cannot very well describe. It
was a sort of latent power. However, it does not matter, as |
suppose | shall never see him again."

"I think | can understand what you mean," said Mary thought-
fully. "There are some men who are considered quite ugly, but
who are more remarkable than pretty people. You often see that
in artists."

"This man was not in the least like your Adrian, though,
Mary. No two people could be more different.”

"I know. | was thinking of a very different person."

"Father speaks of him as though he were a monster; but that
is perfect nonsense."

"Well, what was the upshot of this interference?’

"Oh, | thought they would have come to blows at first. Father
would fight duels every day if they were still in fashion. But the
man made an admirable speech which shewed methat his opinions
were exactly the same as mine; and father could say nothing in
reply. Then they accused each other of being insane, and kept
exchanging insults until we came to Paddington, where the guard
wanted to give the man to the police for getting into the train
after it had started. At last we al got out; and then | committed
my capital crime—it really was a dreadful thing to do. But ever
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since father had taken my purse and made a prisoner of me, | had
been thinking of how | could give him the dip and come home
just how and when | pleased. Besides, | was quite resolved to
apply to a London agent for a regular engagement in some
theatre. So when father got into a passion about my box not being
found instantly, and went off to look for it, leaving me by mysdf,
the idea of escaping and going to the agent at once occurred to
me. | made up my mind and unmade it again, twenty times in
every second. | should not have hesitated a moment if | had had
my purse; but as it was, | had only my ring, so that | should have
had to stop the cab at the nearest pawnbrokers; and | was ashamed
to go into such a place—although we sometimes used to send
Mrs Wilkins there, without letting father know, in the Gower
Street days. Then the porter came up and said that the cab was
waiting; and | knew he would expect something then and there
from me if | went off by mysdf. What do you think | did? | went
straight up to the man who had travelled with us—he was stand-
ing close by, watching me, | think—and asked him to buy my
ring."

"Well, Madge: really—"

"It was an impulse. | dont know what put it into my head; but
the desperate necessity of paying the porter hurried me into obey-
ing it. | said | had no money, and asked for a little in exchange
for the ring. The man looked at me in the most terrifying way;
and just as | was expecting him to seize me and deliver me up to
father, he plunged into his pocket and gave me a handful of
money. He would not count it, nor touch the ring. | was insisting
on his taking either the ring or the money, when he suddenly
shouted at me that father was coming, and bundled me into the
cab before | had collected my wits. Then he startled the driver
with another shout; and away went the cab. But | managed to
give the ring to the porter for him. | drove to the agents in Bond
Street, and on my way counted the money: two sovereigns, three
half-sovereigns, thirteen and sixpence in silver, and seven
pennies."

"Four pounds, four, and a penny," said Mary. "He must have
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been mad. But there was something chivalrous about it, especi-
aly for a nineteenth-century incident at Paddington."

"I think it was sheer natural nobility of heart, Mary. Father
enrages me by saying that he was a thief, and made fifty pounds
profit out of my innocence. As if his refusing the ring was not an
absolute proof to the contrary. He got our address from father
afterwards, and promised to send us his; but he has never done so."

"I wonder why. He certainly ought to. Your ring is worth a
great deal more than four pounds.”

"He might not wish to give it up to my father, as it was mine.
If he wishes to keep it he is welcome. | am sure he deserves it.
Mind: he refused it after giving me the money."

"If you had a nose like mine, and wore a pince-ne, | doubt
whether you would have found him so generous. | believe he
fdl in love with you."

"Nonsense. Who ever knew a man to sacrifice al his money—
al he had in the world, perhaps—for the sake of love? | know
what men are too well. Besides, he was quite rude to me once in
the carriage.”

"Well, since he has the ring, and intends to keep it, he has the
best of the bargain. Go on with your own adventures. What did
the agents say?"

"They dl took half-crowns from me, and put my name on
their books. They are to write to me if they can procure me an
engagement; but | saw enough to convince me that there is not
much chance. They are all very agreeable—that is, they thought
themselves so—except one grumpy old man, who asked me
what | expected when | could neither walk nor speak. That, and
my sensations on the stage at Windsor, convinced me that | need
some instruction; and | have set Mrs Simpson, the woman in
Church Street, to find somebody who can teach me. However,
to finish my story, when | saw that there was nothing more to
be done that day, or the next either, | told the cabman to drive
me home, where | found father nearly in hysterics. As soon as
the family recovered from their amazement at seeing me, we
began to scold and abuse one another. They were so spiteful that
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father at last took my part; and poor mother vainly tried to keep
the peace. At last they retreated one by one crying, and left me
alone with father. | fancy we gave them as good as they brought;
for no alusion has been made to my escapade since."

Mary looked at her friend for a while. Then she said, "Madge:
you are quite mad. There is not a doubt of it: that episode of the
ring settles the question finally. | suppose you regard this bed-
lamite adventure as the most simple and natural thing in the
world."

"When | have my mind made up to do something, it seems
the most natural thing in the world to go and do it. | hope you
are not going to lecture me for adopting a profession, after al
your rhapsodies about high art and so forth."

"But opera bouffe is not high art, Madge. If you had appeared
in one of Shakespeare's characters, | should sympathize with
you."

"Y es, make afool of myself as alady amateur! | have no more
ambition to play Shakespeare than you have to paint Trans-
figurations. Now, dont begin to argue about Art. | have had
enough of argument lately to last me for life."

"And you mean to persist?"

"Yes. Why not?"

"Of course, if you have talent—"

"Which you dont believe, although you can see nothing
ridiculous in your own dreams of being another Claude Lorraine.
You are just like Myra, with her pet formula of, 'Well, Madge,
the idea of you being able to act!" Why should | not be able to
act as well as anybody else? | intend to try, at any rate.”

"You need not be angry with me, Madge. | dont doubt your
cleverness; but an actress's life must be a very queer one. And
| never said | could paint better than Claude. If you knew how
wretched my own productions seem to me, you—"

"Yes, yes: | know al that stuff of Adrian's by heart. If you
dont like your own pictures, you may depend upon it no one
else will. 1 am going to be an actress because | think | can act.
You are going to be a painter because you think you cant paint.
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So theres an end of that. Would you mind coming over to Polly's
with me?"

"Who is Polly?"

"Our old landlady's sister—my accomplice—the woman who
keeps the lodging house in Church Street, Mrs Simpson."

"You dont mean to run away again?"

"No. At least not yet. But she has a lodger who teaches elocu-
tion; and asheis very poor, MrsWilkins—Polly's other sister and
my late chaperon—thinks he would give me some cheap lessons.
And | must have them very cheap, or else go without; for father
will hardly trust me with a shilling now. He has never even given
me back my purse. | have only the remainder of the man's money,
and ten pounds that | had laid up."

"And are you going to take a lesson today?"

"No, no. | only want to see the man and ask his terms. If
| try to go aone, | shal be watched and suspected. With you
| shall be safe: they regard you as a monument of good sense
and propriety. If we meet any of the girls, and they ask where we
are going, do not mention Church Street."

"But how can we evade them if they ask us?"

"We wont evade them. We will tell them alie.”

"I certainly will not, Madge."

"I certainly will. If people interfere with my liberty, and ask
guestions that they have no business to ask, | will meet force
with fraud, and fool them to the top of their bent, as your friend
Shakespeare says. You need not look shocked. You, who are
mistress of your house, and rule your father with a rod of iron,
are no judge of my position. Put on your hat, and come along.
We can walk there in five minutes.”

"I will gowith you; but | shal not be a party to any decep-
tion."

Madge made a face, but got her bonnet without further words.
They went out together, and traversed the passage from Kensing-
ton. Palace Gardens to Church Street, where Magdalen led the
way to a shabby house, with a card inscribed FURNISHED APART-
MENTS in the window.
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"Is Mrs Simpson in her room?" said Magdalen, entering un-
ceremoniously as soon as the door was opened.

"Yes, maam," said the servant, whose rule it was to address
women in bonnets as maam, and women in hats as Miss. "She
ave moved to the second floor since you was here last. The
parlorsis let."

"I will go up," said Magdalen. "Come on, Mary." And she
ran upstairs, followed more slowly by Mary, who thought the
house close and ill kept, and gathered her cloak about her to
prevent it touching the banisters. When they reached the second
floor, they knocked at the door; but no one answered. Above
them was a landing, accessible by a narrow uncarpeted stair.
They could hear a shrill voice in conversation with a deep one
on the third floor. Whilst they waited, the shrill voice rose
higher and higher; and the deep voice began to growl ominously.

"A happy pair," whispered Mary. "We had better go down-
stairs and get the servant to find Mrs Simpson."

"No: wait a little. That is Polly's voice, | am sure. Hark!"

The door above was opened violently; and a powerful voice
resounded, saying, "Begone, you Jezebel."

"The man!" exclaimed Madge.

"Mr Jack!" exclaimed Mary. And they looked wonderingly
at one another, and listened.

"How dare you offer me sich language, sir? Do you know
whose ouse this is?"

"I tell you once for dl that | am neither able nor willing to
pay you one farthing. Hold your tongue until 1 have finished."
This command was emphasized by a stamp that shook the floor.
"I have eaten nothing today; and | cannot afford to starve. Here
is my shirt. Here is my waistcoat. Take them—comel! take them,
or I'll stuff them down your throat—and give them to your
servant to pawn: she has pawned the shirt before; and let her
get me something to eat with the money. Do you hear?"

"I will not have my servant go to the pawnshop for you and
get my house a bad name."

"Then go and pawn them yourself. And do not come to this
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room again with your threats and complaints unless you wish
to be strangled.”

"1'd like to see you lay a finger on me, a married woman. Do
you cal yourself a gentleman—"

Here there was a growl, a sound of hasty footsteps, an inarticu-
late remonstrance, a checked scream, and then a burst of sobbing
and thewords, "Y oure as hard as a stone, Mr Jack. My poor little
Rosie. Ohoo!"

"Stop that noise, you crocodile. What is the matter with you
now?"

"My Rosie."

"What is the matter with your Rosie? You are snivelling to
have her back because she is happier in the country than gifling
in this den with you, you ungovernable old hag."

"God forgive you for that word—ohoo! She aint in the
country."

"Thenwhere thedevil isshe; and what did you mean by telling
me she was there?"

"She's in the ospittle. For the Lord's sake dont let it get out
on me, Mr Jack, or | should have my house empty. The poor
little darling took the scarlet fever; and—and—"

"And you deserve to be hanged for letting her catch it. Why
didnt you take proper care of her?"

"How could | help it, Mr Jack? I'm sure if | could have took
it myself instead—"

"I wish to Heaven you had, and the unfortunate child and
everybody else might have been well rid of you."

"Oh, dont say that, Mr Jack. | may have spoke hasty to you;
but it's very hard to be owed money, and not be able to get the
things for my blessed angel to be sent to the country in, and she
going to be discharged on Friday. You neednt look at me like
that, Mr Jack. | wouldnt deceive you of dl people."

"You would deceive your guardian angel—if you had one—
for a shilling. Give me back those things. Here is a ring which
you can pawn instead. It is worth something considerable, |
suppose. Take what money you require for the child, and bring
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me the rest. But mind! Not one farthing of it shal you have for
yourself, nor should you if | owed you ten years' rent. | would
not pawn it to save you from starvation. And get me some
dinner, and some music paper—the same you used to get me,
twenty-four staves to the page. Off with you. What are you
gaping at?"

"Why, wherever did you get this ring, Mr Jack?"

"Thats nothing to you. Take it away; and make haste with
my dinner."

"But did you buy it? Or was it—" The voice abruptly broke
into a smothered remonstrance; and the landlady appeared on
the landing, apparently pushed out by the shoulders. Then the
lodger's door sammed.

"Polly," cried Magdalen impatiently. "Polly."

"Lor, Miss Madge!"

"Come down here. We have waited ten minutes for you."

Mrs Simpson came down, and brought her two visitors into
her sitting-room on the second floor. "Wont you sit down, Miss?"
she said to Mary. "Dont pull out that chair from the wall, Miss
Madge: itsleg is broke. Oh dear! I'm greatly worrited, what with
one thing and another."

"We have been listening to a battle between you and the
lodger upstairs,” said Magdalen; "and you seemed to be getting
the worst of it."

"No one knows what Ive gone through with that man," said
Mrs Simpson, wiping her eyes. "He walked into the room a
fortnight ago when | was out, without asking leave. Knocks at
the door at one o'clock in the day, and asks the girl if the garret
is let to any one. 'No, sir,’ says she. So up he goes and plants
himself as if he owned the house. To be sure she knew him of
old; but that was al the more reason for keeping him out; for
he never had a hafpenny. The very firs thing he sent her to
do was to pawn his watch. And the things | have to put up with
from him! He thinks no more of calling me every name he can
lay his tongue to, and putting me out of my own room, than if
he was a prince and me his kitchen maid. He's as strong as a
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bull, and cares for nothing nor nobody but himself."

"What is he?" said Magdalen. "His name is Jack, isnt it?"

"Yes; and afit name it is for him. He came here first, to my
sorrow, last December, and took the garret for half-a-crown a
week. He had a portmanteau then, and some little money; and
he was quiet enough for aimost a month. But he kept very much
to himself except for letting poor little Rosie play about his
room, and teaching her little songs. You cant think what a queer
child she is, Miss Sutherland. I'm sure youd say so if you saw
Mr Jack, the only lodger she took any fancy to. At last he sent
the servant to pawn his things; and I, like a fool, was loth to
see him losing his clothes, and offered to let the rent run if he
could pay at the end of the month. Then it came out that he
was in the music profession, and akshally expected to get pupils
while he was living in a garret. | did a deal for him, although he
was nothing to me. | got him a stationer's daughter from High
Street to teach. After six lessons, if youll believe it, Miss, and
she as pleased as anything with the way she was getting along,
he told the stationer that it was waste of money to have the
girl taught, because she had no qudification but vanity. So he
lost her; and now she has lessons at four guineas a dozen from a
lady that gets al the credit for what he taught her. Then Simp-
son's brother-in-law got him a place in a chapel in the Edgware
Road to play the harmonium and train the choir. But they
couldnt stand him. He treated them as if they were dogs; and
the three richest old ladies in the congregation, who had led the
singing for forty-five years, walked out the second night, and
said they wouldnt enter the chapel till he was gone. When the
minister rebuked him, he up and said that if he was a God and
they sang to him like that, he'd scatter em with lightning. Thats
his notion of manners. So he had to leave; but a few of the choir
liked him and got him occasionally to play the piano at a glee
club on the first floor of a public house. He got five shillings
once a fortnight or so for that; and not another halfpenny had
he to live on except pawning his clothes bit by bit. You may
imagine all the rent | got. At last he managed someway to get
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took on as tutor by a gentleman at Windsor. | had to release
his clothes out of my own money before he could go. | was five
pound out of pocket by him, between rent and other things."

"Did he ever pay you?' said Mary.

"Oh, yes, Miss. He certainly sent me the money. | am far
from saying that he is not honorable when he has the means."

"It is a funny coincidence," said Mary. "It was to us that Mr
Jack came as tutor. He taught Charlie."

"Toyou!" said Magdalen,surprised and by no means pleased.
"Then you know him?"

"Yes. He left us about a fortnight ago."”

"Just so," said Mrs Simpson, "and was glad enough to come
straight back here without a penny in his pocket. And here he
is like to be until some other situation drops into his lap. If |
may ask, Miss, why did he leave you?"

"Oh, for no particular reason," said Mary uneasily. "That is,
my brother had left Windsor; and we did not require Mr Jack
any more."

"So he was the tutor of whom Mrs Beatty told mother?" said
Magdalen significantly.

"Yes."

"I hope he was pleasanter in your house, Miss, than he is in
mine. However, thats not my business. | have no wish to intrude.
Except the letter he wrote me with the money, not a civil word
have | ever had from him."

"A lady whom | know," said Mary, "employed him, whilst he
was with us, to correct some songs which she wrote. Perhaps
| could induce her to give him some more. | should like to get
him something to do. But | am afraid she was offended by the
way he altered her composition last time."

"Well, Polly," said Magdalen, "we are forgetting my business.
Where is the professor that Mrs Wilkins told me of? | wish Mr
Jack gave lessons in elocution. | should like to have him for a
master."

"Why, Miss Madge, to tdll you the honest truth, itis Mr Jack.
But wait till | show you something. He's given me a ring to
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pawn; and it's the very moral of your own that you used to
wear in Gower Street.”

"It is mine, Polly. | owe Mr Jack four guineas;, and | must
pay him today. Dont gare: | will tell you all about it afterwards.
| have to thank him, too, for getting me out of a great scrape.
Mary: do you wish to see him?"

"Well, I would rather not,” said Mary slowly: "at lead, |
think it would be better not. But after all it can do no harm;
and | suppose it would not be right for you to see him alone."

"Oh, never mind that,” said Magdalen suspicioudly. "I can
have Polly with me."

"If you had rather not have me present, | will go."

"Oh, | dont care. Only you seemed to make some difficulty
about it yoursdf."

"There can be no red difficulty, now that | come to consider
it. Yet—I hardly know what | ought to do."

"You had better make up your mind," said Magdalen im-
patiently.

"Well, Madge, | have made up my mind," said Mary, perch-
ing her spectacles, and looking composedly at her friend. "1 will
stay."

"Very well," said Madge, not with a very good grace "I
suppose we must not go to Mr Jack, so he had better come to
us. Polly: go and tel him that two ladies wish to see him."

"You had better say on business" added Mary.

"And dont mention our names. | want to see whether he will
know me again,” said Magdalen. Mary looked hard at her.

"D'ye really mean it, Miss Madge?"

" Good gracious, yes!" replied Magdalen angrily.

The landlady, after lingering a moment in doubt and wonder,
went out. Silence ensued. Magdalen's color brightened; and she
moved her chair to a place whence she could see hersdf in the
mirror. Mary closed her lips, and sat motionless and rather pale.
Not aword passed between them until the door opened abruptly,
and Jack, with his coat buttoned up to his chin, made a short
step into the room. Recognizing Mary, he stopped and frowned.
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"How do you do, Mr Jack?" she said, bowing steadily to
him. He bowed dlightly, and looked round the room. Seeing
Magdalen, he was amazed. She bowed too; and he gave her a
scared nod.

"Wont you sit down, Mr Jack?' said the landlady, assuming
the manner in which she was used to receive company.

"Have you pawned that ring yet?" he said, turning suddenly
to her.

"No," she retorted, scandalized.

"Then give it back to me." She did so; and he looked at
Magdalen, saying, "You have come just in time."

"l came to thank you—"

"You need not thank me. | was sorry afterwards for having
helped a young woman to run away from her father. If | were
not the most hot-headed fool in England, | should have stopped
you. | hope no harm came of it."

"I am sorry to have caused you any uneasiness," said Magdalen,
coloring. "The young woman drove straight home after transact-
ing some business that she wished to conceal from her father.
That was all."

"So much the better. If | had known you were at home, |
should have sent you your ring."

"My father expected you to write."

"I told him | would; but | thought better of it. | had nothing
to tdl him."

"You must allow me to repay you the sum you so kindly
lent me that day, Mr Jack," said Magdalen in alower voice, con-
fusing herself by an unskilled effort to express gratitude by her
tone and manner.

"It will be welcome," he replied moodily. Magdalen slowly
took out a new purse. "Give it to Mrs Simpson," he added, turn-
ing away. The movement brought him face to face with Mary,
before whom his brow gathered protentously. She bore his gaze
steadily, but could not trust herself to speak.

"I have some further business, Mr Jack," said Magdalen.

"I beg your pardon," said he, turning again towards her.
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"Mrs Simpson told me—"

"Ah!" said he, interrupting her, and casting a threatening
glance at the landlady. "It was she who told you where | was
to be found, was it?"

"Well, | dont see the harm if | did," sad Mrs Simpson. "If
you look on it as a liberty on my part to recommend you, Mr
Jack, | can easily stop doing it."

"Recommend me! What does she mean, Miss Brailsford?—
you are Miss Brailsford, are you not?"

"Yes. | was about to say that Mrs Simpson told me that you
gave—that is—I should perhaps explain first that | intend to go
on the stage."

"What do you want to go on the stage for?"

"The same as anybody else, | suppose,” said Mrs Simpson
indignantly.

"I wish to make it my profession,” said Magdalen.

"Do you mean make your living by it?"

"1 hope so."

"Humph!"

"Do you think | should have any chance of success?"

"I suppose, if you have intelligence and perseverance, and
can drudge and be compliant, and make stepping stones of your
friends—but there! | know nothing about success. What have
| got to do with it? Do you think, as your father did, that | am
a theatrical agent?"

"Well, | must say, Mr Jack," exclamed the landlady, "that
those who try to befriend you get very little encouragement. |
am right sorry, so | am, that | brought Miss Madge to ask you
for lessons.”

"Lessons!" said Jack. "Oh! | did not understand. Lessons in
what? Music?'

"No," said Magdalen. "I wanted lessons in elocution and so
forth. At least, | was told the other day that | did not know how
to speak."

"Neither do you. That is true enough," said Jack thoughtfully.
"Well, | dont profess to prepare people for the stage; but | can
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teach you to speak, if you have anything to say or any feding
for what better people put into your mouth."

"You are not very sanguine as to the result, | fear."

"The result, as far as it goes, is certain, if you practise. If not,
| shal give you up. After al, there is no reason why you should
not do something better than be a fine lady. Y our appearance is
good: dl therest can be acquired—except a genius for tomfoolery,
which you must take your chance of. The public want actresses,
because they think dl actresses bad. They dont want music or
poetry, because they know that both are good. So actors and
actresses thrive, as | hope you will; and poets and composers
starve, as | do. When do you wish to begin?"

It was soon arranged that Magdalen should take lessons in Mrs
Simpson's sitting-room, and in her presence, every second week-
day, and that she should pay Mr Jack for them at the rate of
three guineas a dozen. The first was to take place on the next
day but one. Then the two ladies rose to go. But Magdaen first
drew Mrs Simpson aside to pay her the money which Jack had
lent her; so that he was left near the door with Mary, who had
only spoken once since he entered the room.

"Mr Jack," she said in an undertone: "I fear | have intruded
on you. But | assure you | did not know who it was that we
were coming to see."

"Else you would not have come."

"Only because | should have expected to be unwelcome."

"It does not matter. | am glad to see you, though | have no
reason to be. How is Mr Adrian?"

"Mr Herbert—"

"I beg his pardon. Mr Herbert, of course."

"He is quite well, thank you."

Jack rubbed his hands stealthily, and looked at Mary as though
the recollection of Adrian tickled his sense of humor. As she
tried to look coldly at him, he said, with a shade of pity in his
tone, "Ah, Miss Sutherland, it is one thing to be very fond of
music: it is quite another to be able to compose."

"Isit?" said Mary, puzzled.
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He shook his head. "Y ou dont see the relevance of that," said
he. "Well, never mind."

She looked at him uneasily, and hesitated. Then she sad
slowly, "Mr Jack: some people at Windsor, friends of mine,
have been asking about you. | think, if you could come down
once a week, | could get a music class together for you."

"No doubt," he said, his angry look returning. "They will
take lessons because you ask them to be charitable to your dis-
carded tutor. Why did you discard him if you think him fit to
teach your friends?'

"Not at al. The project was mentioned last season, before
I knew you. It is simply that we wish to take lessons. If you do
not get the class somebody else will. It is very difficult to avoid
offending you, Mr Jack."

"Indeed! Why does the world torment me, if it expects to
find me gracious to it? And who are the worthy people that are
burning to soar in the realms of song?"

"Well, to begin with. I should 1—"

"You! | would not give you lessons though your life depended
on it. No, by Heaven! At least," he continued, more placably,
as she recoiled, evidently hurt, "you shal have no lessons from
me for money. | will teach you, if you wish to learn; but you
shall not try to make amends for your old caprice of beggaring
me, by a new caprice to patronize me."

"Then of course | cannot take any lessons."

"I thought not. You will confer favors on your poor music
maker; but you will not stoop to accept them from him. Your
humble dog, Miss Sutherland." He made her a bow.

"You quite mistake me," said Mary, unable to control her
vexation. "Will you take the class or not?"

"Where will the class be?"

"I could arrange to have it at our house if—"

"Never. | have crossed its threshold for the last time. So long
as it is not there, | do not care where it is. Not less than one
journey a week, and not less than a guinea clear profit for each
journey. Those are my lowest terms; | will take as much more
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as | can get, but nothing less. Perhaps you are thinking better
of getting the class for me."

"I never break my word, Mr Jack."

"Ha! Dont you! | do. A fortnight ago | swore never to speak
to you again. The same day | swore never to part with your
friend's ring except to herself. Well, here | am speaking to you
for no better reason than that you met me and offered to put
some money in my way. And you stopped me in the act of pawn-
ing her ring, which | was going to do because | thought | would
rather have a beefsteak. But you are adamant. Y ou never change
your mind. You have a soul above fate and necessity! Ha! ha!"

"Magdalen," said Mary, turning to her friend, who had been
waiting for the end of this conversation: "I think we had better
go." Mary was crimson with suppressed resentment; and Mag-
dalen, not displeased to see it, advanced to bid Jack farewell in
her most attractive manner. He immediately put off his bantering
air, and ceremoniously accompanied them downstairs to the
door, where Magdalen, going out first, gave him her hand.
Mary hesitated; and he wrinkled his brow as he looked at her.

"I will tell Miss Cairns to write to you about the class," she
said. He listened to her with an attention which she thought
derisive. Flushing with displeasure, she added, "And as Miss
Cairns has done nothing to incur your anger, | beg, Mr Jack,
that you will remember that she is a lady, and will expect to be
treated with common civility."

"Oho!" said Jack, delighted. "Have | been rude? Have | ?"

"You have been excessively rude, Mr Jack." She went out
quickly, sending the words with an angry glance over her
shoulder. He shut the door, and went upstairs to Mrs Simpson's
room, braying like a donkey.

"Well, Jezebel," he cried. "Well, Polly. Well, Mrs Quickly.
How are you?"

"I never was so ashamed in my life, Mr Jack. There were
those young ladies only too anxious to do what they could for
you, and you like a bear. No wonder you cant get on, when you
wont control yourself and have behavior."
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"I am a bear, am I? You had better recollect that | am a
hungry bear, and that if my dinner does not come up, you will
get a hug that will break every bone in your stays. Dont forget
the music paper. You have plenty of money now. Four pounds
four and a penny, eh?"

"Youve no cal to fear: none of it will be stolen. Miss Madge
thought you hadnt counted it. Little did she know you."

"She knew me better than you, you sordid hag. | counted my
money that morning—four poundsnine and sevenpence. | gavethe
railway clerk ten shillings; he gave me five back—that left four
pounds four and sevenpence. | arrived here with sixpence in my
pocket; and from that | knew that | gave her four, four, and a
penny. That reminds me that you sat there and let Miss Suther-
land go away without making me ask her to send on my port-
manteau, now that | have money to pay the carriage. Y oure very
stupid.”

"How could | tell whether you wanted me to mention it or
not? | was thinking of it dl the time; but—"

"You were thinking of it al the time!" cried Jack in a frenzy.
"And you never mentioned it! Here, go for my dinner. You
would drive the most patient man living out of his senses.”
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WHEN Mrs Beatty had been a fortnight in the Isle of Wight with
her brother's family, her husband came down from Windsor to
see her. On the morning after his arrival, they were together in
the garden, he smoking, and she in a rocking chair near him,
with a newspaper in her hand.

"My dear," he said, after a preliminary cough.

"Yes, Richard," said she amiably, putting down the paper.

"I was saying last night that Clifton is leaving us."

"Oh, the bandmaster! Yes." Mrs Beatty was not interested,
and she took up the paper again.

"Mary was speaking to me about it this morning."

Mrs Besatty put down the paper decisively, and looked at her
husband.

"She wants me to get that fellown—Charlie's tutor—into
Clifton's place. | dont know whether he is fit for it?"

"You dont know whether he is fit for it! Pray, Richard, did
you alow Mary to think that we will countenance any further
transactions between her and that man?"

"I thought | would spesk to you about it."

"She ought to be ashamed of herself. Dont listen to her on
any account, Richard."

"Well, will you speak to her? It is not exactly a subject that
| can take her to task about; and | really dont exactly know what
to say to her when she comes at me. She aways argues; and
| hate argument."”

"Then | suppose | must face her arguments—I will make
short work of them too. Whenever there is anything pleasant
to be said in the family, you are willing enough to take it out
of my mouth. The unpleasant things are left to me. Then people
say, 'Poor Colonel Beatty: he has such a disagreeable wife." "

"Who says so?"

"It is not your fault if they do not say so."

"1f the fellow comes into the regiment, he will soon be taught
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how t® behave himsdf. Though for dl | have seen to the con-
trary, he can behave himself well enough. That is my difficulty
in talking to Mary. If she has no fault to find with him, | am
sure | have none."

"You are going to take his part against me, Colonel Beatty.
It does not matter that he repeatedly insulted me—everybody
does that. But | thought you might have had some little fault
to find with a person who debauched your men and held drunken
orgies in my brother's house."

"Well, Jane, if you come to that, you know very well that
Charles was an incorrigible scamp long enough before Jack ever
met him. As to bringing him to play at Beulah, Charles got five
shillings for his trouble, and went as he might have gone to one
of your dances. He spoke to me of Jack as a gentleman who had
employed him, not as a comrade."

"To you, no doubt he did. Adrian Herbert heard how he spoke
to Jack."

"Besides, Mary expressly says that she does not complain of
that at all."

"And what does she complain of ?"

Colonel Beatty considered for a moment, and then answered,
"She does not complain of anything, as far as | can make out."

"Indeed! She dismissed him. You will at least not deny that."

"My dear, | am not denying anyth—"

"Then let nothing induce you to bring them together again.
You ought to understand that much without any hint from me,
knowing, as you do, what a strange girl she is."

"Why? Do you think there is anything between them?"

"I never said so. | know very well what | think."

Colonel Beatty smoked a while in silence. Then, seeing Mary
come from the house, carrying a box of colors, he busied him-
sdf with his pipe, and strolled away.

"What is the matter?' said Mary.

"Nothing that | am aware of," sad Mrs Beatty. "Why?"

"You do not look happy. And Uncle Richard's shoulders have
aresigned set, as if he had been blown up lately."
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"Ha! Oh! You are a wonderful observer, Mary. Are you
going out?"

"I am waiting for Adrian."

Mary went round the garden in search of a flower. She was
adorning her bosom with one, when Mrs Beatty, who had been
pretending to read, could contain herself no longer, and exclaimed:

"Now, Mary, it is of no use your asking Richard to get that
man as bandmaster. He shdl not do it."

"So that is what was the matter," said Mary coolly.

"I mean what | say, Mary. He shal never shew his face in
Windsor again with my consent."

"He shews his face there once a week already, aunt. Miss
Cairns writes to say that he has a singing class at their house,
and three pianoforte pupils in the neighborhood."

"If I had known that," said Mrs Beatty angrily, "l should not
have left Windsor. It is of a piece with the rest of his conduct.
However, no matter. We shdl see how long he will keep his
pupils after | go back."

"Why, aunt? Would you take away his livelihood because
you do not happen to like him personally?"

"I have nothing to do with his livelihood. | do not consider
it proper for him to be at Windsor, after being dismissed by
Richard. There are plenty of other places for him to go to. |
have quite made up my mind on the subject. If you attempt to
argue with me, | shal be offended.”

"I have made up my mind, too. Whatever mischief you may
do to Mr Jack at Windsor will be imputed to me, aunt."

"I never said that | would do him any mischief."

"You said you would drive him out of Windsor. As he lives
by his teaching, | think that would be as great a mischief as it is
in your power to do him."

"Well, | cannot help it. It is your fault."

"If I have helped to get him the pupils, and am begging you
not to interfere with him, how is it my fault?"

"Ah! | thought you had something to do with it. And now
let me tell you, Mary, that it is perfectly disgraceful, the open
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way in which you hanker after—"

"Aunt!"

"—that common man. | wonder at a girl of your tastes and
understanding having so little self-respect as to let everybody
see that your head has been turned by a creature without polish
or appearance—not even a gentleman. And dl this too while
you are engaged to Adrian Herbert, his very opposite in every
respect. | tell you, Mary, it's not proper: it's not decent. A tutor!
If it were anybody dse it would not matter so much; but— Oh
for shame, Mary, for shame!"

"Aunt Jane—"

"Hush, for goodness' sake. Here he is."

"Who?" cried Maiy, turning quickly. But it was only Adrian,
equipped for sketching.

"Good morning," he said gaily, but with a thoughtful, polite
gaiety. "This is the very sky we want for that bit of the under-
cliff.”

"We were just saying how late you were," said Mrs Beatty
graciously. He shook her hand, and looked in some surprise at
Mary, whose expression, as she stood motionless, puzzled him.

"Do you know what we were really saying when you inter-
rupted us, Adrian?"

"Mary!" exclaimed Mrs Bestty.

"Aunt Jane was telling me," continued Mary, not heeding
her, "that | was hankering after Mr Jack, and that my conduct
was hot decent. Have you ever remarked anything indecent about
my conduct, Adrian?"

Herbert looked helplessly from her to her aunt in silence. Mrs
Beatty's confusion, culminating in a burst of tears, relieved him
from answering.

"Do not listen to her," she said presently, striving to control
hersdlf. "She is an ungrateful girl."

"I have quoted her exact words," sad Mary, unmoved; "and
| am certainly not grateful for them. Come, Adrian. We had
better lose no more time if we are to finish our sketches before
luncheon?"
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"But we cannot leave Mrs Beatty in this—"

"Never mind me: | am ashamed of myself for giving way,
Mr Herbert. It was not your fault. | had rather not detain you."

Adrian hesitated. But seeing that he had better go, he took
up his bundle of easdls and stools, and went out with Mary, who
did not even look at her aunt. They had gone some distance
before either spoke. Then he said, "I hope Mrs Beatty has not
been worrying you, Mary?'

"1f she has, | do not think she will do it again without serious
reflection. | have found that the way to deal with worldly people
is to frighten them by repeating their scandalous whisperings
aloud. Oh, | was very angry that time, Adrian.”

"But what brought Jack on the carpet again? | thought we
were rid of him and done with him?"

"I heard that he was very badly off in London; and | asked
Colonel Beatty to get him made bandmaster of the regiment in
place of John Sebastian Clifton—the man you used to laugh at
—who is going to America. Then Aunt Jane interfered, and
imputed motives to my intercession—such motives as she could
appreciate herself.”

"But how did you find out Jack's position in London?"

"From Madge Brailsford, who is taking lessons from him.
Why? Are you jealous?’

"If you really mean that question, it will spoil my day's work,
or rather my day's pleasure; for my work is al pleasure, now-
adays."

"No, of course | do not mean it. | beg your pardon.”

"Will you make a new contract with me, Mary?'

"What is it?"

"Never to allude to that execrable musician again. | have re-
marked that his name alone suffices to breed discord everywhere."

"It is true," said Mary, laughing. "l have quarrelled a little
with Madge, a great ded with Aunt Jane, amost with you, and
quite with Charlie about him."

"Then let us consider him, from henceforth, in the Index
expurgatorius. | swear never to mention him on a sketching
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excursion—never at al, in fact, unless on very urgent occasion,
which is not likely to arise. Will you swear also?"

"I swear," said Mary, raising her hand. "Lo giuro, as they say
in the Opera. But without prejudice to his bandmastership.”

"As to that, | am afrad you have spoiled his chance with
Colonel Aunt Jane?"

"Yes," sad Mary slowly: "l forgot that. | was thinking only
of my own outraged feglings when | took my revenge. And | had
intended to coax her into seconding me in the matter."

Herbert laughed.

"It is not at dl a thing to be laughed at, Adrian, when you
come to think of it. | used to fancy that | had set myself aside
from the ordinary world to live a higher life than most of those
about me. But | am beginning to find out that when | have to act,
| do very much as they do. As | suppose they judge me by my
actions and not by my inner life, no doubt they see me much as
| see them. Perhaps they have an inner life too. If so, the only
difference between us is that | have trained my eye to see more
material for pictures in a landscape than they. They may even
enjoy the landscape as much, without knowing why."

"Do you know why?"

"I suppose not. | mean that | can point out those aspects of the
landscape which please me, and they cannot. But that is not a
moral difference. Art cannot take us out of the world."

"Not if we are worldly, Mary."

"But how can we help being worldly? | was born into the
world: | have lived dl my lifein it: | have never seen or known
a person or thing that did not belong to it. How can | be anything
else than worldly?"

"Does the sun above us belong to it, Mary? Do the stars, the
dreams that poets have left us, the realms that painters have
shewn us, the thoughts you and | interchange sometimes when
nothing has occurred to disturb your faith? Do these things
belong to it?"

"I dont believe they belong exclusively to us two. If they did,
| think we should be locked up as lunatics for perceiving them.
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Do you know, Adrian, lots of people whom we consider quite
foreign to us spiritually, are very romantic in their own way.
Aunt Jane cries over novels which make me laugh. Y our mother
reads a good ded of history, and she likes pictures. | remember
when she used to sing very nicely."

"Yes. She likes pictures, provided they are not too good."

"She says the same of you. And really, when she pats me on
the shoulder in her wise way, and asks me when | will be tired of
playing at what she cdls transcendentalism, | hear, or fancy |
hear, an echo of her thought in my own mind. | have been very
happy in my art studies; and | dont think | shal ever find a way
of life more tranquil and pleasant than they led me to; but, for al
that, | have a notion sometimes that it is a way of life which | am
outgrowing. | am getting wickeder as | get older, very likely."

"You think so for the moment. If you leave your art, the
world will beat you back to it. The world has not an ambition
worth sharing, or a prize worth handling. Corrupt successes,
disgraceful failures, or sheeplike vegetation are dl it has to offer.
| prefer Art, which gives me a sixth sense of beauty, with sf-
respect: perhaps also an immortal reputation in return for honest
endeavor in a labor of love."

"Yes, Adrian. That used to suffice for me: indeed, it does so
gtill when | am in the right frame of mind. But other worlds are
appearing vaguely on the horizon. Perhaps woman's art is of
woman's life a thing apart, tis man's whole existence; just as love
is said to be the reverse—though it isnt."

"It does not scan that way," said Adrian, with an uneasy effort
to be flippant.

"No," said Mary, laughing. "This is the place."

"Yes," said Adrian, unstrapping the easels. "You must paint
off the fit of depression that is seizing you. The wind has gone
round to the south-west. What an exquisite day!"

"It is alittle oppressive, | think. | am just in the humor for a
sharp evening breeze, with the sea broken up into slate-color
waves, and the yachts ripping them up in their hurry home.
Thank you, | would rather have the stool that has no back: | will
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settle the rest mysalf. —Adrian: do you think me ill-tempered?"

"What a question to explode on me! Why?"

"No matter why. Answer my question."”

"I think you always control yourself admirably."

"You mean when | am angry?"

"Yes."

"But, putting my self-control out of the question, do you
think | get angry often—too often, even though | do not let my
anger get the better of me?"

"Not too often, certainly."

"But often?"

"Well, no. That is, not absolutely angry. | think you are
quick to perceive and repel an attack, even when it is only
thoughtlessly implied. But now we must drop introspection for
the present, Mary. If our sketches are to be finished before
luncheon, | must work hard; and so must you. No more con-
versation until a quarter past one."

"So beit," sad Mary, taking her seat on the camp-stool. They
painted silently for two hours, interrupted occasionally by
strollers, who stopped to look on, much to Herbert's annoyance,
and somewhat to Mary's gratification. Meanwhile the day grew
warmer and warmer; and the birds and insects sang and shrilled
incessantly.

"Finished," said Mary at last, putting down her palette. "And
not in the least like nature. | ventured a little Prussian blue in
that corner of the sky, with disastrous results."

"I will look presently,” said Herbert, without turning from
his canvas. "It will take at least another day to finish mine."

"You are too conscientious, Adrian. | fed sure your sketches
have too much work in them."

"I have seen many pictures without enough work in them:
never one with too much. | suppose | must stop now for the
present. It is time to return.”

«"Yes," said Mary, packing her sketching furniture. " Oh dear!
As Faulconbridge says, 'Now, by my life, the day grows won-
drous hot.' Faulconbridge, by the by, would have thought us a
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pair of fools. Nevertheless | like him."

"I am sorry to hear it. Most women like men who are arrogant
bullies. Let me see your sketch.”

"It is not a masterpiece, as you may perceive."

"No. You are impatient, Mary, and draw with a giff, heavy
hand. L ook before you into the haze. Thereis no such thing as an
outline in the landscape.”

"I cannot help it. | try to soften everything as much as possible;
but it only makes the colors look sodden. It is al nonsense my
trying to paint. | shal give it up."

"Must | pay you compliments to keep up your courage? You
are unusually diffident today. You have done the cottage and the
potato fidd better than I."

"Very likely. My touch suits potato fields. | think | had better
make a speciality of them. Since | can paint neither sky nor sea
nor golden grain, | shal devote myself to potato fields in wet
weather."

Herbert, glancing up at her as he stooped to shoulder his easd,
did not answer. A little later, when they were on their way home,
he said, "Are you conscious of any change in yourself since you
came down here, Mary?'

"No. What kind of change?' She had been striding along
beside him, looking boldly ahead in her usua alert manner; but
now she slackened her pace, and turned her eyes uneasily down-
ward.

"I have noticed a certain fdling off in the steady seriousness
that used to be your chief characteristic. You are becoming alittle
inconsiderate and even frivolous about things that you formerly
treated with unvarying sympathy and reverence. This makes me
anxious. Our engagement is likely to be such along one, that the
least change in you alarms me. Mary: is it that you are getting
tired of Art, or only of me?"

"Oh, absurd! nonsense, Adrian!"

"There is nothing of your old seriousness in that answer,
Mary."

"It is not so much a question as a reproach that you put to me.

83



LOVE AMONG THE ARTISTS

You should have more confidence in yourself; and then you
would not fear my getting tired of you. As to Art, | am not
exactly getting tired of it; but | find that | cannot live on Art
alone; and | am beginning to doubt whether | might not spend
my time better than in painting, at which | am sure | shal never
do much good. If Art were a game of pure skill, | should per-
severe; but it is like whist, chance and skill mixed. Nature may
have given you her ace of trumps—genius; but she has not given
me any trumps at all—not even court cards."

"If we dl threw up our cards merely because we had not the
ace of trumps in our hand, | fear there would be no more whist
played in the world. But, to drop your metaphor, which | do not
like, | can assure you that Nature has been kinder to you than to
me. | had to work harder and longer than you have worked before
| could paint as well as you can."

"That sort of encouragement kept up my ardor for a long
time, Adrian; but its power is exhausted now. In future | may
sketch to amuse myself and to keep mementos of the places with
which | have pleasant associations, but not to elevate my tastes
and perfect my morals. Perhaps it is that change of intention
which makes me frivolous, as you say | have suddenly become."

"And since when," said Herbert gravely, "have you meditated
this very important change?"

"I never meditated it at al. It came upon me unawares. | did
not even know what it was until your question forced me to give
an account of it. What an infidel | am! But tell me this, Adrian.
If you suddenly found yourself a Turner, Titian, Michag Angelo,
and Holbein al rolled into one, would you be a bit happier?"

"I cannot conceive how you can doubt it."

"I know you would paint better" (Herbert winced), "but it
is not at al obvious to me that you would be happier. However,
| am in asilly humor today; for | can see nothing in a proper way.
We had better talk about something else.”

"The humor has lasted for some days already, Mary. And it
must be talked about, and seriously too, if you have concluded,
like my mother, that | am wasting my lifein pursuit of a chimera.
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Has she been speaking to you about me?"

"Oh, Adrian, you are accusing me of treachery. Y ou must not
think, because | have lost faith in my own artistic destiny, that |
have lost faith in yours also."

"I fear, if you have lost your respect for Art, you have lost
your respect for me. If so, you know that you may consider
yourself free as far as| am concerned. Y ou must not hold yourself
in bondage to a dreamer, as people consider me."

"I do not exactly understand. Are you offering me my liberty,
or claiming your own?"

"I am offering you yours. | think you might have guessed
that."

"I dont think I might. It is not pleasant to be invited to con-
sider oneself free. If you really wishit, | shall consider myself so."

"The question is, do you wish it?"

"Excuse me, Adrian: the question is, do you wish it?"

"My fedings towards you are quite unchanged."

"And so are mine towards you."

After this they walked for a little time in silence. Then Mary
said, "Adrian: do you remember our congratulating ourselves
last June on our immunity from the lovers' quarrels which occur
in the vulgar world? | think—perhaps it is due to my sudden
secession from the worship of Art—I think we made a sort of
first attempt at one that time."

"Ha! ha! Yes. But we failed, did we not, Mary?"

"Thanks to our inexperience, we did. But not very disgrace-
fully. We shall succeed better the next time, most likely."

"Then | hope the next time will never come."

"I hope not." Here they reached the garden gate.

"You must come in and lunch with us, to save me from facing
Aunt Jane alone after my revenge upon her this morning."

Then they went in together, and found that Mrs Herbert had
caled, and was at table with the Colonel and Mrs Beatty.

"Are we late?' said Mary.

Mrs Beatty closed her lips and did not reply. The Colonel
hastened to say that they had only just sat down. Mrs Herbert
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promptly joined in the conversation; and the mea proceeded
without Mrs Beatty's determination not to speak to her niece
becoming unpleasantly obvious, until Mary put on her eyeglasses,
and said, looking at her aunt in her searching myopic way:

"Aunt Jane: will you come with me to the two-forty train to
meet papa?"

Mrs Beatty maintained her silence for a few seconds. Then she
reddened, and said sulkily, "No, Mary, | will not. You can do
without me very well.”

"Adrian: will you come?"

"Unfortunately," said Mrs Herbert, "Adrian is bound to me
for the afternoon. We are going to Portsmouth to pay a visit. It
is time for us to go now," she added, looking at her watch and
rising.

During the leave taking which followed, Colonel Beatty got
his hat, judging that he had better go out with the Herberts than
stay between his wife and Mary in their present tempers. But Mrs
Beatty did not care to face her niece alone. When the guests were
gone, she moved towards the door.

"Aunt," said Mary, "dont go yet. | want to speak to you."

Mrs Beatty did not turn.

"Very well," said Mary. "But remember, aunt, if thereis to be
a quarrel, it will not be of my making."

Mrs Beatty hesitated, and said, "AsS soon as you express your
sorrow for your conduct this morning, | will speak to you."

"I am very sorry for what passed." Mary looked at her aunt as
she spoke, not contritely. Mrs Beatty, dissatisfied, held the door
handle for amoment longer, then slowly came back and sat down.
"I am sure you ought to be," she said.

"I am sureyou ought to be," sad Mary.

"What!" cried Mrs Beatty, about to rise again.

"Y ou should have taken what | said as an apology, and let well
alone," sad Mary. "l am sorry that | resented your accusation
this morning in a way that might have made mischief between
me and Adrian. But you had no right to say what you did; and
| had every right to be angry with you."
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"You have a right to be angry with me\ Do you know who
| am, Miss?'

"Aunt, if you are going to cal me 'Miss,' we had better stop
talking altogether."

Mrs Beatty saw extreme vexation in her niece's expression, and
even a tear in her eye. She resolved to assert her authority.
"Mary," she said: "do you wish to provoke me into sending you
to your room?"

Mary rose. "Aunt Jane," she said, "if you dont choose to treat
me with due respect, as you have to treat other women, we must
live apart. If you cannot understand my fedings, at least you
know my age and position. This is the second time you have
insulted me today." She went to the door, looking indignantly at
her aunt as she passed. The look was returned by one of alarm, as
though Mrs Beatty were going to cry again. Mary, seeing this,
restrained her anger with an effort as she reached the threshold,
stood still for a moment, and then came back to the table.

"I am a fool to lose my temper with you, aunt,” she said,
dropping into the rocking chair with an air of resolute good
humor, which became her less than her anger; "but really you are
very aggravating. Now, dont make dignified speeches to me: it
makes me fed like a housemaid; and | am sure it makes you fed
like a cook." Mrs Beatty colored. In temper and figure she was
aufficiently like the cook of caricature to make the alusion dis-
agreeable to her. "I always fed ridiculous and remorseful efter a
quarrel,” continued Mary, "whether | am in the right or not—if
there be any right in a quarrel."

"You areavery strange girl," said Mrs Beatty ruefully. "When
| was your age, | would not have dared to speak to my elders as
you speak to me."

"When you were young," responded Mary, "the world was in
a state of barbarism; and young people used to spoil the old
people, just as you fancy the old spoil the young nowadays.
Besides, you are not so very much my elder, after al. | can
remember quite well when you were married."

"That may be," said Mrs Beatty gravely. "It is not so much
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my age, perhaps; but you should remember, Mary, that | am
related to your father."

"SoamI."

"Dont be ridiculous, child. Ah, what a pity it is that you have
no mother, Mary! It is a greater loss to you than you think."

"It is time to go to meet papa," sad Mary, rising. "l hope
Uncle Richard will be at the station."

"Why? What do you want with your Uncle Richard?"

"Only to tell him that we are on good terms again, and that he
may regard Mr Jack as his future bandmaster.” She hurried away
as she spoke; and Mrs Beatty's protest was wasted on the old-
fashioned sideboard.



CHAPTER VII

Miss CAIRNS, ot whom Mary Sutherland had spoken to her aunt,
was an unmarried lady of thirty-four. She had read much for the
purpose of remembering it at examinations; had taken the degree
of Bachelor of Science; had written two articles on Woman
Suffrage, and one on the Higher Education of Women, for a
Radical review; and was an earnest contender for the right of
her sex to share in all public functions. Having in her student
days resolved not to marry, she had kept her resolution, and
endeavored to persuade other girls to follow her example, which
a few, who could not help themselves, did. But as she approached
her fortieth year, and found herself tiring of books, lectures,
university examinations of women, and second-hand ideas and
sensations in general, she ceased to dissuade her friends from
marrying, and even addicted herself with some zest to advising
and gossiping on the subject of their love affairs. With Mary
Sutherland, who had been her pupil, and was one of her most
intimate friends, she frequently corresponded on the subject of
Art, for which she had a vast reverence, based on extensive read-
ing and entire practical ignorance of the subject. She knew
Adrian, and had gained Mary's gratitude by pronouncing him a
great artist, though she had not seen his works. In person she
was a slight, plain woman, with small features, soft brown hair,
and a pleasant expression. Much sedentary plodding had accus-
tomed her to delicate health, but had not soured her temper, or
dulled her habitual cheerfulness.

Early in September, she wrote to Mary Sutherland.

"NEWTON VILLA, WINDSOR, 4th September.

"Dearest Mary—Many thanks for your pleasant letter, which

makes me long to be at the seaside. | am sorry to hear that you

are losing interest in your painting. Tell Mr Herbert that | am

surprised at his not keeping you up to your work better. When

you come back, you shall have a good lecture from me on the
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subject of lukewarm endeavor and laziness generally: however, if
you are really going to study music instead, | excuse you.
"You will not be pleased to hear that the singing class is
broken up. Mr Jack, unstable as dynamite, exploded yesterday,
and scattered our poor choir in dismay to their homes. It hap-
pened in this way. There was a garden party at Mrs Griffith's, to
which al the girls were invited; and accordingly they appeared
a class in gay attire, and were rather talkative and inattentive.
Mr Jack arrived punctually, looking black as thunder. He would
not even acknowledge my greeting. Just before he came in,
Louisa White had been strumming over a new set of quadrilles;
and she unfortunately left the music on the desk of the pianoforte.
Mr Jack, without saying a word to us, sat down on the music
stool, and, of course, saw poor Louisa's quadrilles, which he
snatched, tore across, and threw on the floor. There was a dead
silence, and Louisa looked at me, expecting me to interfere, but
—1I confess it—I was afraid to. Even you, audacious as you are,
would have hesitated to provoke him. We sat looking at him
ruefully whilst he played some chords, which he did as if he
hated the piano. Then he said in a weary voice, 'Go on, go on.'
| asked him what we should go on with. He looked savagely at
me, and said, 'Anything. Dont'—He said the rest to himsdlf; but
| think he meant, 'Dont sit there staring like a fool." | distributed
some music in a hurry, and put a copy before him. He was con-
siderate enough not to tear that; but he took it off the desk and
put it aside. Then we began, he playing the accompaniment
without book. Some of the girls were frightened, others in-
dignant, and the rest whispering and laughing; and, on the whole,
we did not acquit ourselves at al well. He heard us to the end,
and told us to begin again. We began again and again and again,
he listening with brooding desperation, like a man suffering from
neuralgia. His silence alarmed me more than anything; for he
usually shouts at us, and, if we sing awrong note, sings the right
one in a tremendous voice. This went on for about twenty-five
minutes, during which, | must confess, we got worse and worse.
At last Mr Jack rose, gave one terrible look at us, and buttoned
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his coat. The eyes of al were upon me—asif | could do anything.
'‘Are you going, Mr Jack!" No answer. 'We shall see you on
Friday as usual, | suppose, Mr Jack? 'Never, never again, by
Heaven!" With this reply, made in a tortured voice with intense
fervor, he walked out. Then arose a Babel of invective against
Mr Jack, with infinite contradiction, and some vehement defence
of him. Louisa White, torn quadrille in hand, began it by declar-
ing that his conduct was disgraceful. ‘No wonder," cried Jane
Lawrence, 'with Hetty Grahame laughing openly at him from
the ottoman.' 'It was at the singing | laughed,’ said Hetty indig-
nantly: 'it was enough to make any one laugh." After this every-
body spoke at once; but at last each agreed that al the rest had
behaved very badly, and that Mr Jack had been scandalously
treated. | thought, and | till think, that Mr Jack has to thank his
own ill-temper for the bad singing; and | will take care that he
shdl not have a second chance of being rude to me (I know by
experience that it is a mistake to alow professors to trample on
unprotected females), but of course | did not say so to the girls,
as | do not wish to spoil his very unexpected popularity with
them.

"Heis a true male tyrant, and, like al idle women, they love
tyrants—for which treachery to their working sisters they ought
to be whipped and sent to bed. He is now, forsooth, to be begged
to shew grace to his repentant handmaids, and to come down as
usual on Friday, magnanimously overlooking his own bad be-
havior of yesterday. Can you manage to bring this about? You
know him better than any of us; and we regard you as the
proprietress of the class. Your notion that Mr Jack objects to
your joining it when you return to Windsor, is a piece of your
crotchety nonsense. | asked him whether he expected you to do so,
and he said he hoped so. This was not yesterday, of course, but
at the previous lesson, when he was in unusually good spirits. So
please try and induce his royal highness to come back to us. If
you do not, | shal have to write myself, and then al will be lost;
for | will encourage no living man to trample on my sex, even
when they deserve it; and if | must write, Seigneur Jack shall
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have a glimpse of my mind. Please let me know soon what you
can do for us: the girls are impatient to know the issue, and they
keep calling and bothering me with questions. | will send you dl
the local news in my next letter, asit is too near post hour to add
anything to this.—Yours, dearest Mary, most affectionately,
"LETITIA CAIRNS."

Mary forthwith, in a glow of anger, wrote and dispatched the
following to Church Street, Kensington.

"BONCHURCH, 5th September.

"Dear Mr Jack—I| have been very greatly surprised and
pained by hearing from my friend Miss Cairns that you have
abruptly thrown up the class she was kind enough to form for
you at Windsor. | have no right to express any opinion upon
your determination not to teach her friends any more; but as
| introduced you to her, | cannot but fed that | have been the
means of exposing her to an affront which has evidently wounded
her deeply. However, Miss Cairns, far from making any com-
plaint, is anxious that you should continue your lessons, as it is
the general desire of the class that you should do so.—Yours
sincerely, MARY SUTHERLAND."

Early next afternoon, Miss Cairns was alone in her drawing
room, preparing a lecture for a mutual improvement society
which she had founded in Windsor. A servant came in.

"Please, Miss Tisha, can you see Mr Jack?"

Miss Cairns laid down her pen, and gazed at the woman. "Mr
Jack! It is not his usua day."

"No, Miss; but it's him. | said you was busy; and he asked
whether you told me to tell him so. | think he'sin awus temper
than last day."

"You had better bring him up," said Miss Cairns, touching
her hair to test its neatness, and covering up her manuscript.
Jack camein hurriedly, and cut short her salutation by exclaiming
in an agitated manner, "Miss Cairns. | received a letter—an
infamous letter. It says that you accuse me of having affronted
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you, and given up my class here, and other monstrous things,
| have come to ask you whether you really said anything of the
sort, and, if so, from whom you have heard these slanders.”

"I certainly never told any one that you affronted me,” said
Miss Cairns, turning pale. "I may have said that you gave up the
class rather abruptly; but—"

"But who told you that | had given up the class? Why did you
believe it before you had given me an opportunity of denying—
of repudiating it? You do not know me, Miss Cairns. | have an
unfortunate manner sometimes, because | am, in aworldly sense,
an unfortunate man, though in my rea life, heaven knows, a
most happy and fortunate one. But | would cut off my right hand
sooner than insult you. | am incapable of ingratitude; and | have
the truest esteem and regard for you, not only because you have
been kind to me, but because | appreciate the noble qualities
which raiseyou aboveyour sex. So far from neglecting or wishing
to abandon your friends, | have taken specia pains with them,
and shall always do so on your account, in spite of their magpie
frivolity. You have seen for yourself my efforts to make them
sing. But it is the accusation of rudeness to you personally that
| am determined to refute. Who is the author of it?"

"I assure you," said Miss Cairns, blushing, "that you did
not offend me; and whoever told you | complained of your doing
so must have misunderstood me. But as to your giving up the
class—"

"Aye, aye. Somebody must have told you that."

"You told me that yoursdf, Mr Jack."

He looked quickly at her, taken aback. Then he frowned
obstinately, and began walking to and fro. "Ridiculous!" he said,
impatiently. "I never said such athing. Y ou have made a mistake."

"But—"

"How could | possibly have said it when the idea never entered
my head?'

"All | can say is," sad Miss Cairns firmly, being somewhat
roused, "that when | asked you whether you were coming again,
you answered most emphatically, ‘Never!" "
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Jack stood gtill and considered a moment. " No, no," he said,
recommencing his walk, "I said nothing of the kind."

She made no comment, but looked timidly at him, and
drummed on the writing-desk with her ringer.

"At least,” he said, stopping again, "l may have said so
thoughtlessly—as a mere passing remark. | meant nothing by it.
| was a little put out by the infernal manner in which the class
behaved. Perhaps you did not perceive my annoyance, and so
took whatever | said too serioudly.”

"Yes, | think that must have been it," said Miss Cairns, dyly.
"However, since it was al a misake of mine, | suppose you will
continue our lessons as if nothing had happened.”

" Of course. Certainly. Nothing has happened.”

"1 am so sorry that you should have had the trouble of coming
al the way from London. It is too bad."

"Well, well, it is not your fault, Miss Cairns. It cannot be
helped.”

"May | ask, from whom did you hear of my mistake?"

"From whom! From Miss Sutherland, of course. Thereis no
one ese living under heaven who would have the heart to write
such venom."

"Miss Sutherland is a dear friend of mine, Mr Jack."

"She is no friend of mine. Though | lived in her house for
months, | never gave her the least cause of enmity againg me.
Yet she has never lost an opportunity of sabbing at me."

"You are mistaken, Mr Jack—wont you sit down? | beg your
pardon for not asking you before—Miss Sutherland has not the
least enmity to you."

"Read that," said Jack, producing the letter. Miss Cairns read
it, and fdt ashamed of it. "I cannot imagine what made Mary
writethat,” shesaid. "1 am suremy letter contained nothing that
could justify her remark about me."

"Sheer crudty—want of consderation for others—natural
love of inflicting pain. She has an overbearing disposition.
Nothing is more hateful than an overbearing disposition.”

"You do not understand her, Mr Jack. Sheis only hasty. You
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will find that she wrote on the spur of the moment, fancying
that | was annoyed. Pray think no more of it."

"1t does not matter, Miss Cairns. | will not meet her again; and
| request you never to mention her name in my presence."

"But she is going, | hope, to join the class on her return from
Bonchurch."

"The day she enters it, | leave it. | am in earnest. You may
move heaven and earth more easily than me—on this point."

"Really, Mr Jack, you are a little severe. Do not be offended
if | say that you might find in your own impatience some excuse
for hers."

Jack recoiled. "My impatience!l" he repeated slowly. "I, who
have hardened myself into a stone statue of dogged patience,
impatient!" He glared at her; ground his teeth; and continued
vehemently, "Here am |, a master of my profession—no easy
one to master—rotting, and likely to continue rotting unheard
in the midst of a pack of shallow panders, who make a hotch-
potch of what they can steal from better men, and share the spoil
with the corrupt performers who thrust it upon the public for
them. Either this, or the accursed drudgery of teaching, or grind-
ing an organ at the pleasure of some canting villain of a parson,
or death by starvation, is the lot of a musician in this country.
| have, in spite of this, never composed one page of music bad
enough for publication or performance. | have drudged with
pupils when | could get them, starved in a garret when | could
not; endured to have my works returned to me unopened or de-
clared inexecutable by shopkeepers and lazy conductors; written
new ones without any hope of getting even a hearing for them;
dragged myself by excess of this fruitless labor out of horrible
fits of despair that come out of my own nature; and throughout
it al have neither complained nor prostituted myself to write
shopware. | have listened to complacent assurances that pub-
lishersand concert-giversare only too anxious to get good original
work—that it is their own interest to do so. As if the dogs would
know original work if they saw it: or rather as if they would not
instinctively turn away from anything good and genuine! All
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this | have borne without suffering from it—without the humilia-
tion of finding it able to give me one moment of disappointment
or resentment; and now you tell me that | have no patience, be-
cause | have no disposition to humor the caprices of idle young
ladies. | am accustomed to hear such things from fools—or | was
when | had friends; but | expected more sense from you."

Miss Cairns struggled with this speech in vain. All but the bare
narrative in it seemed confused and inconsequent to her. "I did
not know," she said, looking perplexedly at him. "It never
occurred to me that—at least—" She stopped, unable to arrange
her ideas. Then she exclaimed, "And do you really love music,
Mr Jack?"

"What do you mean?"' said he sternly.

"I thought you did not care for anything. | aways felt that you
knew your business; we dl fdt so; but we never thought you had
any enthusiasm. Do not be angry with me for telling you so; for
| am very glad to find that | was wrong."

Jack's features relaxed. He rose, and took another turn across
the room, chuckling. "I am not fond of teaching," he said; "but
I must live. And so you dl thought that an ugly man could not
be a composer. Or was it because | dont admire the drawling
which you al flatter yourselves is singing, eh? | am not like the
portraits of Mozart, Miss Cairns."

"I am sure we never thought of that, only somehow we agreed
that you were the very last person in the world to—to—"

"Hal ha! Just so. | do not look like awriter of serenades. How-
ever, you were right about the enthusiasm. | am no enthusiast:
| leave that to the ladies. Did you ever hear of an enthusiastically
honest man, or an enthusiastic shoemaker? Never; and you are
not likely to hear of an enthusiastic composer—at least, not after
he is dead. No." He chuckled again, but seemed suddenly to
recollect himsalf; for he added diffly, "I beg your pardon. |
am detaining you."

"Not in the least," sad Miss Cairns, so earnestly that she
blushed afterwards. "If you are not engaged, | wish you would
stay for a few minutes and do me a great favor."
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"Certainly. Most certainly," he said. Then he added suspici-
oudly, "What isit?"

"Only to play something for me before you go—if you dont
mind." Her tone expressed that intense curiosity to witness a
musical performance which is so common among unmusical
people whose interest in the art has been roused by reading. Jack
understood it quite well; but he seemed disposed to humor her.

"You want to see the figure work," he said good-humoredly
"Very well. What shall it be?"

Miss Cairns, ignorant of music, but unaccustomed to appear
ignorant of anything, was at a loss. "Something classical, then,"
she ventured. "Do you know Thalberg's piece called Moses in
Egypt? | believe that is very fine; but it is aso very difficult, is it
not?"

He started, and looked at her with such an extraordinary grin
that she aimost began to mistrust him. Then he said, apparently
to himsdf, "Candor, Jack, candor. You once thought so, per-
haps, yourself."

He twisted his fingers until their joints crackled, shook his
shoulders, and gnashed his teeth once or twice at the keyboard.
Then he improvised a set of variations on the prayer from Moses
which served Miss Cairns's turn quite aswell as if they had been
note for note Thalberg's. She listened, deeply impressed, and
was rather jarred when he suddenly stopped and rose, saying,
"Well, well: enough tomfoolery, Miss Cairns."

"Not at all," she said. "l have enjoyed it greatly. Thank you
very much."

"By the by," he said abruptly, "I am not to be asked to play
for your acquaintances. Dont go and talk about me: the mechani-
cd toy will not perform for any one else."

"But is not that a pity, when you can give such pleasure?"

"Whenever | am in the humor to play, | play; sometimes with-
out being asked. But | am not aways in the humor, whereas
people are always ready to pretend that they like listening to me,
particularly those who are as deaf to music as they are to every-
thing else that is good. And one word more, Miss Cairns. If your
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friends think me a mere schoolmaster, let them continue to think
so. | live alone, and | sometimes talk more about myself than |
intend. | did so today. Dont repeat what | said.”
" Certainly not, since you do not wish me to."
Jack looked into his hat, considered a moment, then made her
a bow—a ceremony which he always performed with solemnity
—and went away. Miss Cairns sat down by hersdf, and forgot
al about her lecture. More accustomed to store her memory than
to exercise her imagination, she had a sensation of novelty in
reflecting on the glimpse that she had got of Jack's private life,
and the possibilities which it suggested. Her mother came in
presently, to inquire concerning the visitor; but Miss Cairns
merdy told who he was, and mentioned carelesdy that the class
was to go on as before. Mrs Cairns, who disapproved of Jack,
said shewas sorry to hear it. Her daughter, desiring to give utter-
ance to her thoughts, and not caring to confide in her mother,
recollected that she had to write to Mary. This second letter ran
thus:
“NEWTON VILLA, WINDSOR, 6th September.
"Dearest Mary—I am going to give you a severe scolding for
what you have done about Mr Jack. He has just been here with
your wicked letter, furious, and evidently not remembering a bit
what he said lagt day. All is settled about the class, which he
positively denies having given up; but heisvery angry with you
—not without reason, | think. Why will you be so pugnacious?
| tried to make your peace; but, for the present at least, heisim-
placable. Heis a very strange man. | think heis very clever; but
| do not undergand him, though | have passed my life among
professors and clever people of all sorts, and fancied | had ex-
hausted the species. My logic and mathematics are of no avall
when | try to grapple with Mr Jack: he belongs, | think, to those
regions of art which you have often urged me to explore, but of
which, unhappily, I know hardly anything. | got him into a good
humor after a great deal of trouble, and actually asked him to play
for me; and he did, most magnificently. You must never let him
know that | told you this, as he made me promise not to tel any
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one; and | am sureheisaterrible person to betray. Hisreal char-
acter—so far asl| can make it out—is quite different from what
we all supposed—I must bresk off here to go to dinner. | have
no doubt he will relent towards you after a time: his wrath does
not endure for ever—Ever your affectionate

"LETITIA CAIRNS."

Miss Cairns had no sooner sent this to the post than she began
to doubt whether it would not have been better to have burnt it.
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CHAPTER VIII

THE autumn passed; and the obscure days of the London winter
set in. Adrian Herbert sat daily at work in his studio, painting
a companion picture to the Lady of Shalott, and taking less
exercise than was good either for himself or his work. His be-
trothed was at Windsor, studying Greek with Miss Cairns, and
music with Jack. She had carried her point with Mrs Beatty as to
the bandmastership; and Jack had been invited to apply for it;
but he, on learning that a large part of his duty would be to
provide the officers of the regiment with agreeable music whilst
they dined, had unexpectedly repudiated the offer in an intem-
perate letter to the adjutant, stating that he had refused as an
organist to be subject to the ministers of religion, and that he
should refuse, as a conductor, to be the hireling of professional
homicides. Miss Cairns, when she heard of this, in the heat of her
disappointment reproached him for needlessly making an enemy
of the colonel; embittering the dislike of Mrs Beatty, and expos-
ing Mary to their resentment. Jack thereupon left Newton Villain
anger; but Miss Cairns learned next day that he had written a
letter of thanks to the colonel, in which he mentioned that the
recent correspondence with the adjutant had unfortunately turned
on the dignity of the musical profession, and begged that it might
be disassociated entirely from the persona feeling to which he
now sought to give expression. To Miss Cairns herself he aso
wrote briefly to say that it had occurred to him that Miss Suther-
land might be willing to join the singing class, and that he hoped
she would be asked to do so. Over this double concession Miss
Cairns exulted; but Mary, humiliated by the failure of her effort
to befriend him, would not join, and resisted all persuasion, until
Jack, meeting her one day in the street, stopped her, inquired after
Charlie, and finally asked her to come to one of the class meetings.
Glad to have this excuse for relenting, she not only entered the
class, but requested him to assist her in the study of harmony,
which she had recently begun to teach herself from atreatise. As
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it proved, however, he confused rather than assisted her; for,
though an adept in the use of chords, he could make no intelli-
gible attempt to name or classify them; and her exercises, com-
posed according to the instructions given in the treatise, exas-
perated him beyond measure.

Meanwhile, Magdalen Brailsford, with many impatient sighs,
was learning to spesk the English language with purity and
distinctness, and beginning to look on certain pronunciations for
which she had ignorantly ridiculed famous actors, as enviable
conditions of their superiority to herself. She did not enjoy her
studies, for Jack was very exacting; and the romantic aspect of
their first meeting at Paddington was soon forgotten in the dread
he inspired as a master. She left Church Street after her first
lesson in a state of exhaustion; and, long after she had become
accustomed to endure his criticism for an hour without fatigue,
she often could hardly restrain her tears when he emphasized her
defects by angrily mimicking them, which was the most un-
pleasant, but not the least effective, part of his system of teaching.
He was particular, even in his cheerful moods, and al but violent
in his angry ones; but he was indefatigable, and spared himself no
trouble in forcing her to persevere in overcoming the slovenly
habits of colloquial speech. The further she progressed, the less
she could satisfy him. His ear was far more acute than hers; and
he demanded from her beauties of tone of which she had no con-
ception, and refinements of utterance which she could not dis-
tinguish. He repeated sounds which he declared were as distinct
as day from night, and raged at her because she could hear no
difference between them. He insisted that she was grinding her
voice to pieces when she was hardly daring to make it audible.
Often, when she was longing for the expiry of the hour to release
her, he kept her until Mrs Simpson, who was aways present,
could bear it no longer, and interfered in spite of the frantic abuse
to which a word from her during the lesson invariably provoked
him. Magdalen would have given up her project altogether, for
the sake of escaping the burden of his tuition, but for her fear of
the contempt she knew he would fed for her if she proved re-
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creant. So she toiled on without a word of encouragement or
approval from him; and he grimly and doggedly kept her at it,
until one day, near Christmas, she came to Church Street earlier
than usual, and had a long conference with Mrs Simpson before
he was informed of her presence. When he came down from his
garret she screwed her courage up to desperation point, and
informed him that she had obtained an engagement for a small
part in the opening of a pantomime at Nottingham. Instead of
exploding fiercely, he stared a little, rubbed his head perplexedly,
and then said, "Well, well: you must begin somehow: the sooner
the better. You will have to do poor work, in poor company, for
some time, perhaps; but you must believe in yourself, and not
flinch from the drudgery of the first year or two. Keep the fire
always alight on the altar, and every place you go into will become
atemple. Dont be mean: no grabbing at money, or opportunities,
or effects! You can speak already better than ninety-nine out of a
hundred of them: remember that. If you ever want to do as they
do, then your ear will be going wrong; an